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I went to the coast when the pandemic was receding and I had a Walcott kind of thought. It 
looks like the wave is the thing that breaks, but the thing that breaks is the ocean. They showed a 
documentary about his life, the man sitting there to watch the dusk with his abundance of being, 
his Greek vision of the Caribbean, his friendship with Brodsky. He looked like a God seated at 
Olympus, or a Joyce, or a millionaire facing a screen in a cinema, or a cat in a box or …

Cyclops, were you asking my illustrious name? My name is Nobody.

My beach was a phantom from the socialist world, a place in ruins, its cabanas and bathrooms 
filled with graffiti and propaganda … Facilities, the Americans call these things, facilities.

Virgil, were you asking my name? My name is nothing.

I sat down on the sharp rocks there … I’ve never met a single Greek … 

Nobody I will eat last among his comrades, and the others first.

On the horizon, the cloud of dust from the Sahara, full of tiny bugs and bacteria.

Your name Ulysses, Odysseus, your name Walcott, your name Nobody. Your name abandoned 
location, your name dust when the wind passed by, body when love passed by, your name clock 
in a pawnshop, your name enclosed interior of a case, your name countdown, your name letter 
opener in a mahogany drawer, your name water before the sun touches it.

Alcides, are you asking your name? Your name is Nobody.


