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No Second Place 
 
For Ajax 
 
Marsh swallowed me 
In June, the fur and beard 
Munched into a mixture of 
 humus 
Blood, bone, and fear, 
After He who men will hold 
And display as an undeserved 
 trophy 
Robbed me from the podium’s 

glory. 
Let life end as does this story. 
Let it be a weary, constant run 

— 
Eternal, divine and vulgar as 

this pun — 



 

 

A Troy to remind us of our 
faults and wrongs 

To bury us in time, defense-
less, unarmed. 

We shall find in our sleep a 
blade 

To fall on each and every 
night; 

Bowing down to our bedroom 
floor 

We shall listen to the horse-
bound hoof, 

Metronome of order and for-
mal coda. 

Chariots of triumph won’t res-
cue us, armed with 
hammered grace. 

We shall find in death our se-
cond best place.



 

 

The Country of My 
Father 

 
She is a boat manned by the 

wrong men. 
Her stern, always proud and 

stern,  
Fails to impress, as usual, 

when 
Glaukopis’ heirloom lends her 

voice to theirs.  
What pitiful hymns come out of 

those teeth! 
Hers is a mast of shame and 

repetition,  
Sailing old seas, mastering old 

oars 
Her destination, not the stars, 

but the most immoral na-
tion  



 

 

A defense of an ancient me-
chanic, restless; 

Crafted by the first men to 
tread on words, shield-
less;  

But an obsolete defense none-
theless. 

How can we, that favour pro-
gress over proud 
stagnation  

Find comfort in this vessel, ei-
ther now or then? 

This is no country for exiles, 
no small tongue of sand.  

I am not made from the same 
fabric as this land.



 

 

Cat, Barking At the 
Moon 

 
White, haphazard streaks of 

orange, clean and stiff, 
Portable instinct, specimen of 

diamond grief, 
Red collar, tree-paw, whiskers 

the size of bridges, ears 
the size of  

Mountain ridges, fur, wild, tan-
gled, inhuman, 
uncivilized. 

While she pours her immortal 
light at his feet, 

He closes his eyes, lies down, 
and waits;  

I watch from her window, or 
her threshold, 



 

 

His posture scribbled along-
side the light of her blind 
eyes;  

The church tower strikes the 
end of noon.  

I close the curtains and let a 
cat bark at the moon.



 

 

The Great Beauty 
 
Every city is indifferent to the  
 afflictions of men: 
The process of becoming runs 
 parallel with the spirit of 
 a labyrinth. 
Silently, slowly, ever so slight-

ly,  
 a shadow bides its time, 
Creeping in through our inner 
 most crevices, diligent  
 servant of the night. 
The labyrinth turns, like a 
 clock, a eunuch satyr 
 pricked out of a glib  
 flower: 
A bland contradiction is born. 
 



 

 

Cities are endless reproduc-
tions 

 of men, serpentine cop-
ies 

 of copies, 
Floating axes of history, and 
 locked within them, the 
 seed of life, 
Precluded, in our realm, by the 
 painted forest, and 
 thatched, or 
Grazed by the gardener’s 

blade. 
 O vile vial of life, whose 
 great beauty is rooted 
In the void that separates the 
 city from the man, the  
 filth from the dirt 
 
The spirit from the earth.



 

 

The Lady in the 
Shrine 

 
Her face, like Time, is full of 

different forms. 
Peculiar strokes and dashes of 

moon-light, crystalized 
In the hazelnut tree rooted in 

her eyes, harbour of 
Names, identities, secrets, 

possible demons, and 
one bitter lie. 

I cannot live in the lowlands of 
her skin, or hide in the 
marrow of her soul. 

These exceptions, inhabiting 
hypothetical syllables 
proffered,  

Or dilutors of our music, notat-
ing our edible sounds, 
have erred. 



 

 

Floating symbols, destination-
less, bound and borne, 
into the fragile clay 

Which molds the skeleton of 
our existence, the an-
thropomorphic 
substance,  

Trickling youth and patience 
into the ghastly mouth of 
the abyss. 

She is what she is, a 
stranger’s worst outsid-
er, 

The sculptured loss of the 
senses, the lonely wid-
owed spider. 

Starlit skies, burning for her 
lips, close themselves 
upon her fingers 

And clipped be the stormed 
lovers’ locket, ruined be 
also their sight. 



 

 

Shamed are my knees, for 
bending to her shrine too 
often. 

Oh, but I do not love her, I will 
not love her, see 

For love is immortal, and im-
mortal I cannot be.



 

 

Proteus Forgets What 
Time It Is 

 
Li Po 
She speaks of the moon gath-

ering its precious flumes 
Not aware of the qualities of its 

reflection 
That while dividing all beings 

in two 
Quenches the thirst of whom-

ever tries to embrace it. 
 
Iago 
What wouldn’t they give up 
In exchange for the merriest of 

wives. 
You, who once held a child to 

your bosom 



 

 

Catching her beauty with your 
incomplete hand: 

Sappho, eyes of nature, light 
of birth. 

“We that are embezzled with 
your mirth 

Promise to echo and kindle 
your stand”; 

I have no words for such poets 
of occasion. 

Remembrance and altars are 
a species of derision. 

 
Ulysses 
“All things tempt me to destroy 

this futile home. 
Olisipo, Troy, Ithaca and is-

lands no men ever dared 
to tread.” 



 

 

Ah, but could I desire the lust 
some men impart on 
their kin, 

All universes would bow in 
front of me and beg for 
mercy, 

And I’d whisper no more 
words than those I 
spoke at birth.  

 
Proteus 
But what time is it? 
 



 

 

Exercises on Mahler I:  
 
Mahler’s First Symphony: 

First Movement 
 
After every minute of silence I 

hear the ten seconds of 
peace 

Coming from the fade in of 
modern light, assuming 
positions 

Of comfortable lovers, laced 
into a vague lock, unin-
spired but 

Searching for inspiration in 
sudden bursts of perspi-
ration.  

She lies on my bed, complete-
ly naked, like a fox 
displayed  



 

 

On the windows of museums 
and the gatherings of 
jews, 

After the hounds get her ready 
to be consumed, a thou-
sand pieces 

Of a woman, grabbing the bed 
into half a man, wasting 
life. 

It is spring now, birth of many 
helicons and warriors, 
and I 

After battling her for our no-
love, set my eyes on the 
border of my 

Window. Followed by the 
scenery behind me, I 
see my body 



 

 

Becoming a nutcracker’s son, 
dancing with belle ladies 
and 

Entertaining guests with a mul-
titude of nods and yells 

The flicker of her placenta still 
burning out like a candle 

Left alone in the middle of the 
night, inside the bellies 
of 

Usable women and careless 
puerile boys almost still-
born 

Never ending their sexist 
spree of penetrating 
every 

Forest, as we turn into wolves 
and chase each other 
down 



 

 

A valley of snow and death, 
enveloped in that sort of 
material that 

Makes us distant and puts a 
frontier of cold walls be-
tween our 

Prairies. I can see the for-
mation in the sky, 
preparing 

For a war to come, the birds 
and the eagles and the 
sparrows 

And the buzzards and rapine 
feathers dressing the 
sky in  

A monument to the freedom of 
men, a green inglorious 

Cloth that withholds the breath 
of her breast and turns  



 

 

Me into a house, or rather, the 
house into a part of me 

As the house becomes a walk-
ing cartoon, dragging us 
along 

Her juvenile wreck, letting us 
realize our hundred 
metamorphoses 

Into a single event of past in-
trigue and designed 
confidences 

That belong to a certain past 
in a certain future, al-
most 

Trying to remain intact in her 
virginity but nonetheless 

Consciously dressing her 
green ballet shoes to lie 
with me 



 

 

In her green bed of grass and 
flowers, as I am inside 
her 

Not with the phallus of a dozen 
men but with the 
strength 

Of the pristine tongue, cleans-
ing a whole cradle with a 
movement 

Of left and right up and down 
west and forth, frothing 
her  

To let Iemanjá calm the seas 
before the storm, reach-
ing 

For a point in time and space 
where we lie on our 
beds, 



 

 

Separate beings united in 
thought, admiring our 
close-up 

Toes and our titanic bodies, 
like giant mountains in 

The tartarus, like giant whales 
touching our naked 
selves. 

