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Kit Kelen

Translations by Iris Fan

after Octavio Paz

this street is another, not what it was
the town belongs elsewhere

the people are some other tribe

and they salute a sky long dead

only their rain is real
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an ending

one word

not silence
like snow said
till it melts

the signature of lightning comes
after the applause
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noon

an age to all other hours

you drive through it

in ancient Cadillac

the one Moses had in the Bible
but the suburbs never thin

they go on with the wheat

they crumble and they stand again
and no clock ever strikes
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your body lacks

the weight of angels

the gravity of words

it has no moral such as stories have
it is the hollow of speech

it has the print of wings upon it

but the air to which it belongs
weighs more

that is the breath of all bodies before
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the living daylights

the gods ate each other
that’s where they’ve gone
it’s what a sensible tribe will do

their flight crashed on lofty Olympus
there wasn’t much choice

they ate the captain first

just because there was more of him
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always look on the bright side

forest of gallows
where Eden was
timber aplenty

for crosses yet

to warm the cockles
winter nights

go on like this

till we come to

the last tree
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untitled

I have a window of night
another of day

where clouds are written
each dusk unfinished

the drafts swept away
night likewise

left unsigned
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how few the moments

the heart’s steps are heard

or the breath of stars

as they turn in the night

that is rarely noted

even the smell of ripening wheat

is something the farmer turns indoors from

and the choking fumes
of the waste laden river
how little time we give these
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I swim through

the mud of the mirror

and often haul out

the breathless fellow
collapsed in his impersonation
failing to meet my measure
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just one way

past the delusions of grandeur
to give them full rein
ride hard till you fall
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