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number 23, D.

The towel casually round his waist,

in the meantime ironing a shirt,

seven in the morning, I think

at the sight of his much too young body

Time to go home, unnoticed

in the stream of commuters on their way

to an existence that I, arrogant and

totally unafraid, loudly abhor.

But who’s to say that they too did not spend

the night strangely, in unsteady pleasure,

fleeing from a secure place,

Dreaming of attention once begged for,

of gaining it after all, never enough,

like he who irons, and he who leaves.

number 24, E.

When he said what he did, something with souls,

I ought to have run, but his shoulders

and charms formed like mist a curtain,

exciting for one who against better judgment.

We sauntered through polders, watched

der Untergang – nomen est omen –

and made intelligent detours round

a negation that could be steered clear of,

For the time being, as each game turns and

fog is rising, but already it was too late,

hands bound, my feet stretched apart.

The analysis sounded familiar, illusion,

projection. I said nothing, saw not far away

a man taking flight, his soul in tatters.

number 25, H.

We hadn’t seen each other a long time, a month

for sure. At the foot of the stairs he asked

if I would come up, his voice more devious

than mine, I was still an apprentice.

A sidestreet in ‘Het Oude Noorden’

no trees at all, bare house, mattress

on the floor and not much later my mind,

coolly observing from the ceiling.

Force is a venomous gift, black, the receiver

passes on, by preference to one who stands

with empty hands. An act as liberal

As filled with itself, as now at the

sight of this body, abandoned, at the

non-sight of how you too flee upwards.

number 26, initials unknown

At the sight of his body, a flash

wrapped in a thick cloud of steam, like

an animal in an autumn wood, hunting

yet at the same time thirsting prey

My head’s shot through with doubt, am I

capable of catching, do I see clearly

that most of all this deer wants to be desired

without itself having to desire?

I go back thirty years, fairground

with a hall of mirrors, afraid but

want to look, full of myself, though

Hope for a father calling. I wait

and wait. Before I open my eyes

the cloud has closed itself.

B.

At the sight of the bed, set apart,

no father saw a son or the opposite.

Obliquely behind and above an eye

hung or stood or flew, I could not tell

As before me a man lay near death,

the light so garish no one could sleep

except for one that slept in light so glaring

that no one could keep a wake.

A room four floors up, neon-still,

double glazing, a night-river.

I sought and did not find your space.

Later, much later you came by, that’s the

sole difference: I thought of depending less,

opposite, who sees who’s now up to you.

number 27, G.

He looked like Kafka, only bald, a

first planned meeting, timorous and cautious,

we drank, in passing touched each other

and took, as if teased, one step back.

Till this became unbearable. With arms

clasped round each other’s backs, with legs

that scissored hips, what belonged

to whom we did not know.

And yet a boundary stayed closed, invisible,

a mere assumption, had to be somewhere,

a door behind drab wallpaper.

Lust died a quiet death and only then I saw

the boundary, and what lived beyond

or did not live, an I with no wish to be.

number 28, D.

Eyes tightly shut, back bent. No,

not once more, the lie, polite as it’s

insulting. Much rather a curse, no

greeting, a shadow in the evening street.

The town was empty, the sun low, no

truth allowed itself here to be named

without, brutally, sticking a knife

into the badly sleeping wound. And so

I stuck, although half-heartedly. Concealed

the nature that distributes unequally, that gives

or does not give, that regulates who must

Accept unfreely, who may inspect

and choose. I stuck and lied you were

too compelling, as was the case.

B.

At the sight of his body, emaciated,

consumed by unmanageable sorrow

whose name’s regret and meaner still

than all which comes from outside,

At the knowledge of his body, concealed

beneath flowers, shrouded in airy music

and fine words, from brothers and sons

– how hard it is to be honest, even now –

At the bearing of this body, heavier

than I’d ever imagined, my left shoulder

groaning a pain that came from some place else,

At the lowering of this body, look, look well,

I was overpowered by a terrifying void

that later, untold, turned out to be freedom.

number 29, X.

As if a snake had bitten me, I looked

at his photos, nameless, time after time,

his intelligent face, his innumerable poses

where he with all and sundry.

In his text he asked for friendship,

‘most important’, feelings too, for sure.

All else negotiable, pain

no problem, fine with ‘lots of chems’.

I poured myself a cup of tea,

looked in the mirror, asked myself

if it was going to rain. Perhaps

I thought, I can just forget it, just

pretend I have not seen a thing, nowhere

a living devil in my lifeless desert.

number 30, R.

At the sight of his portrait, in the loo,

the kitchen, beside the bed, the look

self-confidently locked onto success,

I think: being pretty’s tiring,

Or at least tragic, for what to do

when years begin to take their toll and

admirers casually switch their

goal to where the grass is greener?

Or will he notice nothing? Will he

scurry further, blind to the loss

of his place centre-stage?

Or will there come a time, at night,

when his portrait stares back and

grins: I’m me, but who are you?

B.

Among innumerable boxes, bags,

crates in storeroom number eighty-three

I now descend into a past that’s alien to

me, that must have formed him.

Diaries closed with ribbons,

folders from which Frisian dead fall out,

drafts of letters, never sent, but

written with a pain that’s even greater.

I ought not feel compelled to read, even not

to want to, but what’s been expressly closed

calls out for violation. No one that

Censures me. Or is there? All that I read

makes me get more like him, that I

grasp yet less, that I don’t open up but close.
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