







LOVE IN THE AGE OF DYING













dedicated to all whom I have loved
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I
his reality

(the ontology of being)








what doth die is the soul but the body liveth eternally

machine




how much time is stored in this box
of tense springs and rotating cogs,
the dark unbound eye from whence flow
the days i remember the years i count

my memory is not a rubble of ticktocks
but a snow stain on a summer’s night,
in the end melting and thinly spread
i measure each instant by a life past


darting electrons







i am told
cells are unique
their atoms 
incarnated inside a dark pool of stars
lonely
as are my genes,

fortunately, my thoughts are common
as this poem will testify,
you and i
continents and seas 
bustling with earthly platitudes,

so why is it so hard 
for me to describe
the singularity of
here i am,

when birds migrate across continents 
and yellow lions yawn by the riverbank,

how many photographs does it require
to spot the odd self 
in a crowd 
with darting electrons



self-portrait










...divided-separated
like the glistening worms the child once sliced
marvelling at each slice scattered on the slime
cut smaller and smaller strangers to their kind

was it the joy to regenerate or sheer agony
which made them curl and twist in dreams of identity

not even the curved expanses of expectant space
nor its tentacles of ever diminishing time
will ever know or bind
the shattered nuclei of this wandering mind


what doth die is the soul but the body liveth eternally









O this invention of the mind, the sweet reassurance
we have carved in the wake of a loveful voyage
pitch black on either shore, yet in its core
a fire bellowing.
The credulous, wishful thought that has contrived
a dream within a dream.
Of all ephemerals soul is the most ephemeral thing.
It is the name we give to the tremulous screen 
of our separation from another being:
The solitude of life which departs as swiftly as life.
But praise be to our atoms who survive each person's lie
on these drifting continents graced by long cypresses
and their falling shadows
around a combusting star.


the roman bridge












time splintered, fell, sliced into crawling segments
above the arch of a roman bridge, curious children
threw stones, gathered from collapsed walls
drawing perfect circles on the mirror face 
of freshwater streams


awakening









from a dream inhabited
by clocks ticking backwards
shadows of cause and effect
strings and particles entangled
we wake up in a cot

in autumn, weary storks stand one legged
over rooftops,
they say a stork in flight
promises a journey

when storks migrate
they paint the sky white

we hear rumours from returning travellers
about black storks
flying over the pyramids,
who can tell
if in our hometown
we will ever see one
pass through our days,

the kettle boils
a puppy dog in the garden
plays with a dry branch




II
childhood

(alienation and the source of his longing)















like entering a movie halfway through


carioca nanny














I never forgot
the red fire truck
which could
turn corners and reverse
after a bump,

and manoeuvre
between the high-heel-shoes
and the
knee-low-skirt
of a sugarcane-slim nanny


enfamille










aaaa screamed the child when he saw me
aaaa someone is at our balcony

there was a jar of pickled peppers
there was i
a broken bicycle cowered in one corner

aaaa screamed the child
what are you doing at our balcony

now came the mother then the father then the aunts
as i hurled myself down
they posed smiling from above


rio de janeiro









swimming pool
at the doctor's mansion
two daughters
one watching from a window
the other so knowledgeable
about not drowning
were they pretty
are they alive
what happened to the
frilled bikini
left to dry


