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The Minotaur can bellow
into the evenly starred sky
and the young sailors can stare, bewildered
by the planes of muscle
across his bare shoulders and the echo
of that noise.

The beach fire is free
to cast shadows across bull and bull and bull
and bull, each losing features,
until thick necks become nothing
but curves, frozen, airless,
arcing the edge of silent space.

The heavy genitals dissolve
to parentheses and dash.
The hooves, their cumbrous iron
carved down to sharp points,
compass the belly in a wide circle
toward the perfect moon
of the head, another half-moon setting
across its brow.

(Poem from Picasso)
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