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            FROM: TWO FORMS OF SILENCE (1975)

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               FROM Sung to Exhaustion and Dated

            

            
               I’m no longer a son or a seer.

               
                  I’m no longer a son or a seer.

                  My parents I know only

                      as a semanteme looked up by chance.

                  The places where they lie together

                      out of the wind, north-eastwards from my hand

                  I have marked on this map in red

                      like a dreamer who never sets out.

               

               
                  I’m no longer a man or a lover.

                  The metastasis of the first word

                      has infected it all, the limp sex

                      lies rolled up somewhere in the dusty folds

                      of my voice, the tears came

                      seldom, welled up as a natural urge

                      for which there’s no room.

               

               
                  I’m no longer a poet or a figment

                      of what once kept us apart.

                  The metaphors I’ve built around us

                      collapse like an uninhabitable room

                      in which my eyes and my fists fall open

                      in the clarity of the last day.

                  

                  

               

               Not to be able to write another poem

               
                  Not to be able to write another poem

                  off the cuff.

                  Not a poem like a person

                  with its hand on its heart, a man

                  who stands, exists

                  in the crowd, understands

                  the crowd, means, yes

                  means

                  with his heart in his hand

                  what he says.

               

               
                  Not to be able to write another poem

                  except with a hundred fingers at once

                  increasing hand over hand

                  in ineffability.

               

               
                  Not a poem save with a mouth

                  that is sung tight

                  in a mouth in

                  a mouth in

                  a mouth.

               

               
                  Not a poem save with an eye

                  that every second changes

                  its face.

                  

                  

               

               I waited and none of you came.

               
                  I waited and none of you came.

                  I was silent as if murdered,

                  but even a corpse is an eloquent proof

                  of our feverish lot.

               

               
                  No one was waiting for me.

                  For years I shouted you out

                  like pain, like bad food, like music.

                  I was your numeral, naming at times,

                  a trembling hand that leafs through your mouths,

                  I became silence, silence that falls

                  between wars, underwear and glasses, falls

                  between you and me.

               

               
                  I have danced for everyone, almightily

                  still almost in the drum of my skin.

                  But no one struck,

                  struck up and made me sound.

               

               
                  I remain the child

                  that’s born each morning grumbling

                  after your wrangling in clammy sheets

                  and a careless alphabet.

                  

                  

               

               I, Poet, carilloneur

               
                  I, Poet, carilloneur

                  with the out-of-date fingering

                  in the churning of the hands suspended

                  as a divining rod, weathervane, crowing

                  mene tekel in instalments of my body

                  that has danced up against death –

               

               
                  nailed to the sky,

                  powdered with Great Bear, ram seed, earth wind,

                  I live in the hectic brain of this century

                  like a lost lobe, a mental fault,

                  a deceptive expression of the eternal now.

               

               
                  Right through the cobwebs

                  of tricky politics and fermenting cultures

                  I make the conceited horoscope, selfish

                  at night within exciting belts of speech

                  unbuckled.

               

               
                  I am your dropped stitch,

                  your internal bruising

                  after the genuflection to mammoth mammon

                  and Nirwana nowhere.

               

               
                  I am the manhole of silence.
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               FROM Paul Celan

            

            
               Today autumn comes and eats 

               
                  Today autumn comes and eats

                  out of your hand.

                  Travel-weary it drapes itself,

                  too late, a cruel friend,

                  over you. Its hair tousled

                  and its limbs wind and slowly gold

                  shamelessly begin the marriage

                  you’ve awaited so long.

               

               
                  Now it eats out of your hand.

                  It eats the hand

                  that your voice once dated

                  to infinity, eats, eats your eye

                  that saw deeper, deeper than

                  the current of the Seine,

                  of time.

               

               
                  Autumn, it eats

                  itself away in you.

               

               
                  What’s left is the garb

                  of icy lace and snow

                  in which your voice shrouds itself, cries

                  wounded and preserved, deeper

                  than the current of the Seine,

                  of time.

                  

                  

               

               Invented nothing. Nothing. 

               
                  Invented nothing. Nothing.

               

               
                  Only your voice

                  broadcast, your breath

                  vertically mapped,

                  your words alibis

                  to calm silences.

               

               
                  Said yourself to pieces.

                  Your land a bushel of ground,

                  some snatches of crooning, verbs, produced

                  with a time-resistant tongue,

                  with artificial light, hard

                  spit, strong

                  as the rock…

               

               
                  Gave air

                  to the released

                  flame –

               

               
                  trace

                  that confirms

                  your absence.

                  

                  

               

               Washed away. 

               
                  Washed away.

                  Scream sediment.

                  Heart no longer subject

                  to high and low tide.

                  Hunger sicked up as a surfeit.

                  A long voice your life, long fall,

                  a cadence painfully studied like

                  a diver draws his body and gives it

                  to greedily drinking water, drunk on eternity –

               

               
                  upstream through the streets

                  always your steps conflicting with light,

                  untangling light in your word

                  your own glittering spun

                  in a slummy quarter of the world.

                  And yourself custodially released

                  like a spider guards, inhabits

                  its splendid trace, lives on choking

                  after its death, and singing cobweb

                  that is ravelled

                  from mouth to mouth,

               

               
                  a ritual

                  for heretics.

                  

                  

               

               You could go nowhere 

               
                  You could go nowhere

                  without the dull sound of porcelain

                  with which you were addressed

                  reopening the wound of the alphabet

                  reduced to nine letters

                  of your name, your name the unwanted beginning

                  of each poem.

               

               
                  That name was not Celan.

                  That name was Jew, Jew, a word

                  palmed off on you

                  like a birthmark,

                  a long-drawn-out curse,

                  a flight into the provisional book

                  from which your brothers came,

                  Job and Jeremiah and Isaiah.

                  

                  

               

               It’s you 

               
                  It’s you

                  who read me, light years hence

                  your knees pulled up

                  against this autumn, against

                  this poem.

               

               
                  Your lips fill up

                  with loss.

                  Your head, heavy

                  impossible thing,

                  has rolled from your elbow behind

                  the twilight, overexposed

                  your heart

                  as soon as your cry

                  lost

                  its mouth.

               

               
                  At last you’ve been

                  indiscreet.
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