robinson crusoe










cane baskets each day stacked to the rim
parrots red green cicadas every night smelt
tutti frutti, five yellow sleeves silver tipped
sand sparkle on the way home from copa
cabana they pause in front of school yard
holding hands, children play singing march
she explains their game, he longs to be them
he wants to live with her in the favela on the 
hill where once they went, -jinho -jinho laugh
her family give him milk and they sing a song
tracks sloped, kids steered a wheel with a stick
back from the hill, what did you see they asked
in the kitchen reading the paper the driver with
a pencil moustache again said, lift her skirt up
guests said you are so lucky to have such pretty
nanny, red green parrots and cicadas, each day
same holding hands, sharing smell and sound
new bossa along the limestone black asphalt 
i want to give you a present she said one day
went to the beach wearing her newest bikini
arms overhead one leg a touch forward, hair
in 1962 bun, had two colour polaroids made
for -jinho, she knew there wasn’t much time
left, he didn’t, nobody said anything, not the
guests, not the driver, for many weeks only
the conspiracy of suitcases, objects boxed
taped, he thought it was nothing but a play
an excursion until one night the bosphorus
exploded at the ferry port, swallowed jinho
like a giant whale, the queued cars honking
lights and siren of ships, strangers hugging
her name was never said again as if she had
not existed, a nobody, perhaps only -jinho
had dreamt, one day in a book he saw robinson
crusoe waiting for a ship, the name of the city
in print, then could no longer, at that instant
parrots red and green cicadas screeching burst 
rio de janeiro
-jinho -jinho
flooded tears shaken ashamed inside
i did not leave you i did not leave you i did not
forgive me
please i beg you be happy
he tried to say
but could not,

the words
of their language
locked 



childhood in istanbul circa 1963





on the shade flower sofa
by the corner
evening inclines

in front of the watch-house
rap rap
marches a soldier

grocer's apprentice
loitering in an alley
won't fetch the fresh bread

aunt and uncle appear
by the door
a box of meringues in my aunt's hands

my uncle
aren't we eating yet he says
and sneers

as the lights switch on
the plaster of the wall
peels

a spoon
forces its way
into a child's mouth

hurry up says grandma
a play on the transistor 
far away

call of yoghurt vendors
echo
the curling streets



at the fair










entwines the finest of dreams
wish it white wish it pink
fairy floss

impatient is the child at the corner of an eye
hiding a silver heart
in his palm tight

smiles behind the fairy floss man
a sugar burnt
infinity


sottovoce














costumed and masked behind the tent
next to the ponies two clowns stand
an interlude conversing man to man
red lips muffled by the drum roll
announcing their act under the big top
all words must fail in a haze of sawdust


purple











like entering a movie halfway through
i came to the world
without knowing you

when i left it was even darker

‘a marvellous toy’
called out a street vendor
as the luminescent yo-yo in his hand
trailed up and down the night

few southerners stood to watch


lydia













there are cities buried once by the sky
          and once by the sea
only the fishermen know exist

because when the full moon unrobes to bathe
          broken columns of marble waver and reflect
large bream strolling the ancient streets

 






















departure 1















we set sail to the ocean
many came to say farewell
some old some new
hiding behind large shades
it was so sunny
here is to the fish i said
my teeth all white
five of us the crew
and none of us too old


III
he meets her but cannot stay

(a geography of searching)














“I opened my eyes”












making love with mirandalina





the best i ever felt close to a woman
and through her to the world and through
the world to myself was with miranda
lina at the balcony of our home over
looking the bay of gemlik when we made
love sitting on an old byzantine chair
watching the sea glitter as the breeze teased
its surface quivering with ancient
rejoices our naked bodies and mirandalina's white
dress the one we bought at the bazaar in
istanbul spread out against the evening sky
like millions of lifting chinese nets
and honeydew boats swiftly drifting by most
of them companions of warm tempered wine
stained ardent nights as we gently made
love listening to the sounds exhilarate
in the summer air and the songs of
longing our fishermen friends sang their
nets throbbing with fervent silver
fish while our flesh split open like the fresh
figs mirandalina picked from the hills of gem
lik lips still swollen with the juice beneath
their white skin it was the best i ever felt
because love did not seclude but engulfed all
the sounds the breeze the olive grove and
the sea in mirandalina's creamed cognac eyes
i loved all was harmony and unity with what
ever there was and there was not a love
as such where mirandalina breathed and 
the other began the universe knew not
as we kissed loved whispered and rocked
of such gentle desires softly pouring
as old as rains over the bay in dusk
when we made love sitting at the balcony
with mirandalina my world was forever to flood




