Ideal Love

To start love like this: with a cannon shot

like Ramadan.

That’s a religion! Or with the blowing of a ram’s horn,
as at the High Holidays, to exorcise sins.

That’s a religion! That’s a love!

Souls—to the front!

To the firing line of eyes.

No hiding back in the white neck.
Emotions—out of the fat belly, forward!
Emotions—out for close combat!

But let’s keep the route to childhood open—
even the most victorious army leaves
a line of retreat open.
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