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Play became the villains, Life in a way was kinder,

For it never cast her lower, or as anything less than the star.
Leura's only care in 1life is for her personality,

Her glamour. In everything she does she seeks to show herself off

To better advantage., Haunted by a fear of fading from the scene,

She longs desperately to hear her name on everybody's lips,.

I know her vanity's her weakness, My love has promised

To help her spread her fame, my revenge promises the same,
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Chapter Two

Here's one woman who's not forgotten me these years;
She loves me like a mother, and I her like a brother:
Lieutenant Rosemary, sister of the city's bleeding streets,
Ah, who are these black races prisoned in someone's
Misery and pain? Whose urban renewal is this, whose
Swampy projects cleared the houses for another acre
Of marsh, vacant lot and despair? Water wells up in
The sewers, makes canals of streets, and dirties
Pride's Sunday shoe in dank pollution.
Here Salvation Army its frontier outpost still maintains,
Here Lieutenant Mary, etiolated rose that takes its
Bloom from mankind's refuse, a weary campaign wages
For redemption. Her heart beats time to the cymbal's clang
And the toot of the tuba, her cold soul shakes
Its tinkling tamborine on a wintry corner.
At sundown come the sullen casualties
To dress their wounds in a bowl of broth and a sermon,
To seek a2 bed, brief forgiveness for their sins,
Here too comes one Junky Jesus, no one knows his
Re2l name, and him Lieutenant Mary loves, loves with the

Hopeless anguish of eternal sacrifice, reform. His face
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Hidden in his hair, he shootse~up for all Man, and suffers,
And if she could but save him, this one of all the damned,
Then she would feel rewarded for her 1life of lonely work.
But now she pines, Junky Jesus comes no more. She fears
An addict's end's befallen. him, and that she's failed.
Where could he be?

Lieutenant Mary's calling in this 1life
Is to save the lost souls from themselves,
Her mother was a burlesque Queen, her father was a cop.
Short bliss between these two begen to failj
She wanted more than he could give. Rosemary saw this man,
Her father, driven from his home into the streets to disappear.
Years later, when she was grown, she saw a ragged bum
Warm a bottle of Mexican wine on the steps of a mission,
A man she knew., Rosemary then took vows to do salvation work,
But when she had returned from bootcamp it was too late;
A dying wino in an alley oozing blood and mucus, a bedside
Vigil, 2 last recuest for wine and a tortured death was all
Was left Rosemary of her father., From his memory she finds
Strength and dedication. Now all unhappiness she calls Father,
All suffering's now his suffering, all pain his paing
She hears his voice in every cry of anguish and tries to answer,

Tries to lay a soothing hand across his brow and bring
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A bit of comfort to his fallen heart. These city slums

He knew in life, these wasting lives, this misery that

Draws a shade behind a broken pane: his body and his mausoleum.
If only you could save me too Lieutenant Mary,

I need you more than Junky Jesus does., Give up your hopeless aid

To dereliction, turn to me, I'm ready to be saved.

Save me from my own revenge, save Laura, and save us from

Each other, to do it is your duty, your conscience and desire,
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Chapter Three

As I step in the mission, another whom I knew steps
A scowl blacks his face, and he sees me as we pass
But knows me not. I smell his after-shave as thick
As sweat but sweet, his head seems bowed beneath the
Weight of horns, and like a bull from the pen he
Quits the door, then treads the sidewalk daintily.
"David! How you've changed!" cries Mary,
"I didn't recognize you. First we heard you dead,
Then found again. I remember you as hungry poet
In the street, but you've returned a man.,"
"And who was that," asks I, "who left your shop
So angrily? I knew him as 2 playboy and a bon vivant."
"He's Adam Add," sighs Mary, "one who woos me
Night and day, for what end I'll never know,
First he came with tales of tragedy, then next day

Courts me like a peacock before a hen's convention,

oute.