train










dusk at station in milan
a mousetrap, with butterflies
swarming the glass ceilings
point shade, point light, the brush of time
not a cathedral but a hungry barn
where black locomotives with silver rims
depart to paris lisbon amsterdam

dusk at station in milan
at the twist of a heel
people turn east and west 
on the polished oval slate
farewells and fashions they parade
paths intersect tracks open  
women with tearful eyes
on board velvet carriages
oranges they peel
carefully twirling spherical skin
as steel clasps to steel


pushbike















yawning as he steers around the corner
a man on a pushbike
with two chickens in a mesh-basket
illuminates my burden
left undescribed


old delhi by night













winter days
the tailor lifts his head
from the silks

by the theatre
bahadur demonstrates his martial art skills
the stalk of an apple on rajan's lips

trailing the smell of caramelized milk
the streets are a knife-edged whistle
starving for comfort

clad in blankets
shadows strip from speeding rickshaws
to rest

afterwards a child draws water
to wash the dark pearls from her bosom
a strange man holds the candlelight


paharganj














through the morning chill passed the wedding procession
dead leaves fell from the night

when birds lifted from their sleeping trees
it was rain i gathered

i heard the whistle of a train
departing

amidst 
I opened my eyes


old delhi after the wedding











The musicians count their tips.
The horse and the owner walk home along desolate streets.
The exuberant brother-in-law falls onto bed in his new suit
a last cigarette still alight on his lips.
The uncle collects the rupees pinned to the groom's vest
muttering something obscene between his teeth.
The musicians have gathered at the square counting their tips.
The man removes the gold brocade from the horse's back
and locks it inside a musky chest.
One of the sisters has lit amber at the nuptial room, pink
while the bride smells of dewed jasmine.
One by one the light carriers disperse into the night
they must return their wares before falling asleep.
The last cigarette goes out on stained lips.
Mother brews tea.
The musicians remain counting their tips.

Many years later the stars over the square will be blamed
when a bride combs her hair lamenting each broken strand.


still her whom I loved













perched on
telephone lines, birds
like
musical notes, frame by frame
appear
through the window of a passing train

the monsoon sky smears the mountains

as i tracked higher and higher
i suddenly
realized
it was
still her whom i loved


departure 2














perched on a fractured bough
resolve
to depart with drifting 
cloud
all of a sudden green
shoots
weeping
through
the grain
cut



picture from a food-stall in singapore


amongst taps, tubs, hoses,
a man
lifts a squid from a bucket of squids
rotates the milky flesh in his hand
peels the skin
extracts the tentacles
the cartilage
the ink sack,
     time is a wingless bird, battering
     in a puddle of shade,
he rinses the squid tube with one hand
and with the other holds the tentacles
twirling them close to his cataract eyes,
his fingers comb and pick
the bad bits like lice,
then satisfied,
he inserts with his thumb
the translucent tassel
back into the cone,
     overhead, endless afternoons
     endlessly die,
and he prepares each squid
with consummate touch,
placing them on display
for the evening's glutton eye
rimmed around a steel-hot wok,
     clouds travel slowly
     patching the years, the sky-
such is human fancy in defiance
that it finds art and merit
in a squid well cleaned
and kept intact,
because any discerning digestive tract
would abhor the monstrosity
of a squid whose tentacles
did not share the same identity,
and thanks to this whim
a man's life finds its meaning
happily coiled amidst a sea
of simmering, dark
sweet-soya death.

