DANIEL BARNUM

Defending Champion; or, In His Harte,
Sir Palomydes Wysshed That wyth His Worshyp He
Myght Have Ado wyth Sir Trystram Before All Men

ably became  champion.  boyhood carried away by battle. what was  the buzz
behind every thought  he thought he heard, arrow  or airplane? what broke the emergency

case of his composure ’til fist fit around foil. his body grew into the tourney’s  apex.
doubling advances & thrusts after opponents’ steps, he blew through each new

errant knyght like a princess dismissing suitors.  so swords’ crush swelled to leitmotiv,

frame for his life. wherefore that fairemayde threw her favour at his feet: purse with a sou

grommeted through  to depict some creature’s eye lifting through a beaded mist —
hoop-stretched, abolt of plain linen stitched with an embroidery  floss
idyll of a kingdom once & future. the nightmare scene with that old queer
jinn loping the oasis —its serpent neck & leopard print tasset, a crown for a coq —

kneading the grass with hooves & human hands. a mistake, = her gesture  did stop
light & time to flash back to his first dream ofthe chimcera. howto undo
myth from an instant. a difference hard to discern without distance. lacking a true origin,
nation as place seemed a foreign notion. born where the beast waited for him. now: a dim
overture of crowd gathered force — snap of cameras’ apertures closing on his incidental
panic sighting the man next to her, arm around her shoulders. he felt the look
quest through memory to pull palomydes toward the god of that bright face like hajj:
return to love learned young  through devotion. the prayer had been may I
serve himwell ~ enough to prove worthy. years he whispered aname as hosannah,
tristan, to wizard any page admiring his armor  in the dark into his mirror. the slog
under the water of him, his absence. drowning or drunk he couldn’t say. & suddenly half-
visible through the insulted glare & haze  of hay-colored braids — the lady isolde —

whoever he had been to him before when he was little more than a  kid
Xing off the box of a new experience, he was again. his, whose heraldic
yellow lion cried  histitle above the bleachers from the flags® dense corymb.
zeroth of  longing. he smiled & the stadium transformed into the sea.
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