I The Acknowledgment of Anxieties
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You who have endured scorn and mockery, polite offenses,
Discreet slurs and taboos and segregation.

And you have torn from this too-loving heart

The ties that bind it to the world's pulse.2

Awareness of Alienation
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Like the village [simpleton], | see the vision, | hear the mode

And the instrument, but the words like a herd of stumbling buffaloes

Bump against my teeth and my voice opens on the void.7
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We are small birds fallen from the nest,
Drooping bodies without hope.
[...] And here we are trapped in the nets,

Victims of the cruelty of civilized men...8
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(*“Useless beak

as sweef as murmuring doves

At noon [...]

| wove a song for you and you didn't listen.2

[...] Once again a moaning call,

But only the cries of mute birds answer me [...]13
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And 1am tired, not weary, alas, just tired of going nowhere

When the urge to leave tears me apart.18
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The torrents of my blood whistled along the banks of my cell
During the night and the days more lonely than the night.
The dams and walls held fast against the treacherous weight,
Against the hammering; and there | was

Beating my head in despair like a disturbed child.
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For fwo weeks he has been there, turning around, ruminating
On the new Great Joke [...]
He has been given a servant’s clothes [...]

And boots for his domesticated free feet.
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The Desert
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... 0 Desert, shadeless desert,

Austere earth, land of purity, cleanse me of all

My petty desires and the contamination of being civilized.

Let your intense light wash my face, bathe me in the dry violence
Of a sandstorm and like the white dromedary, let my nine-day lips

In nine days be purified of all earthly water, and be silent.34
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And the terror of living. And no book can ease this anguish.
The spirit is more of a desert than the Sahara.
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Nothing but the bitterness of harmattan biting like snake's teeth

At best, nothing but the rising sand, swirling leaves and straw

And bullets and wings and bugs into a storm,

Dead things in [reason's bitter erosion].

Nothing but the East Wind, drying our throats like empty desert wells.38

... See our lips without oil
And full of cracks, beneath the harmattan and the marshland swamps.

The sap has run dry at its source, the wells are empty ...40
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The splendour of such honours resembles a Sahara,
An immense void, with neither erg nor rocky plateau,
With no grass, no twinkling eye, no beating heart.42
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And the night like panther skin was streaked with traps.

A thousand harsh obstacles: each tuft of grass hid an enemy.®2
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| slip on the elephants' footprints on the soapy bridge

Of her riddles. How can | unravel the ruse of vines,

Appease the hissing snakes? And once again a wounded call,
And only an evil siren responds. Once again a moaning call,

But only the cries of mute birds answer me,

Like children slaughtered at night, and the flight of red

Monkeys. The tsetses and humming birds aggravate my anguish,
And | sweat and tremble from the cold ...53
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And again fhe ruin of Dyilor, the manor overgrown
With cactus and khakhams. Inside
Termites do their treacherous work and reptiles lie about.

The stormy evenings beat long against the doors.5/
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Deliver me from [...] the ant's elaborate design, [...] the slimy hatreds
Of the third day oozing out of the swamp mud
Ha! on everything, from the spongy soil and the White Man's

Soapy tunes...58

Why escape on wandering sailboats?! My head is a putrid swamp
Where | mould monotonous bricks. Why escape on the icy
Wings of migratory birds?59
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0 face such as God created you before even the memory of time...

0 Beauty, | adore you with my one-stringed eye.

Joal!
1remember.
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| remember the regal signare women under the green shade of verandas ...

| remember the past glory of Sunset ...
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| remember the funeral feasts steaming with the blood of slaughtered livestock ...
| remember the pagan voices singing the

I remember the dance of nubile girls ...
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My head beating the rhythm
Of such a weary walk through the long days of Europe

Where sometimes an orphan jazz comes sobbing, sobbing, sobbing.
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... The proud towns spread and whimper
Beneath a hopeless sky, pierced by poisons and lightning,
Rivers no longer have a source or resource.

. Fire! Fire! The burning walls of Chicago. Fire! Fire!

The burning walls of Gomorrah,
Moscow on fire. God is the same... for [all] people without a god,

Who do not [live by the Word].1B
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New York! | say New York, let black blood flow into your blood.
Let it wash the rust from your steel joints, like an oil of life.
Let it give your bridges the curve of hips and supple vines.11
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