
Springsteen Says the Show 

 

is where we feel full.  

 

That sounds about right.  

We remember the joy 

 

of being. That sounds right to me too. 

 

We remember some happiness 

always and never, ever. We are what we could be together. 

 

* 

 

Clap. Jump. Twist. Drum on the chair arms 

like a monkey over and over. 

 

Comes a point when you realize 

you should probably vary your animal sounds. 

I mean how many whooo-whooos and whoot-whoots 

and yeah yeah babys 

before you are audibly  

boring and fake? It’s hard to express 

 

one’s love of the Show, one’s tremendous appreciation. 

A hunger, really, for the Song. 

Fact is, it’s not really an occasion 

for language per say. 

 

And yet here I am. 

 

* 

 

Ultimately, I don’t know if the Show 

is escape or immersion. 

 

Today, what the hell, I’ll go with immersion 

into something intolerably 

painful, unless you fall  

so far 

you will never say anything but silence again. 

                                                                                                                                                                                 


