
Searching For Your Saliva  
 
In this constellation of screams, 
this swing-and-sway of diverse human tides, 
I search for the crisp current of your saliva, 
that salve sizzling with words and wild laughter.  
I strip off shirt, fear, and shoes, 
and rise through scales of air and nothingness,  
to tackle and deflower   
the stripped-bare truth of your desires.  
I bombard the night 
with my trepidations of a firefly, 
and my hands plunge underwater 
to sabotage the red blaze of your legs.  
 
Unexpected, I arrive searching for your saliva, 
assuring it won’t senselessly gush  
into that vortex where all is lost, 
or to moisten the earth 
where grass and winged swallow 
become siblings as a result of thirst and death.  
I search for your mentholated saliva, 
to stick back heads 
dropping from the bodies of children, 
and to nourish the cells 
of lepers seeking shelter.  
To open the eyes of kittens born 
beneath the wild rails of the sun, 
and remove the stamps 
from censored letters reaching me 
from diverse, distant ports.  
 
I know all the other lovers arrived 
to kiss the rosy scars of your lips, 
to extract the juice from your ripe lemons, 
to wound your flesh and inflame your arms. 
Yet I have arrived searching for your saliva: 
your saliva that cures blindness, 
your saliva that can burnish metals,  
your saliva that relieves my sore limbs,  
your saliva that drowns the rage of viragos, 
your saliva that washes the shirt of god, 
your saliva that softens one’s conscience, 
your saliva that opens holes in stones, 
your saliva that is fragile the moment we embrace, 
your saliva that is perfumed, colorless blood, 



your saliva that is the seed of saints and prophets, 
your saliva that is salt and holy water 
extinguishing the wrath of demons.  
 
All the other lovers arrived searching for your flesh; 
instead, I writhe searching for your saliva 
to inject into this sick animal 
which I lug while imprisoned inside my shirt.      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Trinitrotoluene 
 
TNT, the product 
 from a bloodied and borderless hour,  
 the startling fruit of a struggle 
 in which hatred and violence burn.  
 
TNT,  
 horrific hope of men, 
 you will serve to rip out 
 wounded days and nights 
 and to knock down the frozen walls 
 of water that no longer runs because it has blackened. 
 
 Who would believe that buried within your entrails 
 and that within your brutal, destructive force, 
 there nests a redeemer impulse 
 and the intrepid tenderness of the rose! 
 Nowadays everyone slanders you: 
  they name you anarchist, communist, incendiary; 
 scaredy-cats flee from your presence,  
 and the one who dares touch you trembles 
 because he sees only your evil side. 
 But one day there will arise dynamic men 
 to listen to your resounding faith; 
 there will arise men of steel to vindicate you 
 and champagne-froth you with cheers and praise. 
 There will arise an age of peace, when hands  
 will rebuild ramparts and bastions and walls, 
 and then it will be necessary to raise a vast dawn for you, 
 to warm the dimension of the world.  



TNT, poet of the Vanguard, 
 with explosive blood, exploding with protest, 
 when your suppressed fury is unleashed 
 the heavens and earth will fuse.        
 
 
 
 
In The Mode of A Psalm of Absence 
 
My words bounce 
 against the dark stones of memory 
 and my gelid tears prove sluggish, 
 threaded with fraying strands. 
 
 There is no dreamer brimming with dreams of my night: 
 snuffed, the scream; dead, the soul’s clamor; 
 and a mute aftermath of phantoms and shadows 
 clownishly wound my cold, bronze flesh.  
 
 I invite you to return, and with straining arms,  
 I ask those who arrive: Will she come today or tomorrow? 
 And with the clear water raining from the rose, 
 I wash my last suit that you saw, my hope.  
 
     II 
 
 You come from midnight,—midnight is distance— 
 you bring a soul weighed down with orphan-hood and fright; 
 your eyes commit suicide in the anguish of time 
 and the chill pauses to see what is in your hands.  
 
 Why remember? Why remember? 
 All of us set off one day down boundless ways 

seeking joy, light, and we returned 
humming roadways, humming battered walls.  
 
Why remember? 
The sparkling sun is well aware we are  
two ardent sparks about 
to ignite life.  
Why remember, if the bells clang  

 gladly for your arrival?  
 
