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Names in time

 

I tried to form your name

By combining the sound of cicadas

And those of grasshoppers during summer

But the effort jumped outside of the thorns

And got stuck in a tree

 

I had forgotten

That once I had recorded your name

In the creases of the trunk

But the wind reminded me of it while playing

The gramophone that I hadn't noticed

 

The quality had degraded during the years

Influenced by the noise of the leaves

The essence, though, had remained the same

As then, when for the first time

you told me your name

 

I saw you one day - you were looking for my name

so I decided to come

and write it here


 

Engraved in the silence

 

A drop fell on a piece of white cardboard

Then evaporated - and the cardboard remained white

 

Was it a tear drop - leaving behind the saltness?

Was it a drop of perfume - leaving behind its fragrance?

Or maybe in a hot desert where it hadn't rained for a year

It brought a taste of freshness?

 

Still a memory remained

Even though the poet's words

Were not written with ink

For sometimes the silence is engraved in the light

And sometimes the words are engraved in that silence


 

Coins of time

 

Filling the baskets with coins made of reed

I pay for the game with the water of the flowing river

Fish with astonished open eyes do not understand

That I am fishing the leaves of the trees

 

The trees or their shadow is the big clock hand?

Is the sun an electronic clock or not?

The marks for hours and minutes are missing -

For every second another leaf in the water

 

On the mosaic clock of yellow and red leaves

The hands are stuck in the middle of an empty basket

The wind will blow and take all the leaves away

For every second a coin made of reed


 

Shoe romanticism

 

Seven knocks on a boot

Opened the door of a lace

"Leave a little space there for me!"

 

Frozen over the engravings on the shoe

The crystals saw the snow fall

Over the warmth of a sock

 

The embroidery on it gave the hand to the engravings

So that they could stay together (covered with laces)

In the morning after a winter night...


 

The Visual Non-Visuals

 

I will close my eyes to see the non-visuals

And hide with open eyes to confuse those who can see

I will write with paper on a piece of ink

Which the rain will take and write into the clouds

 

I will close the clouds into another window

I will open the window on another cloud

See the sky through it, let the sun shine through

Close the eyes to the visuals, but not the visuals to eyes


 

Colorful musical eyes

 

"Good morning"

I said to the musical eyes

But they looked towards some other place

And I didn't hear their music

 

In this little crowded place of rhythms

Notes play in colored eyes

Going wherever their interest is

But I didn't see their color

 

My eyes looked through colored interests

The same things as everybody -

"Good morning" the music said to me

And I looked at it with colored eyes


 

As the sunflower

 

If you'd cut the petals of the sunflower

That you have put on the table in your office

Would the distance that they would form

Be as much as the distance of a few meters

Between us, when we get out of the station

Or as much as the distance between the train cars

(we never enter into the same one)

Or as much as the distance between our offices?

 

When outside it's cloudy and it's raining

Do your sun-colored hair

Make the sunflower

Turn towards you?

 

* * *

 

I've heard them say

That the distance between two people

Before becoming friends

Is just a simple greeting

 

But, in this case, I wonder

If I would drop petals

In the distance of zero words

In the distance between the train cars

In the distance between the offices

In the distance between us

Would you turn towards me

As the sunflower?


 

I gave my hand

 

I gave my hand to an iron handle

of an old door

but that was cold

 

I gave my hand to a warm sleeve

of a blouse made of wool

hanging on a wire

but that was empty

 

I gave my hand to a bracelet

in the vitrine of a shop

but it asked for money to pay for it

 

I gave my hand to a glove

I gave my hand to a drawer

...

but the answers weren't any different

 

I talked to you about my struggle

and asked of you simply

to give me your hand...

 


 

The slavery of men

 

I saw it giving orders

In the field of battle

The slavery of men -

Paying for both sides

Rooting for both sides

And for neither fighting

Whether it was a war

Protest, revolution

One group or another

People or the government

When they called for 'freedom'

And they called for 'righteousness'

And many called for enslaving

The slavery of men

Putting it in a prison

For forever - or killing it

But then the result 

Being just a meeting

Coming out again 

Slaves of smiling slavery

 

- - - 

 

