Dream of a drawing: Bogart times two





In the drawing, an image of Humphrey Bogart lies
motionless on the bed in the left half
of the picture; an identical but 
reversed image of him silent on the bed
occupies the picture's right side.  He is

in his shirtsleeves with black suspenders,
staring, just staring at the ceiling,
a smoking cigarette raised in one hand,
the white smoke rising in the gray air.
He is utterly still.  In the background

is his dingy hotel room where sits a
frowning, slight, dark-haired man, 
bathed in hate like mobster or Gestapo,
holding a black pistol precisely on Bogart.
At the rear of the opposite side of the 

picture, the man, too, has his identical.
At the center of the background of the two
pictures, joining them, is the hotel room's
window, white curtains open and blowing.
Floating outside the window in the 


distance are two joined-at-the-center
images of the most bright, intense sun,
one half in the left picture, one half in the 
right.  The sun becomes so intense that it bursts 
forward off the page, leaps up, and is the real sun.

