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PROLOG


Is this the trip of another time, extended for the love of one’s life, or is it a construed illusion that had suddenly befallen one’s mind, like a venereal disease’s rapid invasion through the human bloodstream?


Has a great spirit of the universe stirred up the poet’s tested mind with words and signs, to jolt him up from his bed’s crumpled covers at the crack of dawn, dusted above the cloud-covered atmosphere to breathe in words of love? Falling like scales from the eyes of his mind, feeling love’s imminent communication, between a love to be of such passion, as he wished it to be hot and yet innocent, on its impossible path between the stars, for a fateful meeting of love’s powers, that’ll crash together with interplanetary speeding towards the fulfilment of a prophecy, indicated by the birth of the body of the plane the poet travelled on from continent to continent, from the dark lands to the purplish light above the city of enlightenment in the acts of mind, body, and soul, a most stirring journey to his love he wouldn’t know if it could be completely fulfilled as starcross lovers to emerge, carrying the banners of a red hot glow, engraved on their radiating denuded bodies, marked for great pleasures in love’s deadly embraces, they had no idea it’ll hurt them as much as it lifted them up, high above the city’s Acropolis: two lovers embraced in flight, with blue and green flickers of intense light amid the glistening crystalline sheer beauty of the marble’s temple, where they rested at the seventh column in the milky flow of love at the Festival of Light by the warm disc of an August moon, where he had – pilgrim of his innermost belief – found the harmony of love’s triad senses.


Once a lifetime’s event if the gods of mind and beauty favour an earthling who strives for a union with his beloved, both lovers being aesthetes in body and soul, lit up by the oscillating fires of green and blue, the Med and the sea, the amber words and the green that came to a unison after so many years of longing for each other.


Did she not say something that compared to the tale of Hero and Leander?


But then how come that after a dormant period of ten to twenty years, when the poet moves on the trail again, when he flew like a sparkling young star through the frozen atmosphere towards the glowing warmth of the islands, famous for the birthplaces of gods, goddesses, and nymphs as well?


Take up again the hot spot of mind’s unison that hurled the bodies of genuine lovers together, in a storm of passion that risked the death of a wonderful creation in the mind and condemned great lust of love into the death of consummate togetherness instantly, like a ‘Red Dwarf’ in the Big Wheel of the heavens?


Is this the expectation of YOU, this body of the plane, transported to the Kore, the poet admires touching her feet for love?


Is this the return of an earth-moving experience, the promise of his lover, who passed on before fulfilling her promise she gave twenty years ago, when, over the shiny disc of a giant moon?


Is this – the poet asked, woken in the early morn’ of a restless January night – how I shall revisit the places I’ve walked once being in love with the Muse of my life?


Is this it?


*









Multiplication has been unstoppable


Humans breeding humans


Masses of people at Terminal 3


At this airport Vienna International


The poet travels alone


Check-in already happened ahead


Using the Internet’s comm.’s


However, a boarding pass hasn’t yet


Been done


The aging poet though gets help


By a yellow-jacketed man


Assisting travellers


A wonder as there are masses of


Machines – a Las Vegas-type check-in for


Luggage, check-in bags, check-in one’s


Identity, passports scanned-in


There’s a body check at the long queue


That requires cats, caps, moon bags off


Even sporting gloves


Checking for metal parts with body scans


When the magnetic checker beeps


Scanning reopened bags and Handies


Shoulder bags, computer bags for


Possible explosives.


Hmm, quite thoroughly done, indeed!


The poet’s cutting knife discovered


Steel blade taken off but handle left for


Later use


The poet though happy, once the


Check-in towuhabowu is completed.


Proceed to tax-free outlets and buy


Some chocolates for Joe and Thassoula


Perhaps a self-published book for Maria


The poet has already in his bag.


Now then, still thirty minutes to go


Until the boarding starts.


What goes through one’s mind?


Are some former friends, associates,


Perhaps a former love interest, still


Living in Athens?


What about the Muse who paints and


Takes a queue from poetry that stirs


In her intuition for her creative tasks?


Now then – amazing – this flight fully


Booked as announced by the dusky clerk


With huge rolling eyes – a far cry from


Those times of being in Afrique du Sud


When John, the other Baptist of eyes


Far up in the clouds, told me about his


Experiences in a tense home-environment


So that he rather sleeps up on the flat roof


Of our architect’s offices at N2P in the


Northern suburbs of Sandton, Jo’burg


The poet’s successful professional home.


Now then, the bags one wouldn’t need


During the two-hour flight could be


Voluntarily be deposited with the flight


Attendants


But, as we few didn’t board the plane at


Its nose, but at the tail, we were asked to


Step down again to the tarmac level and


Leave our bags there to be fetched.


Hmm. OK.


But we frowned. Why not tell us earlier?


Is this typical for the check-in at Vienna’s


Complex airport?


This plane called an Airbus A 320-200


Flies with a steady speed into the airspace


In a neighbourly world, the poet is familiar


With and at a regular height of 10,000 m


It’s time in a hushed silence to think about


The sense of the poet’s mission:


What about the afterlife of a poetess


Called Athena?


