
the beast goes to tea 

Dear p e o p l e , f r i e n d s o f f r i e n d s o f mine: 
t h a n k you f o r s h a k i n g my hand, f o r p a t t i n g my head. 
Some woul d t h i n k me dead 

b u t you have n o t i c e d , c l e v e r y o u , 
t h e hand w h i c h you have shaken 
i s warm, my head u p r a i s e d ' — 

p e r h a p s I don't move enough: 
one o f you i s n o t s u r e 
t h a t I am h e r e ; 

p a s s i n g him a cup o f t e a , I nod 
g r a c i o u s l y . 
N o t e : I d i d n o t wink o r s m i l e 

t o o w i d e l y , b a r i n g my t e e t h . 
My eyes move q u i c k l y , c o n c e a l e d 
b e h i n d my g e n t l y h a l f - c l o s e d l i d s , 

my hands move n o t a t a l l , 
my l i p s form s l o w , s i l e n t words 
so low and l o n g 

you c a n n o t h e a r ; a l o v e song 
t o y o u , k i n d smooth f r i e n d s 
o f my d i s t a n t f r i e n d 

t w i c e removed. 
I s i n g t o you 
o f y o u r w h i t e s k i n , f i n e f u r , and l a c q u e r e d n a i l s . 



I s i n g t o you i n p r a i s e 
o f y o u r c r u s t l e s s sandwiches 
f r e e l y p a s s e d t o me 

t o see i f t h a t ' s t h e s o r t o f f o o d I l i k e . 
Thank you 
f o r n o t s l a p p i n g my hand 

when I r e a c h e d o u t . 
I t h o u g h t you w o u l d , 
so I t o o k what I c o u l d q u i c k l y , w a t c h i n g you c l o s e l y 

my k i n d , s w i f t r e l a t i v e s . 
Thank you 
(you're smart) 

f o r n o t a s k i n g me t o j o i n 
i n t h e r a c e 
a f t e r t e a . 

I am t o o rough, t o o s l o w , 
f o r y o u r s l i p s l i d e speed. 
Your f l a s h f r i g h t e n s me. 

Thanks f o r t h e t e a . No, 
I won't s t a y . 
You're so k i n d ; I've been good 

b u t I g r o w l sometimes. 
Thank you f o r s h a k i n g my hand, 
and l e t t i n g me go. 

by Shirley Tillotson 