Obsessed to prove his love is real, he gives himself away

And but confirms the fraud,"
Then she laughs and puts him from her mind,

So much has happened since I left. She tells me 2ll,
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Some mystery in fact it seems has gathered in my absence,
Queer doings, 2nd all about the poems I left, but she's
Been true and kept them safe,
"Some woman," says she, "comes to see me,
Reads your poems, then offers me a price to have them.
I kept them safely, as you bid, and had them hidden,
And glad am I, for next day finds my room's been searched,"
Careful comes confession from her lips, piece by
curious plece as she relates events occuring on the
Night before I left; confession, as your Savior teached,
Deceit redeeming, defeats duplicity and fraud,
As if yesterday I recall the costume ball,
The thrill of leaving Laura as if it were some awful Fall,
In Laura's bedroom I alone in pensive poetry composing
Dreamed; morning found the wall-safe open, Laura's diamond gone,
Most prized possession, an apple made of glass, a plece of 1light,
"And you they thought had stolen 1it," my Mary says,

1

"It returns to me," quote I enlightened; "let me see

My poems," works of sparkling clarity of which the last

Beginning:

Night without end, Eden without Eve,
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Concludes:

Consolation dressed in tinsel,

Crenaline angel, intellectual minstrel.

I begin to comprehend, I begin to scheme;

Could this be my clue, key to my equality?
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Chapter Four

When Satan fell, God fell, and when God fell Man
Into Purgatore descended. There Unhappiness
Travail and cripple Misery befriended him, and 21l
Guilt's over-populated nation made him known with swarming
Germs, clamoured him deaf and elbowed him down in the crowd.
Nor for himself does man struggle to undo his wrong and rise;j
For God he rises and for God he suffers, for God alone he seeks
Salvation. Only Man can make God right again.
Having sinned, on us His hopes He pinned,

"So?" would Adam shrug were we to say;
"Little care I for God's woe. All unsolved my own problems go.
My love for one compels me love another, that like same poles
Of magnets from my true love I'm repelled. God knows little
Of unrest that hurts a lover's soul,"

Full strong a2 man is Adam Add, and rich in love of life,
He shaves before he goes to bed, bathes before he sleeps.
He buys his clothes in Georgetown and drives to New York
Twice a week., A wolf among women till Love made a thrall
Of him, he lost his heart and fell with a crash.

He thinks that he's not free now, yet he was never free;

Even before Love closed the door of its cage
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He was enslaved, a creature controlled by his lusts,

An animal dressed up in clothes and a clean-shaven mask,
Noon-time finds him in a traffic-jam at Dupont Circle,
Crowded in his car and stalled, his mind, smarting still from

Mary's adamance, a throng of crushing thoughts each angry
With the other; some accuse, others cry, still others do
Apologize as if they could explain away the stars and sky,
And 211 a mass confused with room for none to move or breath,
Himself the unfree victim of emotion's multiplicity.

At last he parks before a house.
He goes inside. The hall is carpeted, air-conditioned cool.
His key unlocks the first apartment door., Shades still drawn,
The room is cluttered with unconscious forms as if all
Hippies from the street had crowded in and crashed,
Adam finds the form he wants and wakes him,

"Here's the money for your dope," he says;
"Now get yourself together. I'm renting this place for you
As per our deal, and not to have you make it as a home for
Friendless freaks, Get 'em out of here!"

And before he turns away he adds: "“have you
Been down at the mission again?" To which a sleepy

!

"No man," comes reply.
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"Well, if I found out that you've been down there
Thén our deal is off.," He kicks the envelope of bills
Upon the floor: "you're screwed without this cash,
And don't forget iti"
Does Adam feel relieved to pass his hassles on another?
Does he leave a lighter heart? No, as he suffers,

S50 shall others,
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Chapter Five

Restless, always restless, Eva's agile mind a thousand
Plans a day consumes; today her bathroom window's grill presents
The problem, as with rope and tape and suction cup and skill
Professional she wonders how she would escape.

Wisconsin Avenue below today is much too crowded to go climbing
Out along the ledge; turn your feral mind upon another puzzle;
Restless, 2lways restless slinking like a cat, Eva, what
Unhappy mood keeps you pacing in your cage?

Is it for the black fur-coat of night that you awalt,
And the freedom of the roof-tops that once was yours, and the
Call of the wild, that hidden treasure all a-glitter like a dare?