In the quietness of this state I 
glance at my anthologies 
of 

Lesbian literature and the oc-
casional classicist who 
defined 

Women as the object of affec-
tion, missing the point of 
their 

Springtude, their enormous 
bosom taking us inside 
them with 



 

 

Pleasure not familiar with af-
fection or treat or heart 

But with a vain, chameleon 
concept of saintly devo-
tion 

That gravitational force that 
holds men and women 
to a 

Promise, even though false 
and uttered only be-
tween sheets 

Of sweat sperm sporadic sali-
va and scorn, as they 
unite themselves 

Once more into an inspired 
snuff movie, meanwhile 
I’m  

Touching her throat with my 
hands, she sleeps, but 
I’m 



 

 

Quite awake, penetrating the 
surface of feelings with 
my 

Fingers, awaiting for a sign of 
some sort of catharsis 
but 

She is awake and remembers 
the beginning of every-
thing 

Like the strings in a ballet, she 
grabs her green glasses 
and 

Putting them on, lifts the wall 
to defend herself from 
our 

Battle of nude bodies and 
nude roses, and apollo’s 
army 



 

 

Touched the horns of the tenth 
year of battle, as I grab 
her 

Legs and complete the cycle 
of love once more, biting 

Her earlobes and conquering 
her spirit with a black 
colt,  

A dark horse emerging from 
the foam of our love, ar-
rows 

Piercing our body in ecstasy 
as she trembles and 
rolls 

Her eyes like a titan rolling 
boulders down a moun-
tain 

We become animals once 
again, a battle of gods 
turned into 



 

 

A sweet conclusion of peace 
and love and that other 
mistrust 

That comes afterbirth, in sub-
tle traits of the body, an 
army 

Rolling down the hill in frantic 
shouts, stepping over 
our  

Bodies, asleep, finally at 
peace, the army drum-
ming over us 

Waking us up, letting us fall 
down again, waking us 
up but 

Letting us fall down again, the 
unrepeated cycle of rep-
etition 



 

 

Every day rewriting the same 
lovemaking under the 
same waves 

Of frustration, constantly re-
grouping our own armies 
to fight 

With our undressed bodies 
under a green roof made 
of grapevine 

Fruit, until the brass marks the 
march as juvenilia in the 
honor 

Of lust, the congregation of 
tantra’s and drums, eve-
ry night 

Hearing the drums, the army’s 
drums echoing through 
our 



 

 

Worn, wet bodies, resembling 
the silence in between 
our legs 

Counting our steps towards 
redemption, like a met-
ronome 

As we succumb into silence 
cycling our sodom.  



 

 

Exercises on Mahler II: 
 
Mahler’s Second Sym-

phony: Second 
Movement 

 
Lilacs and dancing lilies encir-

cle my body. 
There used to be a trench 

here but now it is gone. 
The soldiers have returned 

home and their guns 
have been deposed, 

Hostages have been freed and 
widows freshly spoused,  

But the bones, fresh as day, 
lay bare and still on the 
ground. 

They were first laid to rest in 
this thick soil of worms, 



 

 

By worms just as viscous, the 
rhetoricians of germs. 

No grudge, I hold no grudge, 
no, I hold no splinter of a 
grudge: 

I need all my splinters to build 
a coffin from the thin, 
poisoned air  

So that I may, at last, find 
comfort in its wooden, 
though tepid, lair. 

All mornings are the same: the 
sun stretches his arms 
and moans,  

The caked worm-houses 
tremble and hiss, cov-
ered in self-reverent 
groans, 

The unmoving barks of long 
dead trees hum,  

The cooked grainy seeds 
whimper and bump, 



 

 

And the bones, the bones, 
sink deeper and deeper, 

Unto the breach of humanity, 
once more, unto haunt 
steeper. 

Someday they’ll have sunk all 
the way to China 

Which means I will get to see 
the rice culture  

From an upside down per-
spective. 

If I’d been a cat, a furry dog or 
a rabbit  

They would’ve lain me down 
beside the carts 

And selected my best parts for 
sale.  

Soldiers are the pigeon-rats of 
the world, and in times 
of war, 



 

 

Sparing no second look upon 
your pitiful casket of a 
body, they are released.  

What once started as an ode 
to the rhythm of life, 

(Ah the orchestra pulling the 
strings out of the violins  

And demanding full restitution 
of the natural voices) 

Is now side by side with the 
howling of the wolves.  

Goodbye to all religions, 
goodbye to all beliefs, 

Goodbye to every strand of 
hair in my body: a per-
sonal dogma is dead.  

Bones amongst my bones, in-
vaders of precious 
territory, 

Even in afterlife we fight for 
share of land, in dire vil-
lainy, 



 

 

For our rood of prayer, of fami-
ly, of homestead, 

Rivers of tears, of sacrifice, of 
sehnsucht — 

Left are those who build from 
the ashes of black and 
red. 

But those who mourn the fallen 
are always part of the 
dead. 

 



 

 

Exercises on Mahler III:  
 
Mahler’s Fourth Sympho-

ny: First Movement 
 
Isn’t there an awful amount of 

pastoral poetry already? 
What is it about the greatness 

of vast plains, 
Or the mysterious gift of tur-

quoise caverns, 
That makes great men sing of 

their materials, 
As if there is no more to life 

than Arcady, 
In its essence root, leaf, bark, 

sap and bough? 
Entire families have read 

about the dreadful quali-
ties 



 

 

Of the city’s modern life, of the 
artificial moon hung in 
the star-born sky, 

Inspired by the redeeming 
quality of farmhouses 
and empty villages 

Children of the forest, fairies in 
the woods, selkies of the 
ocean. 

They celebrate what was nev-
er there to celebrate, 

What, in its essence, might be 
seen as a proxy, a sur-
rogate, 

A substitute of the grey, sleazy 
morning haunting us 
everyday. 

What’s the pleasure of roam-
ing around islands that 
are not there? 



 

 

The heavy breathing of an 
aquatic animal, tired and 
rosy on the cheeks, 

Makes us remind a day in the 
past, when we were all 
some fish or bug, 

Hidden in the grass-swords 
from the tepid, bored 
predators. 

That’s all fair and gay, surely 
subject of immense vol-
umes of history, 

But can we attest for some 
faint, ludicrous memory 
of a past 

That was never ours, nor 
theirs, if such thing can 
ever be said about it? 



 

 

I remember the days I spent in 
youth, hidden inside a 
crest, 

Among golden spheres and 
red seas of blood, seven 
fortresses 

Surrounded by a field of five 
sea-blue shields, away 
from the prairie; 

O was it nice, to live in such 
tedious place, hiding 
from some animal, 

From some natural force that, 
once erupted, can anni-
hilate the thinker in me? 

Leaf and straw have seen 
hundred years of battle, 

Seven generals falling to the 
ground at the doors of 
Thebes, 



 

 

Rohan’s armies succumbing to 
Lord Melkor’s claws, 

The ragged, mad Doctor fall-
ing to his knees, 

Gladney’s kin running away 
from a volcanic cloud, 

A Lannister boy wrapped with 
a bloody-wet shroud, 

The Shire, proud and indiffer-
ent, burning its every 
hole; 

Those achievements should 
never be gone from their 
humble hands. 

But now comes the time of 
Men, the time of unin-
spired, vulgar speech 

Now comes the time of battles 
fought on ground, air, 
sea and mind, 



 

 

Now comes the time of Pra-
gue, Auschwitz and 
Beslan, 

Now comes the time of falling 
towers and burning 
books, 

Now comes the time of dead 
religions and funerals for 
bigotry; 

Pastorals, cease your annoy-
ing melody; War, cease 
your dusty history. 

Vulgar drugs, schizophrenic 
maidenheads, the in-
sane feedback in such  

sacred ground! 
Let’s lie down and quieten for 

a moment, but may our 
lungs remain unbound. 



 

 

Exercises on Mahler IV:  
 
Mahler’s Fourth Sympho-

ny: Fourth Movement 
 
Slough and lichen double 

themselves over us 
Playing the numerous scales, 

glissandos and keys, 
Timpani bombard the ever-

glade with roars, 
Explosions or drums, all of 

them the same  
Carefully synchronized experi-

ence. But it is quiet now. 
When humans tread the path 

of gods, 
Merging into the woods and 

the swamps 



 

 

They do so with the grace of 
faeries and tiny princes. 

O Cathleen we know our fate, 
we know the fate of si-
lence; 

‘Tis the unbearable noise of 
the frogs’ chant 

Overture of despotic, victori-
ous love — thus, 
adamant. 

 



 

 

Exercises on Mahler V: 
 
Mahler’s Fifth Symphony: 

First Movement 
 
O when they tune their weap-

ons and turn them 
against us, 

They converse with each oth-
er, palaver about sound.  

Where are we, then, when 
they turn the wind-up vi-
olin 

And the piano’s white key 
drips upon the lake?  

As they turn their carefully 
washed faces 

And bow their instruments to 
the company’s voice,  

Where are we then, amongst 
such force of reverence? 



 

 

Such idyllic men, always tall 
and stern, blackened,  

Moving only to change the 
pages and to align the 
stand, 

The bows, the nails, the skin, 
all carefully polished,  

Men standing on their feet with 
strange rocks of wood, 

Others holding brass and cop-
per and golden mouths  

While some have in their 
pipes, the silver of mys-
tical hair. 

Should they fall down and 
learn the tricks of the 
world  

Or become one with each man 
and surpass that mortal 
mould? 



