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Flowers of MsStTerdam

For the sake ÖT the Gospel,
the book 5Sdy5. 549 Pıeter. Johann
and Barbara diIC t1ed the stake
Ir bodies are Out In trıple 0O0M,
ST1 are Out In the mınd, the recalcıtrant
flesh STÜ1L acrıd. And Catherine drowns
ın the Ganal: her skırts bıllowıng Out
QVGT: her t1ed legs 1ke lıly
Now VAaSstT markets of flowers. harbor
where OMNCEC A shıploa of oraın
W as exXchanged for sıngle ulıp bulb
City of nıg when the treets VDCH
theır 2C laps for the aınted blooms,
when MUSIC rıdes the blue and wollen velıns.
washed and angu1d houses that double
iın the WaterYy treets

C1ity of cho1lces. 1C Hre, 16C perfume,
and al what DMCE } Catherine Cr1es oOut
OV' the Each ONC ChOOSE,
che el into OUT brıght throats,
each ONC for himself. And how
do YOU choose when A whirlpool sucks yOU In,
nto the purple corrıdors of the 1r1S,
the c0o0] SWarTIn of apple orchards?
.„„CareTful of the feast’'s tOMOTrrOW, “ Van Gogh
wrıtes the end., after the yellow ck1es.
AFOI IL Y OW work rnskıng I Y lıfe,
and I11LYy mınd 1S alf-goneJean Janzen  Flowers of Amsterdam  For the sake of the Gospel,  the book says. 1549. Pieter, Johann  and Barbara are tied to the stake.  Their bodies flare out in a triple bloom,  still flare out in the mind, the recaleitrant  flesh still acriıd. And Catherine drowns  in the canal, her skirts billowing out  Oyer her ued legs like a lıly.  Now vast markets of flowers, a harbor  where once a shipload of grain  was exchanged for a single tulip bulb.  City of night when the streets open  their black laps for the painted blooms,  when music rides the blue and swollen veins,  washed and languid houses that double  in the watery streets.  City of choices. Which fire, which perfume,  and at what price? Catherine cries out  over the water. Each one must choose,  she calls into our bright throats,  each one for himself. And how  do you choose when a whirlpool sucks you in,  into the purple corridors of the iris,  the cool swarm of apple orchards?  „Careful of the feast’s tomorrow,“ Van Gogh  writes near the end, after the yellow skies.  „For my own work I am risking my life,  and my mind is half-gone ... But what do you want?““  9But what do YOU want‘?*
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W hat do yYOU want”? TIThe OE WdY lıve,
the ONlC unequ1vocal LOSC In thıs lıfe
of mMI1rrors, In thıs CIty of where
the day 1s NO nearly SONC and the Lloodgates
already VPCNH. Ihe dark elms dıp theır halr
into the MsINg t1de and the en boats
11 wıth the Current But here and there
ONMNC agaınst 1t, ONE i1gure In boat.
the twın OaTs uletly VPDPCN the water’s
glıstenıng petals, openıng SSECTEI DASSaLC
In the deep and WalterYy place
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