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Velvet Indigo 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I. 

The people want to make love to me 

after my reading—some lost in their dreams, 

others animated, almost ecstatic, 

still others heavier than history, awaiting  

the first possible way out of it, their momentum 

tender, like total focus. 

 

They want to make love to me 

as if a poetry reading were 

a prelude to a certain landscape, 

which they miss. A negligible lightning 

in the corner of an eye, where 

desire is written, and a drink 

that never ends. 

 

 

II. 

The empty soccer field  

in Wilhering: a page from an old 

chronicle of sport, the record of play 

visible in the bare, sandy spots— 

those places where the desire to score 

was most intense. The sole desire: 

gentle descent into the net’s embrace. 
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III. 

I walk the old path by the field,  

suddenly it’s filled with a gym flock of schoolchildren 

and swiftly the beating of sneakers 

recedes, passing the shadowy pond. 

 

I walk the old path by the school, along the Danube: 

I walk  

sometimes with the flow, 

sometimes against it, 

a path Miha knows well, 

a path whose pattern Braco and I 

repeat every day 

by another river, 

the Ljubljanica. 

 

 

IV. 

And they, who want to make love to me 

right after my reading—some kneaded into love, 

others a patchwork of resistance,  

and still others who simply are—, 

they walk with me on that path, though 

we catch each other’s glance only at the turning point, 

and through it—as through a universal  

lens—one can see an imagined landscape, 

where my body is forever 

inscribed in the velvet indigo. 

 

 

Translated by the author and Kelly Lenox 