IV
the reunion

(the thermodynamics of a shared illusion)

















“to see myself once again”


l'amore di un viaggiatore










a handful of liquid on
a flame, combusting leaves
chestnut skins
burn burn
longing night

coiled snakes
life's breath
entwined

at first
just tepid, tentative
friction of rising heat
molecules, minutely agitated

my own trepidation
of a journey foretold

like vapour
haze at surface,
 
momentarily, searching
its shape across
the ocean



instantly recognisable










it was unremarkable
but instantly recognisable
when we first met, slightly beer drunk
brindisi for all things to come,
for two years we walked the familiar streets
because you liked walking as you do now
you said i give you your (eyes, hands, lips...)
the earth stirred behind us and buried our tracks

a decade later when we met again
then, it was remarkable
as well as instantly recognisable
things that were to come had already been and gone
the door was ajar, and the wind poured in
driving away all perplexities,
then you said may i borrow your (eyes, hands, lips…)
to see myself once again


the pelvic bone






when discovered
suddenly remembered
those unique protrusions
on her hips
he was overjoyed
- like a child
with a gift
still hidden underneath
the cover of sleep -
she too screamed
delighted to be
herself all over again
and whispered
between her breath:
"i was wondering when
you would notice
the bone"
never say what is in it
when it is as sweet
covered by a layer of perfect skin
round to the touch
succulent and shiny inside
up and down
exquisite to clutch
even in death
when love is re-made
tell me
from such bone
how could we
again separate








love's perfect symmetry
















the mad whispered i will touch every
single cell of your body, i will stroke
each cell one by one and every stray
molecule of air floating in-between us
     pattern within pattern
          seed within seed
               branches upon branches
truth is only as true as beauty in love's perfect symmetry


the heart













the heart is an immense plane
latticed by dark stars
she murmured
where you touch
passes more than one truth


oyster












the shucked shell,
its flesh smooth all over
twirled on our tongues,
but the sea from whence it comes
dark and ever fickle 
is the ambiguity that flounders
on our minds




endlessly disappearing










It is in accordance
with laws of nature 
that a
touch
in a dream
silently falling upon
lips
and breasts
and thighs
like drops upon a leaf fresh
should be so warm
endlessly
disappearing


beauty










what the ignorant name the soul
for their blindness to be consoled
is beauty sprung to life
from impassioned body carved bare,
then the eye which loves to see
seeks the detail which makes love see
at the obscured edge of perfection


never leave, once you have found it













rushing along doored corridors
in and out impatient hotel rooms
the passage of days and years
we drew the city in curious small steps
by the joyful curves of its mindful streets,
migrant workers clasping ring fingers
brushed us like faraway reeds,
prostitutes and pimps
          and other revellers
               marvelled,
as we skidded past shucked oyster hours
black pepper crabs on five bottle nights

icebergs shifted, epochs merged

an old street vagabond yelled out:
never leave, once you have found it

the earth smiled from its bent axis



V
the tyranny of distance

(failure and disappointment)















“rattle rattle the ceaseless rattle of bones”






the nude







when the morning filters in
through past moments lingering
amongst the creased linen of our minds

it is the yawn of a cat
and a piranha
serenity-

as tiny photons delicately speckle our surrounds
and redefine our dust in ephemeral ink
silence sprouts
what is next

leaves awaken to a white
wall, a mirror recollects
an empty wine bottle, a stem
with dewed petals a flower
and reflections of a matisse print
amongst which also our own
naked thighs and feet
mercilessly detached 
and detailed

it is then you rise from your thoughts
and stroll into the quickness of another world
your body immersed in a shower of light
decomposes in my extremities
-naked stranger
of the black, fluttering, butterfly night



anatomy of absence

















these vivisected segments
twirling under a microscope
are explanations of absence,
calcified clamps brace a quivering blue
sky, laid bare in the dissection room
in between thoughtful probing, waiting
and poking with glass rods
clouds reveal their wounds,
a hunted bird falls from the sky
smudging a lens


christmas in winter












suffocating, you will be busy just to breathe
outside the window: a tangent of mountain,
an expanse of sky:
-stark witness to both joy and sorrow,
snow might fall a moment before a moment after
days gather to remember days later
and you keep busy, with the clatter of fattening geese
the frosty smiles over cups of tea
and searching for the right words to express
your wish to be somewhere else,
but in the forgetfulness of cookies pastas and cakes
and the happy choirs of another christmas eve
you continue in picturesque silence,
only when all the guests are pampered and fed 
and each has retired to a mansion bed
will your eyes meet their darkest circles
and in the fogging mirror you will sense,
the breath of a wolf by the mountain ridge
as he packs the fresh snow with his paws
before his long coming sleep



