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Poetry by CHRIS OAKEY 
 
 

The Lonely Games 
 
 And of course the objective is 
 to see yourself in the best way, 
 to protect the ego and, if at all possible, 
 make it glow. 
 

Still, with stilled movement, light of touch in the almost touching of life to 
life. Gone now, quiet and grave, the moment turns on a pinpoint about his 
failure to hold her here with him, to hold himself, like a rain-drop poised 
in air, against the tug of earth. The job is to break through, to complete the 
touch, to make the trajectory whole. 

 

 These things are known 
 in the place he lives: 
 That there is no way to make the quiet 
 swing back and kiss 
 the opposing wall 
 outside of madness; let alone 
 break—that 
         there is no music which 
 does not make you  
         impotent, 
 

         for desire 
 rings the summons on the limbs’ 
 good strength, since motion 
 is the language of the will and 
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            nobody 
          gets turned on 
          by respect. 
 

He didn’t know what to say, except that the bile in his throat was a sort of 
victory—not over her but over the nothing that is the lot of men of his kind 
who are hard to move but, once moved, implacable—over life itself. 

 

 Poetry is what we have instead of friends; 
 prosody 
 is a substitute for love, 
 an aspect of desire 
 we cannot prove. 
 

  The gesture reaches out 
  to nothing, touches perhaps on indifference 
  or is forgotten. But here it remains 
  meaningful, an elegant apostrophe 
 

  that moves nothing, changes nothing 
  but its own inelegant heart. 
 

 And of course, the objective is 
 to pull down vanity and be 
 (incommensurable) 
 with the thundering stars. 
 

   Some loaves and some boulders 
   have fallen  
   between them. 
 

   The earth, 
   orbiting forever, 
   is ready to end. 
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 He, who has lived in the shadow 
 of his own filth—a swollen 
 magpie in a fitful sun— 
 

 puffs his seed upon the empty air. 
 “We wear our fingers rough 
 with out-door games 
 

 while the stars thunder 
 innumerable lusts, 
 —while the stars shoot 
 

 photons onto a swollen crust, 
 tailless and obscene— 
 into the end of time.” 
 

And still out, as they say, from the dead land a small bulb stirs its small 
mind in the gentle earth. The goal is not, of course, to break through but to 
emerge, and the way is not to swing, annihilate, but touch. He knows this, 
and she, in memory, knows it also. Just touch me, she says. 

 

 Oh, you beautiful, you 
 profane. 
 

 Her name here  
 is a tender thing, 
 

 her name is a museum 
 and her eyes, in memory, 
 have a pornographic curve. 
 
 


