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5 POEMS FROM PARTITUR

A bowl of eyes

I leave to autumn

Yes, a bowl full

of the unseen

For I have been granted
to see

The faces of the dead and the living
Human insufficiency

and the one thing needed

But of that

I am forbidden

to speak

I stand in Epicurus' garden
There the laurel is in bloom
And the high gods

are endlessly remote

In the power of this vision I live:
Two towers

One pleasure-garden

Four roads

One entrance

Two springs to mirror myself
One spring to drink from
Two shells to listen in

and to whisper in

an answer to a question
which was an answer

As if we could ask

as if we could whisper an answer

as if some one of us asking answering
would have confirmation of something other
than the imperfection of the senses
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Still your face is the garden of my blind hands
Your breasts are the towers on the feeling of the shape
that divides and unites

Your exit is my entrance

The four roads are our embracing

with arms and legs:

So we are eight

Still you are a goddess, not touched

and I not more than a prince!

What is a prince worth

among your mountains?

A place which the travellers avoid

(Philoctetes)

Hate has wounded me

Hate has made me a cripple

But that which hurts will also heal
says the oracle. So, let hate
destroy my hate! - 0, gods who live
hidden in the stone, in the wooden slab
when I take my knife or chisel

and make visible your twisted
features - let hate

destroy my hate, and the stony
surface and the grainy wood

become smooth and even to the hand
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The flight of the Prince of Emjan:

When the fifth year had come

the prince climbed a Kurdic mountain
Tired of the emperor's blindness

satiated by his own inmer sight

he threw himself with the help of a slave
out into space

No-one has found his bones
Only the wvultures
for that's why the place was chosen

You are the grain of sand

and on this unstable thing

I shall build my desert

You are the mother who is a virgin

and in the mirror hanging beneath your heart

I shall recognise myself

You are the lover

I have said to you: Let us change roles
You answered: No

but I awoke

with two jingling rings round my ankle

Ekel8f/83



84/Ekel8f

5 POEMS FROM A Voice

What do I care about the Prince of Emghion or not-Emghion
What do I care about sultans, emperors or universal fame
I am blind

The little goodness I can feel

is to pluck with my fingers among some fragrant leaves
while I wait for her

who will come and hand me some bread to eat

The sea is the greatest sculptor

The sea is the greatest jeweller

The sea and death

There is no stone so jagged

the sea won't rub it smooth

or grind it to sand

or finer

The sea gives birth to corals and shimmering creatures
evil and good

It gives birth to chiaroscuro and surface glitter

and deep dark

Death smoothes out evil and good

There is no fate so jagged it is not worn smooth by death
The sea that breathes, that sighs outside my window
Where I lie with death in my heart

waiting for the Pleiades to set
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The angel 1is here

I have felt how its wings

bring air to my stifled room

I am blind

She looks at me with big open eyes
and wants to die

How shall I come out of this divorce
between justice and justice

Yes, your face is my pleasure-garden
not my eyes'

but my hands'

With my hands 1 see your eyes
how they tremble

how the eyelids quiver

With my hands I see your hands
now mild, now recalcitrant
your arms, under your arms
your breast, your body

My hands see if you recoil

in fear, in disgust

if you recoil in mercy

in compassion

or recoil in love

All this my hands see

which have become my eyes

10.11.65
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When did you see a cuttlefish

willingly crawl ashore

No, a storm threw him there

with a thousand arms the storm threw him there
He himself, with only eight arms

But for each arm a hundred and one suckers,

then two eyes, papillae: a hundred and ninety

or more. And then the sea flowered

for him - a sex organ too

That makes a thousand and one arms against the sea's thousand

Love and violence, pleasure and prey, and pleasure again
Thrown on the sand he vehemently inhales

his life, his death while the victory arm withers
Passing humans call him "influenced"

"Too many suckers," they say, '"too many impressions"
They say: "He can't stand the fresh air"

Perhaps because they can't stand the salt water?

They forget the eyes and the thousand-and-first arm

the extra limb
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