


Advance Praise for

Lean Against This Late Hour

“Reading Abdolmalekian’s poems is like happening upon a system of
non-Euclidean geometry: shapes so clearly rendered, so seemingly
inevitable, that you’re stunned you had never encountered them
before. But then you realize that these elegantly simple lines, in fact,
interpenetrate multiple dimensions. The natural and the political,
phenomenology and sexuality, reason and imagination fuse into new
and compelling hybrids. Only in language can these concepts occupy
the same space, and I’m profoundly grateful that English-language
readers have, at long last, been offered access to this work.”

—Monica Youn, author of Blackacre

“Garous Abdolmalekian’s Lean Against This Late Hour delves deep
into the solitary melancholy heart of a poet gripped by the buried
secrets of Iran’s historical trauma. With aching intimacy,
Abdolmalekian takes dreamlike inventory of the deaths that hang
over him. He writes with orphic clarity the silence that the state has
imposed upon him, and takes a shred of darkness that enshrouds his
country and whets it to a blade that sings. This is a powerful,
searching, and timeless collection of poems.”

— Cathy Park Hong, author of Engine Empire and Minor Feelings
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B

Introduction

orn eighteen days after the outbreak of the Iran-Iraq War in
1980, Garous Abdolmalekian is one of the most prominent

figures in Iran’s contemporary literary landscape. He has had an
enormous influence on the new generation of Iranian poets
addressing the dramatic social changes under way in the country.
The author of six award-winning books and an editor at a leading
publishing house in Tehran, Abdolmalekian has become a pivotal
voice among poets in Iran determined to convey the inner life of their
country and the stifled songs emerging from the silence in which
they came of age.

While the force in many of Abdolmalekian’s poems is political, his
approach to them is fabulist. In “Border,” he brings the blasts of a
battle into the sheets of a couple’s bed. In “Bits of Darkness,” a man
shot the day before continues hoping to be released into another
sunrise, though he’s been dead for twenty-four hours. In
Abdolmalekian’s poems, even the dead go on hoping for intimations
of a kinder world. Yet his images never retreat into any kind of easy,
blind escape from reality. Instead, they chart the difficulty of not just
accepting but prevailing over unspeakable violence and loss. His
sensorial images flip the private into the political with a deceptively
subversive subtlety and also with startling intimacy. An injured
veteran begs his mother to change his diapers. An unspoken death
manifests in the dust circulating in a room, aching to be kissed. The
political impetus in an Abdolmalekian poem is never evoked directly.
Rather, it is left to flow quietly, powerfully, beneath the poem, the
unseen groundwater of each speaker’s life.



Abdolmalekian’s style has been described as cinematic, inspired
by his love of Iranian film directors such as Abbas Kiarostami who
themselves look to contemporary Persian poetry for their aesthetic.
Abdolmalekian’s work turns this cinema back into poetry, inviting
the reader into poems as unpredictable in their sequencing as the
stills of a film, with the reader bearing witness to the poems’
unfolding in both time and space. The poems are thus not only a
description of an event, but an invitation for the reader to experience
the narrator’s bewilderment alongside all the contradictory reactions
that bewilderment demands, as in “Long Poem of Loneliness,” in
which time dissembles line by line:

He stands up
to go sit by the window
realizes he has been sitting
by the window for hours.

The reader comes to experience the emerging impossibility of
enduring this afternoon in tandem with the lonely character of the
poem. In the blink of an eye the world becomes increasingly
unworlded, devoid of even the reliable relief of a sunset.

