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My daughter's sons and fathers hunt for me.
I trust she won't disclose my likely

hiding place, although enslaved and shamed.
But time itself is after me. I slow

with age and pains of wear and elusion.

The jars of brined olives, wined figs,

pickled octopus and squid, grow fewer,
daily. I can only write against

my end of time and hope the parchment
and papyrus will survive the damp

and find both kind and comprehending eyes
before the sun itself grows weary

and extinguishes the last of day.

We once saw giants in the clouds and in

connected points of stars, and named

them, gods. We placed them in their high-halled villas,
on the mountaintop, to game and frolic

with our lives-- eternal adolescents.

Once we climbed the mountain, we learned that clouds
are insubstantial vapor and the stars

are points of light that turn as we

through repetitious day and night.

The Mycenaeans sweat and slash below

the clouds, servants of capricious gods

and narrow, brutish appetites. They smell

of dirt, semen, ashes, blood and dung.
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