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Props

in my room of
2x4 from stolen bridges old stuff i gathered up: centenary
bowls

jugs combers ancient painted and carved pots
clocksinkpots mortars

 


pestles cowbells skewerswere all aligned in
my collection and of course my favorite books that

at every move i carefully packed

 


in my own disorder logically elaborated i
could not stand another’s meddling

i sent away the girl who diligently

 


and in good faith tended the house then in
the sluggish trap of silence

i kept waiting for something that i have
never been

 


able to give a name to i just fluttered
above its waves

the seashell’s intuition whispers


 



Ruined City

Where’s the city in which i came across that
day in January

stranger in the labyrinth of identical
pathways

 


i seek names of streets

 


highways that once stuck to my feet: Bod
Péter, Damjanich, Kosztolányi, erkel, Martinovics,

Gyulai, Kossuth, Móricz, Csokonai,

 


Katona,
Mikes, Kisfaludy, Mikszáth, tinódi, Berzsenyi, eötvös, szigligeti,
Kölcsey, Fadrusz, Deák, Balassi – they vanished from under our feet

in the corners new street names

 


succede through the flaccid city no longer
mine

 


on Csoma sándor’s statue dishevelled
turtle-doves plume and shit there

alas, they put the white on his eye

 


they blind the immortal standing eternally
at attention hey, hey

swallows and Balkan turtle-doves in the

 


central market

 


in the lustreless luxor

 


in parks in new buildings and abandoned

 


homes they build their nests cuckoo, go away
and search for

your home homeless in two homelands

 


 


once this city was mine for i was born
here

it was wonderful and untainted

 


i remember

 


you should remember as well to be
forgiven

for only this way

 


the
kingdom, the power and the glory will be ours –



 Behind the Scenes

words that nobody utters: he is an orphan
l

like any coloured vapour he dissipates

into the tilted sky or loses himself in the
world

letter on a rattling goods train:

smooth graze in the man’s history

lost vestige: is it truth or ample

extension of imagination?

 


crumbled face among worn-out decorations

stranger: itching, with the litheness of
death

he searches for his own life

and if he doesn’t find it

as an orphan with parents alive

he dresses himself with somebody else’s

 


eternal is only the place in which we cannot
hide

everything that can be lived: is death

did the clock needle stop? or is the world
spinning with it?




Stigma

so everything would have been different,

had i not seen him amongst white robes

the old man with his foaming mouth

and that stain of blood

on the
operating table –

i shudder.

i am ashamed, but what can i do?

i feel the burn within me

its whole heat in this blood stain

the old
man has left –

laying here under the scalpel blade for an
eternity

it’s
over, everything’s right – you say

i can stand up

 


i can even walk, but that stain

burned me to the bone.

i will carry this stigma forever.




Still life

smells

light slipping through the curtain

the divine temptation’s nakedness

 


from the lock the fallen key

the panted ticking of the hour

coffee cups glasses butts

 


the shape of the head on the pillow

the sheet: an old hag’s grin

 


and the one sitting

on the edge of the bed

is not
you –



 Everything is a Stage

sayings rot and fall apart

the
mechanism of words in a symbolic manner –

such as illuminated signs

of a metropolitan night

glitter:
answers – questions

 


what i really say is my message

or just
words of my role they are –

i am the role as i play myself
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