I saw it holding a speech

In front of a large crowd

The slavery of men - 

Paying for both sides

Rooting for both sides

And embracing neither

Whether it was left

Center or the right

Whatever color they had

All the different parties

When they called for a change

And for better days

Justice and fair laws

And the rights of men

Upheld by removing 

Their remaining slavery

Obviously a lie -

Having more of a burden

Paying back to slavery 

Principal and interest

 

- - - 

 

I then saw it featured

In the magazine of advancement

The slavery of men - 

Paying for research

Rooting for the sciences

Doing itself neither

Getting most of the benefits

A little for the masses

(Desiring to be alike

Asking for an autograph)

Calling for more money

Betting all they have 

On some complex scheme

Given all the logic

Hidden in the books

Paid by education

Controlled, too, by slavery

Of the finest minds

Sitting as the president

Of universities

 

- - - 

 

I saw it surrounded by many

Listening to it carefully

The slavery of men - 

Paying for education

Rooting for more learning

Itself emptying the mind

And calling that wisdom

Of the highest grade

Teaching in a soft voice

Teaching a loud message

Calling for more debate

For more understanding

And for no more fighting

Such as made with weapons

To accept the differences

And to help the needy

To accept the fate

Of this failing world

And in sleepy state

Forget all its lies

 

- - - 

 

I saw it in a large stage

(Probably a stadium)

The slavery of men - 

Paying for the poor

Rooting for the people

Itself caring for neither

Singing there for peace

Candles lit in memory

Of some fading time

Or some lost ideal

Calling for more debate

Calling for more money

Calling for a change

Calling for more freedom

The debate was the call

The money fully paid

The change (they thought) was there

The freedom in the call - 

Obviously, didn't notice

The slavery of men

 

- - - 

 

I saw it in a future

Two, or three, or many

The slavery of men - 

Of those reading a poem

And dreaming about change

Of some singer singing

In some university

All paid by a famous

Respected businessman

Fighting politician -

Of those reading a poem

Thinking by themselves

Thinking independently 

Looking for an answer

Amidst the anarchy -

And I tried to warn them

Slaves of simple poems

That in all those actions

It could still be hiding

The slavery of men

 

* * *

 

I saw it in a future

Forever lost, forgotten

The slavery of men -

And there was no war

And no politicians

No businessmen buying

Songs and education

Then had even changed

Minds and hearts of people

And there were no slaves -

Paradise they called it

And there were no differences

No more exploitation

Of one to another

Of one to the many

Of many to one -

I don't know the time -

I saw it in a future

Forever lost, forgotten

The slavery of men...


 

Unemployed Week

 

On Monday morning

I laugh at the world

On Monday evening

I laugh at myself

On Tuesday

I just do the reverse

On Wednesday

I ponder on the sense of it all

On Thursday

I cry...

 

But on Friday

I take pleasure

in all the little things

 

On Saturday

I rest

and drink from the water of life

 

Then finally, on Sunday

...I work!


 

Modern Poetry

 

Is this then what

they call modern

poetry - broken

lines continuing

thoughts left (somewhere)

 

hanging the future

balances of yet unseen

stanzas that start

tying disconnections -

untying connections

 

found perhaps in

moody (obscure)

scenes

details one is

supposed to know

 

these rather famous

people - Muji and

Halili

drinking milk! -

watching the latest

 

superhero movie

growing each second

stronger and stronger

themselves - "Zana

makes you strong"

 

you know it -

it is not even

arbitrary

time at 13:37

GMT+1

 

or the road

"Kreshnik 1"

unlabeled dust

flying and playing

timeless..

 

as stories I guess

native in content

foreign in meaning

vice-versa in depth

surfacing again

 

bubbles of styles

in meter with time

playing with rhyme

that one can design

and later combine

 

with deeper thoughts

of eastern winds:

"Who can ever find

The center of east and west

Ain't it everywhere?"

