
from CAVE POEMS    

 

 

   XVIII 

 

 

  1. 

 

6:30 morning vinegar sunrise 

We made the bus at last 

Overloaded with sleep and cheap Spanish pop music 

  

The trees of La Mola are still asleep 

The alarm clock broke at 5 AM 

But still we got up on time. 

The miracles of this climate continually 

Amaze me. 

This bus could fall into the sea 

And float to Ibiza, 

No need for the ferry, 

La Joven Dolores 

  

  2. 

  

Concrete music of sunrise trees 

As soon as a brother or cousin dies 

That woman will wear the black she sews 

Until she too has made love to the ground. 

 

 

   XIX 

 

 

The vampire flies 

Of El Pilar 

Still have a right 



To their two-day lives 

As we to our two weeks left 

To go here 

While the dog in beautiful 

Months-long pain of birth 

Holds on. 

The donkeys whine 

In the shed below our sleep 

And the father dog 

Perched on our steps 

Stares at his mate 

Caged up in the stable. 

His movements still flow 

Even with the one bad leg 

He got when the motorbike hit him. 

Into the lines of his chin, his nose 

And his eyes.  All reach out into 

Folded hands to his mate in pain 

And in prison.  

  

 

   XX 

 

 

The blue sunburnt sea 

Half-burnt skulls asleep 

In the water 

Take on the sea and the cliff 

And fill my hair with seaweed 

As I wash a shirt in dirty water 

Then lie out in the sun. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



   XXI 

 

  

The soil on my hands 

Shadows of earth 

 

I scrape new buildings off 

Ibiza town 

With my fingers. 

 

  

   XXII 

 

  

A crowd of angel satyrs 

Moves across the wheat-field 

Where the game begins 

Early Spaniards shooting off 

A ball in the air 

From their tragic feet 

On Conception Sunday 

Off communion afternoon air 

And sun baking trees. 

Marseilles sailors with scarves 

The dachshund-faced librarian’s come too. 

 

Flute men from the windmill 

Play through the windmill’s breeze 

A girl runs ecstatic toward a long-lost friend 

Soccerfield center talking to the wall. 

 

 

   XXIII 

 

 

The flute man sleeps 

After a hard day’s walk 



Through sunset cliffs 

And a football game 

  

Where everyone cried for joy 

At his playing. 

  

 

   XXIV 

 

  

Clothes on the line 

The donkey in the courtyard 

A child in his trashcan playpen 

The dogs in their homes 

The people in their love beds welcoming 

Morning as it flows with the cocks 

Crowing past the radio 

In the old lady’s bar Casa Toni 

A home opened up 

To friends 

Now overrun 

With strangers. 

 

 

   XXV 

 

  

Roman road again 

Feet torn by rocks. 

A tree-stump in swimtrunks lies in the sun. 

The unrecorded sunset three days past resumes 

Los Pityusas unreachable conquest ship. 

A lizard strikes out across the road 

Through the forest where Androcles stood 

Between his wife and the lion and said: 

“My bodhi tree is the sun.” 

 



 

   XXVII 

 

 

Sponge water coral in the cave’s face 

A route for the swallows and cavemen 

Along the brow of a cliff to Artemis’ road 

Where animals live space 

And flies die from clinging 

To the wash of the watch 

Of perpetual water. 

A lady’s answer to the breeze 

In breathing. 

A child’s song on a flute 

Of trees 

And pigeon guitars. 

 

 

   XXVIII 

 

 

Procession of home over a fire-ringed sea 

Crickets across the eyes of fishermen 

Watching the sun and their lives go down 

Wedding with songs in the swirling water 

Where fish beat their fins and rocks sleep 

Their walking and these men 

Can speak freely with air. 

 

  

   XXIX 

 

  

A sparrow spider slings to its nest 

The flies are gone 

The prisoner dogs at the food I gave them. 

Everything’s well again. 



I ate the lamb tonight. 

Greece will be born tomorrow. 

 

  

   XXX 

 

  

One last feast 

With the flute man 

Before he goes 

 

A renegade flame 

 

Pineapple acorns on an overhead tree 

So many spider-web hung out bees’ nests 

The wind through the branches 

Freeing tentacles of a grounded squid 

And the cross 

Tall black climbing member 

Moves in a court where children 

Lunchtime free 

Hatch their own nets of skin and flesh 

As a truck passes. 

 

  

 

         Tom Savage 

 

 


