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ODE TO A BOY ON HIS WAY TO THE GALLOWS

by
In the city Gostan Zarian
An angel sundered a wing.
And an angel fell
In the city
Where
Blow-by-blow
The death knell
Wields a hacksaw in
The minds.

In morning darkness

A white-eyed vision appeared its heart flooded
In glittering light,

And a tree

Blossomed.

Rise my boy ... Rise.

A white-eyed vision descended
And wove a ladder
String-by-string,

To flee

And rest.

Rise my boy ... Rise.

In the morning darkness

Distilled steel rivetted his knees and

Lead, his head.

A tree bloomed, a cricket sang.

In the morning darkness, the door creaked,
In came

The priest and people.

They beat the drums.

Rise my son ... Rise.
Take my shivering words... bite your lips,

It is a scarlet dream.
Hold the white-eyed, golden-haired bride by the arm

And move forward in exultant pride.
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In morning darkness
They beat the drums, and
Celebrated in the wide square.

A man is to be hung.

Can’t they see?... Cherubins light candles
In a distant and bright world.
Incandescent virgins pull on

The velvety strings of winds.

Do not shiver, young man...

The noose is waxed.

Clear eyed

Look ahead with stubborn firmness
Under the crushed cross.

When your heart is gouged out

I shall take it to your

Mother

In her awesome grief.

The cricket sang on the blossoming tree.
Blood dripped from mother’s eyes.

When they rip your heart out
And proffer it to me,

1 shall take it to your
Mother

In her unbearable grief.

Now, now, hurry,
Climb up my son.
My luckless, my unfortunate son.

Today,

In the wide city square,
People gulp down
Drop-by-little drop

An Angel's blood.

The cricket fell silent... The priest alone,

Murmured six prayers
mechanically.
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