A ¥knock on the door announces Adam.

"Well?" demands Eva, hands-a-hips as Adam on the couch sinks,
"Am I going to hsve to stay up here all day waiting for youl"

"I've been setting things up," sighs Adam.

"And?" Eva probes, not letting him rest; "well? Isn't Laura
Sti11l getting married noon tomorrow?"

"Yes,"

"And she swallowed the story? Still thinks she's marrying
A war hero, a My Lai deserter with amnesia and combat neurosis?"

"You're a genius, Eva," says Adam; "Laura ate it up like
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You said she would, thinks its Love of Life come true, and what
Publicity! She already sees her photo in Life Magazinel"
"Good, good," says Eva, her head full of schemes like a
Casket full of jewels, "then that takes care of half our troubles.
Once Laura sees the truth of what she's done
She'll be so busy hushing up the scandal,
And we'll be in the clear."
Then rushes on: "what about the rest of the plan?"
Adam groans. "Let me be., Give me a chance to catch my
Breath. Let me stay here with you for a moment Eva,"
But Eva can't let him be as long as there's still danger,
Her freedom's threatened, compromised, and there's no time,
She orders him on his feet:
"And don't come back until you find the o0ld maid's secret!"
Ah, Adam, how your heart longs to be with Eva, but she's
Driving you away.
"Let me stay. What kind of love is this that has divided us?
Why make me beg for what I want? Let's go into the bedroom,
There must be time enough for that,"
"There'll be no love at all if you don't do as you've been told,
Do you think I'm not as hungry for intercourse as you?"
But Eva knows a tight reign keeps the horse upon the path,

A firm hand guides the beast. She can't leave her plans to chance.
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To let Adam have his feast would be to risk the social wrath.
"Get back down there to the mission. Comb your hair and
Fix your tie. It wouldn't be 2 bad idea if you brushed your teeth.
Don't you think that coat's a bit too loud?
You've got to make the right impression. Then take her out tonight
And steal her heart away. Remember, you're doing it for us,"
Is Adam Teeling henpecked or is he just exhausted?
Eva's like an evil spirit with a whip, that nagging conscience,
That 1little voice, and what a telling torment
In the wooing of an ugly woman!
Eva, defiance in a human form, knows for once
She's gone too far, Always daring to transgress the law,
To see what she can steal, to see how far it's safe to go
And get away, has let her love of risks destroy her,
Her heart thrills as on the jewels of tresspass her
Fingers close, pocketing the satisfaction of knowing
Only she could do it and get away with it, so that even
In adversity her defiance plans yet another desperate heisty
She will never stop affronting the forbidden, even Adam
Presents her with tempting possibilities

To play upon his love for thievish satisfactions.
play



Chapter Six

Again we meet, him leaving and I going in, and still
He knows me not., He reminds me of myself when I was younger,
Quiting the lady's apartment night or day unsatisfied
While more successful men all oiled up with brash anticipation
Would pass me in the hall, but I was always meek politeness,
Not like Adam who rudely shoulders me aside,

I tell Eva I'm a friend of David's,

"And I've got his poems,"

says I; "he told me I should look you up."
Eva measures me susplciously, wondering who I am and what
I want, how much I know and if I really have the poems at all.
I cooly make myself at home. "Tell me," I begin,
"What costume did you wear at David's bon-voyage bash?"
"What's that to you?" she asks,
"I ecan easily find out," says I.
"Who are vou anyway?" she growls, her back against the wall,
With a laugh I give myself away. I've had my fun. "But you
Might as well confess," I add, "the painful truth is out."
Eva's trapped. She had pinned all hope on stealing 211 my poems,
Knowing that when I returned I wouldn't remember without them,
It was a race against time., She lost, but in a way she's relieved.

"It was a wild scheme. I knew I couldn't win.

I'm glad it's over. I couldn't have stood the strain much longer."
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"I admit it," she continues, "I was the angel with crenaline
Wings you saw in Laura's bedroom. It was dark, You didn't see me
Lift the diamond."

