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numbers and initials forgotten

A café in Berlin, a Paris street,

the gaze locked onto prey, casual,

intense, an empty cinema in Rotterdam,

the back of my hand tenderly along his cheek,

With but one goal intended, to see

how he would overcome his doubt,

a terrace by a canal, a Spanish station,

not losing attention for a moment,

Until I hear what I hear, one just a whisper,

the other full of passion: Come with me. And I grin,

my hunger briefly satisfied. And I don’t say

That all of it was hunting. First hooked,

then dangling. That no one was to stay.

That I was already gone. That I never was.

number 31, A.

The first gaze was good, a near demolished

station hall, winter’s diffusing light and left

the man who does not see as yet, turning,

especially not looking, not waiting.

A moment later he cringes, then straightens

up once more and before I say a word,

an unknown wave seeks its path

still, through shoulders and fingers.

And if after days, months, I feel his breath

stream through my lungs, and back again,

I fear that everything has had a meaning.

The breakfast with one totally alien, the sex

with one frighteningly familiar, seeking

rooms empty, but with arrows pointing to you.

number 32, P.

Was my sole concern attention,

admiration? Did I seek warm feet

or simply want to be collecting names,

taking delight in wrong interiors?

Was it a flight, a fear of bonding?

Was it a zest for life, a game or rather

the search for a boundary in the hope

only to recognise it after my death?

I do not know. I do know though that they

played the game better, seemed less

scheming and in their faked innocence

Left me the illusion of believing I was

special. The illusion of forgetting that

I too for them was number such-and-such.

B. and numbers uncountable,

initials unknown

A mountain stream in Norway,

late seventies, binoculars for

birds and neighbours, but suddenly

there was my father splashing around.

His nakedness new, so too his

pleasure. Unaware of being spied on

he enjoyed sun and water, not being

a chauffeur or breadwinner for a moment.

I was shocked at my shock, not being able

to avert my eyes, the glasses

from shame like a rifle at the ready.

Now he’s mouldering in his best suit, I

spy each day for prey splashing around.

Nobody sees me. They’re enjoying themselves.

L. and number 33,

initials unknown

My mother vacuumed dust, I

sat on the sofa, lifted my feet up,

everything relaxed, we were

on holiday in Denmark.

Wooden chalet, fields of rape and

hidden in my book a magazine

found in the bedside table, quite

by chance: Nackt in freier Natur.

My mother vacuumed or pretended to

and I, pale ten-year-old clock-head

became excited as never before

At the sight of that body. Wanted

to be him, if not, have him. Over

and over, blissfully addicted.

number 34, A.

I was sixteen and desperate, suffered

from arid delusions, wanted to jump

otherwise drink, all fine by me

as long as it meant an end.

My room was in the attic, first

The Doors, later Joy Division,

it wasn’t cheerful there, except

when I was not alone.

He lay beside me then, on his side,

naked, one knee pulled up, and I,

I pulled the sheet above my chin

Not knowing where to turn my gaze,

not knowing that he could not know

it was in him I saw my end.

L. and A.

At the sight of both their bodies

in full motion, but at right angles,

the one about to start, the other

sliding, crumbling, blowing about.

At the sight of their eyes, which only

see and feed each other, like electricity

that seeks a path and wants to earth

in a new body which cries out.

At the sight of this force that gives

and passes on, zest for living but also

the unconscious pain, eighty years now

Redoubled, I think, this can’t be otherwise,

this now is life, self-seeking fire that

carries, asks nothing of, just uses us.

L.

At the sound of her voice, like

wispish ranks on the horizon, from

the back seat, and one more time, like

wispish ranks on the horizon

I look at my brother and think

that there was once a time with stories

and journeys, with friends, a time when

Marsman was more than just a line.

Now, at the flashing past of rows

of still inconceivably gossamer poplars

all is otherwise. Where once was coherence

Is now but a shred, endlessly repeated

like some formula, a prayer, like the rustling

of a wisp, on the way to the horizon.

number 35, A.

At the sight of his body, now so

close as to be invisible, at the

sound of his breathing, warmth in sleep

blown against a forehead,

At the smell of the gleam that

blinds via the nostrils, the moon

in all its stench, at the testing of

the silt that scouring seeks tracks

Or does not, I think: Is this love?

The back hunched, the hands gone,

the eyes wide open, or higher otherwise

The mind seeking its path in us,

unpredictable in its passing,

though rhythmical and full of force.

L.

At the holding of her body, tight

like a child craving attention, but

then silent, turned inwards, I observe

how a life slowly falls apart

To dust, to sand, through my fingers, like

water in a river circulating, first up

from underground, then through land towards

the sea, the shore now still and red.

She cries, I comfort. With closed eyes

she looks at no one, grasps my hand,

slides like a ring the memory

Around my heart. A mind evaporates,

congeals and takes pleasure in another

body, transiently, till I too blow away.

number 36, A.

At the absence of his body, his

consoling temple of skin and hair,

his gleaming palisade of muscles,

stiff wrists and cold fingers,

I take pleasure in his mind.

I think, I miss, I dream, long for

his resistance, his core of fear

of losing a lonely kingdom.

Why hold on to one who refuses?

Why choose a heart that does

not want to be chosen? Or

Am I scared, not of an old

no, painful and familiar, but

of the most harrowing yes?
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