W.S. Merwin, from THE LICE

“Caesar”

My shoes are almost dead

And as I wait for the doors of ice

I hear the cry go up for him Caesar Caesar

But when I look out the window I see only flatlands

And the slow vanishing of windmills

The centuries draining the fields

Yet this is still my country The thug on duty says What would you change

He looks at his watch he lifts

Emptiness out of the vases

And holds it up to examine

So it is evening

When the rain starts to fall forever

One by one he calls night out of the teeth

And at last I take u[

My duty

Wheeling the president past banks of flowers

Past the feet of empty stairs

Hoping he’s dead

“Bread at midnight”

The judges have chains in their sleeves

To get where they are they have

Studied many flies

They drag their voices up a long hill

Announcing It is over

Well now that it is over

I remember my homeland the mountains of chaff

And hands hands deaf as starfish fetching

The bread still frozen

To the table

