György Petri: Message
(Do you remember the German officer 
in Vercors's book, the one who had wanted 

to conquer France with kindness and Holderlin –

and then realised his talk was all in vain?) 
One day I'll return to you 

in the pike-grey of loneliness and power 
and you'll know: the food and drink's in vain, 
with your flirty hostess jollity you're merely 
killing time, your store won't last forever –

it's for your sake that the ring of siege refrains 
from crushing the little town: it saves you for me, 
so sooner or later you'll steal to my room, 
take off your cambric knickers, terrified, 
and wring them like some gauche filly of a girl 
with her hanky at her first piano exam, 
and you go all wet, as if you'd weed in your pants, 

worried about your poppet of a husband. 
And I, as I know you don't love me, 

won't hurry you to open up, oh no, 

I'll pet you out of sheer boredom and hatred 
as a cat on and off teases a mouse 

to make it swoon and its flesh turn all the sweeter. 
Night song of personal shadow
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