arabian nights










thousand and one airports, stations
one more story
just so we can see the morning,
then another night in another season
another continent,
both of us
orphaned slaves from childhood
now captive of one other,
each turn of the season the same
why not meet one more time
if not in this life when,
both ancient and young
the core is familiar
yet still a touch away
from my fingertips,
yes of course we will meet,
chapter by chapter
cell by cell
we feed the dimming
glow

valse triste op. 44 sibelius


















on tiles of bone marrow, the dancers
rose-lipped, fragile and exquisite,
glided thru a hall of etching snow,
the red fist of the pounding heart
reached out into the shawl of night
picking the wild bears from lofty stars




















he said shush darling












rattle rattle the ceaseless rattle of bones
man awakened to the unceasing rattle of bones
a skeleton stirred and craved in his embrace
he said shush darling
and faced the empty sockets of her gaze,
the soft azure of the eye dipped into the skull
where grey folds had once braced their ecstasies,
now the breasts the nipples the perfect skin flayed
only the sharp stabbing bones lay bare in his arms,
o rattle rattle the ceaseless rattle of bones
-shush dolce amore my love whispered he
placing a finger on her sucked-dry mouth
dolce dolce amore my youth, my past
be still now and sleep
for quietly come our lost lost dreams



VI
desperation

(seeking to escape)










hell is an atoll of half truths


hell is an atoll of half truths








hell is an atoll of half truths
incomplete and fragile
where shades and silence fracture a restless ocean,

yet its silence is not a silence
but the muting of two waves
collapsed into each other like entwined snakes,
its shade is not a shade
but the blurring of black and white
into unresolved shapeless specks,

there, two headed worms, one eye shut
one eye inverted and bleeding inside
climb the shoals to seek their half,
crawling half-truths sliced and sliced
multiply in each other’s blind sight

hell is an atoll of half truths
where each lie left on earth, each word left unsaid
trans-migrate into their mirror image
and rise from a reef,

there, standing knee deep inside a pool of worms
the visitor can hope for an approaching lifeboat
but all one ever sees in the distant horizon
is a permanent inversion called:
the mainland









when one dies promises do not














when one dies promises do not,
flesh
nourishes worms
and decomposes
but promises
live forever in the world under
sustained by the light
stolen
from those left behind



distances














when i traced the vein along the arch of her delicate arm
i thought i could follow her to the end
perhaps once i could
but now it reminded me of distances
unbridgeable

























a zeno paradox










this is farewell to you to us myself
like a satellite in boundless space
i arched across to the furthest point
and drew a circle
only to return to where i was incomplete
like a zeno paradox in reverse
infinitesimally i now say farewell

















atoms

















the soul will expire, my love
when solitude dies
when the otherness of the other
and this imagined bridge across
is no longer ours,
our atoms will survive our love my love
as will the letters of this poem
like stickers on a revolving carousel
with migrants waiting
for a new language


possum






i saw a
dead possum
on the way
home from a party
it lay
stiff on the footpath

i said to myself
i too will be like this
and whoever
may gaze upon me
will also wonder

i remembered the tree above
where the possum lived,
used to put on a display
each time i walked by

now it lay
a furry grey
in the drizzle rain
not far
from its nest

i used to think
that all men became equal in death
now i think
all creatures do also,

the difference
between the unborn and the dead
is a
corpse-
of a brief
unfathomable shadow


