THE CENTRAL HOME
STEPHEN PAGE

The Central Home has lights!
It was once the Malingerer's home,
Dark and lawned with lemon- tree sturnps.

Once it was anly called House 21,

But now the hardest worker lives

There, the tamer of horses,

The counter of cows, the planter of trees.

All that is good radiates

From there. Even in the blindness

Of nocne Look! The light has cracked the chimney
And bumed the flocrs!

bisloners, do your recorridos,

The count lessening has no excuse.
Do nict allow your 1ot o pass

To overripe clover, do not fall

Into a crack, do not allow

The Central Home to become again
House 21. Let it center the ranch,
Let it be an example.

1 have given you electricity,
And fixed your deors.
belislonerc, keep it your homme,



TERESAI: MY MASK OF DAY
STEPHEN PAGE

J‘\-{}' mask of n:la.}' rises with me our of bed

like a ma.pPed sheet chngjng. cowering, she hides
the scars of nigl:n: she is soft, sensuous, caresses
my muscular build, my face, my hair;
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raising dust to Form a rain clowd.
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She does not resee my nlgh:m.'l rEs,

or remember them for me upon w:lken.ing.
She daes not see che halb-botcke of scorch

1 siFF-en:I inte my veins the n.igl:l: before.

She gl:im:ls coffer and pours spring warer :h:ougl:
the groun.d:.. serves me ina po rv:v:Ein Cup.
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Where I was the afternoon before,
orwho [was with, She sits in the chair
next to mine, Pl.-nces her hand upan
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