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GRAND FINALE

I've seen the goey~haired lepers come doun from the hills;
they think because they howl with eloquence and conviction
the touwnspeople will forigvievtheir revoting sores

and nit care much how repllant and odd they look

or how disqustibg how unmanly their blurtings are

concerning booze and women, their burning love for G&d

Nat for me passive and inglorious old age,

not for me penitence and breastbeating

and the recital of guilts till one's limbs begin to tremble
and a man's brought to his knees whimpering and ashamed;
not for me not while there's a flicker of life still left

and I can laugh at the gods and curse and shale my fist.

Rather than howl and yowl like an ailing cat

on wet or freezing nights or mumble thin péeties

over a crucifix like some poor forsaken codger

in a rented room the darknes shall come only

when I, an angry and unforgiving old man, yank the cloth

of heaven and the moon and all the stars come crashing down,



GRAND FINALE

I've seen the grey-haired lepers come down from the hills;
they think because they howl with eloquence and convietion
the townspeople will forgive their revolting sores

and not care much how scandalous and odd they look

how misspent their contrite blurtings over booze and women
their breathless jousting with the one true God.

Nor for me passive and imglorious old age

not for me penitence and breastbeating

and the recital of guilts till one's limbs begin to tremble
and a man's brought to his knees ﬁhimpering and ashamed;
not for me while there's a flicker of life still left

and I can laugh at the gods and curse and shake my fist,

Rather than howl and yowl like an ailing cat

on wet or freezing nights or mumble thin pieties

over a crucifix like some poor forsaken codger

in a tented room, the darkness shall come only

when I, an angry and unforgiving old man, yank the cloth

of heaven and the moon and all the stars come crashing doun,



GRAND FINALE

I've seen the grey-haired lepers come dowun from tﬁe hills;

they think because they howl with eloquence and conviction

the
and

how
the

Not
not
and
and
not

and

tounspeople will forgive their revolting sores
not care much how scandalous and odd they look
misspent their contrite blurtings over booze and women

senescent joustings with the one true God.

for me passive and inglorious old age

for me penitence and breastbeating

the recital of guilts till one's limbs begin to tremble
a man's brought to his knees whimpering and ashamed;
for me while there's a flicker of life still left

I can laugh at the gods and curse and shake my fist,

Rather thamn howl and yowl like an ailing cat

on wet or freezing nights or mumble thin pieties

over a crucifix like some poor forsaken codger

in a rented room, the darkness shall only come

when I, an angry cursing old man, yank the cloth

of heaven and the moon and all the stars come crashing donu.



GRAND, FINALE, .

I've seen the grey-haired lepers come down from the hills;

they think because they howl with eloquence and conviction

the tounspeople will forgive their revolting sores

and

not care much how scandalous and odd they look

how misspent their contrite blurtings over booze and women

their senescent joustings with the one true God.

Not
not
and
and
not

and

for me passive and inglorious old age

for me penitence and breastbeating

the recital of guilts till omne's limbs begin to tremble
a man's brought to his knees whimpering and ashamed;
for me while there's a flicker of life still left:

I can laugh and curse and shake my fist.

Rather than howl and yowl like an ailing cat
on wet or freezing nights or mumble thin pieties

over a crucifix like some forsaken codger

in a rented room, the darkness shall come only when I

an angry and unforgiving old man yank the cloth of heaven

and the moon and all the stars come crashing dowuwn,



GRAND FINALE

I've seen the grey-haired lepers come d@pn from thé hills;
they think because they howl with eloquence and conviction
the tounspeople will forgive their revolting sores
and not care much how scandalous and odd they look
how misspent their contrite blurtings over booze and women

their senescent joustings with the one true God.

Not for me passive and inglorious old age

not for me penitemce and breastbeating

and the recital of guilts till one's limbs begin to tremble
and a man's brought to his knees whimpering and ashamed;
not for me while there's a flicker of life still left

and I can laugh at the gods and curse and shake my fist,

Rather than howl and yowl like an ailing cat

ori wet or freezing nights or mumble thin pieties

over a crucifix like some poor forsaken codger

in a rented room the darkness shall come only when I

an angry and unforgiving old man yank the cloth of heaven
and the moon and all the stars come crashing doun.



GRAND FINALE
Sl

I've seen the grey-haired bushmen come down from the hills;
they think because they howl with eloquence and conviction
the townspeople will forgive their disgraceful sores
and not care much how scandalous and odd they look
or how vaim their contrite blurtings over booze and women,
their senescent joustings with the one true God,.

Not for me penitemnt and inglorious old age

not for me resignation and breastbeating

or the recital of guilts till one's limbs beging to tremble
and a man's brought to his knees whimpering and ashamed;
not if there's a flicker of life still left

and I can laugh at the gods and curse and shake my fist,

Rather thanm howl and yowl like an ailing cat

on wet or freezimng nights or mumble thin pieties

over a crucifix like some poor forsaken codger

im a rented room the darkness shall come only when I

an angry and unforgiwing old man yank the cloth of heaven

and the moaon and all the stars come crashing down,
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MEDUSAS

I saw a battalion of medusas

drop from wavecrest and foam

I sauw them unfurl

their frail brown parachutes
implant the burmning charge
beneath the victim's skin
and float off to other harm

Flaunting nature's oriflamme
medusas are verywhere
and eA—Iand easily spotted:
they wear fawning smiles
speak aonly to deceive
and possess two eyes
out of which stare cruelty and lust
s

Among them only poets and saints
arg kind, be#mg cross-eyed

unable to focus on victims

Listen to thexxxmurderous cries

of $étwe=legged medusas:

I'm a christian, I'm a maodgst

fascist, marxist,

I believe in progess

and the rights of man

- bubbles, my friend, lard-bubbles
which time's every-ready spike deflates
and smears like the brown foat¥

on thos®rocks below my feet
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MEDUSAS

Dropping from wavecrest ¥ é%hovuz

Medusas
unfurl their frail brown parachutes,
implant the burning charge

beneath their victim's skin
Gt YUk G 3 o N e
Medusas are verywhere:

on earth their locomotion

is by means of legs;

they are easily spotted.

They waer fawning smiles,

speak only to deceive

and have two eyes,

out of which look cuelty and lust,
Only the sainst among them

are kind, veing cross-eyed

and therefore unapt to focu on their

In the fetid night
yeéigzﬁ‘heaf*them sheutl @éncot-
'"I'm a christian', 'maoist'!
"fascist"%, "marxist®

"I believe in progress

and the rights of man!

Y PO
-lard-bubbles“ Time

with his every=-ready hegdle pégéﬁéL

and smears like the brown foam

on thgﬁrocks below my feet

g Aaw a be IM%H Mediga .
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HUMMINGBIRD

Flaunting
their pirate's flag of pubic hair
the cool-titted girls

go past me

Or they sprawl on the sand
giving their marvels to the sun

My turned head

is a hummingbird
sipping the dark flower
between their thighs

Myconos
June 14, I977



I saw a battalion of medusas

drop from wavecrest and foam

I saw them unfurl their frail brown parachutes
implant the burning charge

beneath their victim's skin

and float off to other harm

Méggg%s are everywheref

~4" on land they are easily spotted;
b they wear fawning smiles
by 5M/ ‘myéﬁéak only to deive
b i MJ* and have tuwo eyes

A out of which stare cruelty and lust

Only tet saints and poets among them
are kind, being cross-eyed
and hence inapt to focu on twesxr victims

f\""‘/e"&/ *\ILW

In the ftz}igm/' ;vabhgl
I have he them cry out; 5

'I'm a christian', 'I'm a mapist!
'fascist®, marxist! ' aceclerae

"I believe in progress

and the rights of man?® jkjd v 5
- lgpq;bubbles, my friend, which Time
with—ris ever-ready spike deflates

and smears like the brown foam

\

on these rocks below my feet

k)% {\’LM' Hrof Wﬁw Jw.&;
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Flaunting their pirate's flag

of pubic hair

in cool pairs the fifrm titted girls
ogp psast me

Ur sprawl on the sand

giving their marvels to the sun

MYCONOS

Flauting

. their pirate's flang of pubic hair
in cool pairs

the firm-titted girls

go past me

On sprawl on the sand

giving their marvels to the sun

My turned head

is a hummingbird
stiipping the darke flous
bewteen their thighs



MEDUSAS

I saw a battalion of medusas

drop from wavecrest and foam

They unfurled&

their frail bown parachutes
insert#d the burning charge
beneath their victim's skin
and floated off to other harm

Flouishing nature®s oriflamme

her gonfalon of hurt

medusas are everyuwhere:

in cities they wear fawming smiles
speak onlg to deceive

and possess two eyes

out of which stare cruelty and lust

‘:’A\A“-‘(
-Bﬂly them only the cross-eyed poets

and saints are kind,

unapy as~{they-ase to focus on victims

Though they stink worse

than dead pig in hot weather
listen to their murderous cries:
I'm a christian, I'm a maoist,

fascist, marxist,

I believe in progress and the rights of man

buEEles, my friend, lard-bubbles .
,M
whic ﬁ time's e&ify ready spike deflates

ghd smears like brown foam

on thoélrocks belou my feet
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AFTER A SLEEPLESS NIGHT

The fat Greek woman

with gold on her molars
holding the youngest child
by the hand

The child holding the small cat

in her arms

The cat holding the air

betwueen its paus

I must strive to keep
that image in my head
on those black nights
when sleep is far from my eyes

And that of her husband
bending over his hae

as though in quiet prayer
for the early morning sunshine

The roadside flouwers

proudly displaying

the choking white dust

an their still fragrant petals
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AFTER A SLEEPLESS NIGHT

The fat fat Greek woman
with gold on her molars
holding her youngest child
by the hand

The child holding the small cat

in her arms

The cat holding the air

between its paus

I must strive to keep
that image in my head
on those black nights

when sleep is far from my eyes

And that of her husband
bending over his hoe
as though in quiet prayer

for the early morning sunshine

And that of her husband
bending over his hoe
as though in quiet prayer

for the early morning sunshine

Or the roadside flowers
prouldy displaying

the choking white dust

on their still fragrant petals



THE HARVEST

I must go om with my crazy drives to the end;

in time my compulsions will become plain if not

to me than to everyone else, to my wife friends
children and to all who thought me a simple  madman
sometimes vicious, most of the time laughter-provoking

in my efforts to make rustless steel out of mere air

It is too late to brush them from my grey hair;
besides, they're not like dandruff to make a semi-halo
around my shoulders: the brush Hasefttbeen invented
that will free me of them, clear my head

and make it light and apostolical like my mother

who kerosened the lice out of it when I was a child

Fr'tinstance: I'm crazy enough to love two yomen
both beautiful, both good in bed, both equally sure
I am that rarest of geniuses, one who's well-hung
and withotbea trace of sadism in his make-up.,

Okay so far. The trouble starts when they offer me

two opposing lifestyles, opposite destinies

For the years still to fall from the calendar.,

I'1ll not reveal what they are but invite you to guess
insisting on my woerd of honour that this troubling
fact has given me a sour stomach and my haemorrhoids
a turn for the worse. 0 love, 0 careless rapture.

