Prometheus (a kind of life)

All day he’s burned in the bright heat;

his sweat set in crystals on his eyelashes,

his eyes scorched and yet he would not close them.

... and now the sun describes a tangent with

the glittering sea, blazing red and silver, where

they touch is as soft as a kiss for a child 

before the comfort of sleep overtakes the day.

There is the sweet scent of  cyclamen 

in the air; the crisp cool of the Caucasian night.  

The sun begins to leech into the water.  Crimson

and rags: small tatters of torn flesh and coagulated

blood; fly-food and and lizard-fodder; all of it 

his, lying at his feet.

Above him the Doric capital of the column,

the virgin cream of the marble flutings cool 

against his back; he is chained: chest out, arms

secured behind, half-lynched, ankles bound.

At first there is a conscious tightening of muscles

struggling, then braced, then an involuntary rigour

in abdomen, thighs and only then the slackening 

of bowel and bladder, but there’s nothing left.

At first it is nothing but an indistinct back-lit blot;

then the unmistakable shallow v-shape glide,

the propelling bursts of three or four deep wing

-beats; then the glissade of feathers, the shear

-ing slice of claws, the blunt instrument impact

below his ribs and the griffon-vulture is in: pecking,

pulling till a flap of skin is grasped and torn; then

the worrying, digging, burrowing through his side

till his liver is wrenched, like a bruised tongue, all

raw purple and blood-blister blue, and devoured 

before his eyes.

A cry rises in him, but he has no words left;

for all his grief, out-soaring his agony, is more than 

he can pronounce; his silent scream goes on again 

and again; there is nothing but his gasping and 

gagging for air.  This is how his day ends, as

did his yesterday and so many yesterdays, he’s

lost count.  Oh, he will not die; all tomorrows

will be the same: waiting under the sun for this

prelude to night; it is a kind of life, everlasting

and wretched.  