 

 

This kind of subservience is a 
cage made of unspoken 
vows  

As they tune their third and 
fourth arms with pleas-
ant 

Moves of the wrist, placid, 
wide-eyed, staring  

Holding a strand for many se-
conds long. 

Ah! Learn, my dear, learn with 
these servants of men.  

Listen to their tiptoed masks 
and wave to their distant 
bogs. 

Let you carry no idols and bury 
no gods. 



 

 

Exercises on Mahler VI: 
 
Mahler’s Fifth Symphony: 

Third Movement 
 
This avenue is shaped like a 

church 
Although there are no foot-

steps embarrassed, 
Or timid coughs and sighs, 
To frame a monotonous, famil-

iar scenery, 
So that men may glue their 

eyes and reminisce  
Upon that lily-cross of Christ 
Below an oozing, pus-bleeding 

scar,  
A martyr’s gash that drips on 

cloaks of respectable 
bald men. 



 

 

Gods may tread here for too 
long and get lost. 

There are no black barred 
saints nor tarpaulin ro-
saries, 

Only the ticking occasional bell 
yelling  

Before purring an infinitude of 
words that sound like 
prayers. 

There are no dead people 
over this reddened tap-
estry  

Nor half-finished, undersized, 
overly sculptured saints, 

Nor Lady Mary finishing her ni 
Houlihan coffee break,  

But rushed elegies half-
tonguing a murmured lit-
urgy, 

Dirges for solemn, deterred, 
halved, crippled gods, 



 

 

Both peasant and pebble bur-
ied in a reliquary with a 
rod. 

While we wait for our passing 
this is all we see,  

So that a question arises 
amidst such scenery: 

Is this indeed all that we 
beasts are meant to be? 

 



 

 

Exercises on Mahler VII: 
 
Mahler’s Ninth Symphony: 

Fourth Movement 
 
He pondered, over his sheets, 

laying sick in his study, 
As he drooled all over his 

tenth, the disease con-
trolling his body.  

If this great man, composer of 
our innermost desires, 
can be made weak, 

If he can fall, should we be 
worried that our humble, 
gullible mistakes  

Might lead us all to a bed-
ridden, sickened and 
craven state? 

If this great man can hold his 
hands with lady death 



 

 

What about our souls, will they 
also be reason to laugh? 

Will they be scorned and de-
feated until we give out 
and burn, 

Is this our hell, then, to give all 
our life, and still lie in-
side an urn? 

Ah I wish I could be a swan, I 
would not get enough of 
that.  

Earth, my mother, earth I’d 
mourn; to live and to die 
in one single storm; 

In me I’d find no music, no 
place to be and say “I 
wish I had sung a better 
lay.”;  

He fell, in his study, he fell and 
lost his musical con-
sciousness. 



 

 

What did he do after that, did 
he cry at god’s own 
feet? 

Or did he whistle like a fool, 
like a man I’d like to 
meet, 

Harmless, spotless, holding a 
fishing rod that makes 
fish age,  

Never wise, never worried, 
never an immortal sage! 

A null, dumb of a fool, tiptoe-
ing his way through 
valleys  

Alongside a lame horse, be-
hind them an old, blind 
mule; 

Is there a better life to live than 
this? Could there be a 
greater aim?  



 

 

All these questions are noth-
ing, to this indifference 
we cannot tame. 

In the barrows they scream, 
while we wait for them 
and howl 

Under a moonlight’s trek, we 
who have eyes shaped 
like owls. 

Should we trust to them our 
fates, to weave and cut 
like the morai? 

Nay — let us accept our desti-
ny as only a fleeting 
gasp in the rye; 

There is no greater misery 
than trusting in a com-
fortable lie —  

I fear the gods who hold us in 
their shades; I trust my 
fate 

To the evershadowed glade. 



 

 

Exercises on Mahler VIII:  
 
Mahler’s Tenth Sympho-

ny: First Movement  
 
Isn’t this where we began, 

yesterday, 
When I warned you about our 

love? 
Was it not made from fragile 

clay 
This naked tapestry you 

wove? 
O do not trust me with your 

shadow. 
I can spare no thought for you; 
We know we are not hallowed,  
Tomorrow we’ll be gone like 

dew. 



 

 

Do you want to leave your 
works unfinished, 

Inside drawers, underneath 
beds, irretrievably lost? 

No, that would bring us back 
as wight or ghost, 

I will not be part of this coda 
as host. 

I am a Banshee, gone home, 
up yonder, 

Thither, where we crumble to 
dust, as stone returned 
to tower, 

We arise, born anew, aware 
that this is not the Hour! 

 



 

 

The Body of Taste 
 
I prefer the good, old-

fashioned slap,  
Or the erogenous, idyllic nega-

tive stare,  
Perhaps even the nervous, 

apprehensive run,  
Or the disgusting, menacing 

pun,  
To that new-century fashion or 

lifestyle  
Which beholds silence as a 

new kind of guile  
Keeping men ignorant of their 

silly thoughts,  
When their piteous existence 

has already been forgot-
ten. 

 



 

 

I prefer the good old-fashioned 
courtesan,  

With her embroidered clothes 
and timid smile,  

Even the patient, window-lover 
who waits  

For the correspondence of a 
husband at war,  

Or a smirky garçon with a tal-
ent for tongue,  

Perhaps the joyous swallow 
with a chameleon pen,  

A magician to hold her wrists 
and poise her bed.  

Keeper of fire-hearts. Inventor 
of a spell-born dead  

Favor that died once in the 
beginning of the century.  



 

 

I prefer this woman to the new 
breed of children-like 
virgins. 

Marriage might be an acces-
sory, but it ends my life 
with a circumcised mis-
ery. 



 

 

Death of an Existentialist 
 
When the rain first touches the 

train’s front window, 
Juggling droplets of water 
Said to belong to St. Peter’s 

eyes, 
 
I wake up in subtle dream-

scape, 
Breaking a leg whilst falling, 
A hill before a mountain before 

a cloud, 
 
And grab the alcohol from my 

bedside table, 
Bought on rainy day, like this 

one, 
On a sad supermarket, corner 

of my street. 



 

 

 
I drink with joy from that which 

I believe is sin, 
Taught by priests that sin 

means hell  
Believing only half of the 

blessed sentence, 
 
Dragging the lifeless body of 

my dearest love, 
Born at the same time as me, 
We had a chord between us, 
 
And throwing it out of the win-

dow, spitting on the 
glass, 

Invisible to my sottish eyes, 
A remarkable example of a 

body in pain. 
 



 

 

Far away, my love, your bodi-
less soul cries. 

Dewdrops gloss the drafts of 
our cosmic shear 

And the train rolls onwards, 
trapped around her 
sphere. 



 

 

Echoes 
 
Echoes 
Like a  
Lullaby of words 
I hear nothing but  
Echoes 
Echoing endless endeavors  
Enveloping my ears 
With  
Echoes of echoes of echoes 
A single tic  
Can become 
An enormous echo.  
A dead whisper 
Can last  
Forever 
Within the echoes  
Lost and alone 
I find my peace  



 

 

Within the echoes. 



 

 

Personal Sisyphus 
 
Do they know what it is to be 

mad? 
To fail in every way by win-

ning, 
As if every life is a cross 
To lay down on us, the burden  
I cannot even begin to end. 
To end all bards and singers, 
Tell-tale livers (where freedom 

hails from), 
To accept with faintest interest 

both man and bread.  
You, in youth, banned to an 

exile you have come 
To know as your true fate, that 

forge where we  
Write in humble arrogance the 

story of our madness. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
Dissidences - An Excerpt 

of a Cinematography 
 
Shame 
 
He failed to understand what 

we know  
Is a hideous truth among rats 

and fairies.



 

 

 
 
 
 
Drive 
 
As if every road leads to 

home, 
As if every home leads to it-

self.



 

 

 
 
 
 
Melancholia 
 
There is no greater end than 

Wagnerian strings 
Holding that note, on that fre-

quency, bland, 
Burrowed from a dark valkyrie 

unknown to men. 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
Beginners 
 
A chair is no less gay than you 

and I, 
Except that its wooden struc-

ture may rise  
From hands far superior to our 

undeveloped callouses, 
Envisioning rock where rock 

bears no existence.



 

 

 
 
 
 
Albatross 
 
Would that we could become 

the burden, 
Fate, vile masochistic maid, 

yearning  
For one fantastic allusion 

above goddess. 
Yet, for Sam, we hang this 

neck. 
As with albatross, sin, forgiv-

en. 



 

 

The Three Kings I:  
 
King Django 
 
“Django’s late”, she said, 
Though he’s been late for 

years,  
I crossed her arms, while in 

tears, 
Because I felt our love was 

dead —  
Such germ of abortion — but I 

was glad, 
Sipping images of a Kubricki-

an sad  
Flick, tricked into a cinematic 

guise, 
Hyperflowing into a river, silent 

and wise.  