How will I ever explain to the surgeon

Fingering my inflamed piles that love's grown them

and is at the bottom of it all, that if he plucks

them from my amorous orifice a new crop will grwo back
as numerous as blakcberries but not half sa sueet.,

Ah, surgean! The fruits of love can be plentiful.

0 they can be rich beyond all reckoning.



AFTER A SLEEPLESS NIGHT

The fat Greek woman

with gold on her molars
holding her youngest daughter
by the hand

The child holding the small cat

in her arms

The cat holding the air

between her paus

I must strive to keep
that image in my head
on those black nights

when sleep is far from my eyes

And that of her husband

bending over his hoe:

as though in silent benediction.
for the early morning sunshine

And the roadside flowers
prouddy displaying the white
choking dust

on their still fragrant petals



Let's face it. I'm a compulsive. I buy two of everything
two pairs of shoes, of gloves, pyjamas or socks.,

I never walk out of a store without two hats or shorts.
Such stockpiling must satisfy the self and anti-self

or if I was as pretentious as ¥raks Willie Yeats I'd say

the man and his mask or something as phony as that

For the pedants who make a living fraom deciphering

the graffitti poets E;ﬂte on the walls of God's

ciborium., Well, ud&ﬁfﬁ!?’ come for me at the end

when I stiffen -« eeny meeny miny mo - in my love's arms

anddit goes no worse for me there than it has here rrRxxk
sy with _all my luperies, no devil's imp l ever

hear me complain

PTTYD Byl
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The fat fat Greek woman

holding
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IDEALIST

I'm an idealist, he said

and I would never aver

there are no causes whatewver

that I wouldm't urge young people

to die for
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Ghetto of the elect., A wall, a ditch,
Expecﬁbno mercy. Im this most Christiam
of words, poets are Jeuws,

n

Marima Tsvetayeva



Your horrible deaths are forgotten; no one

speaks of them any more. The novelty of tattooed
forearms has worn off. More assaulting to men's vanity
than Cpernicus or Darwin, vyour wretched story

of human viciousmness must be entomebed in silence.
There are even voices to be heard saying

your exterminations never happened, are a hoax,

a spoof to entrap the gentle hearts of goyim.

One historiam proves kxkakxHitler was the only one

in Europe not to knouw of the death camps.

You see which way the wind is blowing.

Soon you will be blamed for starting World War II.

Let me be, my dead brother and sisters

your black and swollen tongue pronouncing

the curses that died stillborn on your dying mouths.
Let me curse for you a world that has forgot

your terror and suffering, your inmocent hideous deaths
and its own guilt, Come, ghosts, surround me,

fils my ears with your imprecations



Your horrible deaths are forgotten; no one speaks,
of them any more. The novelty of tattooced forearms
wore off long ago. lMore assaulting to mankind's vanity

than Copernicus or Darwin your harrowing story

your cruel exterminations never happened, are a hoax
to entrap thé ever&ag?&az§ionate and-gentle hearts of goyim
andoane Pistorian affirms Hitler was the only one
S qQuaf . ) )
pot to kmow you were being turned into soap and smoke.
&
nad l""’x
So you seenuhdch way the wind is blowing.
Tomorrow you will be blamed for starting World War II,
My dear dead brothers and sister, let me be
your black and swollen tongue uttering the curses
that died stillborn on your dying convulsive mouths
in Ausch&;tz and Maidene%}ésa Buchenwald and Dachau,
Let me cufse for you a world that has so soon forgotten
Vule
your terror and great suffering and its oun‘guilt.
Come, ghosts, surround me, fill my ears with your imprecations,
Cry; shriek, rave: I shall curse till the sun goes black
in the sky.



TO THE VICTIMS OF THE HOLOCAUST

Your horrible deaths are forgotten; no one speaks
of them any more. The novelty of tattooed forearms
wore off long ago. More corrosive to mankind's vanity
than Copernicus or Darwin, your harrowing é&%&?J
of human viciousness must be entombed in silence.
ﬁ%ui(?'ve even heard cultured voices laf/ly saying
your cruel exterminations never happened, are a hoax 7
to entrap the gentle ever-COﬂg3551onate heants of é%?lm
and one histerian absolves Hitler for the only one
ignorant you were being turned into soap and smoke.
ey Qo oy
So you see, pour<ghosts, which way the wind is blowing;
tomorrow someggg uill-ggiﬁim you started World War II.
My dear dead brothers and sisters, let me be

CL(LL‘K

that died stillborn on your dying convulsive mouths

your black and swollem tongue uttering the surse

in Auschwitz and Maldenek 1n Buchenwald and Babi Yar.
Let me pronounc92£E£ deom of’a world that so soon forgets
your terror and great suffering and its own hideous guilt,
Come, ghosts, sq;round me; fill my ears with your imprecations.
I shall curse- % the sun goes black in the sky.
et Ut L
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TO THE VICTIMS OF THE HOLOCAUST

Your horrible deaths are forgottem; no one speaks
of them any more. The novelty of tattooed forearms .
wore off long ago. Harsher _to mankind's vanity

than Copernicus %‘Daruin’ the h}rﬂ,oming be&tiery&“x,«;a

of human viciousness lie)¥ entombed in silenc%y

(P shrill voiges are ' imd W
the 88"1 Wt‘r’ MQWW e~

to, 2P thee@®=compassionate hearts of gentiles
- one oﬂ&ﬁﬁbcier absolvéd the devil himself: sole German
ignorant you were changed into soap and smokel

A T WP {E

Um@ppeaseable shades, you see which way the wind blous;

Ok some vi you—sterted-Werld War 11,
M ‘ —ent—sisters, ket—me—be Jnlees b gn'“uu*
your black and swollen tongue uttering the maledictions
that died stillborn on your J;Sgb convulsive mnﬁ%t%‘
in Auschuwitz and Maidenek, in Buchenwald and Babi Yar.
Léﬂtﬁé‘épgzrx;our éﬁ%@@bgn a world that forgets

terror and pain and its own hideous guilt,

Surround me, ghosts; fill my ears with your blackest curses

and I"11 tongue them for you till the sun goes black in the sky.

QM L O s il



TO THE VICTIMS OF THE HOLOCAUST

Your horrible deaths are forgotten; no one speaks
of them any more. The novelty of tattoosed forearms
wore off dong ago. More corrosive to mankind's vanity
than Copernicus or Daruin,,ﬁahr harrowing bestiary
of human viciousness must be entombed in silence;
of late 4‘9&“9-5- heard shrill vaices declaimisgs
your cruel exterminatioqﬁ never happened, are a hoax
to e‘ﬁ'ﬁ%’é the gweisdc a:'}-compassion‘ate hearts of entiles
and one, chroniclgr abswes the devil himself: P&

J'\B-g:‘-rgpe mwyoux were muinto soap and smoke!

A

-
y one

Dread umappeaseable shades, you see which way the wind blous;
tomorrow some goy will say you started World War II.

My dear dead brothers:and sisters, let me be

your black and swollen tongue uttering the_maledictions

that died stillborm on your dying convulsive mouths

in Auschwitz and Maidenek, in Buchenwald and Babi Yar,

Let me p;%ggﬁéce your curse on a world that se—eeen Forg&é}

your terrors and great suffering and its own hideous quilt,

Fell ghosts, surround me; fill my ears with your blackest curses
and I'll tengue them for you till the sun goes black in the sky,.



Your horrible death are forgotten;

no one speaks of them any more.

The novelty of tattooed forearms
wore off quickly. people now say

*
your deaths are pure invention, a spoof.

More corrosive to human vanity
than Copernicus or Darwin, your martyrdom

must lie entombed in silence.,

The devil himself is absolved. Chroniclers
affirm him the only one in Europe

ignorant you were changed into soap and smoke!

My murdered kin, you see

which way the wind blows., Tomorrou

some goy will observe th&€ you never existed
or that you started World War II,

ard the Holocaust% your just deserts,

How swiftly the world has

I live gmﬁgéuanﬁg;IQGSKﬁﬁB disremember

yaur-terror and pain and their own hideous guilt.

I live among amnesiacs forgetful
Ol

of you ﬁaﬂﬁH;Eﬁmrﬁain and their own hideous quilt
anﬂ"Tiéﬁht to be your swollen tongue -

uttering the maledictions
torn from your lips in Auschuwitz and ""aidenek,
Buchenwald and Babi Yat.

Ynappeaseable shades, fill my ears
with your direst curses;

I shall tongue them for you

till the sun goes black in the sky.



TO THE VICTIMS OF THE HOLOCAUST

Your horrible deaths are forgotten;

no one speaks about them any more,

The novelty of tattooed Foraarmsr/
glas, wore off quickly; people nouw say
your deaths are pure invention, a spoof,

6}u‘ The devil himself is absolved. Chroniclers
A%hé him the only one in Europe

ignorant you were changed into soap and smoke.

My murdered kin, you see
which way the wind blows. Tomorrou
some goy will say you started World War 1II,

Let me be your swollen tongue;

let me utter the maledictions

torn from your lips in Auschwitz and Maidenek,
Buchenwald and Babi Yar.

(e sppaseeer Ga¥

ﬁ%", fill my ears

with your blackest curses:

aprd I shall tonque them for you

till the sun goes black in the sky.



TO THE VICTIMS OF THE HOLOCAUST

Your horrible deaths are forgotten;

no one speaks of them anmy more.

