
Camus’ Stranger

The priest, trying to give solace 

To Camus’ stranger, says he 

Must believe in an afterlife. 

And when the free‐floating  

Murderer says nothing, sure 

That nothing matters, the priest 

Incredibly, wants to kiss him.

How does it end, we don’t know. 

The prisoner accepts the Guillotine: 

The blade is sharp no matter when 

It comes slicing down. The prisoner 

Reflects, “And what difference could 

It make if, after being charged with 

Murder, he were executed because 

He didn’t weep at his mother’s funeral?”

Of the priest he says, “Couldn’t he grasp 

What I meant by that dark wind blowing 

From my future?” For the First time the 

Stranger lays his heart open to the  

“Benign indifference of the universe.”

All he asks is that, “On the day of my execution,  

There should be a huge crowd of spectators 

And that they should greet me with howls of  

Execrations.” Justice becomes political 

Assassination. Murder is Murder. Da Vinci 

Says It best, “it is an Infinitely atrocious act  

To take away the life of a man.”

But this man, this strange man. 

How he lingers at the edge of  

What it means to be human, 

How he smells and thinks and 

Loves. How Intriguing he is, and 

How Glad we are that he lived.
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