 

 

“I’ve seen this somewhere 
else” 

She whispered in my ear, and 
I nodded,  

Whilst this celluloid clicked 
and whistled. 

Her legs were wrapped around 
a blanket  

A blanket was wrapped 
around her legs. 

I held them both to postpone 
an educated death.  

Django never showed up, he 
never did, oh no! 

So why wait, anyway, for his 
sleep-like essence?  

We undress as if to tether our 
more than mortal pres-
ence. 



 

 

The Three Kings II: 
 
King Richard 
 
Forbid it, garden of roses. 
Allow no more of this.  
Rich, blooming magnolias 
Turning brown and ever still. 
 
Ah, you speak of time as if it 

once existed  
As if the hours were as natural 
As that beautiful hill of daffo-

dils.  
But you know better, fellow 

love, 
Time is ours to control. 
 
When we grow old and we 

forget  



 

 

This promise you’ve just made 
Let rose and garden shine out 

loud.  
Allow yourself the pleasure of 

its odor. 
Fall once more for love, and 

feel its shudder. 
 
 
 



 

 

The Three Kings III:  
 
King Heaney 
 
We listen to the sounds of 

wells, 
Where madam echo is ru-

mored to live,  
To unravel the fates of the 

world 
And to collect, in memory, the 

words  
Uttered by those we left be-

hind. 
‘Tis for nothing we do such 

things;  
Lives past death have no past 

and breed wings. 
 



 

 

Brief Letters of Love and 
Passion 

 
Ode to Despondence 
 
I am seedless, 
Infertile and rotten.  
You are bodiless, 
Numb and morbid.  
As the clock beats, my heart 

beats 
Trapped in a natural cave.  
That kind of unbound love 
When found, can’t be stopped.  



 

 

 
 
 
 
She 
 
Never a movement to flare her 

ways; 
Just an exercise on measure,  
From man to boy to rat, 
Just a nightmare of pleasure.



 

 

 
 
 
 
In The Blush Of Your 

Cheeks 
 
That’s where I have you;  
You are easily betrayed. 



 

 

The Watcher on the Scaf-
fold  

 
Fate, could you tell me what-

ever happened to that 
Fool of a man, who was unlike 

any other man, 
And in his foolishness let his 

sorrows find end? 
This He, who writes on thin 

papered sand, 
Who, over the few pains that 

stalk the lovers’ lock, 
Cut with his fine verse what 

his own time forgot— 
The dull, broken-hearted, cas-

trated chains— 
Whom Solitude found wasting 

his voice away 



 

 

In linen bed sheets ripped with 
nailed-down hands. 

Cease that poetic justice, 
source of spear reborn 

Words from time forlorn bal-
ance truth in string and 
thorn. 

 
II 
 
But what of that other man in-

side of this dog-man 
Voice of calamity, lost in cha-

os, as chaos is 
Nothing more than several 

crossroads in between 
their 

Woman. I beg thee, kindly un-
dress this wall 



 

 

Seven feet tall, eleven inches 
thick, no more than a 
fence 

Singled out among the mead-
ows, hence among 
objects lost 

Whom so often find their way 
into the shadow, un-
seen. 

 
III 
 
There’s a shadow of guilt fol-

lowing me around 
Roundabouts, cafés, streets 

and avenues, plots of 
land and sea 

Drowning me into a constant 
forging of mortality 



 

 

Reading aloud the sins of an 
emperor “you there, on 
the floor 

Maggot, wolfed with fangs and 
acidic paws, get up 

Face this brave dew world, the 
forever morning gleam. 

Ignore the shadow’s quest, 
things are quite left as 
they seem.” 

Worn like a feathered coat, 
letting guilt choose rope 

Without the ignorant sight, 
without the tears 
drowned at night. 

 
IV 
 
Just as it prepares to open its 

square infinite mouth: 



 

 

The wood, the veins and the 
feet of other men 

Who once shared this same 
spot with their own 
shadowed guilt 

Either for crimes of lust, either 
for thoughts of tinned 
thievery; 

The famine, the hunger, the 
humpty-hung, going 
down the pit 

Falling, falling, falling, a swan 
whose neck will soon be 

Tasting Paradise’s bitter price, 
the margins of the riv-
erbed 

Giving birth to the great liver of 
lotus-matter, 



 

 

A lone, paralyzed pond whose 
placid surface these 
dreams shatter. 

 
V 
 
Don’t pity the already dead 

man whose soul I will 
not mourn. 

Pity, in his stead, those who 
came before, if their 
shackles were untrue. 

Yet all shackles are untrue for 
the men who roll their 
boulders 

Upwards. In this quiet state I 
plead. My journey is at 
an end. 



 

 

Nothing can be stopped now 
that the door has been 
unlocked 

The black cowl fits only the 
heads who mind not the 
crowd’s stare, 

It is with such shame I embark 
on this terrible, red mor-
row 

But I fear not the tomorrow, for 
that will bring an end 

To the minds who still believe 
this rope will not sus-
pend. 

 
VI 
 
My dead body dances. Can 

you see the hand which 
once  



 

 

Sailed through numberless 
pages of order and rea-
son? 

Centuries past, the same 
Hand, condemned for 
treason 

Considered by a people to be 
a man inside another 
man, 

A soul apart, bearing the 
weight of stiff, cold arm 

Now that the trapdoor has its 
boned spirit trapped. 

Dancing slowly, slowly danc-
ing, a conundrum of lies, 

The condemned dog payed off 
his humbled debt, 
mocked, 

Now that the trapdoor has just-
ly been unlocked. 



 

 

 
VII 
 
I’m a dead man standing, I am 

probably no more. 
Let me sleep the sleep of the 

just, become some folk’s 
lore, 

More than any rooted, false 
account or anecdote. 

My savior is the breast of men 
who sing of my misfor-
tune 

And God Almighty whose 
double nose can smell 
the truth in me, 

Planting a bone of good sense 
in the field of Adam 

And Eve’s last breath being 
my last breath becoming 



 

 

A dancing willow’s spawn. 
God forgive what I have 
done. 

 
VIII 
 
I am the watcher on the scaf-

fold, thrown into this cart 
Upon whose back I roll on, on 

the road with the crowd 
Fate decided would suffer as I 

did, broken swans, vir-
gin’s 

Milk, or the tears that were 
born unspilt, for me, for 
this 

Cause I dared to defend, living 
breathing hammering 
drumming 



 

 

Drumming to be swallowed by 
the drum, separation be-
ing mort, 

A part of the beat, but not a 
beat apart, hollowing 
sound 

In trumpets and saxophones 
and music belonging to 
me, 

Watching dogs on the prairie 
being dogs, as dogs will 
be. 

Mad pups, yes, but free. 
 
IX 
 
So you see, fate, whether you 

choose to speak or not 



 

 

(I couldn’t care less, for I am 
nothing more than the 
throat) 

This man’s Hand drowns in 
pools made from time’s 
claw, 

Turned into living sound, in 
white space’s knot, but 
far from existing. 

Chosen by bearded god to un-
cross men’s sinless flaw 

With his undulating legs, a 
compass of a funeral 
March 

No voice, no strings, no nails, 
no brass, no spears 

Only the drums, silencing the 
sighs of the fallen. 

Stolen from this cage of living, 
source of spear reborn 



 

 

The christ denouncing truth, 
balancing men with 
string and thorn. 



 

 

The Train Station 
 
So he told you to shut up? I 

wouldn’t 
Dream or nightmare but can it 

be  
The child, just a child, and with 

no 
Parents, can you believe the 

hypocrite  
Actually begged me to John! 

John! 
Here it comes, again, the 

same old train  
Though driver changed didn’t 

he oh 
It’s that woman again how old 

might I  
Chance. At least that’s what I 

heard, chimes 



 

 

And Bells, how long until 
Christmas mommy  

Is he french? He looks french, 
blimey what a 

Waste, gay men are usually 
the watch your  

Step, nigger, do you think 
there’s a man watching 
my back 

Could he be the guardian an-
gel mother promised to 
fuck  

That hideous bitch deserves 
what she got, she had it 
coming John! John! 