"But when I heard that you'd been there, puppy=-dog poet
That you are, I knew I had to get your poems or go to jail.
No doubt you thought I was a visitation from above,
Well, the diamond's long since sold. You've heard my story;
There's the phone. Call the authorities."

"Now what good would it do me to see you go to Jail?"
I tease her; "take the peoms, they're yours. I'll take
The liberty of forgiving you myself, In return I ask you
Let me be your Adam for the night."

Understanding transforms Eva's face with zdmiration,
So, it's blackmail is it? How deliciously dishonest!

"Imagine," she purrs with delicate emphasis, "home from the
War and already turning in his poems for a plece of the action,
Where're your principles now, poet? Has the war given you
A taste for blood then, that you want to shed mine?"

Eva's bed beneath the eaves a skylight spots
As if God's eye itself looks down from out of starry space;

The room's walls are painted red, yellow, blue and white,
Depicting all the colors in-between, the constellations and the
Comet's trail, evolution's algaed pool and Nature's chair

Where naked pre-man learned to sit,
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Her bed of soft fallopian folds
Behind its curtains giving birth to stormy season's rise and fall,
Summer's creation, Winter's thrall, znd 21l
The agonies of love that yleld release through fitful union,
Receives us soft between its sheets.

My organ's heavy glans between our stomachs,
We face to face like gladiators stand, I with rigid shaft,
And she with dripping net; the throw is made with 1lifted thigh,
We hold each other tight. The organ's introduced and slides in
Out of sighte. Union is achieved without a cry.

Release then comes to me cathartiec, frees me physically,
Relieves a 1life of sex frustration through creative flow,

For her the climax buys sweet peace of mind,
Freedom from the anguish of a sinful life. "I'1ll burn the poems,"
She sighs, "tomorrow when we rise.," Traffic in the street below
Turns slow, sleep lids the drooping sky.

In another pert of town 2 handsome hippie lies him down alone;
His bliss is artificial bliss, his peace synthetic from a needle
Drips, sooths the war of 1ife into an arbitrated nothingness,

From a hundred a day to five hundred dollars his habit groans,
And grows still as if itself 1ts agonizing effort 1s to drown.

From within the concrete solitaire of his euphoria he sees

The comfort of another's prison his: smart clothes hanging
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In the closet, for clothes they make the man; stereophonic cabinet,
All accoutrements in fact to meke the lie, create some substance in
An empty chemical existence,
Does he dream, this devastated boy defeated in the
Psvchedelic holocaust that's burned his heart?
Does anyone dream at all, when the self's destroyed the self?
Lieutenant Mary, do you hear him calling you, needing you,

Or have those last weak vibes been dampened down by death?



Chepter Seven

At one o'clock that morning there's a banging on the door,
It's Adam, Raging like a boar he comes on bursting in
And stares at Eva while I'm stretched out in her bed.

Eva rises, garbs her supple figure in a robe;
I hear them wrangling in the bathroom, the running of the water
And the toilet's flush as Eva washes.

" she urges;

"Give me 2 moment to explain,
"That's that fool David lying there, He doesn't know I'm
Doing this to get the poems. You'll spoil everything."

Does Adam believe her clever tale?

Or does he taste defiance in her ready tone?

The door opens. They both look out. He locks me over,

"You cheat," he cries, "I know David and that's not him,
Dave's a little guy, better looking in a sickening sort of way.
Either you've been taken in or you're insulting my intelligence."

Eva's cool and I am too.

"David's changed," says she; "lost in action, found wounded
And imprisoned by the enemy, plastic surgery repaired his face,
Medical science sewed a brand new soul.,"

"It's true," adds I.

"1'11 soon see who he really is," Adam swears,
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Departing in a storm of slamming doors,

Eva's wide awake and so am I, It'll be a while before
We sleep again.,.

"Remove your robe," I say, "the night is mine
And it's not over yet. Bend down, I'll climb behind your thighs.
Let Adam nurture his chagrin a bit, and feel the loss
Of his beatifie vision, yourself I mean, while I enjoy you
One more time."

Eva feels she's being used, but knows she must comply.