The novelty of tattooed forearms
wore off quickly; people now say
your deaths are pure invention, a spoof,

More corrosive to human pride
than Copernicus or Darwin, your martyrdom

must lie entombed im silence.

The devil himself is absolved. Chroniclers
affirm him the only one in Europe

ignorant you were changed into soap and smoke!l

My murdered kin, you see

which way the wind blows. Tomorrow

some goy will observe you never existed;
or that you started Wolrd War II,

the Holocaust being your just deserts.

I live among amnesiacs forgetful

of your nightmare amd their sw®n hideous quilt:
"ge your swollen tongue

uttering the maledictions

torn from your lips in Auschwitz and Maidenek,

Buchenwald and Babi Yar.

Unappeaseable shades, fill my ears
with your direst curses.

I shall tongue them for you

till the sun goes black in the sky.



TO THE VICTIMS UF THE HOLOCAUST

Your horrible deaths are forgotten;

no one speaks of them any more.

The novelty of tattooed forsarms
wore off quickly; people now say
your deaths are pure invention, a spoof,

More corrosive to human pride
than Copernicus or Darwin, your martyrdom

must lie entombed in silence.

The devil himself is absolved. Chroniclers

affirm him the only one in Europe

ignorant you were changed into soap and smoke.
V\“\,‘LA-

My murdered kin, yeu see

which way thewind blows. Tomorrow

some goy Ulll observe you never existed,

are;;pmyth;’and having started World War II

R 3 2o

the Holocaust was your just AG:%r tse.

1 live among amnesiacs fergétful

of your nightmares;—their—+rideous guilts
an rave to be your black tongue

uttering the maledictions
torn from your lips in Auschwitz and Maidenek,

Buchenwald and Babi Yar.

~

Unappeaseable ghosts, ffllme ears

with your direst cprses. '
G ol tinae

I shall tongue tbem or~you

till the sun goes black in the sky.



TO THE VICTIMS OF THE HOLOCAUST

Your horrible deaths are forgotten;

no one speaks of them any more.

The novelty of tattooed forearms
wore off quickly; people nou say

your deaths are pure inventien, a spoof,

More corrosive of human pride
than Copernicus or Darwin, your martyrdom

must lie entombed in silence.

The devil himself is absolved, a polyhistor
affirming him the only mazi in Europe
ignorant you were changed into socap and smoke.,

That's how the wind blows. Tomorrow
some goy will observe you never existed
and the Helocaust your just deserts

for starting wars amd revolutions.

I live among the blind, the deaf and the dumb,
I live among amnesiacs.

My murdered kin

let me be your parched amd swollen tongue
uttering the maledictions

bullets and gas tore from your lips.

Unappeaseable ghosts

fill, fill my ears with your direst curses,
I shall tongue them for you

till the sun goes black in the sky.
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NIGHT MUSIC

I'm in the darkening courtyard
surrounded by a jungle

of flowers, ferns and leaves;

hgbﬂv%‘??t@g oom and leaf-spaces
TS
S *ﬁheLQEars appear and diisappear

Nl . O

like spectral moths caught in a net

The stray kitten I plucked
this morning from the cobblestones
is asleep in the hollou
between my knees. She purrs gently,
f;éf??;§g€§”35“§;§%H3ﬁ2§7§ ﬁ;é:;}er Sonata.
Only an ocegasional breeze stirs
fern and leafvand Flouer’ &pr}
a%4 the shadows they make on the fi3eer
A
The music raeishes my ears, stirs
my heart’ and brain till I become
the blackness and silence that surround& me .,
A sudden wind separates the leafage
above my head, letting meee
thebacterial smear in the sky.

Ther coutyard is full of small noises

as “if Heekngven's notes were égéﬁ%Q?Tﬂﬁ&

it §Co—~ TV

Q,WM

aver petal and fern

The cakx kitten purrs. hiiﬂgs and shadous stir.

[V rares
In my eyes there are tears
A

for the frustration and futility

in every man's lot, the inadequacies
and confusions which are the burden

and leitmotif of the whole symphony.

No man so deaf that he can't hear it,
For me, from tinoight on all's changed.

I have hatched an asp that delays its bite}

& there remains only to be desperate and brave



NIGHT MUSIC

I'm in the darkening courtyard

surrounded by a jungle

of flowers ferns and leaves;

above the gloom and leaf-spaces

the stars appear and disappear

like spectral moths caught in a net.

Far below the sea is wearing away rock and stone;

the hilltop castle is crumbling under the moon,

The smal}l stray kitten I plucked

this morning from the cobblestones

is asleep in the hollow

between my knees. She purrs gently,

indifferent to Beethoven's Kreutzer Sonata

or yawns to show me her pinkrmouth and lips. .
. Only an occasional breeze stirs

fern and leaf and flower,

the shadous they make on the terraced floor,

The music ravishes my ears, stirs

my heart and brain till I become

the blackness and silence that surround me.
A sudden wind separates the black leafage
above my head, letting me glimpse

the bacterial smear in the sky.

The courtyard is full of small noises

as if Beethoven's notes were scattered

and scampering joyously over petal and fern,

The kitten purrs. Leaves and shadows stir.
langourously. In my eyes are uncontrollable tears
for the frustration and futility

in every man's lot, the inadequacies

and confusions which are the burden

and leitmotif of the whole symphany.

No man so deaf bbat he can't hear it.

For me, from this night on all's changed.

I have hatched an asp that delays its bite:

there remains only to be desperate and brave.

Molibos
July 28, 1977
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FOR OLD RABBI SCHACHTER

'You may laugh at men's follies,"

the old rabbi said,

turning to shake

a nicotined finger at me

'but never, my child, scornfully.

Men also are fallen angels, you know,"

He's been dead fifty years,

the dear simple man,

and not a trace of him remains

except those innocent words lodged in my head
yet were I now to laugh out loud

it would be at his folly for speaking so.
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NOT ALL POETS ARE LIARS

Ref lect hard on this, my son:

that when you look and speak like a god,
your face and body handseme for the sun
your eyes sparkling with health and gladness
and the ventricles of your heart
dilating with goodwill for all mankind,
for everything astir with life and joy
what the ill-favoured envious man

wants maore than anything else to do

just then

is to smash your face in
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Ref lect hard on this, my sons.

that.when 'you look and speak like a god,
your face and bedy handsome for the sun
your eyes sparkling with health and gladnéss
and the ventricles df'ydur heart
dilating with .goedwill for“all mankind,
for everything astir with life -rand  joy
what the envious egalitarian

wvants more than anything else to do
just' then

is to smash your. face in



TWO WOMEN

Two women I once knew lie in this cemetery;

each in her own way was extraordinary.

One, a rebel anc feminist long before her time,

a Greek George Sand defiant and beautiful

whose distinction won her enemies everyuhere;

the men ;ﬁ@ted, the wives and daughters hated.,
She toek a lover in this Christian village,

loved and was loved while their loathlng grews:

the menbuut of baffled lust, the womens

because their mirrors showed them commonplace

beside the‘?éﬁid%%%‘that was her uafzir portion,

Virtue is most often envy at amnother's grace

and never was so much virtue found im one place

as in this village Qggté Stella Icanmou lived

her turbulenfwaﬁtraordinary life

until she greu inko an old, fat and toothless hag
wvho sat all day gwmg on her &gtﬁéiap,

her legs tihick as an elephant s, giving off smells.,

Then envy turned insensibly to pity

and smiles wreathed all faces where once were frouns

when one day the old decrepit iconoclast

doused kerosene over her tattered dress

and putting fire to it became a smoky torch.

Her charred remains are under that stone

and here are my flowers for her quiet grave.

The other was am American woman

deformed from birth who fled country and kin
fearing looks and derision for the hump

she carried on her back like a snail's house.
It's difficult for the weak and frail to live
among the strong whom strength makes insensitive
to woes they may imagine but can never knou.

Here imn this village she lived among the humble,
pitied and loved by them as some angel

who had fallen from the sky and smashed her spine

that mending had grown crooked as an olive tree.
And she paid back their cﬂﬁﬁéﬁﬁion by celebrating



their lacklustre village lives on canvad%s
that glowed with her gemius and affactign:
women washing clothes, combing their hair,
the children mischievous with birds and cats
and the men dancing in the caféneons

or salting the fish in their wooden frames,
In her slow-paced clumsy walks she saw beauty
everywhere: in the whitewashed dwellings,

the thin sentinel glasses filled with ouzo
AaRdxkhExiineExRARRS '

the white sunlight on water and hedge

and the linmed faces of the w ge women,
That's her grave, not five paces from Stella's.
and over the Greek inscription which nkzaéﬂc
YDeath exists for those who are still alive!
you gg%:?égd her name: Peggy Sylvia



TWO WOMEN
far Bobby Maslen

Tuwue women I once knew lie in this cemetery;
each in her own uway was extraordimary.
One, a rebel and feminist long before her time,
a Greek Georges Sand defiant and beautiful
whose distinction won her enemies everywhere;
the men lusted, the wives and daughters hated,
She toock a lover in this Christian village,
loved and was loved while their loathing grew:
the men's out of baffled lust, the women's
because their mirrors showed them commomplace
beside the unfair beauty that was her portion.
Virtue is most often envy at another's grace
and never was so much virtue found in one place
as in this village where Stella Ionnou lived
her prodigal and uaeohanadugad turbulent 1life
until she changed into aﬁauéb; fat and toothless hag
who sat all day on her unwashed doorstep,
her legs thick as an elephant's, giving off smells.

Then, envy turned ipsensibly to pity
G smileg uraa!hed assgfacésrahere‘once wvere frouns,

+i11 one morning the old decrepit iconoclast
égﬁgéa‘ke?BsS%z SVS?‘%@5‘@2%%2&25?1@5&&?‘*‘
and putting fire to it became a smoky torch.
Her charred remainms are under that stone

and here are my flowers for her quiet grave.

The other was an American woman

deformed from birth who fled country and kin
fearing looks and derision for the small hump
she carried on her back like a smail's house.
It's difficult for the weak and frail to live
among the strong whom strength makes insensitive
to woes they may imagine but can never knou.
Here in this village she lived among the humble,
pitied and loved by them as some angel

uho&h&d fallen from the sky and smashed her spine
that mending had groun twisted as an olive tree.
And she paid back their love by celebrating



their lacklustre village lives omn canvasses
that glowed with her genius amd affection:
women washimg clothes, combing their hair,

the childrem mischievous with cats and birds
and the men dancing in the kafénions

or salting the fish in their wooden frames.

