

[image: cover]




This collection contains Lorenz Filius‘ previous published poetry works


Dialogue With A Rose


In Between My Blues and Blue


Winter Time Philosophies


From Silence To Philosophy


-




Life is not romantic, is it? Well, indeed there are thousands of reasons that obviously support this statement. And yet, there’s something in us that makes us laugh and cry, something that simply moves us now and then without an evidence of reason. Our moods are often ruled by real life and sometimes just by that, what is inside of us – the deepest soul. That is what I call the origin of romanticism. Our soul contains all the hope, love and views that seem to have got lost since mankind’s arrival on earth. But it’s still there – we only need to believe.
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Game of life


Children play the game of life,


serious is what they do,


logic every word they say,


and their truth is really true.


Adults think their kids are neat,


and ideas they laugh about


entertain but cannot rule,


even if it makes them proud.


But this dignity is odd


as a mixture in disguise;


parents often take for fun


what’s supposed to be so wise.


And the questions they are asked,


written in a little face,


are responded behind masks:


game of life becomes a maze.




Love is just a ware


Love is just a ware,


to love, is hard to dare;


available or taken,


the free ones do not care.


Bound and free again,


each hand picks up a man;


and if he’s in the middle,


he does what women can.


Marriage makes glad,


‘for ages married’ sad;


and in between, just waiting,


the children’s newest dad.


How priceless is a kiss


if lips and eyes dismiss?


To brag about your dating,


a need that love can’t miss.




Voyage of hope


A child’s imaginations let


warm up the freezing in its bed;


a ship is waiting in the night,


tomorrow’s land is out of sight.


The darkness cold, no final kiss,


the eyes are closed and hope for bliss;


but not to fall asleep too soon,


the ship would fade without a boon.


The boat invites the little child,


it feels protection, which is mild,


the day before, a foreign land,


with cries and questions that were damned.


The destination is not clear


but far away from daily fear;


it never joins the fairy tales


because the tiredness prevails.


Then hope will carry home the truth


through minutes that have tried to soothe;


and when the next day will have gone,


the journey will be going on.




Clock of life


The dial of the clock of life


counts days like seconds of our time;


a lack of present, very rife,


somewhere a past that isn’t mine.


Experiences of the past,


a piece of time and nothing more;


if filled or empty, they will last


as memories we’re living for.


As timeless as they are, they race


ahead and ride on clock-hand’s tip;


picks up the seconds from their place,


each one, successor’s early pip.


Time flies, but yet there is enough


to see throughout the memories


that ‘why we cry or why we laugh’


is a result of past’s release.




The last dove


Once I found a little dove,


hidden in a small recess,


liked to throw it high above


all emotions of distress.


But it said to me: Don’t dare,


I’m the last one of my kind,


and I have to be aware


that the black birds always mind.


You, who own the purest white,


could reflect the smallest hope,


reinforce the rest of light


that a black bird cannot cope.


Yes, I know, but what if not;


if I lose the final game,


then the world will start to rot,


and my white won’t be the same.


It has rotten all the way,


there is nothing you could lose,


but your white will just decay


if you fear for polished shoes.


And the dove released its wings,


left a feather as a pawn,


and the bravest of all kings


kept on fighting until dawn.




Beached


A seagull sings a gloomy tune,


a silent death behind the dune,


a tortured cry that dies onshore,


that’s one of nature’s biggest sore.
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