 

like here

...

yes there

...

no maybe

 

there is no such

place of

doors opened

with keys of wind

is there

 

enough of this

past, present 

future

"modernity"

I guess

 

the old is "ancient"

what once was

"modern"

that so will be

in future times

 

when one may look

the same and different

and change

all of it - or nothing

and call it "modern"

 

But I believe

that one can write

not bound by time

not bound by space

or anything

 

Yet there are bounds

of those that read

in time and space

and everything

till they find keys

 

Of timeless dust

Of timeless wind

For doors and places

That one has built

He hopes with care

 

But then who knows

If there are treasures

Or empty spaces

Of fragrance feelings

Or dancing thoughts

 

But I build keys

Of wind, of dust

Of paper, ink

Of electrons

Till they can open

 

A door, a place

A mind, a heart

And feel the fragrance

Of thoughtful feelings

Of timeless things

 

And call them "modern"

Or call them "ancient"

I do not care -

About material

Or about form

 

Or ornament 

And period style -

As they are keys

I'll call them keys

And only keys

 

And look for doors

For places, minds

For hearts and fragrances -

And match the feelings

Of timeless things -


 

Flower demining

 

once again through orders traveling in panic

I gave my hand to a word lost in the crowd

she saw my like a child in the midst of war

and we walked in a field full of false mines

 

we stopped on a hill under a blooming tree

and blew the flowers away as dandelions towards the field

we saw fireworks targeting the stars

falling back on the ground like seeds that do not grow

 

* * *

 

once again through words that walk slowly

I cleared the mines from the dandelion field

like a child I looked for a tree on the hilltop

that once, in time of war, had extended me its hand


 

Commander and winner

 

all soldiers have put a lock on their rifles

which no one can open, except for an old commander

who can't remember where he mistakenly has put the key

 

as the war game now has no meaning

all soldiers have gathered and kill plans with cards

and from uniform pieces build a fabric rifle

 

- - -

 

the commander found the key! - and war started again

this time for who could first open his rifle

based on the quality of the card on his hand

 

among the general confusion only one soldier

built a key from his card and opened the fabric rifle

and went back to his home a winner - and commander!


 

The Market of Earthenware

 

I am the maker of earthenware

It's a profession - or just a hobby

And it's confusing - who shall decide

me or the market - its real status

 

I learned by practice - went to no school

So, no support from academia -

No BSc-s - no MSc-s - no PhD-s

Yet, all of these - without diplomas

 

I saw much ugliness - and looked for beauty

I saw no thinking - philosophized

I saw much darkness - and looked for light

I saw greyscale - and painted colors

 

And worked and worked - until 'twas perfect

Until I thought that I was ready

Until I reached the goal I set

And time had come to make it public

 

So I reserved a market place -

And found a sea of earthenware

Sitting unused, sitting unbought

But I was not a bit discouraged

 

For I thought that somewhere, someone

Surely would look for things of beauty

Surely would like to look for depth

Surely would like the style and colors

 

But there were none - or very few

And I began to doubt statistics

Or blame poor marketing efforts

Or blame the plastics industry

 

The dust then covered through the months

All shapes, all colors, all designs

And there was ugliness - and no thinking

And there was darkness - and greyscale

 

But when I polished all my work

It brightly shone and made me happy

And made me sad it wasn't valued

And made me think what I could do

 

Therefore I thought it might be useful

An earthen monument to effort

As sculpture, art - or literature -

In one of the crossroads of the world

 

Not that there wasn't all the same

A sea of earthenware - not only

But iron, plastics - and what not

Filling up all important places

 

But I thought I should try - regardless

Of me doubting most statistics

Or the poor marketing effort

Or the blame on the plastics industry

 

So now it's sitting in some place

In some half-forgotten road - I guess -

Unless they moved it somewhere else -

One more monument to effort

 

And I am sitting in the market 

Of earthenware - but also others -

Some days in one - some days elsewhere -

And some days in half-forgotten roads -

 

And what to do - I fill the vases

With flowers - decorate the places -

They brightly shine and make me happy

They make me sad - and inspire my work

 

And what to do - I am still inspired

Even in these deserted places -

O traveler, if by chance you ever 

Come here and read this inscription...


 

The Return

 

I returned to that place of memories

Although, in truth, I had never left -

For that place had never left me -

And the colors had not faded

Neither had dust settled on furniture 

And how can one call it a memory

What is still real and present

And living?

