
ROBERT LAX EXTRACTS FROM CIRCUS DAYS AND NIGHTS
1
The sunset city trembled with fire, the air trem-
bled 
in fiery light, a fiery clarity stretched west across 
the 
walks, the tongues of air licked up the building 
sides, the 
wings of fire hovered over the churches and 
houses, steeples 
and stores of the wide flat city that stretched to 
the sea. 
The walk like a drum was stretched as though 
over the 
hollow kettle of ground, the hollow darkness 
under the walk 
resounded as he walked toward the sunset, 
and the street 
glowed like a drum in firelight, like a drumskin 
glowed the 
walk and road as he walked toward the light, 
walked slowly 
toward the light through the fiery clarity of the 
burning 
air now cooled with evening as sun set. Walls of 
glass 
reflected the fire of sun, took fire from it, were 
kindled 
and blazed bright, so as he walked down the 
drumskin city, 
he was walled in fire and walked toward fire, and 
in the 
fire dark caverns were, dark doorways in the 
walls of fire, 
portals in the panes of brass where these men sat 
on folding 
camp chairs waiting while the world went 
round, bald men 
sat on folding camp chairs waiting while the 
world went
round, their drumskin heads took fire from the 
sun, kindled 
and blazed, were copper drums, brass helmets 
glowing above 
the drumskin walks, each in his dark portal sur-
rounded,
tipped on his camp stool in doors darkness; brass 
accent
in the walls of glass. In the fiery city they sat on 
camp stools waiting while the world went round.
2
Our dreams have tamed the lions, 
have made pathways in the jungle, 
peaceful lakes; they have built new 
Edens ever sweet and ever changing. 
By day from town to town we carry 
Eden in our tents and bring its wonders to the 
children who have lost 
their dream of home.
3
Who is it for whom we now perform 
cavorting on wire: 
for whom does the boy 
climbing the ladder balance and whirl— 
for whom, seen or unseen
 in a shield of light? 

Seen or unseen
in a shield of light,
at the tent top where rays stream in 
watching the pinwheel 
turns of the players
dancing in light: 

Lady, 
we are Thy acrobats; 
jugglers; 
tumblers; 
walking on wire, 
dancing on air, 
swinging on the high trapeze: 
we are Thy children, 
flying in the air 
of that smile: 
rejoicing in light. 

Lady, 
we perform before Thee, 
walking a joyous discipline, 
thin thread of courage, 
slim high wire of dependence 
over abysses.

What do we know 
of the way of our walking? 
Only this step, 
this movement, 
gone as we name it. 
Here 
at the thin 
rim of the world 
we turn for Our Lady, 
who holds us lightly: 
we leave the wire, 
leave the line, 
vanish into light.
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After supper light on fields, prairie, long yellow 
light on fields aspiring, fields looking up grass 
singing 
high grass singing yellow light on green grass
growing, 
the wide round horizon, the long tired light on 
the field 
and the green grass high yearning up aspiring to 
heaven 
to the dome sky heaven the grass growing up to 
the sky 
and the light dying, the sun wearily sleepily 
smiling 
lying down, with a sighing song, a long smiling 
sigh 
over the fields and the grass rising, thin prayer 
rising 
tufted to the air above the field to the sky the 
dome 
sky thin made of light air the dome above the 
field and 
the field breathing the air full rich golden grass 
smelling 
sweet and tired with sun dying sun lying down, 
dying down 
in west.
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He stood outside the horse truck, waiting for 
Mogador to 
come back, and he began to whistle. Across the
field the men 
had taken down the sides of the tent and were 
moving about in 
dim light under the top, picking up trunks, ropes 
and equipment 
and packing it away. He began to whistle a tune 
from the 
depths of his soul; he had never heard it before 
but he 
recognized it as a form of the song his soul had 
always been 
singing, a song he had been singing since the beginning of 
the world, a song of return. It was as though he 
stood in a dark corner of the universe and whistled softly, 
between his 
teeth, and the far stars were attentive, as though 
he whistled 
and waves far off could hear him, as though he 
had discovered 
a strain at least of the night song of the world.
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Her toes almost touch the top of the tent; 
she lies out, balanced at the arch of her back, her 
toes are pointed, 
her long slim legs stretch before her, 
her waist is taut, 
her whole body is semi-relaxed. 

Her arms lie out gracefully behind her head, 
her long hair rides behind her as she swings for-
ward: 
there is a flower in her hair, 
it hugs her head as she swings back. 
Back and forth, 
back and forth. 
Now she drops. 
Headfirst: her hair 
and the flower 
tumbling toward the ground. 
Look away! 

Precipito- 
volissimo- 
volmente! 

She has caught herself, 
is hanging by her feet; 
she swings back and forth, 
her back beautifully arched, 
her hands and fingers poised, 
the flower riding in her long hair. 

She pulls herself up, 
hangs by her hands, 
grasps the rope between her legs, 
slides down it to the ground. 
Bows graciously, 
accepts applause with lifted arm, 

And leaves the ring.







