
 

calls himself lemur mostly on autumn days 
 

I ask him what that means and the answer is easy: 

whatever relates to dropping some candy 

into some hand. I ask him again and he’s like: 

today I have run into this powerless beast. 

extracted the candy out of my mouth 

and shoved it under its muzzle, cupped in my hand: 

lemur. and then? what did it do? its hair was not yet grown. 

it had wooden knots at the joints of its feet. 

what next? it breathed into my face. 

it smoothed the piece of candy with its muzzle – it didn’t care for it. 

after retrieving it, 

I felt it all different on my palate. 

its taste was akin to its smell. it went on breathing, 

spreading wreaths of white steam round it muzzle. 

 

it recognizes me by my white torso. 

it lies down in the new grass I’m leading it to. 

it’s got big blue eyes. it is not yet a lemur. 

it goes no matter where. we could have walked to the forest 

that ends in a chasm. 

he said: it’s your choice. I was choosing at random, 

unaware he was going to change into a lemur. 

we’re walking downhill. he follows me smiling, 

in a black fur almost making a cover. 

we are running, I whistle. we can’t see a thing. we call out. 

the sound fades away in the apple-tree orchard. 

in the chestnut-tree orchard. 

in the orchard with houses on the point of collapsing. 

crouching down feels so good. at diminutive height. 

we are breathing the warm air now leaving our nostrils. 

the lemur leans down on its front paws increasingly harder, 

leaning towards me as it mirrors my gesture. 

 

that white torso between us. 

that’s the torso he’s anxious to feel. 

on the right, a small heap of rotten apples, 

on the left, a small heap of ripe apples 

 

at night he’s afraid of the body. in the dark, he tells me, 

he can see just whatever is white. 

he tells me my eyes would be doing him good. as he departs, 

he is rubbing his hands in the black dust. 

raises them to his eyelids. 

the blue eyes rush to my blue eyes: 

we won’t see each other again evermore. 

 



Simulacrum 
 

I need to deduct the sum of our days –  

year after year, in a dreary routine – from what has been left. 

 

Crying out since I met him, in an unvaried pitch, 

not exactly coherent at times, but then ready to trigger off 

an endless range of female imageries:  

 

I often dream 

he’s wearing high heels,  

ribcage exposed,  

all there is to touch 

is that bundle of stumps 

 

adorned and summoned 

to life by a non-existent body:  

 

a head appended thereon, some sinews 

well built, a robust contour. 

 

I want back everything that belongs to me 

 

then I let my hands roam all over his stumps, 

I enclose his palms (mine),  

I enclose his neck (mine), 

I watch him from afar. 

 

he continues to wear that odd chunk of body, 

that trace of a massacre whose ends he never  

finds. he dresses his extremities 

in period costume: under their time, in the rancid 

odor of those having worn them:  

here am I in all my perfection, 

here is a perfect simulacrum 
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