Abdolmalekian has received numerous prizes for his
groundbreaking poems in Iran, and his work has been translated into
nine languages, with this collection marking the first book-length
translation of his work into English. We hope this introduction to
one of Iran’s most celebrated new poets will invite English-language
readers to join the larger global conversation about his astonishing
work. Translating a poet who responds to contemporary events with
such a latent metaphorical language can be tricky. How many of his
subtle allusions will be apparent to English-language readers, and
how many will be lost—this was a constant concern during the
translation process. We have done our best to re-create the allusions
with as much subtlety as they contain in Persian, with all their
fascinating multiplicity of potential interpretations and meanings.
Abdolmalekian’s poetry evokes the nuances of the country around
him with an urgency evident in the new generation of poets in the



United States as well. Young urban poets all over the world are
deeply questioning the history and the future of their countries.
Abdolmalekian’s haunting, fable-like poems feel as timeless as they
are frank and contemporary. His work breathes new life into the
ancient art of poetry and how the form may forecast the interior
experience of the century ahead.

—Ahmad Nadalizadeh and Idra Novey



Border

I am in repose
as my wife reads a poem about war

The last thing I need
is for the tanks to advance into my bed

Bullets have made numerous holes
in my dreams

You put your eye up to one of them:
you see a street
its skin whitened with snow
if only it did not snow
if the borders between the streets and the bedcovers were clear

Now the tanks have crossed the trenches into our bedsheets
and one by one they enter my dream:
I was a kid
my mother washed the dishes
and my father returned home with his black mustache
When the bombs poured forth
all three of us were children . . .
The following pictures of this dream will tighten your chest
Shut your eyes
Put your lips on this little vent
and just breathe
Just breathe
Breathe!
Breathe!
Damn it!
Just breathe!
Breathe!



The doctor shakes his head
The nurse shakes her head
The doctor wipes the sweat from his brow
And the green mountain chain
on the screen
turns to desert.



 

 





Pattern

Your dress waving in the wind.
This
is the only flag I love.

 





I Need to Acknowledge

The weight of certain news
on the phone
makes the receiver heavier

makes it fall from my hands

the pointless weight of certain things:
metal pieces in abandoned lots

the curved posture of my father
who after years
has yet to take my brother’s corpse
off his shoulders
and place him in the ground

I need to acknowledge
to bear right along the road

After all, how many more minutes
can I continue walking
the middle of this freeway?

The blaring horns make me lonelier
and lonelier
and lonelier

Why do you bury the one who is left alone?

No death is natural
this poem won’t make it to the hospital

 





Long Poem of Loneliness

He’s leaning against this late hour
pushing open the creaking door of his age
his temperature drops
causing snow in his eyes.

He stands up
to go sit by the window
realizes he has been sitting
by the window for hours.

A bird
pecks at the corroded corner of the sky . . .
Does it want to die more beautifully?
Does one always need to fall to the ground in order to die?
Does the earth
fill the mouths of the dead
to stop them from describing what they’ve seen?
Has he grown his beard out
to conceal all these questions
in the creases of his face?

Is it possible to rise
to peck at bits of his life with his beak
and place them in his children’s mouths?

He opens the window
the oranges of life are blood oranges
he does not understand the reason for the moon
he does not understand the reason for the all-empty sky.

He turns off the light
lies on the bed he discarded
years ago



he lies down upon the faraway
falls asleep upon the faraway
and when the phone rings,
he has to get back on a road as long as a man’s life.

On the other side of the line
lies the severed corpse of his brother
who exploded while holding a phone in his hand
a corpse now gathering his last sentences
from the ground.

On the other end of the line
a woman
calls from twenty-seven years ago
just to say,
“Son, the oven gas is on
I am dead
and your sisters now
are sorrows growing taller every day . . .
Take care of your sorrows
attend to their homework
talk to them.”

On the other end of the call
it is I
who want to haul him out of this poem
who want to save him from these words.

But someone is busy
scrutinizing the phone wires
someone is busy
a surveillance of my relationship with myself
and the scratchy noise you hear
is from his knife, carving out the words . . .
Blood circulates in the wires
and the red eternity of the dial tone
pours into his ears



drop by drop.

It is his loneliness
that withers the flowers on his shirt.

The tea steeps in his mouth
his life’s buttons have been left undone
and part of his soul is hanging out.

He draws the letter from the drawer
will he get warmer from reading it
or burning it?