In her slow-paced clumsy walks she saw beauty
everywhere: in the whitewashed dwellings,

the thin sentinel glasses filled with ouzo,

the white sunlight on water and hedge

and the lined faces of the hardworked women,
There's her grave, not five paces from Stella's
and over the Greek inscription which translates
'Death exists for those who are still alive!

you may read her name: Peggy Sylvia,

Mithymna
August I3, 1977



TWO WOMEN

for Bobby Maslen
Tuo women I once knew lie in this cemetery;
each im her own way was extraordinary.
One, rebel and feminist long before her time,'
a Greek Georges Sand beautiful and defiant
whose distinction wom her enemies everywhere,
the matural enemies of the aristocrat.
She took a lover in this Christian village,
loved and was loved while their loathing grew;
the ment's out of baffled lust, the women's
because their mirrors showed them commonplace
beside the unfair beauty that was her portion.
Virtue is most often envy at another's grace
and never was &0 much virtue found im one place
as in this village where Stella Ionnou lived
unabashed her prodigal and turbulent life
until grimmer dames turned her inta a toethless hag
who sat all day mumbling on her unwashed steps,
her legs thick'as an elephant's, giving off smells.
Then envy turned as if by magic into pity
and unforgiving hatred into charity
and smiles wreathed all faces where once vere frowns
till one morning the old decrepit iconoclast
overcome by so much love and solicitude
doused kerosene over her tattered dress
and putting fire to it became the flaming torch
that always lights up my remembrance of her.,
Her charred remains are under that stone
and here are my flowers for her quiet grave.

The other was am Americamn woman

deformed from birth who fled country and kin
fearing looks and derision for the small hump
she carried on her back like a snail's house.
It's difficult for the frail and weak to live
among the streong whom strength makes insensitive
to woes they may imagine but can never know.
Here in this village she lived among the hymble,
pitied and loved by them as an angel



who'd fallen from the sky and smashed her spine
that mending had grown tuisted as an olive tree.
And she returned their love in full, glorifying
their lacklustre village lives on canvasses

that glowed with her genius and affection

though her face never leost the stranger's smile
that still tuists into my recollection and grief:
women washing clothes, combing their hair,

the children sinister with cats and birds

and the men idlimg im the kafénions

or salting the fish in their wooden frames.

In her slow-paced painful walks she saw beauty
everywhere: in the whitewashed duwellings,

the thin sentinel glasses filled with ouzo,

the white sunlight on water and hedge

and the lined faces of the village gossips.
There's her grave, not five paces from Stella's
and above the Greek inscriptiom which translates
"Death exists for those who are still alive"

her simple mame salutes you: Peggy Sylvia.

Mithymna:
August 14, 1977
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ENGUAND 1977

Ome can say it's peterified putrefaction
for there's no stink of decompositioﬁ,

no visible rot exudes

And there's the illusion of actiwvity
in the banks and palaces
manufacturing sweet-smelling unguents
for weary feet going graveward

Also, if you put your ear to the ground
you'll hear the escaping gases
whistling arias

from Wagner's Gotterndammerung



Almost ten years have gone by since I first came here.
The stars have gone up and down that very sky above me.
The same smells from the fields, the same breezes from the sea,

The post-affice te my right, the garbage-collector's house toth
to the right

The cypresses rearing up im the dark like solitary neurotics
muttering to themselves about the day's sultriness,

My feet make the aame crunch=-sounds, I breathe a little heavier,

My disenchantment with humans has hardened like cement,
or has settled like a freshly dug garave over which flits
a single butterfly

Revotutions, wars, assassinations, the deaths of great and famous
men - the usual., And space explorations to find God wandering
among his galaxies and bring him back to his creatures

dying of loneliness and anomie.

At my back, the same frenzied tourists in the kafénions
waering different clothes and faces, the same Greek merchants
rubbing their smiles together to strike from them kefi and fire.

The same Qihﬁdng road an'uhich.you pause to gaze thoughtfully
at the moon-silvered sea and the small whitewalled cemetery
in the distance.



ENGLAND 1977

One can say it's petrified putrefaction
for there's no stink of decomposition,
nao visible rot extrudes

And there's the illusion of activity
in the bamks and palaces
manufacturing sweet-smelling unguents
for weary feet going graveward

Al&o, if you put your ear to the ground
you'll hear the escaping gases '
uhlatllng arias

from Wagner's, Gotterdammerung



Almost ten years have gone by since I first came to this village,

The same stars have gone up and down that very patch of sky above me.
The same smells from the fields, the same breezes from the sea.

The post-office to my left, the garbage-collector's house te my right.

The cypresses rising up in the dark like solitary neurotics
mutterimg to themselwves about the day®s intelerable sultriness.,

My feet make the same crunch-sounds, I breathe a little heavier.
My disenchantment with the humam race that has hardened like cement
or settled like a freshly dug grave over which hovers s single butterf

Revolutions wars assassinationm and the deaths of great and famous men
- the familiar troubles. And explorations te find God wandering among
his galaxies amnd bring him back to his creatures dying of loneliness.

Behind me, the same frenzied tourists in the kafénions wearing differe
clothes and faces, the same Greek merchants rubbing their smiles
together to strike fire from them, kefi,

The same winding road on which you halt for a moment to gaze thought-
fully at the moon-silvered sea and the small whitewalled cemetery
that in the distamce looks like a polished skull,



LATE INVITATION TO THE DANCE

Almost ten years have gone by since I first came to this village.,

The same stars have shot up and down that dark patch of sky above me.

The same smells from the fields, the same breezes from the sea.

The post-office to my left, the garbage-collector's house to my right,

The cypresses rising up in the dark like tall se}itary madmen
muttering to themselves about the day's intolerable sultriness,

My feet make the same crunch-sounds, I breathe a little heavier.

ity unshakeable faith in the holiness of reason beauty and love.
that I carry in my headpiece under the blinking stars,

Loves, enmities, ambitions, the cruel words heard and said, the xkammf
shameful deeds, and the glory of breating the evil hours like a ship's
Pprou.

My disenvhantment with the human race that has hardened like cement
or settled like a frshly dug grave over which hovers a single moth,

Revolution wars assassinations and the deaths of great and famous men
- all the familiar vexations. And explorations into space to find God
wandering among the galaxies and to bring him back to his creatures
dying of loneliness and anomie.

Behind me, the same frenzied tourists in the kafémnions wearing diff-
ernet clothes dnd faces, the same rueful Greek merchants rubbing their
smiles together to strike fire from them, kefi,

Ahaead of me, the same winding road on which you halt for a moment to
gaze thoughtfully at the moon-polished sea and the small whitewalled
cemetery that im the distance looks like a gleaming skull someane

has rolled doun into the wvalley.



LATE INVITATION TO THE DANCE

Almost tem years have gone by since I first came to this village.
The same smells from the fields, the same breezes from the sea,

The cypresses rising up in the dark like tall solitary madmen muttering
to themselves about the day's intolerable sultriness.

The post-office to my left, the garbage-collector's house to my right,
My feet make the same crunch-sounds, I breathe a little heavier.,

Under the blinkimg stars I carry in my heapiece the same unshakeable
faith im the holiness of reason beauty and love,

And in the same fragile headpiece the memory of affections, enmities,
ambitions, the cruel words heard and said, the shameful deeds, and
the glory of breasting the evil hours like a ship's prow.

My disenchantment with the human race that has hardened like cement
or settled like a freshly dug grave owver which hovers a single mothe.

Revolutions, wars, assainations and the deaths of great and famous men
- all the familiar troubles. And explorations into space to find God
wandering among the galaxies and to bring him back te his creatures

dying of lomeliness and anomie.

Behind me, the same frenzied tourists in the kafénions wearing differ=-
ent clothes and faces, the same rueful Greek merchants rubbing their

smiles together to strike fire from them, kefi.

Ahead of me, the same winding road on which you halt for a moment to

gaze thoughtfully at the moon-polished sea and the small whitewalled

cemetery that in the distamce locks like a gleaming skull someone has
playfully rolled down into the valley.
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THE ABYSS

The Egyptian king

dropped a pyramid

into the dreaded pit;

it fell without a sound,

The beautiful Czarina

made her slaves

fling into the gaping hole
chateaux and éﬁaces;

they made no more noise

than a dropped worm or mole.

A handsome young man

with the authority of a sage
let flutter into the darkness
a tesselated page

covered with verses.,

As from the utterance

of a struck gong

the black pit shuddered;

he knelt down ta listen

and heard its immortal sang



SUNSTROKE

That immense animal, the sea, cannot hear the @oud grouls
it mutters at the shores that cages it in,

The bright sum cannot see the silver coins it throus recklessly
down on the animal's stretched-out bedy.

The surrounding hills do not know they haven't moved from under
their haze in a million years.

Nor do the identities in varoius configurations and shades
of browm know they are merely small dots of perception
sunbathing on stones that look disturbingly inmert and silent.

The crumbling castle on the hilltop, the years have nudged gently,
tilts towards the mills and sunbathers

And towards me, alone on my prayermat of sand, willing myself
into the ecstasy of fusing volition, appetite and consciocusness
into a single pulise of being

And become the ears with which the sea hears its muttered grouls

And the eyes the sun uses to watch the silver coins danecing
on the sea's body.
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SUNSTROKE

That immemse animal, the sea, cannot hear the loud growls
it mutters at the shore that cages it in.

The bright sum cannot see the silver coins it throws doun
recklessly on the animal's stretched-out body.

The surrounding hills do not know they haven't moved from

under their haze idhg

A

million years.

And the identities im various configuratioms and shades of brown
do not know they are merely

: dots of perception
lying om stomes that lok disturbingly imert and silent.

On a momenatary impulse I invite them into the fellowship
e ﬁﬁqfh.

of suffering and glory though the stones %m remind me

of the Jewish bones at Auschuxtz. JKLA

L_,— P &ng

The crumbling castle tilts twwards the hills and sunabthers.

