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The burnt garments of summer
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| weighed
your heart
in perpetual
darkness
unsavory
companion
such light
that | had
| weighed



your heart
against
the desert
once again
we were
turned

away
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| stayed
until
the light
was gone
stranger to
another day
| stayed

until



the light
had fled
the distance
of its light
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For Katerina Anghelaki-Rooke
Who shall come to*
”the end of sorrow
reach beyond
what ruins
our lives
to your tongue
infested waters
the semen
of birds
in our hair
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| stood
in you
Lit a cigarette
if only
to avoid
a watery death
| stood
in you
purple avenue
The waters
continued
to rise
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A dog peed
in your absence
loyalty is hard“
’to explain
alienation
sweet as
molasses
uneasy
the sweet
tooth
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For Spiros Vergos
If | could
bring you
back
against
the current
sooner
our thirst
against
its source
Heaven
and earth



change
places
indistinct
the evening
sky
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| desired”
my dust
mingled
”with yours
beyond
delicacies
of speech
You had
gone away
| could not
return
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Had | known
a tree
leafless
pleasure in
blinding show
Had | known
birth
informs
habit
| would
cling to
that leaf
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How ever
to replace
thee
sooner
a voice
about
the eyes
How ever
to replace
thee
a witness
sooner

gone
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| entered
the poorhouse
alone
forgotten
driven away
forged
| entered
the poorhouse
radiant
food for*
’many wars
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Not your
voice
not your
flesh
no remains
however
still
but the past
forever
approaching
the voice

| had known
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For C. P. Cavafy

You bent down
near
the central station
before Christ
gathering heat
a Roman coin
covered in saliva
for those
who know
the Dead Sea
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They were cold
almost living
then held
at an extreme
height
they were cold
closer to living
smiling
| put them

away
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Sweetness
bitterness
truth

appearance



the way—
in which

they came



That to which all things aim
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The Future
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| killed the innocent with innocent hands
The blood | drank runs down my leg
What is known is known to all
Only the future exists
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Oiled as a snake
Sent as a thief
The nudity of detachment
Provides a charmed life

What goes up



Never goes up
The laws of gravity
Grave
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It comes towards
the end
The greater part
of life
Heart upon heart
No lighter
to detain
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| forgot to say we grow old
Love no easier to dispose
| forgot many times

”That to which all things aim*
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”A river flowing on the borders of heaven*
Darkness over both eyes
All that exists—weightless

”Satiety in all things*



Tell me
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Tell me how you would behave*
”’so that | may follow your example
Tell me what should be done
?—And how does it end
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”’The earth cost us ten heavens*
—as if nothing held us apart
brought to life—to suffer
for less than manure
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Find yourself
a truthful guide
a wheelchair
a paper cup
Find yourself
a cold street
settle down
for the night
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”’The past rotting in the future*
’Carnival of dead leaves*
At best—mischievous

Because it’s not enough
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A gift—unwrapped
eyes—unopened
forty days forty nights
the soul—disembodied
identity a thorn
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One nail drives out another*
”Four nails make a cross
—Just to be alive
Then the freshness of death
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First | heard
Then | saw
Then | tried
To lower
My eyes
—I tried
But night
Would not
Come
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Not anyone—I knew
Not anyone | saw
ambulance—no doors
No relief—in retaliation
discount—a plot
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At times—uncertain purity
jackals at the wheel
fast—delirious—music

on occasion—its words
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”?—What have | done to you*
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”?—What have | done to you*
| have no shoes
| killed for the love of others
In this immense light

| drown
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Where no one stood
He understood
Where no one went
He underwent
the vastness of

his lies
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Where a man concerns
himself with death
no other means exist
Where a man finds detachment
he belongs to his ruin
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It didn’t exist
The flies misguided
corpse upon corpse
a question of taste
It didn’t exist
as in a miracle

Nothing exists



except the flies
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The burnt garments of summer
PPy

| sharpen the pencil
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For Gunter Grass

| sharpen the pencil—impenetrable—cold
”Those half-awake faces—awaiting death“
| sharpen the pencil—scavenger—bone
Those untouchable gods awaiting us
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”?—Where is the city of death”
?—Do you like my new dress
”?—Where is the city of death*
From there | will sell my blood
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—Those insatiable lies

To where we are casually drawn
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”Nothlng decorates what is“
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For Stavros Petsopoulos
?—I paid the rent—can | go to heaven
| need eternal relief
The moral vehicle attached
to the immortal essence
?—What’s the price of relief
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It comes to uncertain clarity
justice by a road not to be named
It comes to ridicule and vengeance

”a road “no creature called
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It comes to
a wild orchard
Though the dates*
are ripe—let others

”cut them down
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For Anna Akhmatova
T egTy
3 Gl
RN
«SC A<y
*
1k A Gl
LAY
Cld &byl
b LAY
To flee—to flee
To be—alone
To be—a ghost
”?—But where*
She was against this
—Against its return
But it was too late
To tell her
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”Another country—a lost century*



”The words get it wrong*
—Speechless—the old mysteries
swearing it was true
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?—Who rises to the surface
?—What remains unclaimed
Low sonorities of separation
?—in whose suicide hand
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Of others
Of no one
—Of force
left to itself
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The laws—unclear—bitter

Even white unsure of itself



The black squares of revolution
The ease to which we mourn
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”No one speaks the language of those years*
The fires of the traffic—burning as we speak
My wounds cooled in terror
”Yours “the finest liquors and wines
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Of chance
Of necessity
—Those few

At that time
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The burnt garments of summer
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He knew it in his heart
But the times taught silence
He knew it with every breath
?—How long to reach his eyes
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The burnt garments of summer
The past burning the past
The wealth of poverty
’Life turned into archaeology*
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He faced death—his silent partner

What he couldn’t steal was stolen from him



The art of betrayal silenced generations
Death does tricks not fit for a dog
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He walked on his head
in a trance
Danced on the shroud
of his brother
Oh, little worm
Oh, little worm
Tomorrow he would sit

in parliament
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| came from you
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| came from you—without losing you entirely
If you were gone | would have known
| came from you—resisting
’It’s the false witnessing of love that lies*
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Not the strength to unwed the past
—nor the idea to alter it
But the sweetness of a common day
where | tried to reserve a table
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The sweetness of a common day

The way—in the end—it floats
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The Purple Traders
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Eviction of self—prosperity of loss
”’Sea in which only the blue survives*
Burning in the absence of ourselves
A child who asks for water
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”A time when things grew up at once*
Then flew into darkness
The entire political construct
Empty as my mother’s grave
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The perpetual ending of ourselves

Fate—a dried bean
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?—What are the markets saying
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?—What are the markets saying—what are they feeling
.They say—there are no ideals
.They say—that stupid, Italian waiter—Plato—was dead wrong
.Likewise—that good-for-nothing Aristotle—dead to the world
.We are all debts owed to death—and the bill must be paid
—Of course, we own death—the future of all futures
.and death pays
Our great leader—our great consumer—the constant drip
.of wars
.Our child—austerity—the big, blue tongue of death

?—What are the markets saying



.Only the future exists
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| caught his eye looking backwards—of course, his hair turning
.gray

Never mind my generation—truer the corpse of Israeli
.submarines

| caught his look—one of depletion—thanksgiving— face-
.saving accounts

Those wigged whores of the Constitution went down for small
.change
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—Close down the markets—the eyes of the dead
.my love for you grows stronger every day
—Close down the markets—the eyelids of prosperity

.that Cyclops of piss



.Down—I’'m counting on you
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As itis
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As it should be

As it were never meant to be
As itis
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