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Lucky Vincenzo—got his start at sixteen,

when he got his first sip of pleasure—

this girl kept chickens in line, took care

of Vincenzo when they married, after a shout,

on the old rocks by the breakers and reeds. 

The houses there—they had yellow tops,

and so did the covered well, where he chased him—

Vincenzo chased his kid, a couple years later,

after throwing feathers at each other—

kid tumbled in the well, and died like that.

It brought them closer together,

Vincenzo and his wife—but the thing was

after so long trying to clean off her melancholy

he was covered in it, way back 

when you could just disappear.

So Lucky spent some time in the woods,

where some people starving ate maybe

mushrooms, and a few other things

like tubers, and greened his fingers about

basil, rosemary, mint, and thyme.

One day he saw the ghost of his wife

although she wasn’t dead, then—

she was lying on shore, and her hair,

it was trying to run down the waterfall—

and so Vincenzo woke up the queen.

That was how Lucky came to himself—

He cooked for the king, folded up in the castle;

and out of respect for the dead,

he studied Hippocrates

for the composition of things.

So after sugaring dinners and salting desserts,

he watched the rain fall in a column

from the compluvium to the basin

on whose tiles he scraped herbs

and much else, for their powers.

A few lashed together clockwork horses,

bronze orators, or mechanical skies

whose clouds ran in circles, above

sunken statues whose feet shuffled

on corners where books were sold.

Instead, Vincenzo never handled them,

marble skin, pupil gems, and fastened hair—

he left the choice in grave to royalty—

but when they were raised, the effigies,

he was there, with his bottle, and his touch.

With his spit, and his sweat, a drop

of oil, the grey earth, and the leaves

that die just under the surface,

with dust from the black rocks,

who sweat the most in the sun,

Vincenzo mixed flowers with the smoke

of meat, collected with cloth, kneeling on the sand 

where feathers tumbled in his footprints,

and the stuff was smoothed out and stroked

against a long stretched out hide.

All that, boiled with fat and bottled,

came into his hand, and dipping his finger,

he placed the scent behind one ear,

behind another, on her neck that meets

the shoulder, and in the rooms of her arms,

where the weight of her head and her hand

is split—on her wrists, and on the bone

that ends near her back—on the two folds

above her belly, and on the ankles, the legs,

and the knees—on the dark spots—

where the cloth could pick it up.

And Lucky Vincenzo wore gloves always

but for then, so that, the tables scraped,

the tombs dressed, the halls asleep,

he could sink into his hole—they disappeared,

his gloves, then, and his face into his hands.