]

Alone on my prayermat of sand I will myself into tke—ecstasy
Qg_wholeness, fusing volitiom, appetite and consciousness
into a 51ngle p&Tée of being.

N«idudk
The hills begin to move and I feel myself becoming the ears

with uhidﬁ the sea hears its muttered grouls:

Qe € foti.

And the eys the sun uses to watch the silver coins Qinzxug

glittering on the seag%ﬁﬁﬁy
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SUNSTROKE

That immense animal, the sea, canmot hear the loud growls
it mutters at the shore that cages it in.

The bright sum canmot see the silver coins it throuls doun
recklessly on the animal's stretched-out body.

The surreunding hills do not kmow they haven't moved from under
their haze in more tham a million years.

And the idenmtities im various configuratiomns and shades of broun
do mot know they are‘xE¥# ridiculous dots of perception lying
on stones that look disturbingly imert and silent,

On a maomentary impulse I invite them into the fellowship of suffer-
img and glory though the bleached stones remind me of the Jewish
bones at Auschwitz.

nd;x&unKﬂ~"““F' reaehS
I observg;the crumbling castle tilts towards the hills and sun-

~
bathers.

Amnd alome on my prayermat of samd I will myself inte the ecstasy
of wholenmess, fusing wolition appetite and consciousness into

a single pulse of beinge.

The hills begin to move and I feel myself becoming the ears

with which the sea hears its muttered growls
X

%c.; (8
And the eyes wizdeh the sun uses to ch ##s silver coins
glittering on the sea's bedy.



SUNSTROKE

That immense anmimal, the sea, cannot hear the loud grouls
it mutters at the shore that cages it in

The bright sum cannot see the silver coins it throws doun
recklessly on the animal's stretched-out body

The surrounding hills do not know they haven't moved from
under their haze in over a million years

And the identities im various configurations and shades of
brown do not know they are merely dots of perception lying
on stones that look disturbingly imert and silent

Or that on the moment's impulse I invite them into the fellowship
of sufferimng and ephemeral glory though the bleached stones
remind me of the harrowing G:Egg in the first filmelips of Auschuwitz

//g \ ‘WWMMJKJ d'u-d"“
T

he crubllng castle tilts towards the silenced discotbéque

Between the outstretched arms of my protecting cove the water
ripples like an accordion bestowing the most enchanting music

And suddenly the hills begin to move and I feel I am becoming

the ears with which the sea hears its muttered grouls

And the eyes%khe bright sum watching the silver coins it tosses
»

glittering on the sea's body
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ARGUMENT FOR THEISM

Watching my kittens attack

the raw meat I bring them each morning

for their breaking,

their joy as great as that which lives

in every Wordsuorthian flower that breathes
and afterwards listening to their ferocious purr
1 now see I've overlooed something

in this bloody arrangement of species
feeding on species

- the joy of the predator

mangling and devouring his victim

Even Jack the Ripper

must have known happiness

as he cut the throat of the London prostitute,

and knew it again and againj;

or consider the joy of the victorious general

focussing his binaculars on the bodies of the enemny dead

There is a God after a..
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THE LITTLE OMNAKI

Mithympna is a bawdy village

the fruit-and-vegetable vendors
asking their customers

what they did with their little cunts
all day

And a moment ago

1 overheard one woman say to another:
'How's your little manaki this morning?
and heard the other reply., 'Singing'



Mithymna is a bawdy village,

the fruit-and-vegetatble vendors

as they shout their wares in the streets
asking their custaomers

NOT IN ROSEDALE

Mithymna is a bawdy village

the fruit-and-vegetable vendors
shauting their wares in the streets

and telling their customers

to look after their tender little cunts

And a moment ago

I overheard one wife say to another
'How's your little monaki this monring?!
and the other reply: 'Singing."

Cam you imagine this happening imxkKmxmskxkiiix
in Rosedale?



NEVER IN ROSEDALE

Mithymna is a bawdy village,

the fruit-and-vegetable vendors

shouting their wares im the streets

and admonishing their customers

to take care of their tender little cunts.

And only a moment ago

one wife said to another

'How's your little monaki this morning?!'
and the other replied, "Singing.'

Can you imagine this happening
with the matrons of Forest Hill or Rosedale?



NEVER IN ROSEDALE

Mithymna is a bawdy village,

the fruit-and-vegetable vendors

shouting their wares in the streets

and admonishing their customers

to take care of their temder little cunts.

And only a moment ago

one wife said to another

'How's your little monaki this morning?!
and I heard the other reply, 'Singing.!

In my wildest dreams

I could never see this happening

among the creamed matrons of Forest Hill
or Rosedale.
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THE CROSS

Nature's cycle of sex and death

discomfits the Christian;

only before the aweful stasis of the Crucifixian
is he serene.

The uncovered pubis,
the smell of martality
make him equally nervous,

- How to construe

his continued dysphasia

before the ordered mass killings
of six million Jeus

in Christianized Europe?

Not villainy

and certainly mot indifference

and not duplicity.

Look at the poor-fucked-up asshole

his face mattling with guilt, confusion:
let's say it's contrition

crossed by prudery

before so many naked deaths:!
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The, fat fat Greek woman:
uitﬁfgdﬁd an her molars I R
holding ‘her yeungest daughter
by the hand

The child helding the small cat
in her arms £ 3 ‘

The ¢at holding the air
between itstpaua

I musi st}ive té keep
that“image in my head

on thos black nights

when sleep is far from my eyes

Or that of her husband

bending over his hoe

as though in silent thanksgiving
for the early morning sunshine

And,the roadside flowers
gallantly displaying

the qhoking white dust
on their torn petéls
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who'!d fallen from the sky and breached her spine
that mending had groun twisted as an elive tree.
And she gave back their love in full, detailing
their lacklustre village lives omn canvasses
that glowed with her genius”and affection

though her face mever lest the stranger's smile
that still twists imto my recollection amd grief:
women washing clofhes, combing their -hair,

‘the ‘children sinister with cats and birds

and the men idling in thb kaf énions

or salting the fish in the’ﬁ wooden frames.

In her slow-paced crablike’walk she saw light
everywhere: in the uwhitewashed buildings,

the thin sentinel glasses filled with ouzo,

the thim sunlight on water and hedge

‘and the lined faces of the village gossips.
There's her grave, not five paces from Stella's
and above the Greek imscription which translates
*Death exists for those who are still alive!

her simple mame salutes you: Peggy Sylvia.

Mithymna
August I4, 1977



FASCINATION

There are chameleons, crab spiders
and certain kinds of women.

When my angel's with me

she quotes Hegel and Santayana

and scowls darkly as if the Sphinx
had asked her a riddle.

When she's with a playboy

from darkest Manhattan ar Chicago
she laughs like anm idiot

and tells everyone to piss off.

In the company of an obvious con manm
I'm ready to lay odds

she'll pull enough tricks of her own
to leave him begging his subway fare.

And there are the hunting spiders

more ferocious and cunning than tigers;
wvhen they strike they never miss,

Their evil innocence fascinates me.
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AFTER A SLEEPLESS NIGHT

The fat fat Greek woman

with gold on her molars
holding her youngest daughter
by the hand

The child holding the small cat

in her arms

The cat holding the air

between its paus

I must strive to keep
that image in my head
on those black nights

when sleep is far from my eyes

Or that of her husband
bending over his hoe
as though in quiet prayer

for the early morning sunshine

And the roadside flowers

‘? displaying
the choking white dust

on their sﬁiiig%éégrant petals
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ENGLAND 1977

One can say it's petrified putrefaction
for there's no stink of decomposition,
no visible rot exudes

And there's the illusion of activity
in the banks and palaces
manufacturing sweet-smelling unguents
for weary feet gaing graveward

Also, if you put your ear to the ground
you'll hear the escaping gases
whistling arias

from Wagner's Gotterdammerung
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Because I'm a thoughtful and generous man
I feed my acquaintamces in the agora /
titbits of persomal grief

or failing that some other sorrow
Xmxpxxmmx

and when evening comes
I bring my kittens slices of sheep's lung

and the I hurry to the butcher shop
for the slices of sheep's lung
to bring my kittens

I love to see them cleaning their whiskers
on my doorstep
and afterwards to listen to their deliciou purrs



Because nature made me

a thoughtful and a generous man

I feed my acquaintances in the agora
tidbits of personal grief,

knowing their eagerness won't discriminate
between the real and invented

and afterwards I hurry to the butcher shop
for the slices of sheep's lung

to bring my kittens

1 love to see them cleaning their uhiskers
slowly and daintily on my doorsteps
and to listen to their delicious purrings



Because nature made me

a thoughﬁful and a generaous man

I unfailingly feed my acquaintances

in the agora

tidbits of personal grief

and afterwards when the village and the sea
are silent and beautiful

I hurry to the butcher-shaop

for the slices of sheep's lung

to bring my kittens

I delight to see them cleaning their whiskers
slowly and daintily on mw doorsteps
and to listen to their delicious purrings



PROVENDER

Because by nature I am

a thoughtful and a generaus man

I unfailingly feed my acquaintances
in the agora

tidbits of persomal grief

invented or real

and then as the village and the sea
become silentcand beautiful

I rum to the butcher-shop

for the slices of sheep's lung

to bring my kittens

I delight to see
I love to watch them cleaing their frail whiskers

slowly and daintily on my doorsteps
and to overhear their delicious purrings
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Observing hou my kittemns attack (

the raw sheep's meat I bring them each morning
for breakfast,

their delight as obvious as that which lives
in every Werdsworthian flower that breathes,
and afterwards listeming to their ferocious purr
it suddenly hit me

I'd overlooked am important aspect

in this bloody arrangement of one species
feeding on another

- the joy of the predator

as he mangles and devours his victim

with his teeth and claus

And now that I thimk of it,

even Jack the Ripper knew happiness

as she slashed the throat of the Lomdon prostitute,
knew it agaimn and againj;

and think of the joy victorious generals

must feel as they focus their binooulars

on the bodies of the enemy dead

lying forever stilled im ditch and ravine

There is a God after all!



