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SCRIM

I sit here in a shelter behind the words
Of what I'm writing, looking out as if
Through a dim curtain of rain, that keeps me in here.

The words are like a scrim upon a page,
Obscuring what might be there beyond the scrim.
I can dimly see there’s something or someone there.

But I can’t tell if it’s God, or one of his angels,
Or the past, or future, or who it is I love,
My mother or father lost, or my lost sister,

Or my wife lost when I was too late to get there,
I only know that there’s something, or somebody, there.
Tell me your name. How was it that I knew you?

THAT NOW ARE WILD
AND DO NOT REMEMBER

Where did you go to, when you went away?

It is as if you step by step were going
Someplace elsewhere into some other range

Of speaking, that I had no gift for speaking,
Knowing nothing of the language of that place
To which you went with naked foot at night
Into the wilderness there elsewhere in the bed,
Elsewhere somewhere in the house beyond my seeking.
I have been so dislanguaged by what happened
I cannot speak the words that somewhere you
Maybe were speaking to others where you went.
Maybe they talk together where they are,
Restlessly wandering, along the shore,

Waiting for a way to cross the river.

SOUL

What am I doing inside this old man’s body?

I feel like I’'m the insides of a lobster,

All thought, and all digestion, and pornographic
Inquiry, and getting about, and bewilderment,
And fear, avoidance of trouble, belief in what,
God knows, vague memories of friends, and what
They said last night, and seeing, outside of myself,
From here inside myself, my waving claws
Inconsequential, waving, and my feelers
Preternatural, trembling, with their amazing
Troubling sensitivity to threat.

And I'm aware of and embarrassed by my ways
Of getting around, and my protective shell.
Where is it that she I loved has gone, as this

Cold sea water washes over my back?

&

J:.Ja A THIREE POEMS

%

PEN & ANVIL BROADSIDE SERIES, NO. 2, PUBLISHED IN NOVEMBER 2018. THESE POEMS FROM BEWILDERMENT (2012)
APPEAR HERE WITH THE PERMISSION OF THE AUTHOR. TRANSLATIONS INTO PERSIAN FIRST APPEARED IN AZADI MAGAZINE
(NO. 104, 2018). DESIGNED BY DARBY THOMPSON WITH BEMBO AND WHITNEY TYPEFACES.