Has she found the fount of knowledge


She inspires me from with prompts for


My creative art? The poet murmurs…


Passed are emotional stirrings and


Bursts of desires have settled along


The road of its first part


The stony roughened road


Passed burned-out shells of love’s


Heated moments and permutations


Of body configurations enjoying their


Love’s sweet luscious fruit


We’d built up through many years:


Three, four, five?


Now, on this second part of a travel


Towards the goal of a self-realization


The body of the plane has got us all –


Unimaginable a few years back –


Now an instant reality to slide like


A giant sleigh on a swooshing cushion


High up near the stratosphere


But soon wandering along the paths


Of memory about a time one cannot


Hang on forever physically


Yet in spirit their tracks on one’s


Memory tapes start their awakening


Timid shines like glowworms.


Airplane Hermes with jet wings on


His feet have always been a reasonable


Good humoured friend


A memory chaser


Bringer of love’s news
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A quick-footed jester at times of long


Bent down faces


Sometimes a messenger of dark


Happenings to friends and lovers.


Now then, would I walk the paths


And forgotten roads


Still marked for directions in some


Corners of my mind?


The poet muses…


Quite possible, if not too many


Changes have made it impossible


And the sense of stepping at times


Into our footsteps left behind


By a couple of star-crossed lovers


Would you feel that you stepped


Into your footmarks


Love had made enduring


If not permanent


So that you could feel electric jolts


Having stepped into hers?


What happened to the poet’s soul


As he wonders about experiencing


His pilgrimage back into exciting times


Sharing body, soul, and heart?


Indeed, this wandering the city trails


Of Athens will serve as a homage to


The city of Athens’ world culture


But most of all find the final resting


Place of a Great Flame, a talented poet


Loving mother, wife and sweetheart


Sister, cousin, and great lover.


Yet, at the delicate age of eighty-plus


That’ll be a challenge for the poet


Through love.


Even if I travel with a saddened heart –


The poet ponders – his spirit will


Remain joyful and filled with


The beauty of Classical art


In which sculptural garden he will


Meet his Muse


Who directed him to a path of great


Passion for poetry and love in this


Indian summer of their unusual


All-consuming mature love life.


He’ll appreciate the arduous tasks


That at his tender age of 80plus


Still places a radiating smile on his


Face


And fills his heart with joy


Having an opportunity to visit the


Remains of a once beloved


If he’ll succeed in finding her resting


Place for poets without funds for


Marble-faced catacombs or white


Pristine gleaming mausoleums


Apparent at the entrance area of


The First Cemetery of Athens.


Had he not fired away on his first


Legendary visit


When love was new in the midst


Of sculptures of white marble


That appeared as if carved just


Recently


But then told about a history of


More than 2000 years?


And what about an instant grasp


Back then?


As boy met girl and fell in love?


Love, Eros, Soixente neuf –


A niche in the poet‘s brain that


Opened his body wide for a new


Crisp experience


In distant love


Self-love, new love, different love


A holistic love unknown to him


Like an awakening of compassion


As his love visibly faded


Caught between the bony fingers


Of the dusky bone-man.


Amen.nemA


Did the poet feel like Ulysses felt


In his days of wine and roses?


As he listened to the voice inside


Of him


Guiding him


He believes to be Athena’s voice


Athena from the Acropolis


Athena Promachos


Athena, teacher of poetry and its


History in Greece


With two Nobel laureates and one


Receiver of the Lenin Prize for poetry


The Body of the Plane –


Sleek and like an elongated body’s


Long hall


Striving with an elegant slide


Along the cloudless gleaming skies


Turning into goddess Athena


The nose of Athena’s shield


Her spear an arrow held ahead


Protecting not alone Athens


But all the commuting passengers


Especially artists and poets


Young and old.


Has love lasted my dear poet?


Indeed, but in a different form


To when love was at an inflamed


Height of one’s senses and at a


Complete vulnerability


As it’s now embedded in one’s


Being, buried inside the chambers


Of one’s heart


And in the nodal points of the brain


Just like people are buried and


Disinterred as skull and bones into


A metal box, a number stuck on it


For a final rest then to eternity?


Amen.


However, the pleasant young


Stewardess from Wr. Neustadt


Easy to talk to and I hear that since


The Covid 19 aftermath


Cases with psychological difficulties


Have increased.


Well, I asked her what she had to be


Tested for before she was accepted


As a stewardess.


Surely psychology is needed to quieten


Irate passengers down.


The plane took off smoothly and we


Joked about my seat close to the


Emergency exit: ‘So I’m quicker out’


I said, as the attendant implied that


Hand luggage must be kept overhead


At all times. OK.


Next to me a young woman from


Greece, Athens, is seated.


‘Milate angglika?’ I ask her with one


Of the few Greek phrases I recall.


‘Nai’, she answers and I am joking


With her practicing my Greek. We talk


About the recent demos in Athens and


Her job happened on a trip to the


Czech Republic…


A sip of water, ah, the bottle I took


Before off one of the counters


Saved me from dehydration.


The ears pop slightly and suddenly


I hear the swooshing sound past the


Emergency door. The passengers have


Settled down, dozing off, eating,


Reading, soon coffee and tea will be


Served, on account of the passengers.
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