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May Our Right Hands Lose Their Cunning
Denise Levertov
Smart bombs replace
dumb bombs.  ‘Now we can aim

straight into someone’s kitchen.’

Hard rice

sprays out of the cooking pot

straight into the deleicate jelly of eyes.

Invisible pellets,

pointed blobs of mist,


bite through smooth pale-brown skin


into perfect bodies,





chewing them into bloody mincemeat.

This is smart.


There is

a dumb fellow, a mongoloid,

40 years old, who being cherished,

learned recently to read and write,

and now has written apoem.


“Summer in the West when


  everything is quiet


And clear, with everything


  beautiful and green,


With wild flowers of all colors,


  and a small water creek,

And a beautiful blue sky.  And


the trees,’ he wrote,

forming the letters carefully, his tongue

protruding, ‘are very still.


And sometimes a small breeze.’

He has been cherished,

slowly learned 

what many learn fast, and go on

to other knowledge.  He

knows nothing of man’s devices,


may die without discovering that

he’s dumb, and they

are smart, the killers.

And the uncherished idiots,

tied in cots, smelling

of shit—


exquisite dumbness,

guaranteed not to know,

ever, how smart

a man can be,


homo faber of laser beams, of

quaintly-named, flesh-directed, utterly ingenious 

mutilating spit-balls,


yes,

the smartest boys, obedient to all the rules, who never

aimed any flying objects across the classroom,

now are busy with finely calibrated equipment

fashioning spit-balls with needles in them,

that fly at the speed of light multipled 

around corners and into tunnels to arrive

directly at the dumb perfection of living targets,

icily into warm wholeness to fragment it.

We who


know this

tremble

at our own comprehension.

Are we infected,

viciously, being smart enough

to write down these matters,


scribes of the unspeakable?

We pray to retain

soemthing round, blunt, soft, slow,

dull in us,

not to sharpen, not to be smart.
