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2 c

to see
the sea flee westward
to leave airy nests of foam
2D People

The real people 

Live in this catalogue.

Women made of glossy paper

In neon-block-gray nurse uniforms

Jelly bears smell of paper

The stereo sticks flat

To the page

Three hundred and seven princes in felt cloaks

Twenty-nine twenty-year-olds 

In senior women underwear

Ninety-six rustproof babies

A hundred and twelve sweaty feet

And books by Ed White

To read under neon light

In the kitchen at six a.m.

There are no distances.

25 de Abril, midnight (a silent revolution)

Night trains? Nevermore. Never.

For nestles cracked the ancient iron
And from the tide

Of time the shadows
Drip rusty holes, so long ago

A clock, a clock…
Watery darkness bulges out

Of empty still arcades
Petrified then, dies my ghost

Your shadow crumbles into darkness
While fireworks come pouring down

From the screaming night sky.
There's a silent mould
From the backyards of this country.
3-way movie
The South is lost
white stone walls 

on winter island

a cross-country 

power line tower

and this green, grey 

rocky wasteland 

bulging up

Greek man fights against

Ice-drop drizzle

Ice-wind rain

Grey

Grey

Greyer

Weather shreds

His southern-pale river beard

Sprays rain  

spheric wind rips from 

the movie screen

races outside my walls  

Hospital wall tiles

White and white and white

Silver afternoon 

it crashes through tiles of clay

bursts through beams 

and now beside the wooden bedstead

screams:

here am I, the beast! 

Here am I.

Hospital-white wall tiles

Solitary water sun

Faucet glistens

Numb quicksilver.

Here am I.

 Cigarette ash tips over silently

Admiration

Outside, the night rushes into blacker depths of dark
And I — breathing warm and steady
Am reading the detailed accounts
Of my discarded pasts.
How I envy you whose past is unalterable
You are what you are
You do not cramp in your sleep
I leaf through my records
Never to be looked at again
Desperately trying to make myself whole
 
 
 
 
After the Crime

How respectfully silent and sad
The grainy sunbeams at home in the study
The long waxen afternoons
Where the white walls are shared 
On both thin sides
Gently sparkling — water in glass
And the thinking dies away altogether
Respectfully white
Like soothing cold linen:
The burial of guilt
Its immortal soul
In walls and water and soul
And no more god that could forgive
 
 
 
 
Answer

everything is sky
my skin no limit:
there is no pain
 
 
 
Astride The World
You and I on mountain top

Soar high above the land on fire

Your body tight in my yearning hands

Your mouth is pink and small and cool

The endless freedom, the fire of Now

All we are is somewhere else

The song we never sang together

Nothing matters anymore under skies of blue

So high above the burning world

Our defiant wings of passion

As you almost come, astride my leg,

Burning, burning, love that eats a soul

In the potent fragrance of our unknown lives

All the world is ours, nothing behind us, nothing ahead

The horizon on fire, our souls ablaze

Freedom, this sweetest word of incantation.

Oh, had it all been but just this

Auschwitz Minor

All this burden, this granite
The treachery and the maze

Let it all go,

The little auschwitz of my past

Let the strings snap

The bungee strings of my history

And eat the air

That rushes toward me

Into my open mouth,

Hungry again
 
 
Autumn Asylum

night.

among pavilions, leaves fall on 

empty stretchers.

they do not sleep. they hold on. they

listen to the night wind in the trees.

in the white window bars. they chew on small

spiders. and wait. the air like that of a grave.

Avalanche

A sudden shift
Into the blacker domes of desire
With half the soul dislocated painfully
A plunge, black avalanche, the
All-embracing down-the-mind
Of eyes, of hands, of clicking knuckles.
The rich dark velvet of fear in my throat:
Which half-soul is mine
And which half am I ?
Bike

Meandering the woolly mist at dawn
We fly, we rise above the machine
And wind up from the valley world
From the elfish yellow headlights
— toy cars in a toy ravine
And rise above the fading grey
The on-setting fog of a river night
Down there where cold poplars blur
We glimpsed a patient wisdom
Untouched, breathing and untouchable
Breathing fog

Apart from me and the fog 

Only the damp proximity

Of moss on trunks

My boots slipping wet 

In the watery crisp tangle of ivy 

Inhaling loud in the numb air I rest my forehead

Burning against dripping tree knobs

My breath against the shining black

Bark. My arm whitens to wax.

