 Golestan

The evening shutters the last sunrays 

sunk into gullies of dusk.

Twilight’s inebriations begin 

over the escarpments, between the junipers,

spreading a ferment of temptation 

that traces my path.

Already I taste the blood-flushed game
and under the lilac steam of my breath 

the yielding gasp.

Starlight’s ambiguities have repainted me

when earlier I leaned yawning on the ledge,

the golden child of glaring noon.

At last they departed that I may 

reach the outer limits of caution

to settle my score with life.

Hunger and solitude are the implacable price,

so all things combine to hide me.

But what a tender savor has the fear of others!

Each spot is my own again, 

flaring with longing, 

mutating like clouds.

The stream guzzling the brown thickets

leaves the hard scent of snow and stone

in my mouth, the grate of sand in my throat,

bathing my flanks with unfinished dreams of love.

At last they fell off the earth.

Only the mud clods from their sullen steps

still recall the slow weapon of their thoughts:

a pungent drift gone to a wasteland where

their simian forms crowd in shadows of doubt.

The space they had cornered,

the day held hostage by their sense of time,

I take back and release with each stride

from the bitter toll of their heartbeats.

From where under the matted leaves will 

the luscious smell of deer suddenly rise

to the touch of night,

bursting out in slender speed 

from beneath my padded leap?

I am your squire, prey 

on these Parthian hills,

your pulse beats with mine

running ablaze 

without a cry to tell.

