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Neptune is the
coldest and most remote planet in the solar

system, but
also has its most violent storms


I

 


I watch my
days


searching 

for the
transcendental

 

a moment in
time

or better

a wing of a
bird

somewhere on
that dark wall

fluttering

 

a kind of
dance

speaking to my
yearning

but
always 

an island

unable to reach
me


II

 


Where was that
dark chord

first
struck?

On some broken
bell

submerged

out there,

forever
concealed

from human
vision?

 


And when I last
kissed 

you, was your
hair

not blonde
enough

or my eyes too
blue?

 

This was the
night

I knew it would
be,

a place of
torpedoes

and
lozenges,

where the
sick

collect their
thermometers

speaking of
rebellion,

 


A hovering
black chalice

hammered
out

from some bland
humidity,

which taunts
me

to this
day.

 

Yet still I
would take

your lips,

a door to
regret,

wet without
velvet

or caprice,

on that
journey

to forever
–

whatever that
means.


III

 


Startled by the
cable cars

I turned to see
two children

Playing in the
street -

Lightning in
their hair,

 


As though the
soil was no longer

Pleasurable, or
the rain

Suddenly too
perilous

To risk a
pathway to the stars.

 


Speak to me,
speak to me:

Tell me who you
are

And what dreams
still devour

The cradle of
your nights,

 


So nothing can
reclaim you

And drag you
back into

That yet deeper
cradle

From which you
once emerged.

 


There, on the
Unter den Linden,

It seemed we
all converged

On that
silence, where

Night was
swallowed once again

 


By more
impatient minds,

And we spun
like rings

Around a
fabulous Saturn

Of our own
creation.

 


And when the
children

Finally noticed
me watching,

They recoiled -
or was it just a laugh? –

and disappeared
into a crowd.


IV

 


You, who always
wore felt, lecturing without

Remorse on the
murders of Odysseus.

 


You, who
paraded, naked and indignant, through

Rose Bowl
boulevards of snow and glass.

 


You, who ride
on the back of the scorpion, forever

Craving its
fatal poison.

 


You, who burned
with pious eyes all evidence

Of your crimes,
searching for what you call

Redemption.

 


You, who wail
like the sun, when only the moon

Is singing in
the sky.

 


You, who were
handcuffed without subpoena

For worshipping
Venus on the turnpikes

Of Fort
Lauderdale.

 


You, who
languish in your palace of death,

Demanding
interrogation and torture

As your final
reprieve.

 


You, who host
high dignitaries at insidious feasts,

Laughing from
inside your hall of magnets.

 


You, who hide
beneath the shadow of an orange

Tree, yearning
for the end of time.

 


You, who wander
through your valleys of genocide,

The scent of
virtue still lingering in the air.

 


You, who danced
with hollow glee as you

Whispered our
first travesty in my ear:

Saint of the
night.

 


Guide me
through your corridors of burning rain,

My mouth
forever open to the anguish

Of the sky.


V

 


You looked so
tempting

there: a statue
in the garden,

starlight
curled

beneath your
brow,

a look of
expectancy

projected on
your face

as though you
had always

been
waiting

to rise above
me –

a bed of
helium

scattered to
the clouds.

 


With the image
of Normandy

now trembling
on your skin

but without
bullets or parachutes,

we made a
gift

of that
silence

to whatever
muse

we were never
quite certain

was
standing

there beside
us.

 


But life is
always like this

in
retrospect,

you said

and will always
say –

I am sure,

as I am
sure

of no other
thing

in this
world.


VI

 


Do you
remember

that
afternoon

at the Jackson
Pollock


retrospective

when you
whispered

in my ear

“If Kim
Jong-un

had fronted

the Sex
Pistols

or
Lucretius

was the
Beatles’

first
drummer,

it all would
have been

the same
anyway”?

 


But autumn
passed

so quickly that
year,

the golden
leaves

gathering in
scented

cesspools, our
children

giggling in
sheds

with
skeletons

of rusted
plumbing,

almost
festive

in their
pumpkin-coloured finery,

as we slid
together

down the
throat

of yet another
cold winter.

 


And I only
realized

The day you
left

for good

that it was
exactly

what we
thought

it would
be,

with every
instant

having the
chance

to be utterly
different

if we had
only

spent less
time

watching the
snow

gathering

on the
windows

of our old
Chevrolet 

forever
waiting

for some vernal
breath

to tip its
hat

to the coming
Spring.


VII

 


With the breath
of the Titans

I shall grind
my jewelled

Daggers,
blessing

 


Your naked
breasts

On the beds of
eternity

Where once we
strayed

 


From more
desolate plains

To the
birthplace

Of Angels and
Sin

 


Balanced on
your lips

Of satin and
fire

A tightrope
walker

 


Losing his way
above

The abyss,
trembling

Lest he dare
look up

 


Or down on the
open bed

Before him,
where everything

is fear and
chance at last.

cover.jpg
TRIDEHTS @®F GLASS

- i

ATID ®@THER POEINS

BY DAVID M.ATTT@OIELLI