To understand this grey and the blinding white,

Inhale it steaming out of me 

Their eyes old like those of a child 

Wise as all that awaits me here,

And to grow unthinkingly into myself
By the Pond

Love, he said,  is dangerous

And we watched the bugs, my friend and I,

Down at the sunlit bottom of the pond

It isolates.  His fingers barely stirred

The lukewarm waters of that day.

We were young.

You will lose friends. he said

And I laid back

And smiled into the blue.

Catching Bats

You lie warm in your bed, steady sweet breath

Your eyelids two downy pillows

I take your dreaming soul for a walk at dawn

In the dusky hills of Sintra

Meander beside me, your head tilted back

Beneath the silver-coined sky

The four corners of Orion,

Four evenly hooting owls: their celestial projection

Across these hills.  In vain I seek

An earthly match for Jupiter

That would rule this Earth as he the sky

Perhaps in your dream you can catch

These bats that mistake my head

For an extinguished gaslight

So we pace and fly almost

In the loamy leafy scent

In the dark groves of dawn

In all this crisp dry air

The first roosters crow now

Spread humanly, randomly

At odd points in the waking hills

The horizon pales into pistachio first

Then apricot and mango.

Here come the big hot sun

And the bustling day:

Let me return your soul

To your waking self
 
Chrysalis

I clearly feel 
How the unborn monster
The hideous changeling on my wall
Lingers trembling in its crust
How its oozing innards are hissing low
Thorns and fangs to grow
I almost know, yet shall not see
I dare not look up through
The softening steam
That rises from my blurring bath
Dancer

And on our way I gave you my shoes
They'd danced me there on graceful lies
Thus barefoot now and dancing light
I cannot rest, don't need to stop
While your feet are bleeding
They're stumps in my lies
Your shoes, you say, left far behind
It was all but a lie!
I'm a star-footed dancer
Please keep my lies, I don't need them anymore
For where I dance I leave
The broken china of pride
Conclusion

Distance behind me

Distance ahead of you

We wait and shiver

Occasionally looking up into the rain

Dawn

Hilltops adrift
In watery mist
The sky a notion of glory
And a mountain at a puzzling distance
 
 
 
 
 
Dormant
Say it has been dormant
Here in me, of all things on Earth -

I would not know, not let it be

For I believe not in God

Nor believe I in Satan

But how would I not let, if it is me?

His greatest trick: to make us believe
That he does not exist -

Who said this must have been he!

 
Easter

Welcome.
Roosters blacken in grey square stores
At the bottom of our sky-less city
This
Is all we feel all we want
The dark bleak Easter breakfast
When someone's pigeon on the muddy
Window sill, tripping still to fill
Our waiting. Our still-life.
We used to sit and watch our toys turn to dust
and make frogs burst to blood with cigarettes.
This, or so, we tell each other
As if to state a cosy, homey past
Electric Streetlight

Searching refuge
From the suburban night
Behind this cross-wire fence
A static isle of dim underwater shades
Where rain drops from figs
As thick as cold petroleum
Forest Fountain

On the gleaming dark of twigs
The fog sprays polish and shuts out
The forest,
Reducing it to a chalky aquarium,
Tempts
The eye, the mind that cannot wander
Confined to the ground,
The grey and no sky
And the hollow scent, perhaps, of mould.
Here inside, a fountain bends
Outward from the mossy mouth,
Like a trunk of glass
Pulled into the basin
A piece of sky, a leaden coin
Dropped into a lake of ivy
And the polished twigs.
Fugue

Two hours’ ant sand until the mountains

And a heat-shrill cicada

On every dusty eucalyptus tree

God

1. intentional

no more soylent green

no more green gas chambers 

no more carbon monoxide 



they’re all gone.

the city belongs to me

who sleeps like a branch in autumn.

it was not intentional.

