“Stone”

Go inside a stone 

That would be my way.

Let somebody else become a dove

Or gnash with a tiger's tooth.

I am happy to be a stone

From the outside the stone is a riddle:

No one knows how to answer it.

Yet within, it must be cool and quiet

Even though a cow steps on it full weight,

Even though a child throws it in the river;

The stone sinks, slow, unperturbed

To the river bottom

Where the fishes come to knock on it

And listen.

I have seen sparks fly out

When two stones are rubbed,

So perhaps it is not dark inside after all;

Perhaps there is a moon shining 

From somewhere, as though behind a hill -

Just enough light to make out 

The strange writings, the star-charts

On the inner walls.

“Butcher Shop”

Sometimes walking late at night

I stop before a closed butcher shop.

There is a single light in the store

Like the light in which the convict digs his tunnel.

An apron hangs on the hook:

The blood on it smeared into a map

Of the great continents of blood,

The great rivers and oceans of blood.

There are knives that glitter like altars

In a dark church

Where they bring the cripple and the imbecile

To be healed.

There is a wooden block where bones are broken,

Scraped clean - a river dried to its bed

Where I am fed,

Where deep in the night I hear a voice.

“Tapestry”

It hangs from heaven to earth.

There are trees in it, cities, rivers,

small pigs and moons. In one corner

the snow falling over a charging cavalry,

in another women are planting rice.

You can also see:

a chicken carried of by a fox,

a naked couple on their wedding night,

a column of smoke,

an evil-eyed woman spitting into a pail of milk.

What is behind it?

-Space, plenty of empty space.

And who is talking now?

-A man asleep under his hat.

What happens when he wakes up?

-He'll go into a barbershop.

They'll shave his beard, nose, ears and hair,

To make him look like everyone else.

“My Shoes”

Shoes, secret face of my inner life:

Two gaping toothless mouths,

Two partly decomposed animal skins

Smelling of mice-nests.

My brother and sister who died at birth

Continuing their existence in you,

Guiding my life

Toward their incomprehensible innocence.

What use are books to me

When in you it is possible to read

The Gospel of my life on earth

And still beyond, of things to come?

I want to proclaim the religion

I have devised for your perfect humility

And the strange church I am building

With you as the altar.

Ascetic and maternal, you endurre:

Kin to oxen, to Saints, to condemned men,

With your mute patience, forming

The only true likeness of myself.

“Explorers”

They arrive inside

The object at evening.

There's no one to greet them.

The lamps they carry

Cast their shadows

Back into their own minds.

They write in their journals:

The sky and the earth

Are of the same impenetrable color.

It there are rivers and lakes,

They must be under the ground.

Of the marvels we sought, no trace.

Of the strange new stars, nothing.

There's not even wind or dust,

So we must conclude that someone

Passed recently with a broom...

As they write, the new world

Gradually stiches

Its black thread into them.

Eventually nothing is left

Except a low whisper

Which might belong

Either to one of them

Or to someone who came before.

It says: "I'm happy

We are finally all here...

Let's make this our home."

“Breasts”

I love breasts, hard

Full breasts, guarded

By a button.

They come in the night.

The bestiaries of the ancients

Which include the unicorn

Have kept them out.

Pearly, like the east

An hour before sunrise,

Two ovens of the only

Philosopher's stone

Worth bothering about.

They bring on their nipple

Beads of inaudible sighs,

Vowels of delicious clarity

For the little red schoolhouse of our mouths.

Elsewhere, solitude

Makes another gloomy entry

In its ledger, misery

Borrows another cup of rice.

They draw nearer: Animal

Presence. In the barn

The milk shivers in the pail.

I like to come up to them

From underneath, like a kid

Who climbs on a chair

To reach a jar of forbidden jam.

Gently, with my lips,

Loosen the button.

Have them slip into my hands

Like two freshly poured beer-mugs.

I spit on fools who fail to include

Breasts in their metaphysics,

Star-gazers who have not enumerated them

Among the moons of the earth...

They give each finger

Its true shape, its joy:

Virgin soap, foam

On which our hands are cleansed.

And how the tongue honors

These two sour buns,

For the tongue is a feather

Dipped in egg-yolk.

I insist that a girl

Stripped to the waist

Is the first and last miracle,

That the old janitor on his deathbed

Who demands to see the breasts of his wife

For one last time

Is the greatest poet who ever lived.

O my sweet yes, my sweet no,

Look, everyone is asleep on the earth.

Now, in the absolute immobility

Of time, drawing the waist

Of the one I love to mine,

I will tip each breast

Like a dark heavy grape

Into the hive

Of my drowsy mouth.

