
T H E B O X E R I N T H E P A R K

( I . M . N O R M A N M A I L E R )

F R A N C I S B L E S S I N G T O N

He jogs feintingly

crossing his right hard,
surpassing the park walkers

whose eyes he dodges:

his head bobs a blur
inside the hood’s dark,
hands fluttering high

masking non-stoppingly,
battling spirits in air,
part defeated, part actor,

dancing what we must know is
shaking his heart at the world,

muscling his song.
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