 

But still I returned -

Back to that place of gentleness

Where the song of the water still went on

Under the orchestra of the poplar trees

And the sunflower turned towards my song

And the dandelion flower watered the grass

And the firefly lights danced in the night

As if welcoming me again

 

Though I had never left - 

Though I had traveled far -

And it may look like a contradiction

Or like a daydream of beautiful feelings

Of childhood days that are gone

With the paper airplane and the paper boat

To chase travels of grown ups

And a million other things to remember

 

Except this one thing -

This one true feeling that is here

Once more today - 

To tell you, the friend whom I've never met

And yet, that I knew all along so well,

That today I returned, though I never left,

To tell you -

To return


 

The Bouquet of Poems

 

We, who are still at our first session,

You, as the unaware model - and I

As the photographer of words,

Should both be a bit more patient

Till the inspiration studio

Processes the ideas - 

Till the main editor decides

The overall concept -

Till the emotion stylist

Decides on the makeup and dress -

Till the light director 

Decides on the mood and time - 

Together with all the support crew

And the various assistants - 

 

You know - and do not know - 

These people being present, and yet

You know - and do not know -

That it is only me here - 

 

I, the editor, and the stylist

The light director, and mood maker,

And self-assistant to my own art trade,

Have prepared the concept and the execution,

Have found the location and the dress

And the props, makeup and light - 

To make you a princess if I wish so,

To put a crown of jewels on you - 

Of an inestimable value -

Sitting on a throne of simplicity - 

Or make you poor, and dressed in rags

At the shore of a sea that bears your name

And the colors of your hair and eyes - 

 

But, we should be a little bit more patient - 

We, who are still at our first session -

Till we can break the ice - and rigidity,

Of this kinda random and by-chance relationship,

And you can be more natural when you smile - 

When you pose - yet, are unaware of posing - 

For I prefer it this way, natural and free - 

 

Yes, I say - we should be a little bit more patient - 

Till the product is satisfying - to be presented 

In a bouquet of photographs of words - 

For, one single flower, is only a flower -

And two, though technically a bouquet, 

Wouldn't make it so to me - or you -

 

But when there are at least three or four - 

Or ten - I will tell you - the unaware model -

So that you can keep it, and perhaps remember - 

On your wedding day - or when you'll cry in silence - 

Or when you grow old, and perhaps are lonely - 

And reflect back on these times, and perhaps smile -

When you are reminded of that photographer

Who took portraits of words for fun - 

And gave them as a gift to you 

In a bouquet of poems -


 

The Floral Motif

 

I, who wanted you so much

To come and visit my cafe,

Placed outside - as a special invitation

A bouquet of flowers for you - 

-

Having the same initials 

As the letters of your name,

In the language of feelings

They smiled at me - 

 

But you had not noticed it

Perhaps -

Or you didn't know the language

Perhaps -

-

And I looked at them with sadness -

At that simple arrangement of flowers

Inside the plain white porcelain vase

On that early autumn afternoon - 

 

Then the leaves had started to fall

Together with the rays of the sun

When I tried to write your name on the vase

With the remaining coffee in my cup - 

-

But oh, it didn't last long

And your name was quickly erased

By the rain of my tears 

Through the nostalgia of the days -

 

* * *

 

I, who wanted you so much

To come and visit my cafe,

Had changed the menu listings

In the language of numbers

-

And had changed the table numbers

In the language of dance steps - 

To match the initials of the flowers

To match the letters of your name

 

So that, if you came 

You would not miss it - 

The dance of the reflected sunlight

On the flower vases on the tables

-

So that, if you came

You would not miss it - 

The floral motif that, thus painted,

Matched my invitation

 

But you did not come 

Perhaps -

Or I was not there, then

Perhaps - 

-

Though I looked for you - everywhere -

And waited for you - patiently - 

Through the nostalgia of the days 

Enveloped by floral motifs -

 

* * *

 

I, who wanted you so much

To come and visit my cafe,

Looked for the flower motif -

I looked for my invitation 

-

I looked for it among books and songs

I looked for it among people

I looked for it among garden flowers - 

Libraries, and festivals, and nature

 

I asked the wind - 

Where had it sent the letter

I asked the fragrance - 

For people it had met

-

I asked the colors - 

What human eyes they saw

I asked the flowers - 

For children they had hugged

 

Flowers - as gentle, naive children 

Simply looked at me with wonder - 

The people? - they were busy - 

The libraries were silent -

-

But I that sent it - then -

Got it all back - inside me -

Through melancholic days 

Spent in arranging feelings - 

 

* * *

 

I, who wanted you so much

To come and visit my cafe,

Had almost lost the hope

That you would come - and meet me

-

And the flowers all dried up

The white vase became dirty -

But I washed it back again

I put inside new flowers

 