UNPOPULAR ARGUMENT FOR THEISM

Observing how my kittemns attack

the raw sheep's meat I bring them each morning
for breakfast, |
their pleasure as obwvious as that which lives
in every Wordsworthian flower that breathes,
and afterwards listemning to their ferocius purr
it suddenly hit me

téet I1'd overlooed spae:ﬁing important aquuf
in this bloody arrangement of one species
feeding on another

- the limitless joy aof the predator

as he mangles and devours his victim

with his teeth and claus

Come toe thimk of it now

even Jack the Ripper

must have known kkak happiness

as he cut the throat of the London prostitute,
and known it again and againj;

or consider the joy of the victoriows generals
focussing their binoculars

on the bodies of the ememy dead

theixxhriiex

lying forever stilled on the battlefied

s e
There i&s a God after alll
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THE CROSS

Nature's cycle of sex and death
discomfits the Christian;
only befoere the aweful stasis of the Crucifixion

is he serene.

The uncovered pubis,
the smell of mortality

make him equally nervous,

How to construe

his continued dysphasia

before the ordered mass killings
of six million Jews

in Christianized Europe?

Not villainy

and certaimlyrnot indifference

and not duplicity.

Look at the poor fucked-up asshole

his face mottling with guilt, confusion:
Let's say it's contrition

crossed by prudery

before so many naked deathsi

Booies? Qivels .



When my merry Greek

naked and bronzed by the sun
lies down beside me

all the sea's pulses throb
witth my great excitement and rapture
and I imagine the shadows
the surrounding rocks

throw on the deserted beach
are goat-footed satyrs

about to drag her into caves
no human foot may follow

She is desirable

I want to be immortal

and I know with complete certainty

death is unreal, axfReriiskxiiiwsim the shadow-face
of sexuality, a foolish illusion

like the minutes and hours men have invented
out of pride or idleness.

My hands are all over her

and when she bends into my body

I no longer hear the gentle

suck-suck of the sea



FOR ARTEMIS

When my merry Greek

naked and bronzed by the sun
lies down beside me

all the sea's pulses throb

with my great excitement

and I imagine the shadous

the surrounding rocks throw
on the deserted beach

are goat-footed satyrs

about to drag her into caves
no human foot may follow

She is mEmsixakim so desirable
I want to be immortal
and I know with certainty
death is unreal, lkSAShadou-face
of sexuality, a foolish illusion
like tﬁgnkéurs men have invented
out of ﬁ}ide or idleness
My hands are all over her
and when she bends into my body
c)/}tf\ N no longer hear the gentle
suckh-suck of the sea



FOR ARTEMIS

When my merry wvillage Greek

naked and bronzed by the sumn
lies down beside me

all the sea's pulses throb

with my great excitement

and I imagine the shadous

the surrounding rocks throuw
on the deserted beach

are silent goat-footed satyrs

about to drag her into caves
na human foot may follow

She is so lovely and desirable
I crave to be immortal
and I kmow with complete certainty
death is unreal, mere shadow=face
of sexuality, a foolish illusion
like the minutes and hours men have invented
out of pride or idleness
My hands are all over her
and when she bends inteo my body
I sigh and no longer hear
the gentle suck-suck of the sea



FOR ARTEMIS

When my merry wvillage Greek

naked and bronzed by the sun
lies down beside me

all the sea's pulses throb

with my great excitement

and I imagine the shadous

the surrounding rocks throw
onthe deserted beach

silent goat-footed satyrs

about to drag her into caves
no human foot may follow

She is so lovely and desirable
I crave to be immortal
and I know with the conviction of proof
death is unreal, mere shadow-face
of sexuality, a foolish illusion
like the minutes and hours men have invented
out of pride or idleness
My hands are all over her
and when she bends into my body
I sigh and can no longer hear
the gentle suck-suck of the sea



FOR ARTEMIS

When my merry village Greek

naked and bronzed by the sun
lies down beside me

all the sea's pulses throb

with my great excitement

and I imagine the shadous

the surroumndimg rocks throw
on the deserted beach

silent goat-footed satyrs

about to drag her into caves
no human foot may follow

She is so lovely and desirable
1 B lge—datimitt 1geel

and }knou with certainty
death is unreal, mere shadow-face
of sexuality, a foolish illusion
like the m ¢ urs men have invented
out of pride or idleness

My hands are all over her
and when she bends into my body
I sigh and can no longer hear

the gentle suck-suck of the sea
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MADMAN ON MITHYMNA BEACH

My love, I can take everything
the world throws at me
except your silence.
When I do not hear from you
the sun is only fiery gases
and the sea nothing but an old gossip
repeating ad nauseam
her one good story
to the impassive beachstones at my feet,

I try to fill up the silence

with recollections of your smilng/Ad}’/
and perfect mouthf-,

your humorousamalancholy eyes;

and sometimes I play with it

like am accordian

stretching and closing it between my hands

bogatigeé2¥ rrom it dear sounds

or I put it to my lips like a lute,

Yes, like a madman wanting
to strike fire from aLrK/I want
to make your silence speak;
na, sing, whistle, call me endearments
and whisper hoarse words of love
so that I shiver from remembered ecstafy.
My bewd resting on a stoneé&«p«bbxo
almost I esm catch your voice, Love,
until comes again the ponderous sea,
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TRAPPED FAUN

And this one thinks she's a free soul
because she lets her meagre tits hang out
and shows the crack im her ass

when she dances around the room

for the breek soldiers

It all comes from winning

a horserace when she was fourteen

and later getting her picture in the papers
for leading a student demonstration

at Trinity

When she gives her loud raucous laugh

and oppens her green eyes wide, wide

I know she wants to be taken for a trapped faun;
instead I sweep up the ra for her

and she snarls at me as no faun would



One passionless nonentity

equal to anmnother

whites and blacks, male and rsmale,
homosexual and gay

all free to choose

wvhatever nepenthe they uish:
alcohol, drugs, suicide

and a phenomenal increase im the ale
of Cokes and bumpaper

One passionless nonentity

equal to another:

white and black, male and remale,
homosexual and gay;

all lobotemized by marxism

and free to choose

whatever nepenthe they wish:
aleochol, drugs;'kinkyESGX*brvsuicide;
and a phenomenal increase

in 'the sale

of Cokes and bumpaper.

and a plannéd economy
méking‘it poééible to keep up
uitﬁ?the'iiiniifinérea&éd demand
for Cokes and bumpaper.



ZORBA THE JEUW

Though they knou I urlte
dark poems

‘the villagers

vseelng me dance on ths cobblestoned streets
and hearing my constant laughter

in the kaféneons

have begun calling me

Zorba the Jewu
They ‘say T am the only man
‘with kefi ucL ‘

in the whele island of Lesbos

ST



NEWS FROM NOWHERE
For William Morris

One passionless minentity
equal to another:
white and black, male and female,
homosexual and gay;
everone on the planet
lobotomized by marxism
and free to choose
whatever nepenthe he wishes:
alcohol, drugs, kinky sex or suicide;
and a planned world economy
making it possible to keep up
with the increased demand
for Coke and bumpaper



Though they kneow I write

dark poems

filled with misanthrapy and forebeding

the villagers

seeing me dance on the cobblestoned streets
and hearing my constant laughter

in the kaféneans

have begun calling me

Zorba the Jeu

I've even heard

some of the older Greeks say
I'm the only man with kefi

in the whole island of Lesbos



NEWS FROM NOWHERE

Equality in every respect

between one pasionless nonentity and another:
white and black, make and female,

homosexual and gay.

Everybedy on the planet
“lobotomdzed by marxism

and free to 'choaose -

whatever nepenthe he wishes:
aleoehol, 'drugs, kinky sex, suicide.

And a well=planmed world ecomomy
making it 'feasible to keep upv
with the ever-increasing demand
ffor Cokes and bumpaper



ON SEEING ONE CHILD TORMENTING ANOTHER

That's right, that's right
be human:
make someone unhappy.

ON SEEING ONE CHILD TORMENTING ANOTHER

That's right, that's right
be human:

make someane unhappy

ZORBA THE JEUW

Though they know I urite

dark poems

filled with- isnathropy and foreboding

the villagers: ‘ ] gewsu

seeing me dance on the cobblestoned streets
and hearing my censtant laughter

in the kafénions

call me Zetba the’ Jew

They say 1 am the enly ane
with kefi 7= (T
in the whele island



NEWS FROM NOWHERE

for William Morris
Equality im every respect /
between one passionless nonentity
and another:

white and black, male and female,
homosexual and gay

Everybody on the planet
lobotomized by marxism

and free to choose

whatever nepenthe he wishes:
alcohol drugs kinky sex suicide

And a well-planmned world economy
making it always feasible

to keep well ahead

of the ever-increasing demand
for Cokes and bumpaper



NEWSFREEBMNEBUHERERE
for William Morris
Equality in every respect
between one passionless nonentity
and another:
wvhite and black, male and female,
homosexual and gay

Everybody on the planet
lobotomized by marxism

and free to choose

whatever nepenthe he wishes:
alcohol drugs kinky sex suicide

And a well-planned world economy
making it feasible

to keep always well ahead

of the ever-increasing demand
for Cokes and bumpaper
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Two women I once knew lie in this cemetery;
each in her own way was extraordimary.

