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The Dark Sabbath 

THI~ DOG-DEAD day: 
Time oozes srubbornly, 
Like pus from ,1 wound. 

o ll' ind srirs. 

Behind ou r locked door 

\Ve, rhc hungry, cower 

And sob in whispers, 

Or say norhing ar all. 

In rhc strccr 

Dogs wirh pinned ears 

P.id round in ci rcles, 
Their rails rrailing. 

T he air is heavy ll'irh grief. 

I sec Gennesarer, 

Flar wirh a dead ca lm 

Thar is nor peace. 

The sun sinks ac lase, 

A coin mired in blood. 

The women slip ou c. 

No one are roday. 
To-morrow we'll need food. 

Crl'ing sca bs che d,1rk. 

In che nighr, a woman rises: 

The reek of juniper and myrrh. 

I hear rhe bole g race. 

Three figu res creep pasr. 
I rum back ro rhc wall. 

My hearr is scone. 

Thi; poem is r.1ken from Thirst, a nc" Ir published rnllccr1on renell'ed on p.1gc l 5. 
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