
Red by
Yellow Brought

                                                           Orange is red brought nearer to humanity by yellow.
-Wassily Kandinsky

Orange is Red

Red brought near.

Yellow brings near—

Is Red—

Is Red brought

By Yellow.

Orange is Red—

 Nearer to 

Humanity brought—is Red

by Yellow brought.  Orange

is Red.  


Brutality

Was Red brutal 
to Yellow? Or
at least bending 
Yellow on the dance 
floor over on itself to some
extent—so Yellow's hair
hung down and almost brushed
where Yellow's heels dug
into the floor.  Or Red said
You could be warmer—Are you
cold, Yellow, are you?
And Yellow said no, but Red
said come closer.  

Or was it a thought 
Yellow had one day—
a thought of Red that sank 
deep into Yellow and spread
the way you have seen pigment 
do, in water, like billows,
or bodies rising from the floor
arching upward, shoulders
humped up, like wind catching
a bag or like a jellyfish
just moving from one place
to another—that was how 
the new thought invaded 
Yellow, now no longer
yellow, but a bit savage, 
a bit distracted, and before 
it came nearer, nearer
to humanity—it went off 
a little ways first, 
thoughtfully, like a young 
falcon after its first kill.  

Touch

Red and Yellow touching.  Holding each other.
So much Yellow into Red to make the orange bought so
near to humanity—brought near by Yellow—much nearer
than Red—the Red wild like a deer –not the shy deer you think of.
The stamping hoof, the warning shake of huge ivory horns—
the chuff, the snort of Red.  Yellow is an arrow.  Chasing
the Red.  Not quite an arrow of harm.  The arrow that is light—
that touch, that sting.  

Domesticated

    such that Orange 
is nearer—

brought into 
huts         down 

by 
our red 

eats the yellow
    