2. the universe as an annoying appendix

Pain. A loveless 

sun pokes it into

the centre of the world.

Night turns it into 

God who screams,

screams his deaths

screams churches to 

poison gas.

Everlasting

orgasm of magma and

hatred in the centre of 

my brain

Corrodes me.

Gestures fade into nothing

abstract and gone to pieces

for I am Hell.

that is

what is left

3. distance

distance = 109 years







(you: 1 day = 
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(me 1 day = 3,65 x 10 4 dayS)

hypothetic statement:

'You Are Disgusting’

COMmunicational value = 0

:
I Die Once

 
You 10 9 times

(each single death of yours is 1 OBlivion)

communicational VALue:

YOU ARE TOO OLD

 

4. in the end

Perfect silence among

Trees and stars

Ultimate conscience

creating worlds

Harbour

Day of blank black water
Dark silent afternoon:
Wind curling the oil
On the meaningless pool of the harbour
Where souls rust sad at the bottom
In waste, on dead vessels' decay
The leaking shells.
Waiting then and waiting still
An old sailor drowned
Waiting for the Nile
The River. Gurgling through the nostrils of
The endless quay, washing away the stinking seaweed,
A hand and the thin grey sun
Heart of the Heat

The boat you're in is gliding flat
Trance-like in the humming reeds
Tiny warm draughts scurry to and fro
Like cold sweat
Open your eyes.
This is the heart of the silence:
A steady wooden landing
And watercress and yellow lilies
Time wilts to white, still and shallow  
 
Hell

There is a hell:
Feeding on the well of love
Lies the will to create

Only one flame can burn 
One flame kindling either love or art
Creating, we kindle the longing for love
Loving we kindle the yearning for art
Thus we always thrive
Towards the communion of love and art
Insatiably
iff

If life is an art
Mine shall become a masterpiece
Inland Lake

Winds don't cease here
Scaly ripples from shore to reeds
On into the grass and
Round hard boulders
Frogs can live inside
This drifting mirror of clouds
Underwater where milder climates
Now
A sudden outburst of sparrows
Darts across the water
Boldly, breathtaking
Not enough, though, to be fully there:
An alien gift to the corner of the eye
No shelter to be found here
For shivering stalkers like us
We wait in vain to learn
From the lake, from the frogs
And the warblers, the reeds and the fog
From the uncanny walls
Of the mid-water ruin
So harsh their colour
They ought to have a meaning
Java, October 1915

Yesterday the cough of dry Javan riverbeds
The sudden southern thunderstorms
Now on the steam train chugging amid
Sparkling sprouting rice fields
Tomorrow
The Sultan will wed in Java
And I will be there, wearing a straw hat.
Am I then the last of my kind?
Jingle Bells

Late at night








The stranger stalks longingly








Around the mansion:







Yellow Christmas lights







They’re listening to Play Bach





What?






Him? - Outside?




Has been careless, this stranger -





Has crushed brown snakes




Or snow of glass underneath his




Blue toes



He bled his name



In the snow

The fact that the ground

Cracked open until the horizon

Bears no relation

 

  

  

July

A yearning for the fullness of the heart
The blackberries of the heart
For the lakes to blossom with lilies
In the autumn mist
In November the world is a place for love
July blinds the skin, boils out tears,
Is unaware of stiller life:
In my fridge I keep a dew-fresh loaf of clay.
Our land shall bring us bluish grapes
And the burning ivy of November
Lisbon Winter

With horizons washing gold over roofs
There's room for a land
In a land within the soul -
Its open windows, its open arches
And in the honey-iced air
We cast flawless shadows
Macchia

