
To Goya 
(Castres, September 25 , 1980) 

L ' H o t e l de V i l l e 
is sleeping n o w : 

T o u c h e d dark ly , intermit tent ly, 
by street-lit shadows, 
y o u are hang ing i n pictures 

b led f rom your hands. 
Bodiless to me y o u are : 
I do not k n o w 

where y o u have gone, 
where they have bur ied you . 

B u t I have journeyed 
to Castres 
to te l l y o u 

a secret, 
t hough wha t I have to say 
m a y disturb y o u — 
even as your ma l fo rmed faces, 
derelicts, beggars, lazars, 
m a i m e d , bleeding, dy ing , 

empty sockets 
have disturbed a few eyes 
w a l k i n g th rough D e l P r a d o 

a n d the L o u v r e : 
N o t h i n g has changed. 
T h e y are st i l l 

pu t t ing the pigs of opposi t ion 
o n spits, 

t h r o w i n g guts i n the fire, 
r i p p i n g out groins, 

fingering out eyes; 



the poor have m u l t i p l i e d , 
the filth has compac ted 

th rough a few s low centuries; 
ragged eyes, 

contor ted mouths , 
the d y i n g generations 

are c r o w d i n g L o s R a m b l o s , 
the streets of smal ler cities, 
the bus-l ined beaches, 
the bee-hived houses of L i s b o a . 

W h a t y o u have to ld us 
to look at, 
looks at us s t i l l , — 
but we are unashamed. 

U n a c q u a i n t e d w i t h w r a t h 
a n d cont r i t ion , 

our hands are ski l led alone 
to ape the mind ' s inviola te diseases. 

Perhaps, i n the m o r n i n g , 
c r ipp led by figures 

of your outraged heart, 
a whisper w i l l tel l me 

h o w H o p e , deranged, 
bloated, beheaded, 
ro t t ing i n soldiers, 

writhes u p o n canvas, 
struggles 

a n d dances, 
sings a n d survives. 
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