
 

AFTER THE ARREST OF RADOVAN KARADZIC 
 
 Justice, justice you shall pursue.  

 
 
This is an animal poem, 
feral & hungry & desperate for meat. 
 
This is a poem that says without blinking:  
I want him dead. 
 
Then hesitates. 
 
This is a poem with too many thes... 
the man holding the rifle 
the man dead in the field 
the barricades 
the clubs 
the artillery 
the rows of wooden crosses. 
 
This poem wants to sue for damages. 
 
It is a bare-breasted poem, blind  
& unmoved by bitter desire. 
 
It may yet do what is right.  
 
This poem almost went nameless, 
but wanted the satisfaction that comes 
from specificity – 
 
which man was holding the gun,  
which man was not. 
 
This is an orderly poem, begun 
somewhere in the middle – 
 
and ending there. 
 
This is a poem with presumption. 
 
It is a poem that over-identifies  
with its subject: 
 
a young man burned alive inside his church— 
 
and a poem that knows there are 
two sides to every one. 
 
This is a bleeding-heart liberal poem – 
believing, as it does, in principle  
& the rule of law. 



 

 
This is a contrary poem. 
 
When told that the Jewish mystics  
believe evil holds the world in balance,  
 
that without it, humans would float bodiless  
like vapor on the wind,  
 
it counters: so what. 
 
That’s just letting God off the hook 
and finding excuses for the rest of us. 
 
It is an eye for an eye poem. 
 
This poem holds sin in the palm of its hand. 
  
It would keen and weep, but is dry  
as chalk. 
 
This is an arithmetic poem: 
2 lovers, one casket. 
 
This is a cultured poem.  
 
It has read Adorno and Reznikoff,  
but is beholden to neither. 
 
This is a poem without final verdict: 
 
What is mercy? What is pity? 
 
It is a shameless poem – living, as it does,  
off the what & the why  
 
& the who-is-to-blame. 
 
This is a useless poem. 
 
It will do nothing in its short life, 
like a penny that collects in the bottom 
of things.  
 
This is a poem that bites the hand. 
 
It thrills to throw the first jagged stone. 
 
Tomorrow this poem  
may be a graying matron in worn dress 
tending her tomato plants. 
 
 



 

Or a ransom note or petty thief 
or hard-hearted bitch. 
 
This poem may turn Judas and forget 
to act nice. 
 
It wants to whisper evil 
over  
 and over 
  and over  
into your ear. 
 
This poem will not be silent. 
 