He lights his cigarette
and drives it like a crooked peg into the wall
yesterday is over
tomorrow is over
and with each exhale the gray faraway of life
draws closer to his mouth.

He has touched both sides of death
like the front and back cover of this book
which he closes in the middle
tosses on the floor
but it doesn’t fall
it rises
and flies off
with the two lines of its story.

Now a couple of white birds
are crossing the sky’s mind like tiny words.

Now they are carrying oranges
to other seasons.

Now they are leaving the stage
empty.



He draws shut the curtain of his eyelids
like a tortoise
retreating into its stony world.

 











Doubts and a Hesitation

Even your name
I have doubts about
and about the trees
about their branches, if perhaps
they are roots
and we have been living
all these years underground.

Who has dislocated the world?
And why are birds circling in our stomachs?
Why does a pill defer my birth?
For years we’ve been living underground
and perhaps a day
in my seventies I’ll be born
and feel that death
is a shirt we all come to put on,
whose buttons we can either fasten
or leave undone . . .
A man may roll up his sleeves
or he might . . .

I am the captive man’s conjectures
about the seasons behind the wall.

 





Poem for Stillness

He stirs his tea with a gun barrel
He solves the puzzle with a gun barrel
He scratches his thoughts with a gun barrel

And sometimes
he sits facing himself
and pulls bullet-memories
out of his brain

He’s fought in many wars
but is no match for his own despair

These white pills
have left him so colorless
his shadow must stand up
to fetch him water

We ought to accept
that no soldier
has ever returned
from war
alive

 



■



Pattern II

I turn my face away
and lose half the world.

 





Necklace

Of the moon
all that’s left is a stain upon the window.

Of all the waters in the world
this lone drop on your cheek.

And the borders have painted over God’s landscapes for so long
that dried blood
is just a name for a color.

Tomorrow morning
humanity will enter the alley.
And the trees will hide
out of terror
behind the sparrows.

 



■



Flashback

No time remains
Let’s hold each other

Tomorrow
either I will murder you
or you will rinse the knife in water

These few lines
The world has come down
to these
few
lines

Is it better for a human to remain small
or not to be born?

Or just
rewind this movie

let the leather coat in the display window
become a leopard
leaping into distant fields
let every wooden walking cane
return to the forest on foot
And the birds
soar over the earth once more . . .
the earth . . .

No!
Rewind even further

Allow God
to wash his hands again
to gaze at the mirror
Perhaps



this time
he will come to a different decision

 







Pattern III

A large far sea
or a small puddle.
It makes no difference.

When you are translucent,
the sky appears in you.

 





Fall

Not soil
not a circle
in the child’s sketchbook.

The Earth
is a severed head
rotating in midair.

We fall
like suspended thoughts
like vague lines
from a poet’s hands
or like a lengthy silence
in the stony throat of a cemetery.

We fall
yellow upon the autumn.

What is still green
finds no place to thrive,
no matter how deep it roots.

We fall
like tea in Naser al-Din Shah’s cup
like drops of blood in Fin Bathhouse.

We fall
minutely
like snowflakes
the ice slivers unknown to anyone
of a cloud’s suicide.

We fall



like bombs over the soil
like soil shoveled over us.

We fall.

This apple is yours, my child!
Think again!
Newton
could never find
what he intended to discover.

 







Long Exposure

Even after letting go
of the last bird
I hesitate

There is something
in this empty cage
that never gets released

 





Agony’s Rasp

Then you arrived
with bits of late hours
stuck to your slippers.
You hung the night from the coat tree
and hid yourself in the bathroom.

Now the scraping off of incident,
the sound of washing the past few hours
into the sink.

My brother!
Humans cannot hide the hidden.
Not when bullets speak in the flesh.

Even if you polish all the doorknobs,
your fingerprints will not be wiped from their spirits.

In the morning
I woke to the polished walls,
the polished vases, curtains, windows.
No one was visible even in the pictures,
yesterday indistinct from five days ago.
When I pulled the sheet aside,
my feet were gone.

