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The body uses the plant’s uses.  It sprays dust from every surface, touches the rough 
trunk, breathes its air, buries its face in its leaves and, pouring water to the roots, thinks 
on itself the body as good.   

 
When the body thinks it’s the plant it is and mostly isn’t.   
 
The handprint leaves reach every moment, turning to the sun whether or not the body 
too turns,  
 
but it does, and when the body suggests the body’s an inch tall scaling the stem, it is,  

 
and when the body wishes chlorophyll for its own limbs so it can eat only sun, it does. 

 
But when the plant outside the presence of the other sits in its place, it moves; it grows 
and greens, needed and separate and same,  
 
itself alone, sending roots for water, facing always outward toward the windowpane, so 
whenever an indoor bulb casts light the glass reflects the leaves.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Mind 
 
 

Mind  17. a.  The seat of a person’s consciousness, thoughts, volitions, and feelings; the system of 
cognitive and emotional phenomena and powers that constitutes the subjective being of a 
person; also, the incorporeal subject of the physical faculties, the spiritual part of a human 
being; the soul as distinguished from the body. 

 
17. b. Instances of the philosophical definition of this.        

 
—Oxford English Dictionary 

 
 
 
The body bears mind [it has one] in mind.  Knows it should put its over itself but can’t 
find the divide and so has half a mind to put it out.   
 
But the body’s of many minds on the subject and finds one of them can’t put out what 
another wants in.  It minds this.  Reminds itself who’s in charge but doesn’t know.  It 
undermines itself and discovers a short absence of mind can bring to mind yet more that 
bears on the subject, which feels like progress although the body can’t figure out what was 
already in before. 
 
The body’s muse knows her own mind.  Is of good mind.  And when the body calls her 
she brings a mind of her own.  The body wants her mind on its mind but she muses 
elsewhere.  Her musings must be on the body’s mind because they’re hers and she’s its.  
She doesn’t care.   
 
The body tries to bring her mind to heel but can’t because when it made her it made her 
mind too stubborn, and now she insists that when the body wants her she’s not called to 
mind but comes of her own accord.   
 
When the woman and body are in accord they’re of one mind, which they are, but for 
now they’re not.  A sudden mind arises in the body to kick her out, but it knows itself too 
well.   
 
The body looks at her.  It looks not only in its mind’s eye but also really, and it really sees 
her.  Such is its state of mind that it’s relieved.  If the muse is in sight she must be in mind.  
This one thing is sure.   
 
 
 
 
 
 


