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Sunset in Sarajevo

O Sarajevo, I first fell in love

When you were a ballerina on ice,

Skating in style atop a glacial slope,

Dispensing many an Olympic prize.

Then darker feuds had all rules swept aside.

I lost touch; turned to tend my garden rack.

You became concubine of genocide,

Brains dashed and skulls spiked on your virgin tracks.

I too grew bleary, weak in knees; endured

Dreary sunsets, then drearier rises.

But to fair Sarajevo will be due

My love always, and a thousand roses.
A fragile bud that shot through fire and blood
Now stands a golden bough in the twilight flood.
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I Cannot Know Pain

Do I know Pain or do I not?

My answer must appear as odd.
For no lover should Pain survive,
But I somehow lived on and thrived

After you dropped out of my lot.

I felt wretched like I hit the rock.
My heart ached but beat on; my passion mocked.
The conclusion must then derive:

I cannot know Pain.

To be frank, it still hurts like rot.

But I manage—barely... somewhat.
But far, far from total demise.

So I think I will state it twice,

Not without shame...or guilt, for short,

I cannot know Pain.
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