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  the catharsis of plastic




  his naked body was passing through the intestine of plastic


  lacerated all over by the light mass of clouds


  it looked like a night storm




  the words of the catharsis were distant now


  because, the world of the dead possessed its own


  special rules




  he was consent to the treatment voluntary surrendering himself


  to women in white


  there were two of them and they asked




  where does he want the puncture head or neck his decision


  head he chose




  punctured while in rotation permanent incessant


  insane vomiting


  he felt he was trapped


  something was wrong in all of this


  maybe their satisfaction and the smile of politeness


  when he consented


  maybe he consented too early




  actually maybe he was healthy and


  no treatment was needed


  but now it was late for regret


  he tried for the last time


  to wake up the animalistic part of himself


  that despised the sleeping part he kept


  for special moments


  his naked lacerated body


  was passing through the drifts of glued plastic


  while his nostrils were torn by the sharp smells of alcohol




  he suspected something was disgustingly wrong


  he torn with the claws the damned intestine


  hoping


  that the trace of light at the end was


  actually freedom




  the ice sonata in g minor





  I shot the movie about you imitating Tarkovsky


  in black and white wishing the details of liberating dreams


  but only nightmares were coming and earwigs and all the demons


  wrote down incomprehensible hieroglyphs on your face




  I unwrapped bandages from your cut off head


  on the cracked Istrian soil thirsty for rain


  and all the black memories danced their last saraband




  that witches dance which you feed me with by the tubes


  protrudes like poison on the surface of my skin and stings and it burns out


  I do not know whether I am only the painting of the dark Danish painter


  or just your suicidal thought with which you frighten me




  that evening death won and we lied naked and cold


  on the thrown-off winter meadow you and I


  for the moment I was happy and yours


  and I was imagining that this moment was eternity and the death beauty


  about which you talked for days with a hoarse voice




  I believed you for the moment because I wanted to


  metamorphosize in you negating every part of my limbs


  that way I imagined the beauty and the love


  as belonging to you with you for you but when it happened




  I felt nothing


  inside me I heard the ice sonata in g minor


  you are forever here now I precisely know it


  but what is forever I could not know




  the leaf carried by the cinnamon wind





  sometimes I do not know whether I am the leaf carried by the wind or


  the cinnamon wind the conductor in the dead leaves’ symphony


  because so too easy


  nonchalantly


  I am leaving the happiness in the lurch as if I am


  the river rock whose heart longs for the sea and your hands




  too easy I am giving up the happiness and every confessor


  I am boring with same subjects as if stopped on the grey rock


  I am repeating my life from the beginning part by part like children’s puzzle




  am I doing the resume before the final departure into the darkness


  I would not say so


  my hands are still young and my eyes are still alive


  and you are only the malign tumour


  which I do not have the power to cut off with the disinfected knife


  I conclude I am weak as if it is about somebody else


  who does not have too many connections with me


  the morning newspaper salesman or the accidental visitor of the new


  chaotic pictures exhibition




  I am taking therefore the simplest words


  they are my flag and allies idle lovers


  I am trying to add to pictures


  gold and pink


  but the void is blackening as always


  and the old black hole calls me with its enchanting senselessness


  like the mermaid like the most beautiful sea apparition




  by habit I walk on the edge of abyss again


  almost with resignation I drag myself like on the valleys of fog


  my hair is becoming elfish and legs rubber


  James if you hear me


  please dress up that striped shirt of yours


  in which you kissed me for the first time on the bench of that high school park
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