Hurry up, willya, dirty bastard 
always running around 
like a  

Like a pig, dirty clothes, dirty 
hair, dirty nose, dirty 



 

 

Soul, it’s what I have, 
shouldn’t think about 
this, Jung said  

Want to rip her asshole with 
my tongue, break her in 
half a woman you 

You, there, she looks so pretty 
tonight, I guess some-
day I’ll  

Be a passenger on this train 
and not god, the smell 

These dirty germans and their 
olive-oil panache, what’s  

He doing now, crying, a baby, 
there’s always a baby, 
existence depends on 
the  

   cry 



 

 

For fuck’s sake shut up kid, 
always dead, at least 
that’s what I heard  

At least that’s what she told 
me, cold and with dead 
eyes 

Just like his father before him, 
and his grandfather, no 
blood, no nothing  

Sure, I’m sure, surest of the 
suredom of sure-polis I 
trust her with my whole 

Coca-cola machine, never 
works, fucking hell, I 
need that coffee, I need 
it  

Now, shit, I’m already late, 
probably getting sacked 
anyway, so fuck it 



 

 

I should never have trusted 
the government, and 
taxes always rising  

But water rises and cleanses, 
the bark of the sea has 
its own reason 

I have no pity for the japanese 
they sowed their own 
destiny always 

Thinking about videogames all 
worn out shouldn’t have 
moved in with her  

   fuck love 
Fuck trust, I’ll never love 

again, that bitch she and 
her puppies and her  

Bright as new, so cute, did you 
see that yellow one with 
the red yes I see the  



 

 

Devil I must see it I need to 
see him it him it him 
whatever she thinks 
about  

Me it’s about time I think she 
smiled, did she see the 
ring, fuck what am I  

Thinking about that guns n’ 
roses song I wish I could 
sing like that  

Is God punishing me because 
I’m always telling mother 
that I’m a  

Genius did you listen to that 
album, beautiful songs 
and the structure  

What’s left of it, no art, no 
nothing, why do I feel as 
if everyman reads  



 

 

An absurdist novel with the 
academic tension puls-
ing in his breast  

Look, I need to speak to you, 
can’t you read my story 
through these lenses  

I am the driver and conductor, 
the moving force of this 
train  

Can I ask you out for dinner no 
no no no no he’s not 
german no  

The germans don’t smell like 
shit they smell of roses 
and tulips and  

That’s why Manchester lost 
last night, that fucking 
goalkeeper can’t hold  



 

 

A glass of milk and look at the 
sky at the same time, 
that’s what’s what  

Is that Roger Waters singing 
this one, doesn’t sound 
like him, too throaty too  

But what do I know about Pink 
Floyd it’s only the sev-
enth it’s only nine a.m.  

Monsters underneath her bed 
she’s scared the poor 
lass can you believe this  

I am the arrow, am I, the arrow 
or a cauldron either 
morning or mourning  

   but did  
Plath understand me like she 

didn’t get Hughes he 
was too much of a man  

   do you  



 

 

Prefer him to her words failed 
to reach him so he 
called me and I heard 
what  

I told her, she was too weak, 
he wore the pants can 
he he does and this new  

   one 
I hope she does find love on 

this one, poor african 
boy just the same as the  

   other one 
Old man, her father just the 

same though, lovely rita, 
what a waste, she’s lost  

   no 
Salvation on that one, can you 

hear the sounds of the 
wind through the  

    tunnel  



 

 

Whistling like the senne or 
was that joyce’s words I 
just read on the sub-
way’s  

Mouth of dozen peepholes a 
scottish hound saving 
me six hundred dollars  

   on  
That wonderful dinner he pro-

posed, I’m engaged to 
that greco-shit theory  

About lilacs and Wilde and the 
studio was filled oh I 
don’t feel like reading it  

Not now, not in the mud, ani-
mal farm cassandra 
burma essays he wrote 
that  



 

 

On the train, no, no he didn’t, 
he was english, oh will 
this ever depart, how  

   much 
Lord, she’s beautiful stop gaz-

ing at me I want to tell 
you the percentage of  

   how 
I don’t believe in love any-

more, I’m done, what a 
bunch of movie-lies  

I’ve lived, watching greta clark 
laurence and russians 
playing me on the  

   celluloid  
But if the world speaks in a 

single voice, would he 
speak about me  



 

 

And this train station, would 
he, would he, would he, I 
just wish  

A single strand united by 
commonwealthcom-
monthoughtcommonrop
e  

String prose flowing like a co-
nundrum, this train 
station stoping in time to  

   listen  
Does he think he is the smart-

est bloke in the faculty 
stop wasting my time  

With this obsession I already 
told her I’m gonna make 
my move, enter this  

   train  



 

 

Knock on the glass and he’s 
gonna say no, I can’t I 
have a family, and she I  

Love is just a mythological he-
ro, archeological oh why 
oh why I want to care 

Again, to go back in time and 
find other men and other 
people to drink  

Incense candles and whisper 
on the ears of sum-
moned taiwanese monks  

But they smell so bad he’s got-
ta be french or greek or 
roman or a classic  

No a cannon cannot be canon 
if I call it a canyon but 
doesn’t that make me  

I won’t, she’s too, I won’t, he’s 
not, I will, look at  



 

 

Dinosaurs, wars, gods, tem-
ples and I, losing sense 
of who I am the  

   identity  
The arrow and the sword and 

the empire and me no 
person no senses 

Me within me, dying just be-
fore I am not, a train, 
leave this train and start  

   again  
That woman that beautiful girl I 

see everyday becoming 
that man that  

   conductor  
The maestro preparing break-

fast for me I love him 
just as he loves her 
grabbing  



 

 

The doors are closing can it be 
that he’s actually ger-
man, careful that skirt I  

Wish I could rape this woman 
while the passengers 
cheered, jostled I am  

   sick  
Demented ideas of this world I 

don’t belong I should join 
walden on his  

   crusade  
I wish I could but it’s not pos-

sible the train, get out, 
get in, the niggers the  

   whores  
Can I masturbate on this seat 

without being watched, I 
think I’m in love  

   again  



 

 

They will never see each other 
again, is this the train of 
the dead, no it’s just  

The improbable probability of 
hearing the world’s voice 
a guttural cry baby  

Seagulls and caves and 
hellsmouth and univers-
es and voices or no 
voice or  

One voice letting orchestras 
go up and down, con-
ductors getting in and 
out  

Condemned aren’t they, in fact 
I think I’ll wait until I get 
home, I‘ll jack off  

   to  



 

 

That beautiful woman can she 
jump I’ll jump and ob-
serve, we’re not made of  

I won’t, she’s too, I won’t, he’s 
not, I will, look at



 

 

 
 
 
 
On Repetition and Truth 
 
Ignorance met us in the purity 

of hunger. 
 
Blessed with a vest of guile, 

cotton nude roses 
Softening the eye, a threshold 

unbarred with hoofs 
Beaten down by the non-lack 

of the improvised Beat, 
Salt tailoring the air with the 

scent of a symphony. 
 
We were led by the confidence 

they stringed, 



 

 

Typewriter sitting, unan-
nounced, somewhere in 
a box, 

Leaving behind a prose born 
out of caffeine, 

Humming, as if waiting, for the 
birth of new tragedy, 

Saying “We are all Kerouac’s 
children, indebted to the 
road”. 

Yet they failed to realize and 
see, that Kerouac’s gone 
and free.  

 
Burroughs brought the first of 

machina bruta, 
A paperboy holding back his 

neo-Jungian roots 



 

 

Clutching in his sweaty hands 
randomized news, un-
dated: 

Shotgunned barking dogs, wet 
cigarette butts, 

Wifening the mechanism, a 
sort of beatitude. 

Misogyny’s slave, in the flesh, 
knocking on the wood. 

 
Tea danced in a black canvas 

as it whistled  
Duke Ellington’s Newport gig, 

and Old Bull sipped a 
forest 

Discussing our jobs with a 
contempt for prose and 
emotion. 



 

 

“Oh prose, he says, what a 
collage of clocked 
thoughts 

Whose seams can be defined 
in a couple of themes, 
say 

A death explained in words 
carries a string that nev-
er changes 

Morphing, instead, into a mim-
icry of perceived flux! 

 
I remember a day when I, the 

fetus, 
Having read a classic by forza 

bruta of dear father, 
Let epiphany tickle the back of 

my brain, a tsar 
Waking my anima and all sorts 

of ghouls, 



 

 

Promptly daring me to put a 
fire to the pile, 

A fortress of cognitive empiri-
cists burning down. 

I, Ajax, no longer Ajax, just the 
disciple lark. 

For what does reason owe to 
the reference of wit? 

 
With this I took my leave and 

abandoned papa dear, 
But, dear Father, did he sob, 

wanting to save his rebel 
kin. 

Unbeknownst to him, I was 
breeding drugged pup-
pies, 

God’s second word for truth, 
albeit mixed with tap wa-
ter. 



 

 

Would you drink it if you knew 
such fountain of youth 

Was born in the forbidden pill 
inside my breast pock-
et?” 

The tea and kettle, preparing 
for the waltz, unmoved 
and silent, 

Under the wisdom of the wink, 
drugged finger extend-
ing, 

Pointing at a prune artist who 
refuses to be called dog.  

 
Krishna’s teeth extended 

themselves to immortali-
ty, 

Thus explaining the mute 
prophet gazing into the 
abyss, 



 

 

High above reason and con-
trol, no longer limping, 

Drowned gods and burning 
statues in his visions. 

Nothing too revealing, blurred 
by misconceptions, 

Kneeling to the religion of K. 
Kerouac Kubelik, 

A fleet of boats nibbling the 
facts off the great cloth, 

Guilt bound to a staircase of 
organic novels 

Imprisoning itself to a naked 
cobblestone, in inno-
cence. 