 
 



Verses On The Restless Man 
 
Ah life—mutilated flesh— 
 belongs to the restless: 
 to feel one’s hand full 

from the shape one is squeezing, 
to reveal the open soul 
without snuffing the rose, 
to want you closer, 
to want you to hear me, 
to possess ten butterflies 
thrashing within, 
yet I lack the saliva 
which moistens and lets slip your name. 
 
Because the sigh travels 
through expanding tunnels of shadow, 
and my eyes rage from not beholding you, 
their sight is dimming, 
blindness of a dying man 
weeping before his departure. 
 
An invisible cloth 
binds my hands,  
and acrid sweat of black soil 
rises over me through plants, 
burning my arms; 
and this redness which my blood weeps 
signifies fright.  
 
Ah, life—mutilated flesh— 
belongs to a soul  
weathered from restlessness: 
to feel the company of God 
transformed into perfume adrift silently, 
to hear how words fall 
as from the mouth of an angel, 
and to know that it’s only my shadow talking to me!   
  
  
 

 
 
 
 
 



Poem of the Intact Voice 
 
My authoritarian voice speaks 
 —invader of spikenards and roses— 
 while the bread of your smile leavens 
 within the bloody oven of your mouth. 
 
 Beneath the afternoon 
 —blind woman who laves her grief with time— 
 the heart, drop by drop, is poured 
 into the countless mobiles of silence; 
 it’s futile pursuing the shadows of hope 
 where the gaze darkens into night, 
 as well as the wish to be buried in a sigh, 
 or in the furrow of tears. 
 It’s futile squashing butterflies wounded by distance 
 and who protest memory.  
 
 Everything has died here:  
 the restlessness of roses 
 pinned to the soul, 
 the uniform calmness of stones 
 weathered by sun and water, 
 the breath of misery 
 exhaling wandering feet, 
 the frenzy of screams, 
 and the rancor of blood.   
 
 Down soulless streets 
 the scandal no longer preens, 
 nor catches glances from eyes 
 yearning to plunge naked into a puddle. 
 
 My authoritarian voice speaks, 
 yet the red spikenards which help you  
 hear things that are no longer ajar; 
 and my words, in a constant swaying, 
 return dazed to their tap-root.   
 
 
 
    
 
 
 
 



Romantic Blitzkrieg 
 
(A romancillo of water and my grief)  
 
Unmarried water from the river 
 wed yourself to my grief 
 so that the friendly rose 
 may speak of you and of itself as well.  
 So that the skeletal cricket 
 may win by merely scratching his melody 
 from the highest steeple 
 atop his cardboard church.  
 
 If you take this hand, and shield 
 the widowhood of my grief, 
 we will invite friends, 
 making sure that God is not forgotten.  
 Stalin will be the Godfather, 
 or Mussolini, that overgrown brat, 
 or Hitler, the most loathsome 

dictator on Earth.     
 Let’s forget about Winston Churchill, 
 because I sense 
 that if he attends,  
 he will start a ruckus  
 worthy of chic distillers, 
 and with bottles of whiskey, 
 he’ll smash Hitler’s head 
 and get him to think straight.   
  
 I can already see, a fluidity of fresh water, 
 How Magda Lupescu and King Carol 
 sway beneath lianas 
 to a peppery danzón. 
 
 If you, without ruminating, 
 wed yourself to my grief, 
 you will witness the envy 
 of Rosa Claramón 
 who turned forty 
 but never knew what love was.  
 
 Unmarried water from the river 
 wed yourself to my grief.   
   
  



Translations of Antonio Gamero: Anthony Seidman 
 
Antonio Gamero (El Salvador, 1915-1947) created a literary explosion in 1943 when he 
published his collection TNT.  Salvadoran letters were considered to reside in the 
boondocks of Latin America.  With one fell swoop, he introduced a vocabulary that 
alluded to the then current World War, violence, eroticism, Surrealism, and other poetic 
movements making a ruckus around the globe.  The poem “Searching for Your Saliva” 
was particularly wild and free, and it surely caused many to faint, or to at least commence 
agitating their fans.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
  
 
 


