1. Between shadow and space, young girls and garrisons,
2. saddled with a strange heart, with funereal dreams,
3. taken suddenly pale, my forehead withered
4. by the rage of a widower’s grief for each day of lost life –
5. oh for each invisible drop I drink in a stupor
6. and for each sound I harbour, trembling,
7. I nurse the same far thirst, the same cold fever,
8. a noise in labour, a devious anguish –
9. as if thieves or emanations were coming –
10. in the enveloping shell, rooted, profound,
11. like a humiliated scullion, a bell cracked a little,
12. a mirror tarnished, the fug of a deserted house
13. whose guests come in at night sloshed to perdition,
14. with a stench of clothes scattered on the floor
15. and a yearning for flowers –
16. another way to put it perhaps, a touch less sadly:
17. but the hard truth is if you want it so,
18. the wind that whacks at my breast,
19. the unbounded expanse of night collapsing in my bedroom,
20. the morning’s rumours afire with sacrifice
21. now beg of me this prophesy I have, with mournfulness
22. and a lurch of objects calling without answers,
23. with a truceless movement, a name
24. I can’t make out.
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