All men are martyrs of their 
own creation. 

 
I am blunted by yours words, 

O Burroughs, 



 

 

You have castrated the talent 
out of me. 

For I know that truth resides in 
joint or head 

And not in fake prose or falset-
ti belli. 

“I’ve reached a conclusion, 
said I, setting sail 

To the allusion and homage, 
this shrine of doric tro-
phies. 

In the acid we are destined to 
find solace, 

Numbing the brain, touching 
the earth’s jazz, 

Perhaps writing prose in be-
tween sacrifices 

Or traveling to Morocco to buy 
a new set of life. 



 

 

To you I owe this revelation. 
Praise be thy drug.” 

 
“Ah, the inconsistency of 

prose”, said he, lifting 
His uneducated feet off my ta-

ble and, in peace, lifting 
His worn-down, exquisitely 

long pipe, light brown 
and 

Rimmed with a red polish that 
circled the vulcan’s 
mouth. 

“Have you lived long enough, 
boy, to appreciate the 
song 

Of the influenza and the 
grippe, powers that god 
bestows 



 

 

On you every once in a mil-
lennium, can you tell 
between 

Fiction and flannel, words and 
encyclopedias, truth 

Is but a matter of the perspec-
tive, whether you choose 

To look beyond the prism of 
indifference or whether 
you 

Dare to look behind such 
prism and face facts as 
they are: 

Gifted voices granted to you, 
gods playing their role, 
hidden.” 

 
“I confess to never having 

read anything of yours, o 
master 



 

 

But that is for the best, again, I 
insist, please sip from 
this one 

It may not come from the fair-
est of springs, but better 
apparatus 

Has never seen the light of 
day. This is the ambro-
sia of the people 

Fount of grotesque visages 
and eccentric move-
ments, I cut 

From my words that which is 
absolutely necessary, 
we may now have 

The absurdly superfluous for is 
there greater test to our 
humanity 



 

 

Than scattered pieces of truth 
agglomerated into a ball 
of 

Excess and vice and lust for 
animals, a gathering of 
witches and burnt 

Sticks on the gallows’ stage 
with a thousand horns 
brooding over  

Naranath, the prophet, our ho-
ly father in heaven, 
prince of every 

Poet, darling sisyphus holding 
a cosmical thread while 
the iceberg 

Cometh, a tray of our naked 
lunch, prepared in a bed 
of cookies.” 

 



 

 

Then Allen knocked and as I 
answered the mischie-
vous american, 

Burroughs composed a sonata 
poem, what he called a 
son of  

The sonata principle, where 
the key remains the 
same until it 

Changes into other keys, ma-
jor keys, minor keys, 
leonard cohen keys 

Loony keys transforming into 
different beings, children 
of men, and 

Pianos with large keyboards, 
marrying both black and 
white, until  



 

 

B minus fourth divorces life 
and every key breaks in 
half, revealing 

The truth in objects, the limited 
number of sounds that in 

The west, south of the border 
but east of the sun, has 
no other stars to 

Be glanced at, except the oc-
casional cloak 
shadowed on a plain, 

Kindergarten jungen joining 
hands with Kierkegaard 
and Jung’s 

Apostles, freeing civilization 
from the pain of being 
civilized, convincing 

All men that mantras painted 
in the vessels of our lu-
nacy can often 



 

 

Find themselves unaccus-
tomed to a specific truth, 
agonizing.  

 
If all the Beat poets gathered 

around my table that 
evening 

Bodhisattvas of patience, not a 
christ holding a rope on 
his wrist, 

Whims of western worlds 
preaching a silent priest 
about pedophilia 

Learning that all repressions 
are part of the archetype 
that unites 

Threads and strings and su-
tras into a single path of 
enlightenment, 



 

 

The archetype of the son, the 
slave, the persona in 
flames, abusing 

The collective conscious, de-
parting from the race of 
the patria 

Like a lone horse jumping over 
a hedgerow, stumbling 
into their 

Undistracted pose, the ex-
pectant listener praying 
on his knees for 

Novel rain, rumors of the after-
life, as if the afterlife 
could teach 

Anyone about anything, con-
fiding instead in 
Sigismund that academ-
ic 



 

 

Understanding between wom-
an and man, lying in 
beds of other people 

Wasting dead babies on their 
bosoms, as they come 
onto each other’s laps. 

Meanwhile, in Abyssinia, a 
dead man rises from col-
lected poems. 

 
At night I wish for sleep to 

come and embrace, a 
confession 

To please our hearts in the 
morning, when the 
glimmer of the sun 

Rips the will out of me and 
makes me dread recog-
nition and form, 



 

 

Dangling in the border of 
madness because my 
bedroom nausea 

Transforms into a manuscript 
of unpublished poetry. 
Poetry 

Then closed its eyes and shed 
a tear, its fingers melting 
into  

The soluble paper river, a fish 
amongst other fish. 

If William had gone to the 
bathroom and if Allan 
had died 

Of syphilis, I would have gone 
to bed and I would have 
become 

Samsa, the new Tantalus, 
emerging from my coffin 
with  



 

 

A furry tarsus, an anthropo-
morphed creature, 
listening to Vivaldi 

On the turntable as mother 
and sister and dada left 
for town 

Leaving me alone to conquer 
styx, marrow and garlic. 

But fuck the poets and fuck 
the history and fuck the 
truth. 

Humanity has never accom-
plished anything outside 
of its own fringe.  

 
William said this as William 

finished his tea, a con-
versation 



 

 

Inside a conversation belong-
ing to another 
conversation,  

A cornucopia of trousers cars 
windows and literature, a 
thing 

I would never do, I said to him, 
because fuck the greeks 
is too  

Mellow a word to soften the 
feeling of hatred I have 
towards  

The past. Bull spilled some tea 
on the carpet and took 
his gun 

Out of his breast pocket and 
said, Listen, cancioneiro, 
I’ve heard many 



 

 

Things in my life, I’ve heard 
cocaine speak through 
monitors and 

Heads speaking through 
channels, (watson and 
burroughs watched 

A singing wall playing the 
trumpet) and I heard, he 
said, I heard 

Writers like yourself having 
sex with their own moth-
ers whilst 

Disagreeing with daddy-freud, 
and this all happened, in 
my head 

But nonetheless they hap-
pened, and when he 
was finished I told him 



 

 

Burroughs, there’s nothing 
more untrue than the 
greeks and the poets. 

When I heard the engine of his 
car turn on, when I 
heard the murmur 

Of his steps far away from me, 
I nodded and finished 
my tea, alone. 

 
Behold me, while I sip from the 

milk of others who came 
before me, 

While I carefully drink from the 
tit of another’s inspira-
tion, 

Switching muses as one might 
switch wives, unafraid of 
consequential 



 

 

Uneventful misrepresenta-
tions. I tread this path, 
this empty path 

That has been crossed far too 
many times. Behold the 
lack of pebbles 

As if indicating that the last of 
pebbles has been tor-
tured by the sole 

Of a people who tailored this 
out of weeds and nettles’ 
fur, 

Thus lacking pebbles, lacking 
essence, lacking the 
consistency  

Of modern life, of modern 
thought or Kuhn’s per-
spective of time 



 

 

Forbidding us to think for once 
in a natural movement of 
hands 

Either for loss of words, either 
for loss of mind, desti-
tute of kingdoms  

To come or to leave, a fatherly 
promise that might never 
come true. 

Behold this cup of tea, behold 
it in its entirety, from peg 
to hole 

This creature of porcelain’s 
root and glass leaves, a 
true city 

In itself. Behold, as I drink 
from it, this new mecha-
nism this brave new 



 

 

World, that has such hemlocks 
in it, owing this debt to 
the invisible men. 

 
We are forever in service of 

you, O rock, dragging 
you all the way down 

To the top of our noble sphinx, 
if only to let you go on 
the last moment. 

That is our cycle, our debt, our 
heritage. Ours is the lin-
eage of the parrot; 

I repeat that which I listen to, 
and don’t lie to me, so 
do you. 



 

 

15 Number Fifteen XV 
 
Does she know about the dev-

il’s card, 
The hoof, the goatee, the 

furred cock,  
Two lovers interlaced with 

glutton grimace, 
Half-baby trapped, trapped in 

a Mammon lock,  
The smell of rust in her cunt 

and his 
Feathered hands licking two 

gleamy buds?  
Is there enough red milk to 

feed her, 
Or does milk come from sinful 

place within her?  
 



 

 

I am the black horse, the beast 
of nervous ticks, 

Like the hands of the clock 
enamored  

With the shadow of a lost 
prophecy, 

A black horse who cannot lift a 
phallus  

To live a life full of sweat and 
devils. 

Devils from within, devils from 
without.  

But I cannot touch it. I’m filled 
with doubt. 

