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Ghazal of Dark Death

I wish to sleep the dreams of apples,

far from the bustle of the cemeteries.

I want to sleep the dreams of that child

who longed to cut his heart out on the high seas.

I don't want them to tell me again that the dead don’t lose their blood;
that the rotting mouth goes on begging for water.

I don’t want to know of the grass-given martyrdoms,

nor of the moon with a serpent’s mouth

that works before dawn.

I want to sleep a moment,

a moment, a second, a minute, a century;

but I want everyone to know that I have not died;
that I have a stable of gold in my lips;

that I am the little friend of the West Wind;

that I am the immense shadow of my tears.

Wrap me at dawn with a veil

because she will toss fistfuls of ants at me,
and wet with hard water my shoes

so that the scorpion’s sting will slide off.

Because I wish to sleep the dreams of apples,
so I can learn a mournful song that will clean the earth from me,
because I want to live with that dark child

who longed to cut his heart out on the high seas.

translation: Lynn McGrath
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