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The smile of the evening


rusts inside a dead pool of worry.


The millions of lights turn into


somebody’s great moon of happening.


I gotta go now –


to see a clean department –


Hell, arrived on a Monday brought back by


tears in-vain, yeah. Solitary comfort of a beautiful mind.


Against hollow heads of penetrating smell


my soul drives to the bounds


of the wide land


of fever


& timeless fascination for the rooms


of imagination in the dress of


fortunate buildings of


thought & mindless distress for the goverment pictures


of reality in front of a disguised brothel or backyard


where heaven meets the souls of resurrection &


the big fancy godhead of wisdom.


Certainty.


(„_“)


Do you speak of your mind, like a


strange, irritated soldier in the war


between the product & the ways behind


it, travelled by a rich fountain of a


consuming material eye?


Ghost confronts us w/ future.


Mind confronts us w/ our luck that we have


when we turn back the pages from the vanity of


the lords, they who are among us do not dance.


Farther they disturb our romatic chances


in the middle of the theatre where we used


to play & send our artistic arrows to the


world of sensation. The word is falling, fences


& names complete it:


This requires the heraldic sense


of the myth that we’ve drawn inside


the ridiculous time of having had nothing


to do.


What is time?


-endless game.


A movement to the pulse


of the right & ruling


planets of


willful tribulation


& characteristic benefit.


What does it mean to be


a poet?


The silence of the year


crawls upon the meadow


of my heart.


W/ a wink everything is done.


You drink my wine & you enjoy my tears.


Maybe you put a smile upon


my face while I fight w/ joy


to explain what my heart thinks.


But there’s never but only one point


that leads to the climax of


my unwound verse.


You have to see it through!


You have to join words unspoken.


Before you get it all together,


all a-new.


Triangle of madness,


air-burning flames


of temperament.


So you strive


for the gloom of


another god/bliss


of yearning eyes


or consisting hearts


of power.


He’s among the crowd you’re


in w\ &


sells freedom


to the eyes


of the


night, perhaps you’ll see him


walking down the tormented halls


of FATE!!


THE SUN, A FOLLOWER


Somebody tells me that he lives


in secret & asks for the


truth only those who


are restless


bewitched


by the


nature


of love


&


its


belongings.


This clarity----


Overcoming of the filth


Return to the base


& the sacrificial offering of the swamps, cool


& still in the reliable chaotic


prayer of the dawn.


(Do you hear me calling you?)


The new contradiction is FORM


serving a lucky trial


after natural ball


or good mood beside the


magic steps of GOING


ON W/ THE


WORRIED


WATER OF TRUTH..


You got any interesting touch


of the hot compromising run.
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