 



 

 

16 Number Sixteen XVI 
 
We were destined to remem-

ber the fall. 
Although we may be several 

years ahead  
Still we remember it as if to-

day’s crag, 
Because our future is linked 

twice; 
You’re the grace and I’m the 

vice.



 

 

 
 
 
 
18 Number Eighteen XVIII 
 
Could there be a more perfect 

word than beautiful, 
Clear as a lake, as a television 

screen,  
Within such moonlight me-

tropolis, one number 
eighteen, 

Where all men know no thing 
is two, though it may 
seem?



 

 

 
 
 
 
Mythological Sketches 
 
Demeter 
 
I tremble, strangled with pas-

sion. 
Hers are the petals raining on 

the lake;  
Mist covers it with its breath, 

as in a wake. 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
Apollo & Bacchus 
 
Would it hurt to let her know 
Or would it stop the continu-

ous flow  
That bursts underneath their 

skin 
While they both enjoy that 

wonderful heat  
That comes before two lovers 

decide to meet. 



 

 

Persephone 
 
But if love begins as an un-

born candle  
Burning out with the faintest of 

whispers, approaching 
The ebullition of madness as a 

maelstrom of invisible 
flames,  

Then this love I bring within 
my heart has long ago 
crossed 

That feeble, invisible line, con-
suming itself, its melting 
wax  

Dripping on the dock of the 
bay where now we lay. 

 



 

 

My brain is a whirlpool, 
stitched together with 
images of smiles 

And after-hour glances, a con-
stant mess of 
conversations  

Movements of lip, recollections 
of the bluest eyes, snap-
shots 

In which you play Lucretia, the 
center of the stage  

Reaching for my heart with the 
mortifying claw, bleeding 

Arousing mnemosyne’s loins, 
an idyllic rumor breed-
ing,  

Shaping a life or crafting a si-
lence, a childish peck. 

Woman, make me blind, for I 
am always looking back. 



 

 

 
Persephone, my love, I call 

thee my harbor of feel-
ings  

Since in you I discovered three 
hundred smiles, mingling 

Within the breast of the first 
mother, that memory 
unkind  

Waking me up in night sweats 
and trance, seizing can-
dles, 

Binding them to my wrists, the 
blurry remembrance, 
souls  

Standing on a narrow corridor 
with narrow smiles 

Holding the tiniest flicker of 
flames in our hands  



 

 

As if illuminating a path that 
leads us, black and 
white, 

Apollo and Bacchus, shadows 
holding the light. 

 
But if love begins as an un-

born candle  
Do you still think we can bear 

and handle 
A terrible force which strikes 

impetuous, 
Making our Candles breathe a 

Flame, 
A Heart too heavy to groom or 

tame? 



 

 

 



 

 

Sul 
 



 

 

 



 

 
 

O Sul 
 
O Sul fica abaixo do Norte na 

geografia Ocidental, 
Que junta grandes nomes com 

pequenos homens. 
Só que o Sul é maior que o 

Norte porque continua 
Além da fronteira visível, de-

saparecendo pelo 
homónimo pólo  

Que ladeia a indiferente 
masmorra do conheci-
mento.  

Ali, no Sul, ficam os escritores 
e os poetas acesos, 

Que falam em línguas aque-
cidas pelo amor e pela 
circunstância, 



 

 

Com a pompa de minúsculos 
reis, debruçados sobre 
as vidas dos insectos. 

Lá no Sul é onde se 
escondem os informais 
cientistas de versos, 

Compondo as suas melodias 
desintegradas, ignoran-
do as leis do ritmo 

Frio, porque vizinhos de Heli-
con, a morada da 
gastronomia literata.  

Quem vem do Sul depressa 
se esquece do nome 
das pessoas, 

Porque no Sul, que carrega 
aos ombros o Norte, os 
cigarros se acendem 



 

 

Com leves acenos e gestos, 
não com rudes vocábu-
los risíveis. 

Pelo Sul caminham os animais 
descentralizados, 
planetas ambulantes 

Concentrando em si todos os 
poderes da imaginação 
oral, 

Torrados pela estrela sulista 
que lhes ensina a cor 
dos deuses. 

Até porque o Sul sabe que 
depressa pode ser 
Norte, invertendo 

Os pólos que o unem à terra 
firma. No conhecimento 
da inversão 



 

 

Está o Poder do Sul, que entre 
expletivos magnânimos 
jaz silencioso, 

Aguardando o longo sono da 
aspérrima hiperbórea do 
Norte. 

As mandíbulas do Sul são 
aguçadas pela lâmina 
da paixão 

E situam-se nas pontas de um 
mundo que termina no 
centro do seu corpo. 



 

 

Medindo o Estige 
 
Começa com um grito, 
Assim como todas as histórias 

o fazem, a narrativa 
despegando-se  

Das suas teias ocultas, num 
espaço negro e opaco, 
onde todos os sonhos 
nascem.  

Começa, portanto, com um 
grito.  

 
Grito, e a chama que se 

acende em frente do 
barco  

Sem sentir nem as ondas, diz 
o velho, 

Nem as cores que deus criou, 
é verde, espicaçada 



 

 

Pelo vento que formula em si 
todos os nomes, todos 

Os desejos que florescem, diz 
o velho, 

E a queda do anjo cega todos 
aqueles que se encon-
tram sós. 

 
Amanhã, chama-me o som, 

amanhã que é outro dia, 
E o sol, assim 
A zero, põe todos os seus 

medos no bolso 
E deixa-se apagar na noite 

escura, e fria, 
Apesar de ser manhã aqui, diz 

o velho, 
E as massas ofegantes da 

plebe, que engolem os 
mortos 



 

 

Chamando, diz ele, chamando 
por quem não ouve. 

 
Musas cobrem os círculos e 

semi-círculos do inferno, 
Musas dançando, uivando 

com o vento que sem o 
saber 

Não existe, diz o velho, este 
vento não existe. 

E assim, forma-se uma torre, 
alta, que veste gravata e 
diz: 

“O céu chama por mim, e a 
garantia de que” 

Que 
Não há nada para além deste 

mundo?, 
Pergunta ele, 



 

 

Haver há, diz o velho, mas 
não se pode procurar 
por ela. 

 
Grito, e as velas apagam-se, o 

barco afunda, o tecido 
Rompeu, diz o velho, e deixou 

de haver tempo para ler 
tudo. 

Mas sem ter medo, sem ter 
medo, olhem só, que as 
cores 

Fugiram do papel, e sem 
trazer para casa a in-
fluência 

Desses poetas no bolso, palpi-
tando sobre assuntos 
que sabem 

Não saber mais do que sabem 
não saber, diz o velho, 



 

 

Vem a noite, que cobre com o 
seu pé as cidades sem 
luz. 

 
Sono, que falece em cima de 

um simples burro 
Ou mula, conforme o senhor 

das iniciais o preferir, 
Para quem dá o que não ex-

iste se tornar 
equivalente. 

E de boa-vontade ele decepou 
as trezes viúvas descon-
fiadas. 

Com esse riso, diz o velho, 
com esse riso, o mundo 
bem podia acabar 

Que ninguém acordaria para 
se lembrar de ti. 



 

 

Louvaram-se os mares e a ter-
ra, que já cá não estava 
quem os amasse. 

 
Mas de onde vem isso que 

trazes nos pulmões, 
Essa vontade maciça, cujos 

rugidos acordam o fogo 
da alma, 

Essa besta maldita que trazes 
no peito, que raivosa se 
espanta em falésias de 
papel, 

De onde vem isso, essa dor 
de merda que persegue 
teu fantasma por toda a 
parte, 

Essa crua omnipresença que 
não dá tréguas aos sur-
dos. 



 

 

Dali, diz o velho, mas tu não a 
vês porque está longe. 

Com ondas que cobrem os 
lagos, com lagos que 
cobrem os olhos. 

 
E fecha as persianas, porque 

o mar está a inundar o 
quintal, 

Com medo lá se vai ao sitio, 
mas ainda assim, não 
sentes que falta algo. 

Já me disseram que o teu 
nome era igual ao dele, 
mas não quis acreditar 

Afinal, não estudam na mes-
ma área, e ele o que 
queria era paz 

Ao invés do teu espírito, que 
quer forjar a consciência 



 

 

mal criada de quem te 
segue, 

Dessa elite de gente que não 
percebe bem o que faz. 

Olha fecha isso, diz o velho, 
senão amanhã não há 
quem te acorde. 

Sim, responde o jovem, é 
melhor não deixar nada 
em aberto. 

Já está profundo o suficiente. 
 
 



 

 

Da Derrota e do Teatro 
 
Para Nietzsche 
 
Ao homem negro que diante 

de mim se prostra, 
A quem pertence negra maré 

que na manhã se es-
tende, 

Cujo pé enegrecido sobe por 
soturna e trémula costa,  

Peço violenta tempesta, que 
crie um deus que en-
tende. 

 
E se sua vontade for preciosa 

machina adormecida, 
Assim se faça construção do 

homem, velho com’um 
Cristo, 



 

 

Para monstros que, estendi-
dos, urdam tapeçaria 
entorpecida. 

