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You'd passed out, male'· )70U missed it. Round midnight
th,s p~g~ant blared ,past, m:lenad~ and music, funeral, festival,
banging through thecit)7.llutwhen we slaggel'~d out, we saw
just Ihesqual'e in moonlighl. The unseen carnival
paraded 10,lhe gate· then rising, trailed to the fier)' stars.

Bloody Dion)'sos again. lie's leaving Antony ,
who leads tile rite, ap'ing the god in felching'panlherskins
arid' s!1ckillg thequ~en'~ His a~'p'salmsof pUblicprais(~.

1I~~s quit ~imand gone ~~me:H~;s sick ofP~rlhias
and Actiums, :md, ~his, the final fuckup.
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Look up there· Antony watches Octavian
arid the· thousand braziers where the legions camp;
watches his wine-cup drain and Cleopatra wangle;
watches the dark Ihal comes for his nam(~, his childl'en;
watch~s Ihe I~UI bu~s of Ihe passing sla\'es.
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