One, a rebel and feminist long'before her time,
a Greek Georges Sand defiant and beautiful
vhose distimction won her enemies everywhere;
the men lusted, the wives and daughters hated,
She took a lover im this Christian village,
loved and uwas loved while their loathing grews:



Between marxism and feminism
the modern American female
has become as sensual

as an iron gate

She inhabits her hakikx body
as if it were on hire
from Madame Tussaud's waxworks

to be returned after its use
to Madame Tussaud's waxworks

OVERHEARD IN A LAVABO

Between marxism and feminism
the modern American femalle
has become as sensual

as an iron gate

She talks liberation

but it's Calvinm

that's in her joints,

the whole bloody Reformation

She inhabits her body
as if it were on hire
to be returmned after its use
to Madame Tussaud's waxworks

I1'd rather fuck a stovepipe:
at least warmth
if not fire

on ce passed through it



OVERHEARD IN A LAVABO

Between marxism and feminism
the modern American female
has become as sensual

as an iron gate

She talks liberation
but it's Calvin

that's in her joints
and seals her orifices

She inhabits her body
as if it were on hire
to be returned after its use
to Madame Tussaud's waxuworks

I1'd rather fuck a stovepipe
for at lesast warmth

if mot fire

once passed through it



OVERHEARD IN A LAVABO

Between marxism and feminism
the modern American female
has become as sensual

as an iron gate

She talks liberation
but it's Calvin

that'!s in her joints
and seals her orifices

She inhabits her body
as if it were on hire
to be returned after its use
to Madame Tussaud's waxworks

I1'd rather fuck a stovepipe
for at least warmth

if mot fire

once passed through it



OVERHEARD IN A LAVABO

Between marxism and feminism
the modern American female
has become as sensual

as an iron gate

She talks liberation

but it's Calvin

that's in her joints

and seal her lovely orifices

She inhabits her body
as if it were on hire
to be returned after its use
to Madame Tussaud's waxworks

I1'd rather fuck a stovepipe
for at least warmth

if not fire

once passed through it
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HANGOVER

I can®t help it:

if I hear a German speak
especially if he's a Catholic
from Bavaria

or for that matter

a Lutheran frem Saxany

I want to ask him

whether his father

had been a Storm Trooper

or perhaps one of the guards
at Buchenuwald

and whether his mother

had gone to school

with Ilse Koch;

and I shudder noticeably
when he strekes an'animal,
dofkey ot Kitten,

or even sticks his face

into the innocent
unsuspecting leaves

of a plumtree

but whether firom grief or rage
or some other emotionm
I‘cannét tell
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I can®t help it:

if I hear a German speak
especially if he's a Catholic
from Bavaria

or a Lutheran

from Saxony



TWO WOMEN

There are chameleons, crab spiders
and certain kinds of women

When she's with me

she quotes Hegel and Santayana
and scowls darkly as if the Sphinx
had asked her a riddle

When she's with a playboy
from darkest Manhattan

ghe laughs like an idaot

and tells everyone to piss aff

And there are hunting spiders

more fefocious and cunning than tigers
who when they strike never miss:

Alas, I'"ve known such a woman also



There are chameleons, crab spiders
and certain kinds of women

When my angel is with me

she quotes Hegel and Santayana
and scowl darkly as if the Sphinx
had asked her a riddle

When she's with a playboy

from darkest Mamhattan or Chicage
she laughs like an idiot

and tells everyone to piss off

And there are hunting spiders

more ferocious and cunning than tigers
that when they strike never miss:
alas, I've kmown such women also



There are chameleons, crab spiders
and certain kinds of women,

When my angel's with me

she quotes Hegel and Santayana

and scouls darkly as if the Sphinx
had asked her a riddle.

When she's with a playboy

from darkest Manhattan or Chicago
she laughs like an idiot

and tells everyone to piss off,

And there are hunting spiders

more ferocious and cunning than tigers;
when they strike they never miss.

Alas, I've known such women alsa,



There are chameleons, crab spiders
and certain kinds of women

When my angel's with me

she quotes Hegel and Santayana

and scowls: darkly as if the Sphimx
had asked her a riddle

When she's with a playboy

from darkest Mamhattan or Chicago
she laughs like an idiot

and tells everyone to

When she's with an obvious con man
I'm ready to lay heavy odds

she knows enough tricks of her own
to lesve him begging his subway fare



There are chameleons, crab spiders
and certain kinds of women,

When my angel's with me

she quotes Hegel and Santayana
and scowls darkly as if the Sphinx
had asked her a riddle.

When she's with a playboy

from darkest Manhattan or Chicago
she laughs like an idiat

and tells everyone to piss off,

In the company of an obvious con man
I'm ready to lay adds

she'll pull enough tricks of her oun
to leave him beggimg his subway fare.

And, well, there are hunting spiders
more feraocious and cunning than tigers;

when they strike they never miss.
Alas, I've known such women also,

Their evil innocence fascinates me,

Their innocent evilness fascinates me.
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*LOVE'S A MANY-SPLINTERED THING

*I love you, you know I do,' she cried
as she kicked him in the groin

hard, real hard.,

He doubled up

with anguish and pain

and I thought the young fool
was going to bray

but betueen grimacings

and waving his hands wildly
in the air '
he managed to gasp out:

*1 know yau doee.ehttti, oo

but can®t you reveal it

my darling, my sueet...hthe.e..huhese

in a gentler, more original way?'



THE MAEEDICTION

Little Jewish boy,

your face pale with terror and perpexity,
let me utter the maledictiaon

torn from your numbed lips

when the brutal German guard

pushed you into the gas chamber,

*All who had a hand

in my innocent untimely death

who prepared for it in books and pamphlets
lectures seminars and talks

sermons and political speeches;

WhO eRakeaaa—grd scorned my people

and drew up the blueprints and timetables
for our execution

and gave the orders or carried them out
and all who looked on approvingly

while we were driven like cattle

to this dulomsdilealomy. s

across the human wastes of Europe

If

you are still alive

may you this instant be seized with convulsions
till your eyes are shaken out of their sockets
and may your bodies begin to rot

and give off.such vapours

that you almost suffocate from them

as one by one

your decomposed limbs draop off;

and let there be no salvesor curéhfor you,

no analgesics or pain-killers

but may you live

one hundred and tuwenty years

sightless arR® skin-cancered paraplegics 1F'
and till the hour of your deaths >

hear no other sounds f\* UﬁV*“D
but your own gorans M"e':

If you are dead T

having died peaceably

and been buried yi grief and decorum

A0 Can ¥ &t”V OLNA~A~




Little Jewish boy,

your face pale with terror and confusion,
let me utter the malediction

torn from your numbed lips

when the brutal German guard

pushed you into the gas chamber:

'All who had a hand

in my innocent untimely death,

who prepared for it in books and pamphlets
lectures seminars and talks

sermons and political speeches;

who scorned my people

and drew up the blueprints and timetables
for our execution

and gave the orders or carried them out
and all who looked on approvingly

while we were driven like cattle

to this slaughterhouse

across the human wastes of Europe

If you are yet alive

may you this instant be seized with convulsions
till your eyes are shaken from their sockets
and may your bodies begin to rot

and give off such vapours

that you almost suffocate from them

as ane by one

your decomposed limbs drop off;

and let there be no salves or cures for you,
no analgesics or pain-killers

but may you live

one hundred and twenty years

sightless skin-cancered paraplegics

and till the hour of your deaths

hear no other sounds

but your own groans

But if you are dead

having died peaceably

and been buried with grief and decorum
may the just earth expel your remains
like vomit like excrement

and your progeny die choking in it



THE MAEEDICTION

Little Jewish boy,

your face pale with terror and confusion,
let me utter the malediction /
torn from your numbed lips

when the brutal German guard

pushed you inte the gas chamber

"All who had a hand

in my innocent untimely death,

who prepared for it in books and pamphlets
lectures seminars and talks

sermons and political speeches;

who scorned my people

and drew up the blueprints and timetables
for our execution

and gave the orders or carried them out
and all who looked on 533%5&@351?“9
while we were driven like cattle

to thg'slaughterhouse

across the human wastes of Europe

If you are yet alive

may you this instant be seized with convulsions
till your eyes are shaken from their sockets
and may your bodies begin to rot

and give off such vapours

that you almost suffocate from them

as one by one

your decomposed limbs drop off;

and let there be no salves or cures for you,
no analgesics or pain-killers

but may you live

one hundred and tuwenty years

sightless skin-cancered paraplegics

and till the hour of your deaths

hear nmo other sounds

but your own groans



But if you are dead

having died peaceably

and been buried with grief and decorum
may the just earth expel your remains
frfom its disordered bouels '

like vomit like black excrement

and may your progeny

die choking in it

as I died that horrible day

clasping my mother's convulsive hand



FOREWORD

When I was just starting out on my fantastic career as a poet
someone told me, *There are only two subjects worth uriting about
and they are love and death.' I didn't see what he meant then but

I do now. His genius or his genes places the poet on a rope stret-
ched tautly between sex and death. The majot poet dances on that
tightrope, the minor poet walks warily across it. The non-poet or
poetaster doesn't even make a try at either. If he does he's unable
to keep his balance and topples swiftly down, The erudite scholar

and the critic, of course, remain solidly and securely planted on

the ground - or 1 here ecies of IMW.erary shmuckism that ass-
erts Lianel Trllllng could have the thoughts and p38510ns of a Lord
A
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Someone else at the same period in my life told me, 'When writing

a poem get your first line, get your last line, and bring the tua
together as soon as you can.' Heeding that excellent advice has
helped me to avoid the rant and rubbish tmhet¥s—aiways taken for
poetry by thaose perennial elements the poet in every age must con-
tend with, the faddish and the ignorant. For me, poetry has meant
packing the maximum meaning and intensity into every line of verse;
if possible, into every word. Anything less, whatever my lapses in
practice, I've aluays considered rhetoric or journalism. Or shest
short stories arranged vertically on the page, easy to read and even
easier to forget. Poetry, whatever form it takes, is an arrangement
of words whose creditability endures from generation to generation,

The rest is excrement on floral bumpaper.

I also recall saying te a friend about ten years ago, 'When I've got
grey hair and many years of experience I hope I shall have the craft
and wisdom as well as the passion to write a handful of lyrics that
say with concision and intensity what living on this beautiful and
dangerous planet has meant.' I am immodest enough to believe that
more tham a handful of such lyrics will be found in the present vole
ume by the alert and sensitive reader and hopeful enough to imagine
that he still exists’,, desple e vanr Abools A et
A p D Lo L e W d“”“‘““~‘“ﬂ‘~“«cyu4

frans cvese foucn’ prtaey.
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To gquard against the solemnity that menaces the aging poet I've fn- .

cluded several "naties", a number of them aimed at the unfortunate ¢
\ culturati of my cbuntry, littered as it is with the debris of Prot j
J
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rot and other proofs of canucky shmuckism., I want those ringing shots
to be heard as I ride into the sumset, both pistols blazing. Those
verses are my insurance that no fool critic or reviewer is ever Qo=
ing to write that I mellowed at the end; that like other grey-haired
poets striding into the mist I was heard muttering ponderous syllables
about Life, Death and Eternity. I have certainly uritten about them
but with a bite that only a very small number of my contemporaries
ever achieved, Living in a heavily christianized culture I am grate-
ful feor a heritage and ancestry that saved me from nerveless pess-
imism or pubescent posturing; to anyone steeped in the QﬁﬁiéhﬂﬁiﬁTé
most of the madern 'isms' appear irferbils to the point of absurdity,
So if you do think of me, think of me bravely firing my last shots

as the dark closes around me - and if a couple of assholes get knocked
off, so much the better,

Irving Layton

Molibos, Greece.,



FOREWORD :nnn

When I was just starting out on my fantastic career as a poet some-
one told me, 'There are only two subjects worth uriting about and they
are love and death."' I didn"t see what he meant then but I do now. His
genius or his genes places the poet on a rope that is stretched tautly
between sex and death, The major poet dances on that tightrope, the
minor poet walks warily across it. The non-poet or poetaster doesn't
even make a try at either. If he does he's unable to keep his balance
and topples swiftly down. The scholar and the critiec, of course, re-
main solidly planted on the ground, peering eagerly thfough their bin-

oculars = or do you SuUppOSe ,—sewoskiisads. ~gs 2 Northrop Frye could

ever have the thoughts-and) passionscéf-a'btord Byroa?