And painted on the white vase

The flower motif of my own name - 

And arranged the flowers randomly

To match the language of your heart - 

-

Random stranger - 

Passing by this floral cafe

Through melancholic days -

Through days full of nostalgia -

 

For I drank the coffee in silence

And drank the tea in tears -

I drank the water of the rain

I drank the smiles of words - 

-

I, who wanted you so much - so much 

To come and visit my cafe,

I who prepared for you - as a special invitation

This floral motif -


 

The museum of sweet holiday-work

 

The holidays are gone - 

And of the sweets nothing remains 

Except the wrappers that I collect - 

 

But each day to me is like a holiday 

Even when working - 

Each day New Year comes again 

And I celebrate it by myself 

The way I like it - 

 

I cut the wrappers in small pieces 

And make mosaics - 

Wrappers for my sweet thoughts 

In giant formats - 

 

Oh, but the wrappers are not enough - 

And I have to make them again and again - 

Each day is work, even if it is not 

Each day is a holiday, even if it is work - 

 

I make mosaics - 

Portraits of people 

Flowers and decorations 

Food and glasses of wine 

And desserts - 

 

As gifts - 

 

But I don't want to repeat myself 

For if I do, all that sweetness 

Turns to tears - 

 

"This museum is open 

Twenty four hours 

Each day of the year..." 

 

The museum of sweets - 

 

The museum of the perpetual New Year - 

 

The mosaics museum - 

 

The gallery of my sweet thoughts - 

 

I imagine posters 

And I write them sometimes 

But I can't compete with large businesses 

That sell sweets in wrappers that I only use 

For my mosaics - 

 

Over my posters they glue theirs, 

And so, almost nobody has the chance 

To look at mine 

 

I walk in the streets - 

During the holidays and after 

Through all the seasons 

 

And collect mosaic pieces 

From sweet wrappers and not only 

But also from nature and buildings 

Animals and plants 

Even pieces of posters 

That have been glued over mine - 

 

And with them I wrap my thoughts 

In mosaics - 

Such as this one - 

 

And give them as gifts 

To them who come to receive them - 

 

Like you -


 

The girl who lives by the river

 

The girl who lives by the river 

And who loves the flowers so much 

Paints with the colors of the atmosphere 

Which drip on the river and travel - 

As bottled messages through the seas 

And through the evaporated water 

That forms clouds, and rain, or snow - 

That falls on houses and trees and grass 

That falls on the water and the land - 

That falls on this man who lives by the sea - 

Who recognizes and reads the messages 

In the colors of the atmosphere 

Through rainbows, sunrises and sunsets 

Or the dew of the early morning 

On the sleepy flowers - 

Those messages have traveled so far - 

Bottled in a drop of water 

Or frozen in a crystal of snow 

To reach this painter of words - 

Who loves those paintings of light 

The messages in petals of flowers 

That do not even need translation - 

Except by the heart - 

For this must be something universal 

A universal feeling 

A universal travel - 

For, as he paints with words 

They drip on the sea and they travel - 

As flowers and petals and colors - 

And they reach her again - as poems - 

The girl who lives by the river 

Who paints with the colors of the atmosphere 

And who loves the flowers so much -


 

Dah DiDaDah Dit Dit Dah

 

It could indeed be the case that I have failed 

To properly communicate with you 

In the language of the humans of this land 

Human bird - 

 

For, I admit, I'm not very good at verbal communication 

And the things that I wanted to say 

Were written in a different language 

Though international - 

 

But it's not just content that is problematic 

It is the style - perhaps - it's the approach 

It's everything around it 

And talking to a human bird is not that easy - 

 

* * * 

 

Chirp-chirp, tweet-tweet - 

I should communicate 

In a more bird-like manner - 

Using a language that humans have invented - 

 

Not extremely loud, potentially visual 

Not extreme in movements - 

Only two being sufficient: 

A short tap - a slightly longer drag - 

 

One they should teach in school - 

Lowercase A, uppercase A - DiDah 

Lowercase B, uppercase B - DaDiDiDit 

Lowercase C, uppercase C - DaDiDaDit 

 

* * * 

 

Well, they might just teach it to the human birds 

That have a future at inspiring 

Writers - who will find them interesting 

And who will try to communicate somehow - 

 

Like I do - still not giving up 

Or just trying to be playful 

Or just assessing your knowledge 

To find out if you're indeed a human bird - 

 

