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“Poetry, the skill of the thinker who knows no


limits in his word formation.”


—Sebastian Moritz




Poetry




	Good things that wouldn’t be


	Imagined realms


	Hardly any light in sight


	Palace of thought


	Soul lakes in black


	Bedded dreams


	Passage into another world


	Sadness within me alone


	Lights of my world


	Rain of stars


	Four seasons pass


	Heather


	All the sky lights


	The world full bloomed


	All bright colors


	Moons that rise and suns that set


	The sun and the sea


	Dancing between the days


	Love bed


	Invisible barrier


	Beauty alone is not


	My desire


	Steadfast love


	A summer night


	Alone, alone


	By your side


	Nobody’s night


	What the right is not


	Shadow blossoms star telling


	Nobody’s time


	The white river


	Rest in the silence


	Got distance in my head


	A pearl of the world


	The wet stone


	Soft iron heart


	Milling mills


	All lights out


	Old worry songs


	The thick tuba


	Violins his singing


	Without words


	Notepads


	Pen stroke


	Gray world


	Unforgettable figures


	The World around me


	A thousand new tears


	Heart burns like fire


	Heavenly cave sounds


	In far distance


	Shine of the world


	The silence of the music


	Faces of the day


	I don’t dream a lot


	Remaining


	Starry sky beds


	Life


	My ghost


	People just like us


	Past and oblivion


	Look into the distance


	The knowledge of the quiet


	I foresee


	White doves


	To all glory


	Sands of time


	The time how it passed


	Train of time


	New Years


	Heaven’s blessing


	I listen to sing


	Chirping hearts


	Golden moon


	The chaff goes away


	Shellless thought games
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