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as everything becomes personal again


she tamed the beasts as a reverse flight.


I resist taking into account


my position as an absolute object


almost fabulous


almost a closed shell


almost ideal.


I float in the monotony of my pure idea in


timeless dust’s innocence.


my uncertainty as my endless insomnia


are almost legal sisific connotations.


I resist as the absolute object


in my expressive value.


she tamed the beasts with excessive gentleness


and love









the translations from Romanian into German by:


Chava Karin Roth


Zu den Erbhöfen 53


42287 Wuppertal









I dedicate this book with absolute total love to my


mother Viorica Bernath for her 87 birthday


on 30 of December 2020.


she is my most eternal and steady everything


the last positive smart and lucid Mohican


of this two centuries
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Punk oral


please kill me!


I want to be your horse!


and she was.


I wanna be your dog


prologue:


the mood was changing


hippies would dance to everything at


the getting-out-of-jail party


Iggy was pissed off.


he didn't have any veins left....


show time!


I wanna be your dog


get out! they shouted


he's going to die, blah, blah, blah.


please kill me!


I should never open that dor!


I want to be a matador


he is a pig my pig.


with sort legs and happy


they were the dead boys and sang


a natzi song


oh great, just what we always wanted.


today your love/ tomorrow just another junkie,


look!... pretty pretty presents!


we thought the swastikas necklaces were stupid


and the crosses lame


and that plastic-not-smiley faces that become the


70'ties,


cool.


we were so


loving/fighting each other.


please kill me!


she was my pig she was a he.


she was coming out.


watch out, punk is coming


punk is gone.


I wanna be your horse your dog your pig


to walk on the wilde side.


vicious.


I should have never open that door.
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I shut up my happiness


not to upset the unhappy.


I follow in the footsteps of my silences


as a moon that's crocheting dreams without me


for my dreams like wolves


are howling!


you say:


I see you


and if I don't happen piece of your flesh


-I am leaving.


(are you planning me?)


awake from you I declare:


spring wind on fresh heart slices


desert:


crazy sex.


you say: when I love you, look at me!


I answer: you bore me to death


and the wolves bite my shadow.


I hear


this awfully finite time


passing like a wagon full of graveyard earth.


the wheels leave traces


scatter souls-food


to the dead of boredom.


I will draw you crucified


punished for the debauchery of liesmemories with drawers.


the monotonous sex


became unusable - old-fashioned fuel.


conclusions:


we cut into live flesh.


the pride dominates. or the feeling of self-preservation.


the love’s short documentary = a poor quality


film.


for we cut.


cut into live flesh


and it doesn't show how much it hurts.


I shut up my happiness


not to upset the unhappy.


rape is viewed with condescension.
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I undress my soul


throwing myself naked


into the bidimensional


impersonal


hidden in the anonymity of the unscripted words


on paper.


but alas


I'm lying


I crumpled the paper for the fear of feelings.


I shirk my responsibility by poetic license


and with the index finger of my right hand


I walk on the phone


feeling alive


as I touch you all along from the sterno-cleido-mastoidian





slowly reaching the organ of Chopin Nocturnalobscene.





but what counts is the imagination coordinated by


a kind of an artistic madness


my lust for life


and the sensuality on the two dimensions of my


old Samsung.


these aplatonic loves


break you


into broken-hearted limbs


to the point you live all the prejudice right behind


your fear of being forgotten


lurking like a bird of prey


with your heart in hand.


with my head on our imaginary pillow


and my nose stuck to the wall


I say: I'm not alone.


and I close the window, so the wind of spring will


not send the twittering birds' lice


into my room.
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from cholera times


she decided to go out.


she undressed from her own old self


changing the coating with a thicker skin


borrowed from some neighbors from an


insensitive neighborhood.


and barely managed


to get inside that fancy cosmetic outsidetotal


 character mismatch.


also for this exit, she told herself she needed to


stick a new cheek on her face


and ordered one on the net


because it was in shades of a dreamless dream


-a real bargain-


taken in consideration


that


dreams were banished from trade


as contaminants of hope (an incurable disease of


vinyl).


she thought


that the plasticity of her visage wouldn't be


noticed anyway


nobody was approaching any soul


the contact being prohibited.


and in general, humanity being illegal


nothing will come out from her adventure


she will just go out and that is that.
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