You
had scrubbed everything till morning.

 



■





The Rest of the Picture

You extend your hand
yet no matter how much I strain to see
the rest of the picture remains unclear.
Will we brew tea?
Or will you pack your bags?

A blurred dream
like a leaf in the wind’s invisible hands.
Unclear
whether the wind has lifted it
or released it from a tree.

 





What Bridge

What bridge
somewhere in the world
has collapsed
so that no one gets home?

 





Pattern IV

Staring at the tiny planet
God calculated again.
There was no space for a continuous forest
no space for an infinite sea
no matter how endless the search.

And so the invention of your eyes.

 





Paper Boat

A pair of shoes
some pairs of socks in orange or purple,
a pair of blue earrings
a pair of . . .
This is Noah’s ark
This luggage that you’re packing!

Then the sound of the door
passed through my shirt
through my chest
through the wall of my room
through old neighborhoods
that distilled my school years.

The kid stood up,
launched his paper boat into the water.
He did not understand the sense of a “pair,”
so he boarded alone.
The waters moved toward the future . . .

I modified the poem here
and pulled time out
like a thin thread.

The beads fell off:

I     . . .    you
. . .            childhood
paper boat          . . .
. . .     Noah
. . .       future
             . . .



I brought you and my childhood
aboard the paper boat, left the dock.
Then I paced with Noah,
waiting for the storm.

 







Long Exposure II

The passengers board
and the pilots hoist the sails

but the sea
woke up even earlier,
departed
before all of them

 





Meeting

The rain hovering over the city for days
finally fell.
You
were arriving after years . . .

I was in the dark
about your hair color
about passion, sorrow, fury
and about all else I had prepared in the drawers.
In the dark
about the candles on the table . . .

Repeatedly you and I
had forgotten about time in cafés and on the streets
and now time
is taking its revenge on us.

You knocked on the door,
I answered.
You greeted me
but had no voice,
gave me a hug
but I saw your shadow
with its hands kept in its pockets.
We stepped into a room,
lit the candles
but nothing in the room was lit.
The glow conceals the unlit . . .
While you collapsed on the sofa
sank into it
shivered on it
sweated



I wrote,
surreptitiously,
on my calendar’s margins:

A whale dying in agony on the beach
is not there to meet anyone.

 







Around Morning

She does not tuck the sheet of morning neatly,
leaves it wrinkled
from last night.

She stands at the window,
allows death
to slip down her throat
to circulate in the hall of her chest
to leave open the blood faucets
then to forget them all . . .

She allows the wind
to enter
to put on the shirt left on the chair,
then to exit.

She stands before the window,
strokes her hair, says:
Flying requires no wings,
only the heart, its chambers.

 







Pattern V

In the dark
a burglar
stares at the painting

 





Acquiescence

And pain
which arrived this time prior to the wound
remained so long in our home
it became my sister.
We succumbed
to the dirt of the draperies,
to the furrows on the wall’s forehead.
We succumbed
to the ticking hands of
the clock
as it dismembered us.

So was that all life could be?
An index finger pointing toward the faraway?
Snow falling for years
yet failing to take shape into piles?

And life
which enters from a hidden door every night
with a dull knife.

The moon is witness to
this darkness
and the moon is
the mouth of a lover
who consummates words
in fourteen nights

and the little black fish
moving through the capillaries of my fingers
is now orbiting my temples.

Within me



come the cries of a tree
tired of repeating the same fruit.

I am a fish tired of water!
I succumb to you,
sad birdcage veil
I succumb
to the giant question mark
stuck in my mouth.

So were our days only that long?

And life grew so narrow
that we fell
finally
into the same pit
we leapt over
many times
before.