* * * 

 

DiDaDaDit DaDaDah Dit Dah - 

My 'secret identity' looks like a song 

Though they use it without melody - normally 

Just like this poem - 

 

But I 'sing' it silently - in a visual manner 

I 'play' it discreetly - by small movements 

Hoping you will at least understand 

That a message is being sent to you - 

 

Though it may not be in 'your language' 

Or you may not know already how to decode it - 

You could still spend the holidays solving this puzzle 

If you love puzzles that is, and have nothing else to do - 

 

* * * 

 

Then, if you solve it, and you like it 

Come and tell me, human bird - 

Come and sing it, come and tweet it 

Come and say it - 

 

Say 

 

Di-Di-Di-Dit 

Dit 

Di-Da-Di-Dit 

Di-Da-Di-Dit 

Da-Da-Dah 

 

And I will understand -


 

Smelling like the sea

 

I draw -

Lines -

Blue lines -

An attempt 

To a somewhat abstract

Representation 

Of the sea -

 

I write -

A message -

 

= = =

 

If you take store-bought sea salt

And add it to water

And then add a few drops

Of the solution

To the paper

 

Will it smell

Like the sea?

 

= = =


 

The rose of the essence

 

If you focus on the description of the rose

Winter may come, and the real rose be no more

 

If you are worried that winter came - and the rose is no more

Spring may come, and you may miss the blooming rose

 

If you focus too much on the real rose, then 

You may miss the rose of the essence -

 

In all the seasons -


 

The name of the sea

 

I call your name

..and so I start to travel

 

I look in your eyes 

..and they speak of the sea

 

I caress your hair

..and I walk along exotic beaches

 

I see you smile

..and I can feel the sun shine

 

I see you walk - as though you dance

..and I feel the breeze of adventure

 

I hear you talk

..and I dive into the depths of the ocean

 

until finally I return

 

and then in your embrace

I find a safe harbor -

 

till I can start fresh all over again

    

by simply calling your name...


 

The goal

 

Ball in the net -

 

What a goal!

 

Let's celebrate

For the anonymous scorer

Who - most likely 

Unintentionally -

 

Lost his ball

In the sea!


 

Sea eyes

 

Your sad, grey eyes

Looked like the sea

On a cloudy day -

 

To make you glad

 

I brought you to the seashore

On a bright sunny day -

 

And your eyes were filled with tears...

 

I thought you were crying out of happiness, but

"It's because of the bright light"

You said to me -

 

I knew -

 

Your sadness

Did not depend on eye color -

 

I hugged you -

 

And when I next saw your face again

Your eyes were filled with tears...

 

I thought it was due to the light brightness, but

"It's because you are my sea - on a bright sunny day"

You said to me -

 

And all this

Despite my eye color

 

Not being blue - or green -

 

Or grey -


 

Sometime

 

- Let's meet sometime

On the banks of a river

On the banks of a river

Of words

    

Let's meet 

    

Sometime

 

- Let's talk sometime

Near a calm, misty lake

Near the calm, misty lake

Of silence

    

Let's talk 

 

Sometime

 

- Let's have a drink sometime

On the beach, near a sparkling sea

On the beach, near the sparkling sea

Of smiling eyes

    

Let's have a drink 

 

Sometime

 

- Let's sing sometime

At a source of fresh water

At the source of fresh water

Of songs of life

    

Let's sing 

 

Sometime

 

-

 

And when the meeting is done

Some time 

After that sometime

After we have left space for time

And time for space

And in between even met without meeting

Talked without talking

Drank without drinking

And sang without singing

On even more interesting activities

    

Let's meet again together -

 

Sometime -


 

Short Poems

 

001

 

Young ancient portrait

The present does not yet know

The future heroes

 

002

 

Is your life nicer

Compared to the flowers' scent

Busy worker bee

 

003

 

In a timeless place

Dancing with inspiration

Real illusion, muse

 

004

 

Stop playing these games

Are (all) the answers questions

An illusion, muse?

 

005

 

Goodbye non-answer

The question lost in silence

Counts as a reply

 

006

 

Fear of the unknown

You should be afraid of God

He knows everything

 

007

 

If the path one is walking on is apparently

wide and spacious,

or, alternatively, one is lost in the narrow

and complicated maze of depression,

if the labyrinth of life is closed,

does it really matter much if one goes
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