By an unknown Poet from Eastern Europe, 1955

It’s fading,

               Like the two flags that, year by year,

we’d put out for public holidays

in the iron sheaths stuck over the gate-

like them the world’s looking pale, it’s fading now.

Where have they gone, the days of pomp and cheer?

Sothered with dust

in the warmth

of an attic room,

a world dismantled holds its peace.

The march has gone and dissapeared.

It metamorphosed into a howl

the wind winnowed.

And now, instead of festive poets here,

the wind will recite into thin air,

it will utter scurrying dust and pulsating heat

above the concrete square.

That our women have been loved seems quite incredible.

Above the era

of taut ropes and white-hot foundries,

the tentative, wary

present- dust settling- hovers.

Above unfinished buildings:

imperial frauds, fantasies.

I no longer believe

what I believed once.

But the fact that I have believed-

that I compel myself

day by day to recall.

And I do not forgive anyone.

Our terrible lonliness

crackles and flakes

like the rust on iron rails in the heat of the sun.
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