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    PREFACE

    On a bare tree – a red beast,

    so still, it has become the tree.

    Now it’s the tree that prowls over the beast,

    a cautious beast itself.

    A stone thrown at its breast

    is so fast – the stone has become the beast.

    Now it’s the beast that throws itself like a stone,

    blood like a dog-rose tree on a windy day,

    and the moon is trying on your face

    for the annual masquerade of the dead.

    Death decides to wait to hear more.

    So death mews: first

    your story, then – mine.

    
    VORWORT

    Im kahlen Baum – ein rotes Tier,

    so still, schon ist es selbst der Baum.

    Jetzt umschleicht der Baum das Tier,

    ist selbst ein Tier, sieht sich vor.

    Ein Stein fliegt gegen seine Brust

    so flink – schon ist der Stein das Tier.

    Jetzt wirft das Tier sich wie ein Stein,

    Blut, wie ein Hagebuttenzweig im Wind,

    der Mond trägt dein Gesicht zur Probe

    für den nächsten Maskenball der Toten.

    Der Tod will warten, mehr erfahren.

    Darum miaut der Tod: zuerst

    deine Geschichte, dann – meine.

    
    STACH REX

    My King,

    your hunt has run overtime.

    Only your coffin keeps faith in your return.

    Its wood still smells of honey

    and of the cheeks

    of a hanged man’s wife.

    Your coffin often

    is simply a wooden flower petal,

    my King.

    Your horse carries its head on the tray of mist

    and runs until its teeth start aching.

    Your people wear its horseshoes as dental plates.

    Your people knock on wood

    instead of saying your name,

    they believe not the words,

    but the bruises on heralds’ mouths.

    They know you don’t carry weapon

    but kill with blades

    of frozen fish –

    my King, they can smell the rotting.

    I still remember your hammock of a smile

    rocking your big white teeth

    to your tipsy blabber.

    But your kingdom’s a joke, your mother’s nipples –

    birthmarks.

    Our neighbors no longer bother with robbing us, only

    their children

    come to empty Queen’s breasts of their petty change.

    My King, our neck of the woods is broken.

    You have to take your cross up the tallest hill:

    but every time you reach it – the cross has melted.

    Come back, we’ll cut our hair and lay it soft

    from here and all the way to your faithful coffin.

    Strange fish is casting its eggs before our swine.

    But our swine know the price of an egg and the price of a pearl

    and prefer to wait

    and salivate into their empty barrels.

    Your cross isn’t made of wood

    but white

    and slow

    your cross

    falls on your shoulders and is –

    snow.
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