
Panels after Hieronymus Bosch 
 
Hell 
 
Higgins The Shoe lived in a pen 
The spike in his eye was his only friend, 
His meals were burrs and plates of glowing coals 
He was burning in hell for selling his soul 
 
In the lake of fire right behind, 
The mandrakes scream and homocides cry; 
They roll through tubes of lava 
Hotter than hell, or its model Sonora 
 
Many a cry rings from the sepulchres 
They prayed to false idols and replicas; 
They’re flogged by demons with crowbars and whips 
Or burnt with pokers, or stabbed in the hips 
 
In the Lake of Fire the Enemy cries 
His wings are seared, he burns alive 
The magma jumps up into his ears 
The Devil cries a devil’s tears 
 
Falling, they burst as phosphorous, 
A casket of fumes odoriferous, 
That poisons the eyes and chills the ears 
Abandon all hope ye who’ve entered here 
 
For now you dwell in the region of pain 
Where an acre of fire is your demesne 
Sliced in pieces, or crammed in the wall, 
Dim is the air and the cavern tall. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



The Earthly Garden  
 
Wind strokes the fronds of the palm trees 
Rain cools the night, the birds and bees; 
Rainbows leap from a far-off mist 
In this zone of eternal bliss 
 
Animals run from the knolls to the rills 
Festal fires rise from every hill; 
Clear water burbles in the fountain of lime 
Whence water runs coolly, as smooth as time 
 
For the meadows brim with fruits and nuts 
Which the happy denizens peel in their huts 
Adorned with simple pleasures: a bed and a frame 
And musical notes for each person’s name 
 
Merry laughter crackles at night 
When children go out to fly their kites 
And the sky is rich with stars 
And aurora borealis with emerald bars 
 
Fireworks launch from the sea to the sky 
Unlit by man they dazzle the eye 
Bursting blue, shedding liquid light 
Bursting open, yet giving sight 
 
Quiet is the night, and the winds of Fall 
Echoing through the abandoned hall; 
They are out in the field, stacking hay, 
Or hunting for mushrooms, or painting the bay. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Paradise 
 
Playing lyres or fingering the harp 
Lounging on clouds blown by Sarp, 
Airy discourses on water and light 
Heaven reflected in every sight 
 
Look out below the waters gin 
Hear in heaven the celestial din 
Of water-rings circling from peak to peak 
Charged white and foaming while we sleep 
 
Where it is always night and ever day 
Music touches the clouds as they play 
Over the watery uncreated land 
That marvelous waste like an empty hand 
 
Help us Lord, we’ve lost our place. 
“Where you come there is no sense 
Only a formless form of matter entwined 
Bursting through each moment in uncreated time 
 
“I gave you the aspect of your bodies 
Though they are substantial as air... 
Heaven is shoddy, 
But it’s also fair...” 
 
“Everywhere you go you sing in my voice 
Enter the temple of time — Read Joyce; 
There is nowhere to go, and everyone to see 
Feel with your heart the heaven tree.” 
 


