
the mutation of orpheus

by Helen Hajnoczky

enchanted flint, end my ache, if even love

is a vigil in that vista, richening no view.

the hue of a warm sea darkens, dappling

an ennui in redness, as if making a coward

of a hitherto known hero, when in the rhythm

of her sorrow. to be a hermit in a chapel!

even a herder of the lea! each obeys

a tulip on a hill. no, her dream is a dirge

of radiant infernos. we kill the angel, burn

the church at dusk. by the candle of her ruin,

decipher my plea: let me, who calls hell my refuge,

die. for no sonnet has yet delighted her –

for no storm has the key to this covenant.

to beg forth the god of havoc: be legible.

This lyric verse is a permutation of an already written lexicon, rearranging

all the words that appear in ‘The Nocturne of Orpheus’ by Christian Bök.