Someone else at the same period in my life told me, '"When writing a
poem get your first lime, get your last line, and bring the two to=-
gether asufoon as possible.,' Heeding that excellent advice has,hlqthinﬁv
helped meAavoid the rant and rubbish that's always taken for poetry

by those those perennial elements the poet in every age must contend
with, the faddish and the ignorant. For me, poetry has meant packing
the maximum meaning and intensity into every line of versej if prExxki
possible into every word. Anything less, whatever my lapses in prac-
tise, I've always considered rhetoric or journalism. Or short short
stories arranged vertically on the page, easy to read,amd even easier
to forget. Poetry, whatever form it takes, is an arrangement of words$
whose credibility endures from generation to generation., The rest is

excrement on floral bumpaper.

I also recall saying to a friend about ten years ago, *When I've got
grey hair and many years of experience I hope I shall have the craft
and wisdom as well as the passion to write a handful of imperishable
lyrics that say uith concision and intensity what living on this beau-
tiful and dangercus planet has meant." I am immodest enough to believe
that more than a handful of such lyrics will be found in the present
vaolume by the alert and sensitivé reader and hopeful enough to imagine
that he still exists.

To guard against the solemnity that menaces the aging poet I've includ-
ed several %nastiesY, a number of them aimed at the unfortunate lit-
erati of my country, littered as it is with the debris of Prot rot
égﬁﬁh%g%f proofs of canucky shmuckism. I want those ringing shots to



be heard as I ride into the sunset, both pistols blazing. Those 'nast-
ies' are my insurance that no fool critic or reviewer is ever going

to write that I mellowed at the end; that like other grey-haired poets
striding into the mist I was heard muttering ponderous syllables about
Life, Death and Eternity. I have certainly written about/them but with
a bite neither a wasteland poet like Eliot'%sla pseudo-vitalist poet
like Yeats could ever achieve. My Hebrew ancestry saved me from the
nerveless pessimism of the one and the pubescent posturing of the
other. So if you do think of me, think of me e bravely firing my last
shots as the dark clégs around me - and if a couple of assholes get krmrk
knocked off, sa much the better.

Irving Laytan

Molibos,
August 6, 1977
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NATURAL SELECTION

The main attraction
is for Elsie to keep a King Size cigaret
puffing smoke with her cunt

Her exercised vaginal muscles

keep the tip aglou

like a small battery light over her naked pubis
while the manager urges her

to try for -rings

*It'1ll take more practice,'
she grunts, still on her back

while the crowd roars its delight

0 Lord Who=Does-Not-Exist
teach me to have patience
with these creatures

no one raised from the slime
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FOR 751-832

Your eyes are dark and tragic as history

as you stare at the postcard village in the distance;
you are a distinguished graduate from Auschuitz

and mankind's incurable viciousness,

and your arm with its tattooed number

boldly presents your credentials to the world

Each time, my dear, I see your naked loveliness
on this deserted beach, my heart is torn apart
by love and loathing, gratitude and disgust,
reverence and revolg till my frantic mind
scurries like that insect between the hot stones

and I'm deaf to everything but the waves' savage qulps

And though I know that all the #r®® innocent dead
find their resuurection in us and every loving pair,
imaging the real horrors of Auschuitz

and its lexicon of human villainy made plain

I curse without ceasing into the sweet empty air

and feel my loathing grow as vast as the sea



FOR 75I-032

Your eyes are dark and tragic as history

as you stare at the postcard village in the distance;
you are a distinguished graduate from Auschuwitz

and mankind's incurable viciousness,

and your slender arm with its tattooed number

boldly displays your credentials to the world

Each time, my dear, I see your naked loveliness
on this deserted beach my heart is tornm apart

by love and loathing, gratitude and disgust,
reverence and revolt until my frantic mind
scurries like that insect betueen the hot stones

and I grouw deaf to all but the waves' savage qulps

And though I know that all the innocent dead

find their resurrection im us and every loving pair;
imaging the dateless horror of the death camp,

its lexicon of human villainy made plain,

I curse without ceasing into the sweet empty air

and feel my loathing for mankind grow as vast as the sea



FOR #5I-0329

Your eyes are dark and tragic as history

as you stare at the postcard village in the distance;
you are a distinguished graduate from Auschuitz

and mankind's incurable viciousness,

and your slender arm with its tattooed figures

boldly displays your credentials to the world

Each time, my dear, I see your naked loveliness
on this deserted beach my heart is torn apart

by love and loathing, gratitude and disqgust,
reverence and rage until my frantic mind
scurries like that insect between the hot stones

and I grow deaf to all but the waves' sawagegguiips

And though I know that all the innocent dead

find their resurrection in us and every loving pair;g
imaging the dateless horror of the death camp,

its lexicon of human villainy made plain,

I curse without ceasing into the sueet empty air

and feel my loathing forumankindigzewths vast as the

sea
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FIGS
FIGS

At this hour

the figs e

look Iike the:tight green testicles
 of a.ydUth e '

Next month
they'll hang loose and furrowed
like an old man's., :



BELIEVE IT OR ROT

The dark Aegean stretched
away from our balcony

towards the stérs

~and my stomach uas'gfumbling

when the Italian saVant removing
his false beard and wig

turmed iInto a carrot.

Before my surprised face.

it moved up and doun like a finger
and I heard it say softly:

'Since they know their own

true nature

and are not romantics and dreamers
as men are

or sentimentalists made so

by the sex drive

I've never heard women

say a good woerd for their sex.'

In the silence that followed
the carrot scooped up

the false beard and wig

and walked off

with the bottle of retsina

under its arm,



FIGS

At this hour

the roadside figs

look like the tight green testicles
of a youth

Next month
they'1l hang loose and furrowed

like an old man's



At this hour

the figs

look like thetight green testicles
of a youth

Next month
they'1ll hang loeose and furroued

like an old man's



N U B S S o
A ar (e 2 '\Mcw‘v.‘

R = BT

h g’—e}u\(&—-"
e“,Wu‘uu;(« Liss AT -O'Lm
AL GAA N W

wp, adedte ~

IR o Iorign o~

\QMﬂLi\r;'(dy o\ 'V\"""le-‘



o.ﬂgp M«\gr.h\b ,k»du‘ ¢ R
Yo Wn\; Cal it e anuch avr\ﬂcnri.m.\
—5..,_ Al?r A M uUnba ot ..&»\3\0

: v, ‘P.si, X PD&A&\
“w s Sl §r.y2\c~¢ RT_?.,.
i/éq.rrv?b& Proar o Levol

bone oty ACad 9% v
A vy g s,..)fnstr\.} oA, 15

i b ik

u) N f\a&fk\frv\ G r&e{ﬁ Fee~

oy D\m&f‘\r\.\. i CaM epns oh Pea ﬁ»\cu\rn\.
oA oy e - (SR YO

Lt Y Me et TV amas.

- T S K. ¢ R T o
,Jroru Nl gy oon r&/ L rCﬁTsx\

~V\§\;PJ. o A
w o§r.a||\&f|(rl.)/4.,.¢ i

9 3 A a, anapinedl St
2 Av an T | o \bs\t

L TN h@ﬂ:mh%ﬁi S
i bt Y- SOV,



e ovi®.
J ea«l«ﬂu.p AL

ax ol

D a L LA Yooty
M&Mvﬂxﬁ‘fﬂtqﬁw
‘:_‘:%"Ju‘;tu el



HANGOVER.,

I can't helpt its ’

if I hear a German speak,
especially if he's a Catholic
from Bavaria

or for that matter

a Lutheran from Saxony

I want to ask him

whether his father

was a Storm Trooper -

or perhaps one. of the guards
_at Buchenwald

and I shudder noticeably

when he strokes an animal,
donkey or kitten,

or even sticks his face

up to the innocent
unsuspecting leaves

of a plumtree

but whether frem grief or rage
or some other emotion

I cannot say



LOVE®S A MANY-SPLINTERED THING

'I love you, you knou I do," she cried
as she kicked him in the groin
hard, real hard. :

‘The young fool doubled up

with anguish and pain

and I thought he uas going to bray
but between his grimacings

he gasped out:

*1 know you do

but can¥t you reveal it

my darling, my sueet

in a less murderous unoriginal way?!



HANGOVER

I can't help it:

if I hear a German speak
especially if he's a Catholic
from Bavaria

or far that matter

a Lutheran from Saxony

I want to ask him

whether his father

had been a Sorm Trooper

or perhaps one of the guards
at Buchenwald;

and I shudder noticeably

when he strokes an animal,
donkey or kitten,

or even sticks his face

into the iAnocent”
unsuspecting leaves

of a plumtree

but whether from grief or rage
or some other emotion

I cannot say
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THE QUESTION

Why, the young man asked me,

when I am stroking the kitten

- affectionatately

and am gladdened by her loud ourr
under my caressive fingers

why do I have a sudden desire

to strangle her

and feel her warm body

go limp in my hand

I who ma gentle by nature

and who numbers among his forefathers

rabbis and savants?



THE _QUESTION:

Why, the young man asked me,

when I am stroking the kitten
affectionately

and am gladdened by her loud purr
under my caressive finders

why do I have a sudden desire

to strangle her

and feel her warm body

go limp in my hand

I who am gentle by nature

and who can number among his forefathers

rabbis and savants?
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