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number 1, A.

At the sight of his body, his

glow, his splendour scarcely marked

by bad maintenance, I thought

why then always this distance?

And I thought of earlier, of all

the half-hearted attempts to receive

love from anyone who only had

hard beauty to offer.

It was a game, a contest,

but the chase blinds you to the fact

that the other is only an image

Of who I wish to be myself. Stretched out

biding my time, blandly observing who there

at the foot-end is polishing my armour.

number 2, C.

So there we stand, in a bar or café,

look kindly at each other, talk

about films, museums, culture and above all

how long since you split with your ex?

We ask and listen, standard ritual,

two glasses, no more, a nibble perhaps,

pretend it’s not all about something else,

for kilometres away, far too close,

We hear ourselves, bleating, desperate,

throat constricted in former drama,

why me, why not me?

We take our leave as friends, yes,

let’s do it again. Cannot wait,

flee quickly back to safe distress.

number 3, N.

A hotel as anonymous as the motorway

to Lelystad or Zierikzee. A man

business-travelling as it’s called,

American, religious and convinced

Of his own path, but refused

in a story that now falls silent, please

do not disturb, windows shut, airco,

hard light, the mini-bar closed.

As if it doesn’t matter who we are,

thirsty marionettes, interchangeable,

in a bed that is hard and called love,

That needs us, plays and uses us,

despite false protest, stranger or friend,

we are on duty, it’s all the same.

number 4, J.

One time has to be the first, dark

and damp, not a hand before your face,

although hands to spare, and fingers

and lips that were not his.

He was married, still. His wife

threatened to do to him financially

what he did with a thousand men.

I was number one thousand and one.

A swing door, a dirty mat, no lock

and walls deliberately too low. All

was adverse, but all was splendid,

The euphoria, the surrender, the intention

of the moment. I thought I had found,

at last. Then the light went on.

number 5, D.

A block of flats, a gallery, lace curtain,

a date made too quickly, naive

and at the sight of his body

I think, good grief, I say, no, think,

Keep my mouth shut, alright let’s,

got no choice, don’t look at me,

don’t shriek, turn round,

over like that, if only you’d.

A coffee table with cola and fag-ends, wallpaper

in the passage, wallpaper in the loo, three-seater sofa

of imitation leather, fishbowl with golden slime.

Don’t talk to me about surface, about fear

or lack, believe me, I polish no mirrors,

break through them, follow my shadow.

L. and number 6, F.

At the thought of his body,

naked, enjoying itself, I walk

across the quay and hear my mother:

Isn’t there a bench here anywhere?

Dandelion seeds catch the eye,

a small boat athwart the waves. May I?

Please hold it, one, two, three,

the wind blows in her face.

His body is carved out of wood,

varnished in oil, no splinter

can be persuaded still.

Come, I say, let’s go back. Take

her hand, grasp air, waves away.

Not quite yet, I’m so tired.

number 7, G .

At the sight of his body,

only a photo, too small and blurred,

even so a laugh as broad as

the screen, I think, see, there’s G.

The sloping line down his groin, the red

bitten nipples, locked door, compelled,

scratching for release, in vain,

number 7, a fetus in ecstasy.

What can have become of him?

From skilful seducer and dancing doll

in a night club to, yes, to what?

Chemist in Zuid Schermer, househusband and

father or also poet, also imploring,

lord, where is my prison?

number 8, S.

Ring, nerves, footsteps, door open,

hallo, heat in the passage so filthy

that he, in just his underpants, blinks

and I, utterly stifled, wonder

How on earth has our dear saviour

these arms of bronze, legs of copper,

curls round eyes that melt and implore

and then that false, lusting laugh.

You drink some, fib a bit, listen,

empathise, touch, step backwards, and then

at the right moment, as if shy,

Look and whisper: ‘Prey, quarry, victim.’

Too early, too quickly the metal bends, disgust

wells up, desire subsides, curse myself.

L.

Shivering, imploring, am I doing it right?

She, naked after eighty years, in a hot cloud

of water, I, ill at ease, looking for an

answer, an attitude, a towel.

Am I doing it right? Keep a good grip

on the handles, they’re not there for nothing.

Here’s the soap, no, you can do that yourself,

course you can, or do you want a nurse to?

And I thought of the times when she in the past

had washed me, the bath-hall, the zinc

tub, the rough towel over my wet legs.

And the shock at the first pubic hair, now

you must do for yourself – the intangible distance,

finally gone, am I doing it right?

number 9, O.

Here I am. – Let’s have a look.

And before I knew each organ had been

tested, approved, turned inside out,

thrown into a corner and/or sold.

Idiot, if only I’d never. Come,

said the doctor, come inside and play,

it’s nice and warm here, I’m alone,

the door’s open, one staircase down.

A dank basement, on the ceiling

a crown of black boots,

on the ground, red waxy grease.

Door locked, consultation begins,

lie down please, who you are just waive,

the doctor’s master, the patient slave.

number l0, D.

His buttocks stuck out towards, the bill

of a nestling, offering itself shrieking,

but also shy, a rascal suddenly

confronted with what he so much wants.

The abundance of pillows should soften,

the bland music, sweet wine, incense

and candle should blur thresholds, the gleam

of his avid offer should seduce.

Should, but ’twixt dream and deed stand

drink, fear of failure and uncertainty, a head full of

rush and climax, a penis that wants to sleep.

Or even worse, a young man’s rear disappointed

and clothed, beside it a man getting on in years,

self-sufficient, prematurely counted out.
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