
Would you like your body to be kissed,
by softer forces than the sun?

A spider inching from your belly,
to your neck.

A smile spreading,
like a secret.

From your lips,
in expectation,

of a future,
with no basis.

Where a lover counts,
real numbers,

like the letters in your name



THE CUBIST QUEEN

Before the empty tomb stood Mary Magdalen, 
the modern mystic.

She asked a passerby: 

If you are the one who has carried him off, 
tell me where you have laid him.

I do not where they have put him. 
The Cubist Queen sent her assassins. 

They just drifted through the checkpoints, 
trailing tears and laughter..

...until they hit the water, where they stopped, 
and thought, and talked



We caught the Silver Train in Tampa, 
and we rode until Ramallah...

...cracking jokes and swapping stories, 
like the story of this guy

...who came from nowhere, and went nowhere, 
all he had was good looks and desires...

...like the desire to be free, of my own name, 
this situation, seen through zooms...



The market crashed. The market boomed. 

You burst into hysterics, like the universe burst in bloom.

In Damascus, in Dimona, in Khartoum...

We read Belgian magazines, and watched cartoons... 

And slept until the afternoon. 

And swam naked in the sea beneath a crescent moon.



LIKE ROSES INSIDE NOTHING

In 1910, or 2010, or 2025, 
the Thing, the King, 
the Emperor, the entertainer, 
took the center of the stage, 
appeared in concert, 
in an evening gown, 
appeared in person, 
in the middle of the town, 
and everybody clustered round, 
the stars shone down...



THE CUBIST QUEEN

The Cubist Queen had travelled to the provinces 
attended by her retinue of followers...

...she was the queen of whores, the spirit of the world, 
someone you know, expecting nothing...



Her skin had been embroidered with transformers, 
invitations, orders, they were standing by the sea... 

...the water glittered silver oxide, 
pictures played across its surfaces in communion...

...your information seethed at edges, 
trailing soldiers, spies, and ghosts, and jeeps, to creep...

...between machines, and between us



The thing was set up on the lawn, 
and by the afternoon, 
the crew was ready to record.

The speaker stepped into limelight 
and gazed across the crowd, 
and cleared his throat, and said



I search for God, I search within myself for God, 
I search for God, and for my face. 

I have already drawn its outline 
and I strive to incarnate myself. 

Everything converges towards the image, 
all paths lead to the image. 

The image is the final path, 
the thing which bars the exit.
 
My reason serves me as a path 
to that which I am drawn by intuition. 

The corner symbolizes that there is no path 
to perfection except the path into the corner. 

The contours of the world fade step by step, 
until everything which we have loved and 
through which we have lived is lost to sight. 



This is the rediscovery of pure art, 
which has become obscured by accumulated things. 

Feeling, after all, is always and everywhere the one 
and only source of every creation.

The emotions which are kindled in the human being 
are stronger than the human being... 
they must at all costs find an outlet. 

So when I exhibited a picture which consisted 
of nothing more than indecision and emotion, 
the critics and the public sighed, 
“Everything which we loved is lost. 
We are in a desert...’’ 

But a blissful sense of liberation 
drew me forth into this desert, 
and it became the substance of my life.



The train sped through a city wreathed in 
myths and intrigues, smoke was blowing from 
the ashtrays and you never breathed a word 
and you could never keep your word...

I met a friend.

And changed my name and my profession.

And dyed my hair, and changed my sex, and my opinions.



We were inside the theater, sitting in our seats 
and all the other guests were men and women 
like ourselves, who came and went, and spoke 
and laughed, one burst with laughter.

The opera started. The opera ended 
and we went outside to meet Haldane. 

I kissed him on the cheek, 
we hailed a cab and went downtown.



We talked until the morning...

About mistakes in God’s creation...

And the forces which have shaped the universe 
since the origin of time and which will shape its fate...

He said the universe was like a clock 
which wandered through the world like hell.

He said the universe was like a spell.

He laughed.

The subject disappears up his own ass...

He shrugged. 

He said:

You know that Israel is a woman. 
But she has never had a husband. 

Palestine can be her husband.