pictures from an anatomy book










It is curious to think that this dead penis
hung skin preserved in a chemical brine,
slightly smaller in size than it was when alive
once thrived inside a vagina,
and at the most irreverent moments of history 
discharged dharmic clouds of spermodea,
a strange instrument but artful nevertheless
which had rightfully belonged to a brash young man
who made love at all times of day, but especially
in mid-afternoon, when light is at its brightest
and the shadowless truth lay just as naked as his limbs
and his lover's entwined.
Perhaps it is not so strange, for the same thing can be said
of the penis of a dead horse or a cat, as a matter of fact
of any animal whose organs are dismembered and show-cased
in glass jars.
But the man whose dead penis now floats in one such vessel
like a preserved ginseng root decorated with two chickpeas
was an object of himself also when he was alive.
The exposed roots of a tree or a fallen stone
from the cliff, alone onto the vacant beach,
so was the man in life, with a cartesian scalpel stripped
watching himself as he made love
in the mid-afternoon in a mirrored room,
fingers in the mouth pulling the lips apart, crying:
"See your thighs pouring forth from my cock
and the reflection of your cunt folding over us."










VII
resigned to love

(ageing and acceptance)













the end of the knight


ombra della sera












you were half a century of evening grey
i the etruscan boy -an elongated uncertainty
against the peeling staccato wall
clearer the sky darker was my shadow

it must have been a conspiracy of phenomena
that in the country of galileo
although earth continued to rotate on its axis
our morning forever hesitated
by the keyhole of a pensione

etched without either joy or wisdom
i wait no more for my splendid etruscan grave
scratch my bronze, shed my skin, bid farewell
i steer the small raft of old age
to the darkest heart of grey
looking for the boy who once drowned in its core


all of it is only mine














she was the
most beautiful woman in the world
with the spirit of forty thieves

she hoarded from all who loved
and hid her treasures
in a deep dark cave

only she knew the magic words:
“love be gone
all of it is only mine”


when you are old















when you are old, in your heart's chamber half-lit
will the autumn sun shine, let you forget
the segment moon within and the longing flow and ebb
when the children have grown with loves of their own
find you murmuring softly with this obscure book
will they forgive you for the gift who pined in your chest
when the long summer's fleshing fruit is close to done
and you gently cherish love's promise in mind embalmed
will you not rise to the window startled by a sudden shade
and see the hope who hid in these pages from youth to age
now flee to its poet travelling barefoot afar with death


















september






1
gums receding, bone loss, early at this age
in the end toothless skull with fine soil
sieving thru its cracks-
it is only the one life
neither deserved to be born nor deserved not to
only the passing circumstance,
accidentally pleasing accidentally not,
never be grateful never lament
for the cause of each accident is also an accident
the vain will always cry: o fortune, o misery
embellishing meaning irrespectively:
for the orgy of the roman bath or christ crucified
when the only merit due to life
is a foolish dream of vain
glory-



2
old age is a house in disrepair
with some rooms closed and contents misplaced
in another room thousand and one nights disgraced
mother nature will not again mortgage
she has carefully assessed that
this spine this liver these molecules of memory
are no longer cost effective to repair
so let the nieces and the nephews barge in
on their mournful darling feet
float the dust onto the streaming light
maybe find a sphinx behind the velvet drape
with its cheeks crumbled and its nose sadly missing
and in tears screaming:
take me away take me away to the desert
where the earth's distance from the sun
is forgotten next to the tomb of a king


without subtitles











there may not be enough time
to say goodbye to my friends
those i have and those i have not,
it will be sad to leave in the morning glow
sadder in the afternoon
tragic in the middle of the night,
i was born with a vast absence
not knowing the beginning
like entering a movie halfway through
ushered to a seat in the dark
and forced to watch a film
in a foreign tongue





















the end of the knight

















he let his horse free
removed his armour
and said
here i will make my camp
and now rest






















dedication













i was a man who once held
     the most beautiful woman in his arms
now i am a reed
next i will become a cloud or a horse
but whoever i might be in another life
i will always think fondly of that man
when i glimpse a semblance of the one he loved
in a blade of grass
     the murmur of stars
          and in the hills
               shifting around me
















the only ending
is a tale retold










