=
AFTER HEARING A WALTZ BY
BARTOK ™

But why did | T Thm? Why? Why?
In .;h; small, gilded room, ncar

stair?
My cars rack and throb with his cry,

And his eves under his hair,

SWORD BLADES AND POPPY SEED

g

g
As my fingers siﬁ?}:lo the fair
White skin of his throat. It was It

I killed him! My God! Don't you hear’
I shook him until his red

queer, SN
len lines of his lips. And I clang

%\#:Ih my nails drawing blood, while 1

! flung

T The loose, heavy body in fear.

= Fear lest he should still not be dead.

| was dnunk with the lust of his life.
The blood-drops oozed slow from his

And dabbled a chair. And our strife
Lasted one eeeling second, his kmife

My
As
Of his

. One! Two!

B

Three! And the drums are his

Hung flapping out through the black, |

Lay and winked m the lights over 3
And the waltz from the ballroom |

When I called him a low, mt:ah‘ngmni
And the wrred

cramped is this place,
One! Two! Three!
! God! "Tis he throttles

my mouth with his face!

my heart beats and
Tho!
? His dead limbs have coiled every
part
7 Of my body in tentacles. Through
My cars the waltz jangles. Like glue
Iis dead body holds me athwart.
Onc!c'i:lru! Three! Give me air! Oh! My
b >
Oml..' Two! Three! I am drowning in
slime
One! I'wo! Three! And his corpse, like a
clod,

Beats me into a jelly! The
Ounc! Two! Three! And his

time.
Airl Give me air! Airl My God!

chime,
dead legs

ood has dripped into my heart!
Ihbmus. One! |

him
Of the waltz, With a 1

g roar,
mrxwpﬁ:cuﬂ.hlhmqh&c

Onet Two! Three! clangs his funeral bell,