The Bird of Sorrow

A bullet passes through my neck
my blood
begins to speak through my feathers

The hunter doesn’t know
the dinner his children are eating
will upset everyone

The hunter doesn’t know
my children are hungry right now
and I will continue flying
in a foolish direction

The hunter doesn’t know
I’ll be flying in their stomachs for years
and his children
will turn slowly
into cages

 





Pattern VI

Flying
was no longer the bird’s wish

It plucked its feathers out
one by one,
in order to lie bald upon this pillow,
in order to slip into a different dream

 





Characters

There are characters in me
who do not talk to each other
who fill each other with grief
who have never dined at the same table

In me there are characters
who write their own poetry with my hands
who flip through stacks of bills with my hands
who make fists of my hands
who place my hands on the sofa edge
and while one sits down
the other stands up, leaves

In me there are characters
who melt in the snow
who drift with the rivers
and years later
rain into me

In me there are characters
who sit on a corner
and like death talk to no one

There are characters in me
who arrive too late
who are settling
and another one sitting
facing this sunset
sipping tea

In me there are characters
who stab each other
assassinate each other



bury each other
in the cemetery of my psyche

but I
with all of my characters
go on caring for you

 





■



The Cluttered Table

This cluttered table
is the corpse of the party.

You and I were alone,
so where have all these
cigarette butts on the floor come from,
these cold cups of tea
these crumpled papers,
ruined in a collision with acuity?

You left years ago
and my inert bodies
are occupied with something
in every corner of this house.

 



■



Federico García Lorca

When I hiked in your words
I realized
why the blood passing through my heart
was the same as the blood
running through the veins of my legs.

And why five o’clock in the afternoon
would often remain in my room
long into the evening.

I think the bullet shot toward you
was a glass of water
poured on a forest in flames.

And burning in the blaze that you’ve lit
is a delight
like igniting a cigarette with the sun.

 





Stain on a Soldier’s Uniform

We scrambled aboard,
unaware that the train
would stop at a different station,
not knowing another hand had loaded our guns,
hands that had loaded guns for them, too.

The dust on these boots
is a mixture of men and women
who, like children,
named this ending our fate.

The dust was the sum
of all that was said
and the red only a marker
in a child’s hand
after blushing the garden’s apples.

We aimed at our targets
but war
shed its bullets in the dark
now and then you shoot your enemy
now and then your daughter.

We scrambled aboard,
unaware.

But this time
I will transform the world—
the weapons on the child’s lap
are only toys, make-believe.
I sit down to eat with my enemies.

Take a cigar



then take a picture

to hang on
a wall within the universe.



■





Station and Soldiers

I still had hands
to embrace you
still had lips
to ask you something more
still had legs
and this goddamn line of poetry
stepped back
and climbed the stairs of great despair

Something was incinerating in our dreams
and the steam kept rising from the train

■

Now,
I’m back, Mother!

Now,
I’m your torment, Mother!
I’m hell!

You have to change your hell’s diapers

And nothing is more agonizing
than having
to embrace your hell
to kiss it

 



■





Infrared Camera

The train terrifies me
when it departs
and splits this many people
from that many.

Now it’s the wind’s turn
to arrive,
to heave and carry off
some damp, wrinkled handkerchiefs,
a top hat left behind at the station.

Then night slips in,
wearing the hat the wind’s taken away.

The rest of the station grows dark . . .

From here on,
peer through the infrared camera:

Several men, a woman,
who departed on the train,
have not departed at all . . .

The handkerchief carried by the wind
hasn’t been carried off.

A few meters away
the railroad ends
and this rusted train
seems to have stopped
for years.

Its passengers chat,



sip coffee,
laugh

keeping an eye on their wristwatches
as if deaf to how those clock hands
tick in their cells.

 







Sea

I wish my corpse could float on water
and I could go on staring
for hours
at the wheeling seagulls

My vacant frame mirrors the waves
I could turn into a boat
come to drop off its passenger
and without a care in the world
fall asleep on the blue sheet of the sea

Death wanted to be this beautiful
but we buried it

 





Fog Song

I rip up my train ticket
and with the last herd of deer
return home.

