
Overgrown 
Ta Prohm, 22/05/2002 

Green is the upper side of wet, 
the sulphate shade of oblivion. 

Who can decipher the doctrine 
of tight nooks and parasitic syllables? 

We will always feed on the past, 
the exiled greenery proclaims. 

The gods agree, of course, 
the servants lose their heads. 

They have misunderstood another order  
the niches are empty of diamonds and gold. 

Terminal detachment rooted in stone. 
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Killing Fields 
Phnom Penh, 25/05/2002 

Wan to see killing fields, mista? 
I give you cheap, mista! 
Dead cheap? 
Wise crack no bone. 
Play the numerology game. 
One million? Must do better. 
Study the entrails of a dumb dog. 
Two million? Better than that. 
Hold your moistened finger against the wind. 
Three million? Convene a round table of seers. 
Silence one better than shame. 
Ok, let’s ride to the skulls. 

In a school they gambled with the devil. 
Another victory at hand, 
he stood up, derision on his tongue: 
You always let me win, 
me, the most feeble of your excuses. 

Afterwards, floating to the moon, 
a voice of reason blew a fuse. 
Wan to have lady massage, mista? 
I give you cheap, mista! 
Not as cheap as skulls, though.
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One notch higher the poet speaks to mandarins 
Temple of Literature, 08/06/2002 

It was here 
underneath these beams 
that the students surfaced for clarity,
a well-worded page away from heaven. 

Admitted to glory and concubines 
your name carved in blue 
and carried to posterity by turtles 
you might choose to forget: 

There is but one character 
for pain, for despair 
and the melting footsteps 
of a retreating army.
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