Tsurukawa and I gazed tensely at the scene. Later when we ex-
amined the matter systematically, we decided that this must have been a
farewell ceremony between an officer who was leaving for the front and
the woman who had conceived his child. But our emotions at that mo-
ment made any logical explanation impossible. Because we were staring
so hard, we did not have time to notice that the man and woman had gone
out of the room, leaving nothing but the great red carpet.

I had seen that white profile of hers in relief and I had seen her
magnificent white breast. After the woman left, I thought persistently of
one thing during the remaining hours of that day and also during the next
day and the day after. I thought that this woman was none other than
Uiko, who had been brought back to life.
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(SOMA)TIC POETRY EXERCISES (2007)
by CA Conrad

1.) Wash a penny, rinse it, slip it under your tongue and walk out the door.
Copper is the metal of Aphrodite, never ever forget this, never, dont for-
get it, ever. Drink a little orange juice outside and let some of the juice
rest in your mouth with the penny. Oranges are the fruit of Aphrodite,
and she is the goddess of Love, but not fidelity. Go somewhere outside,
go, get going with your penny and juice. Where do you want to sit? Find
it, and sit there. What is the best Love you've ever had in this world?
Be quiet while thinking about that Love. If someone comes along and
starts talking, quietly shoo them away, you re busy, you're a poet with a
penny in your mouth, idle chit chat is not your friend. Be quiet so quiet,
let the very sounds of that Love be heard in your bones. After a little
while take the penny out of your mouth and place it on the top of your
head. Balance it there and sit still a little while, for you are now moving
your own forces quietly about in your stillness. Now get your pen and
paper and write about POVERTY, write line after line about starvation

and deprivation from the voice of one who has been Loved in this world.