I am so much a poet
that my antlers have blossomed
and my song
passes across the lake like fog:

Shooting each bullet is a rage
released with a shotgun.

I have prepared the trunk of my body
for the possibility of your kindness.

 





On Power Lines

So translucent are we today
that our inner murderers have turned obvious.

And the sea of our city is so sluggish
that spiders weave their cobwebs over its waves.

If only someone would turn these snakes into rods
If only the one who gnawed at my bones
did not know my poems by heart.

We have driven the bees
to make honey from poisonous flowers
And the sparrow that perched for years on the power lines
fears the branches of the trees.

Tell me how to manage my smile
when they have planted land mines all around my lips.

We are the discoverers of dead-end alleys
We have exhausted many a word
This time
send us a prophet who only listens.

 



■





Insanity

Behind the curtains I enshroud you
beneath the skin
under words
in mouths

You appear in the never-clear . . .

I rest my hand over your eyes
and conceal you in death . . .
Closing the casket
I separate your darkness
from the dark of the world

 





Long Exposure III

Once the wind blows
the dust stirs on the chair
circulates in the room
lies down beside her

thinks of the days
when it had lips

 





Forest

Closed eyes open wider
and the eyelid is a curtain
extending the landscape.

Let the river filter through you
let its sands deliver sediment into your heavy fatigue
let yourself be a living part of death
and let roots trust in your depth.

Forest,
you are a single tree
fleeing the earth
a thousand ways.

 





The Bird of Reconciliation

A road will not lead to a dream
nor a dream to a road.

I return
to the faded colors of the world

to my mother’s hair
before my father braids it
to the soil
before you fall asleep in it
and to that small, poignant book
with its prophet on a deserted island—

From each other
we have fled toward each other
from the earth
into the earth.

And that little bird
that was my dream and yours

has a leaf forced into its mouth now
to keep it silent.

We have fled from night into night.

Dip your hands into that dark
and believe
whatever you touch.



 







One-Way Ticket

Many a cocoon I’ve seen
hanging from a tree

in distant forests
on the window ledge

in the gutter.

Yet no matter how hard I think,
I can’t recall
more than a single butterfly.

How many times are we born
that we die
so many times?

How many crumpled bills
How many crushed cigarettes

Oh, all the one-way tickets!
I haven’t found anything
more sorrowful than you
in the pockets of the world.

—Excuse me, this ticket . . .

—It won’t be taken back.

So are all the winds gone?
Has this tree
been condemned to an eternal yellow?
And did the dandelions wither so long
where the walls meet in the corner
that they’ve forgotten their news?



—You pound the windowpanes of this train to no avail.
In vain you hurl your voice to the other side of the window.
We
are the actors in a silent film.

 







Bits of Darkness

In the shade of what is not
he sits
turning the pages of what is not.

He wakes sliver by sliver
and walks in slivers
And his many slivers
have afflicted death.

His index finger moves across the sky
asks for permission
asks him
What can a sunset cure
except sorrow?

That’s all.
The question which is the answer
will remain long after us.
So leave it, let it go!

Insane is he
whose speech makes the walls
look in another direction.

Insane is he
who keeps excavating the night
to conceal the bits of darkness beneath his bed.

Insane is he
who said he would leave
but left

who said he would stay



but stayed

and who said he would laugh
but laughed . . .

Insane is he
who wouldn’t leave or stay or laugh
and considers excavating the sense of “but.”

He must be insane
this man tied by a rope to the sunrise.

He is insane
this man who was shot yesterday
who still plans his escape.

 



■





Long Exposure IV

They aren’t my heartbeats
They are your footsteps
running in my chest at night.

If you tire out it is enough.
Enough if you cease to run.

 





Passage

When I fail to find
the keys in my pockets
I’m not bothered.

When the police place their hands on my chest
or when I sit behind bars
I’m not bothered . . .

Just like
a riverbed
cutting through a dam
unclear
if it is leaving
or returning.

