The Second Step Coming First
(An Exquisite Corpse)

Turning and turning in the widening gyre
Whirlwind tornado twists time and space;
The falcon cannot hear the falconer
Over mountain, beyond empty echoes;
Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold
All things slip and sink in the Void;
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,
Decay spreads disease and madness,
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere,
Within and without, behind and before
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;
Never heard, never seen, never spoken,
The best lack all conviction, while the worst,
Screaming, blind, hysterical, naked souls
Are full of passionate intensity,
Bathed and purified by fire.



~ ~ ~
Surely some revelation is at hand;
The Second Step Coming will be the First Step before;
Surely the Second Coming is at hand.
One step forward, the second step back.
The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out,
The Second Step Coming First! A preemptive cry,
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi
Formed in the vision of infinite steps
Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert
Shifting dunes erase every first step and transform
A shape with lion body and the head of a man,
Lion’s paws lay heavy desert footprints,
A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,
Transfixed by the Void, still not stagnant,
Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it,
Awash in whirlwind spiral sand tornado
Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds.
Spinning backwards wing shadows vanish.



~ ~ ~
The darkness drops again; but now I know
Time is never still in ocean and desert,
That twenty centuries of stony sleep,
Two thousand steps on a thousand-year axis
Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,
Coddled in subterfuge, torn by storm,
And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,
Clothed in the celestial threads of all dimensions,
Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born
Chasing its tail to the beginning of time?
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