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to the people that inspire me









there is not then


for half of a lifetime


we learn to


built a mask,


to mind feelings


not accepted


but to feel


is not a good bad thing


getting back to be true


not to be irritated


not to feel ashamed


and then to feel ashamed


but not to feel bad


about being ashamed


but to feel bad


and feel good about it


and not always being good


when someone asks you


how you feel


the storm abates


but we barely speak


the blood we´ve bled


leaves a picture in every street


where new strangeness begins


we weep and sceam


while birds keep singing


and the moon expands to full


i can hear your blood in my veins


you can taste my pulse on your tongue


and we kiss


i killed the characters


into which i have hatched


a fitting mask for every matter


now it matters to be me


feeling love got me restless


it´s just there


in it´s excistence


i learn to swim


direction was to the ground


the buoyancy is low


seem to merge with the sea


no breathtaking


then faint to dream


and the darkness inside me


is endless down there


realizing pain


the light breaks the surface


and the water breaks the light


you watch them dancing


each to the other


belongs but stays on his side


letting them tears dry


i did not let them die


this solitude is a place you don´t know


you closed the room


to loose the key


and much later opening it again


being sad about empty files,


only windows to the sea


first date felt like a movie


and you couldn´t take me home with the walls too thin


so we walked my way kissing on every red light


I said hold my hand a thousand times again like in that night


your face I painted on repeat, you threw me all the stones, I


did build a house and settled in


so each of your stones makes me feel vulnerable home


while you don´t believe I really wanted us to be


I ran into your bold ego


it was leaning at the door


of your insecurity


too confident to feel empathy


it was chewing the


cheesy mistakes you did


with an expression of contempt


it spewed out sentences


which I disliked


and I wondered


why you let it rule


the polity of this door


knows no other call


than presumption


a blurry image you capture


and it says nothing


it only talks to the one


with a face so true


know we belong


don´t forget to change the film


before you go to sleep


talking your fear


with a tongue you do


seen the moon


playing chess


the rook walking the square


all in blue


and I´m afraid too


all the mystery


that surrounds us
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