 





Long Exposure V

Forget about the machine gun
about death

and consider the saga of a bee
humming over minefields
in pursuit of a flower.

 







Ant

I am dead and
only you and I know this,
you who pour the tea into your cup alone.

Too tired to sit
I head to the streets,
shake my friends’ hands
as though nothing has happened.

Even if you turned the key in the lock
your heart would not open.

I know
I am dead
and that
only you and I know,
you who no longer read the newspaper aloud.

You who no longer read at all
and the silence is so maddening
that I wish at times
to become an ant
to build a house in the throat of a flute
to ask the wind to blow the notes
to send them drifting into this window
or lift me out of the shadows on the flagstones,
to place me on your white shirt
where I know
you will shake me off again
within the lines of this poem
within these very days.

In my dreams



these days contain an image
that scares me

an image of a rope hung from the ceiling
a man hanged by the rope
with his back to me
and only I know, I
who am terrified to turn him around.

 







Long Exposure VI

You brushed my shoulder
to get off the loneliness.

What are you hoping for
brushing snow
from the shoulder of a snowman?

 





Dark Period

In this line
or the next one
there will be a period,
an end to all the words.

Within the stark frame of the window,
tired silhouettes
and the dark dress
of a little girl growing distant

growing distant
growing distant

In the stark frame of the window
a dark period
grows distant.

A period
that is the end to all the words.

 





Door Hinge

Safe aerial gunfire!
You murdered the sky

The day labored in
from below the door
through the keyholes

If I were in charge
I would dismiss the sun
and pay the night overtime!

I’d light a cigarette
and slip out the café’s vent
with the smoke . . .

I’d turn into the fog over the street
at least until
I could render accidental
these many losses

My brother!
How can I find you
when I don’t remember
how I lost you?

How severe these words are
How the darkness seeps in
How often words switch places in the dark

I stare
at things in the room
that are not really things



and console myself
with the chirp of the bird
stuck in the door hinge

 





■



Bricks

Lies are a wall
whose bricks you lay every morning,
my distracted bricklayer,
you have forgotten about the door!

The water has risen to my neck
The bricks have risen to my neck
The water passing my lips now
The water rising and rising . . .

But I will not die
I will become a fish.

 





The Mad Corner of the Room

The depth of final words
frightens me
like standing at the rim of a valley

And the tiny stone
spiraling

down
into the deep

has taken everything with it

You saw the story, small
as a needle you could drive into my cornea

And only now do I realize
how the red vein of yarn
left for days on the table
has unraveled from my neck.
Your absence
has altered the map of this house
and no matter how much I search
I can’t find
that mad corner of the room

I can feel
how the person who isn’t
overwhelms
the person who is

 





Pattern VII

Under the overcast sky
the sunflower
thinks about the sense of its name

 





Injured Poem on the Table

Even the new dawn has set

Staring at me from the table
an injured poem
has accepted its last lines

The wind blows
without brushing a single strand
of my hair
It blows out a flame within me
and departs

If this statue had legs
I know
it would leave me as well

Seclusion
is a wound larger than the body
and this door
even if it opens onto hell
will bring me joy

 





Game

You change the game
and hang yourself from the rope
you swung on
years ago.

We are the repetitions
of the pieces
of each other

like you, my son, on this swing
as I who swing you
to forget the rope.

 





Sealed Doors

The sun won’t conform to the dark
nor will I
to the black fortune of this cup.

The sun won’t conform to the dark
nor will I
to the bleached walls of this room.

What revives me
is the sealed door

tomorrow’s return
not yesterday’s arrival
your absence
not this embrace

What revives me
are the sealed doors

Fog over the forest
not trees on a warm afternoon
death’s opacity
not birth’s luminosity

For you, the sealed rooms,
the remaining lines—
not the poem you’ve already read—
may revive you.
Just listen:



 



 



Long Exposure VII

It is a strange music
death

You stand up
and dance so smoothly and softly
that nobody can see you
any longer
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