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THE, WORM

Nothing daunted is the worm

Who builds his home and builds again

And if he is the robin's nourishment

He knows his time by inches is well spent.

As humble as the worm the man I scribe,

A number on his wrist and yet alive.

He has seen his naked saints waiting to be gassed

In line before the showerhouse where he passed.

He has seen his children brained and young love die

Embracing in the infernal fire of the crematory.

He has hidden in the forest, been covered by the tide,

This digit is a single victim of man's pride.

Once he took his well loved burgher ease

In summer gardens to catch the fickle breeze

And nap evenings after dinner in his easy chair

And know a wife and children in his care.

Then he was described as dangerous and inferior being

(He had done nothing wrong, this didn't mean a thing),

Corrupting zealot of a hateful race,

The anti-superman, and showed it in his face.

His kind must die, the orator exclaimed,

Lest they pollute our greatness, re-declaimed,

And so his being and essence was hunted down,

Rounded up, insulted end driven from the town.
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To perish in barbaric installations,

The offering of the total state, felicitations

On your martyrdom, my brother. You will wear a starry crown

And will bring the angels down.

What has he learned of the goodness of God

Who was smashed by Hitler's rod?

What is sacred in the plight

Of he who mourns his wife and children in the night?

He has no place to hide, no one to love.

Was he betrayed from below or was it from above?

What is the benefit of being alive in this refugee's disguise

Under an alien sun, a stranger sacrifice?

Reality has cut him like a knife

For the innocent offense of Jewish life.

Where is the world, that plaintive dream

That turned into the nightmare of the Nazi's scheme?

Where shall he find the fortitude to trust

The murderous gentile who ground him into dust?

Was he a communist or dangerous alien

To come under the devil's talion?

What makes hatred like a bayonet

Rip through the flesh

To destroy the heart and. guts

And humanity to trash?
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Who proclaimed the marching dogs of force,

The pennants of a people's mighty curse,

The cant, the drivel and malaise

That found erotic, terrible gods to ppaisef

Driven by irrational spur of lust

That stiffens every maiden's bust,

Rascal, find the better man

And lead him to the killing pen.

To seduce the 20th. Century with a myth

Their airplanes dropped streamers of fire bombs,

Their oath to England, where he found himself,

To make of temples ruins and home small tombs.

Seek him out across tumultuous waters gray,

Ghost and damned they seek their gentle prey.

As the spider needs the fly,

One of them must surely die.

Find him, the man with the guilty number in his blood,

He has escaped his ironic master's mood,

/ The scapegoat of a nationalsm in flood

Where giants grind him as their daily food.
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THE FLY

(Poem upon a sermon)

Fly upon Madonna's gown,

Do I see thee fret and frown?

"All is blackness here," I hear,

For the hem is black arid dear.

ttT do not like this art at alii*'

It buzzed and flew across the hall,
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TH2 DAIS AHEAD

The days ahead are dangerous,

The days ahead are rude.

The days ahead are dog days, too,

Soaked in blood and brood.

The days ahead are numbered,

The days ahead are too few.

The days ahead are numbered

As the leaf upon the dew.
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CHILDREN AT EASTERTIDE

Little children in their Easter clothes,

More beautiful than these by far

The angels are,

To church discreetly go

With little prayer books and tiny shoes,

o
Full of wisdom and truth

Of which they sucked the soothe,

Where mother guides them to their pews,

/.,., And father genuflects before the altar,

Speak not in hushed tones

Before those sainted bones,

And mother reads her psalter.

Mass begun they listen to the Latin,

Prsy and repent,

Save us Gesu, they've kept the Lent

And we have said our matins.
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INDIA.

The soldier's days like elephants pass

Building a temple of ivory time.

The elephant boy calls out the beat

And the elephant works like an ass«

The tiger years will disappear

After the hunt end the trembling spear,

The cold drinks in the pulsing shade

From a lady's slipper filled with fear.

Bwana Sun rules all the sky,

The fronds of the palm hang full as flesh,

The dancers bang on their tambourines

And rattle their bells to catch the eye.

The cobra kills, white plumed death

And the mongoose kills with fiery jaws

And the fakir sits in the sun and plays

With magic, while the world draws breath.

The soldier dies on an evil day,

Letting the iron rope slip from his grasp,

Kissed at last with the final kiss

And sleeps the rest of retirement pay.
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SPIRIT OF THE WOOD

Spirit of the wood, are death and birth your dream?

Your voice calls from the fallen trees

Or so it seems.

Your voice is sweet as youth and love,

Like rustic springy flowers, the treasure

Of God's young heart, that does us move

To love and though/and patient work -

Invisible, I hear your name

In the morning light that clefts the dark.

And should I follow your call Into the fog

And tangled growth that bars the path to man

And follow you across the precarious bog.

There I would die, you airy sprite,

And aloud I'd cry your secret, forgotten name

That's like the dew of morning, or souled might.
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OSEE'S LA1MENT

Step on a snake, so sharp the pain and dangerous.

This hurt could kill and kills not.

Ache, ache oh heart once young and amorous,

Dreams, dreams come now where once was thought.

She has gone up to the temple of Baal,

She who made my humble bread and gave me three children,

Slave of a master made by human hands,

The curse of this Holy Land and Holy Race.

Fertility its promises, crops, full bellies, larders full,

These are reserved to God alone to give.

Wo statue painted gold whose sin is hers

Csn bless, she is accursed and yet my love is strong.

What predispostion explains this harlotry

Sacred to the Phillistine, that demands her sex,

Her freedom. My heart, how bitter is the sting of sin.


