
Ballad of a Rock  

after Lorca 
 

The rock was not afraid of the spider. 

Nestled in the garden, in the shade of the plum tree, 

the rock was not afraid of the spider, or the earthworm, or the skeleton of a cat. 

The rock was not afraid being thrown by an idiot or crushed by a machine. 

Nestled in the garden, in the shade of the plum tree, 

the rock was afraid  

of something else 

 

The rock was not afraid of paper 

Absorbed in the pulse of its own oddball beat,  

the rock was not afraid of paper or scissors or broken glass 

The rock was not afraid of heights or darkness or the number thirteen 

Absorbed in the pulse its own oddball beat 

the rock was afraid 

of something else 

 

The rock was not afraid of the rock 

Migrating slowly through the strata of soil 

the rock was not afraid of itself or of other rocks 

The rock was not afraid of the gargoyle or the asteroid or the grain of sand 

The rock was not afraid of existence or nonexistence  

The rock was not afraid of the blue screen of death 

Migrating slowly through the strata of soil 

the rock was afraid 

of something else 

 

The rock did not appear to be anxious or paranoid or jittery in any way 

The rock was not afraid of fear itself 

Thee rock was not afraid of complacency or intimacy or surrealistic poetry or 

international conspiracies 

The rock was not afraid of being misquoted on nationwide TV or of the contents of 

canisters corroding at the bottom of the sea 

The rock was not afraid of erosion or extinction or shovels or guns 

Nestled in the garden, in the shade of the plum tree, 

Absorbed in the pulse of its own oddball beat,  

Migrating slowly through the strata of soil 

the rock was afraid 

of something else 
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