Soon Adam's back again, and this time not alone,
Laura's with him, fear and apprehension mixed with anger
On a face sullen with disgruntled sleep.

"Do you recognize that mani"

Laura steps up to the bed and peers around her shades
As if this were a morgue and I a corpse upon the slab,

"Never saw him before in my life." Relief? What has she to
Fear from me?

Eva takes my side. "Look more closely Laura, You're too sure
Much too soon."

Lavura believes a test will be conclusive.

"Tell me, if you're really David, and I don't believe you are,
What happened on the night before you left; where were you

And where was I%?"



0 brazen woman ticht with guilt emboldened!

How you did intimidate me! You know that even if I'm real
I'd rather stay unknown than speak the truth which would
Embarrass you; the old me silence, submission would endure
Than risk your wrath, and it's not that the new me loves you any less
But rather feels old scores with truth are settled best,

I may smirch your image just a bit, but you won't die from it.

Thus: "I waited out the night in vain for you."

"And I?" a note of warning in her voice.

"Why, you with Adam I did see conversing closely,

He nibbled at your ear and rubbed your knee,
But nothing more," I 2d4d with haste, "nothing more for him
Than you gave me."

I feel the glances shoot across the room, the eyebrows
Rising significantly. Eva accusingly at Laura looks, Adam
To Eva like a navghty boy, and Laura looks at me,

So, there's no doubt in any mind. The dead are back to life.

Laura falls behind her righteous indignation in retreat:

"I knew you'd do this to me one day. I'm glad I jilted you.
Little cared you for me to come back in disguise, not telling
Me you're home, and for what? So you could cheat on me with her?
Nor need you look at me like that, Eva. You've a little dirt
On your own face, my dear."

So she's gone! I've lost her now for good,

Was I so smart in what I said? My revenge I've had

But lost my love; or is there still a chance to be rejoined?
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Chapter Eight

Dawn pours in through Eva's skylight
In open-eyed promise of a thousand happy endings,.
Eva arises, free of love's demanding bondage, and dresses
In the golden glow of Sun's tender knowledge.
Far away, in shade of some suburban tree, sits one
To whom the morning brings naught but damp and dewy sorrow.
The gentle clope of Arlington epreads out before him,
The 1little crosses march in white formation, rank and file,
As if called by some angellic sergeant to 2 dim celestial war.
Across cold Charon's poisoned stream, in the grey dinge and distant,
The senators and generals on their hill begin another day's.
Debate and dusty filibuster.
"Adam!" It's Eva. She's found him.
"You always come here because you know I'11l find you;
Let's forgive each other then. Our bad times are past,"
"I knew about you and Laura," Eva says; "it's no surprise to me,
I saw you leave with her just as David said., I did nothing;
T know it's just vour nature, but it was part of jealousy
That m=ade me pick out Laura's gem. I knew you'd keep her busy."
"Now you'll forgive me as I've forgiven you,

Dave returned as we had feared he would, but offered me a trade
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Instead of trouble. But you: You kept on coming back and banging
On the door all night, hour after hour, Why didn't you go,
Leave us alone? Each time to see if he had gone you came
You woke him up, and each time he woke he had me, time and again,
And each time I prayed would be the last, but nol
As soon as he's asleep you're back, beating on the door.
You didn't know! Now, thanks to you, my legs are stiff and sore,"
Adam sinks inside as when he hears how he's been cause
Of Eva's anguish, he knows he caused his own. But what's
Done is done.
"And I might remind you," Eva adds, "that Laura's diamond
Has been sold to pay your debts, yes, for you, so you could
Go on living nice. Give over now, all is set a-right."
Eva knew of Adam's bills and fesred she would have lost him
Had Laura bought him with the cash herself could not have spared;
Eva knew that this was his intent, the truth behind his interest.
Adam gives a laugh. He knows he's eaten his dessert, and
Cooked it up himself, his bowl of bitter pudding. His pain is gone.
Forgiven and forgiving, they embrace and kiss, they laugh.
Later years would see these two happily reformed and leading
Useful lives., Adam a conservationist becomes, and leads the fight

To s=ve our forests from pollution. Eva, renowned cat-burgler,
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