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Then Massa and his gentlemen friends come to bet on the bo}zs_ They
guffaw and shout, taking sides, red-faced on the edge of the boxing ring
There is more kicking, butting, and scuffling—the winner gets a drp,
of whiskey if he can drink it all in one swig without choking.

Jason is bucking and prancing about—Massa said his name reminded
him of some sailor, a hero who crossed an ocean, looking for a golden
cotton field. Jason thinks he’s been born to great things—a suit with
gold threads, vest and all. Now the winner is sprawled out under a tree
and the sun, that weary tambourine, hesitates at the rim of the sky's
green light. It’s a crazy feeling that carries through the night; as if the

sky were an omen we could not understand, the book that, if we could
read, would change our lives.

—RITA DOVE (8. 1953)

QUESTIONS

. In this prose poem (
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