Que assim se peça alvorada 
ao deus que nos trouxe 
sentido. 

 
E das falhas, quem fala, quem 

conta a sua História? 
Quem fala das perdas e de 

grossa lacuna de Gló-
ria? 

Deuses que carregam outros 
deuses às costas, como 
cães. 

 
 



 

 

O Movimento da Sa-
bedoria 

 
Dentro do universo, um Outro, 

mais pequeno, mas tão 
grande quanto esse. 

Um pensador, que por um es-
pelho via três mundos 
dentro de um apenas, 

Falou-me deste sítio, enorme, 
que visitara em estranho 
sonho. 

Besta solitária encontrou por 
lá, um profeta que o se-
guinte lhe disse: 

 
“Verás um porco, pensador, 

que fala duzentas lín-
guas por uma só, 



 

 

E esse canal de babel é por 
sua vez composto por 
duzentos homens. 

Depois verás uma pedra, pen-
sador, que se 
transformará numa bela 
mulher, 

E dessa mulher ouvirás os 
mais belos cantos de to-
dos os animais da terra. 

 
Se ainda não estiveres con-

cretizado, pensador, não 
te será dada paz nem 
silêncio 

Pois um grupo de filósofos te 
ditará toda a obra dos 
Homens em uníssono. 

Ainda assim, pensador, sairás 
insatisfeito, e tua parca 



 

 

atenção desmoronará o 
mistério 

Quando pousar sua vista na 
primeira criatura que Na-
tureza se dignou a criar. 

 
É depois disto, pensador, que 

chegarás a um porto 
perto de Palermo, já ce-
go e velho, 

E te encontrarás com um 
homem cujo nome se 
diz ser deus, ausente e 
calado. 

Mas tua presença o saberá 
melhor que suas men-
tiras, pensador, pois a ti 
veio o mundo. 

E da ausência do silêncio fa-
rás melhor artifíce, 



 

 

melhor o silêncio de sua 
ficção.” 

 
 



 

 

Acerca dos Sons 
 
Falam-me de amor, 
Mas eu já não me lembro 
Se me esqueci de me lembrar 

de ti. 
Quando ouço, por vezes, o 

som 
Daquele clarinete, naquela no-

ite nua, 
Assombrado pela sua própria 

sombra,  
Falo de coisas estranhas e 

bizarras, 
De relíquias do absurdo, todas 

aninhadas no centro da 
ilusão. 

Ontem, por exemplo, olvidei-
me. 



 

 

Apaguei-me, silencioso, e por 
segundos breves de-
sapareci. 

Falaram-me do silêncio imper-
turbável das coisas 
eternas, 

Daquela negra escravidão da 
arte, que se aborrece 
até à loucura. 

Mas a corda estalou, subiu 
pelo meu corpo acima, e 
acordou-me, 

Penso eu, para que eu me 
lembrasse desta cidade, 
desta rua, deste prédio, 

Deste quarto, desta estante, 
deste livro, desta pági-
na, deste verso, deste 
verbo. 



 

 

Caí no horizonte que divide o 
grito do universo, 
tropecei, digamos,  

Várias vezes na minha própria 
tenacidade, um menino 

Que se classifica, numa tax-
onímia completa de 
sabores escatológicos. 

Assim começou a minha anto-
logia de ausências. 
Neste bosque 

Ruidoso, levantei-me do chão 
e concretizei a falta do 
eu.  

Já nem me lembrava se — 
                                            o 

que interessa, afinal, é o 
pranto. 

Quando se escreve um poe-
ma, dizia o Professor 



 

 

Trôpego, cai-se no 
devaneio. 

Ainda lhe perguntei se esse 
devaneio significava o 
fim do poema ou, 

Por outro lado, se significava a 
morte de um [possível] 
autor. 

Não respondeu. Não queria 
dizer que a poesia era 
um aglomerado de 
mares e oceanos 

Que, indecisos, se encontra-
vam e desencontravam, 
interlaçavam e desdo-
bravam-se, 

E assim, dobrados, com o 
peito encostado à sua 
definição etimológica, os 
poemas morriam 



 

 

E renasciam, e tornavam a 
morrer. 



 

 

Topographia Hiperbore-
ana 

 
Batalho, combato, confronto 
Dúzias de exércitos es-

trangeiros, 
Todos os eles falando mil lín-

guas, 
Tonificando seu corpo com 

adjectivos  
Estranhos em sabor, tom, e 

palavra. 
Vêem ao longe porque trans-

portam saber, 
No interior dos seus carros 

sangrentos, 
Acomodado entre duas me-

táforas.  
São senhores de aforismos, 

da Razão, e do chá 



 

 

E na sua melancolia afogam a 
emoção, 

Porque não precisam que lhes 
arda a cabeça 

Com lágrimas mal pensadas 
e, no fundo, silenciosas. 

Todo o indivíduo desaparece 
debaixo das suas botas 
de aço 

Que calcam os territórios ex-
tensos da solidão, 

E que deformam a paisagem 
da minha alma 

Com as suas bicudas pontas 
de ciúme.  

 
Gastas as suas balas no meu 

corpo metamorfoseado, 
É tempo de partirem, ao 

abandono embriagado, 



 

 

Deixando atrás de si os 
resquícios de uma cria-
tura 

Sem sabor, ou tom, ou pa-
lavra.  

Esse exército que comanda o 
convés dos coman-
dados, 

Que levanta fumo com o pró-
prio osso das suas 
mãos, 

Que reduz a cinzas a lareira 
dos homens, 

Que defila a casa onde nas-
cem ideias, 

Que apodrece o ventre para 
onde caminha deus, 

Esse exército de estrangeiros 
gordos e bárbaros 



 

 

Deixa ainda assim ficar, anin-
hado entre duas 
sinédoques, 

Um livro, húmido e canoniza-
do, que sem se ver 
implode 

Desaparecendo entre os 
homens. Como se fosse 
esquecido 

Cada vez que fosse lembrado.  
 
Sozinho, então, sem em guer-

ra mais pensar 
Sento-me e sinto-me, afastado 

de mim próprio, 
Sem saber quem sou, de onde 

venho, que língua falo, 
Sem unir o verbo ao corpo da 

sentença, 



 

 

Despido, então, de saúde ver-
balizada. 

E entretanto, no âmago dessa 
solidão, 

Nasce um outro homem, mais 
vivo, menos bicho, 

Suave besta da épica canção, 
Que com sua canora tuba en-

gole o mundo, 
Batalhando, combatendo, con-

frontando 
 
Todos os deuses que por ele 

haviam sido criados. 



 

 

Elogio da Beleza 
 
Eis os teus cabelos; 
Pétalas num lago oculto,  
Sem destino, flutuando. 



 

 

Acerca dos Nomes 
 
Conheço o nome de todos os 

átomos deste quarto, 
Mesmo aqueles que se 

escondem debaixo do 
pó dos livros 

E por entre a lombada vertigi-
nosa dos grandes 
volumes. 

Conheço o seu nome, mas 
nunca lhes falei. São 
mudos. 

Vivo com eles e partilho o meu 
leito com o seu corpo, 

Mas a verdade é que a minha 
presença lhes é insignif-
icante. 

Quando abro a geometria 
complicada da literatura, 



 

 

E procuro dentro dela as re-
spostas para algumas 
perguntas, 

Esqueço que eles me escutam 
e espreitam, que me ol-
ham com 

A curiosidade das máquinas 
naturais. 

São, na verdade, uma mentira 
disfarçada, uma panto-
mima engraçada 

Embora sem a respectiva au-
diência. Loucos, mas 
enfim, também o sou. 

Eles não sabem o meu nome, 
mas eu sei o deles. 

Debaixo do soalho, onde 
estão armazenadas as 
minhas lágrimas 

E um pouco de dor, solidão, 
esquecimento, 



 

 

Dança a ideia de liberdade, 
sempre rodeada pelas 
paredes do destino.  

É com essa ideia que eles se 
escondem, sempre 
irónicos e invisíveis,  

Circunscrevendo o esqueleto 
da escrita, a explicação 
da palavra. 

Recito os seus nomes todos 
os dias, enquanto fumo, 
à janela, 

Para não me esquecer daquilo 
que me rodeia, daquilo 
que são os meus dias. 

Lá fora, escutando, jazem as 
pedras do meu prédio, o 
edifício duplicado, 

Imparciais, mas sempre 
presentes, dádivas de 
uma civilização 



 

 

Que há muito se esqueceu de 
si mesma, como eu,  

Uma réstia de uma flecha de 
luz, uma voz apagada 

Prendendo o fumo do cigarro 
com a breve união dos 
contrastes. 

Saber o seu nome, mas não o 
saber, paradoxo multi-
plicado, 

Que nem no silêncio da escri-
ta se descobre o seu 
significado. 



 

 



 

 

 


