

The Telegraph

        Not given to vulgarity or wild speech
								      or damaging quicksilver
								  	  changes of mood

         usually, although in the telegraph office
								      he swore and shouted to
									  make the lilies

of the wallpaper turn brown and die, 
								       	he sobbed and cried, 
									        he planned out

the murder of his generals or an efficient
								         suicide, holding his head
									       in his hands

like it belonged entirely to someone else
								           and he was looking 
									        around for its owner. 

other times rare times he leapt up
								         and banged against 
									     the chandelier or 

crushed his hat with his first for joy
								         but no matter what
									     the circumstance

he walked home calmly like the father 
								          of a hundred thousand
									       or two dead boys. 