The bird of prey hangs limp
In the wide white air
Watching the swiftness
Of shadows and clouds below
A silver field of wintry warmth rushing across
The heath and a motionless hare.
But dipped into an ice-cold gloom again,
The berry-eyed hare
Dives back into the flatness of the open land
While a hundred feet above
The buzzard in stasis
His grim and yellow eyes
Bound earthward, the stoic head
Dipped into the void
Underneath his feathery body
He dares not plunge
Into the centre of these
Cold and harsh horizons
Marasmius Oreades

On the borders of our forest
On a meadow, dewy under the sun
In the ankle-deep grass
Under thistles under cress
In the damp, green half-light
Deep below the rosemary in lilac heights
Down here where bugs are tanks
And thunder by, yet still at a lower level
A circle, so fine
Fragile and crisp, white in the loam
With struggling brown
Almondish caps
Fairy ring of mushrooms
Almost unborn, half underground
Tiny, cyanic, giants in this world
Burst up. Light-less.
Born from decay, the Earth's compounds
Grow forth this flesh, as purposeless
As life itself. They're good in soups.
Mayan Fragment

At night when you coil up
Warm against my spine
And whisper Mayan fragments
Or the secret laughter
From a better land deep within your dream
Our child who has been ripening
In the stillness of your body
Moves hot against my skin
A Mayan wind
Just before dawn
Mental Experiment, Successful

Don’t go! Do you really want to
Chop me down, like a tree?

Your absence my burial,

You might just as well bring the coffin now.

How tough each freedom

Yours, of course, not mine

And mine, too, hurts.

To be alone is not to be

Except to find another you

Lust saving me from myself

But I know you, and no other wish to know 

For no other would I want to need

To accept, too tedious the process,

No roses would, no sea of blood

This is why I love you?

Time to rephrase.

So you won’t go.

Midwinter

Unburdened at last, we leave forever
To live below this aquamarine
The cold clear vault of the winter sky
The immaculate fields of emerald and yellow
That breathe and sway like seagulls —
Such glorious path to the ivory chapels
On the cobalt folds of the horizon:
Oh child, let me teach you but the purest vowels
Your own voice to carry
Into the midwinter sky
Mondrian Cubes

When it hits me, will my construct
My twelve-story ivory hotel
Collapse into the rubble of me?
Oh were it but Jericho, those walls just.
Alas, Rome it is.  Rome I am.
Built and rebuilt on the ruins of an eon
Mondrian cubes, full to the brim
Bursting with fire and tears, in stasis.
Oh, when they burst
Night Watch

Her head weighs sideways on a polyester-
Marbled table
The tears stinging sore under the aching veil
There is the electric hum of kitchen light,
Its fog
The lead of clogged-up statements
The convulsion of the sudden fridge -
She looks up from among the breadcrumbs.
Debris.
Night

Read this at night,
Deep in the Night. 
Right:
The bed does not warm you.  You shiver.  The orchestra slides endless 
Halftones down into minor keys of infinite minor keys, to 
The blackest keys where poetry is not an art.  But black.  The black 
Side.  No sun.  ever.  Cooling out, slightly crackling.   Down to zero 
Kelvin.  Absolute end.  Where all ends.  Come with me to the end.  Feel 
Your cells freeze.  To absolute zero.  The dance of your frozen cells.
What will we think when there are no thoughts? Whirl around brittle suns with 
Me.  Plunge into the stasis of the axis of all.  Feel all.  Finger 
All.  Whirl.  Fast.  Ever faster.  Ever so fast.  Slide out of yourself.  
Slide with me.  Out.  Outwards.  Universal ballet: let us flow around 
Galaxies in blue stillness, whirlpools of light with the taste of a
Lemon-iced crystal.  Savour suns and planets, gently, one by one.
Sulphur, lead and water.  Tumble, tumble: do you not know this world?
These salty oceans, these skies of silk? This, companion, this is home.
A home with a 
Bed that is warm 
Now.  Sleep.  
Good 
Night.
No man’s land

‘what is it called, your country

behind the mountain, behind the year?’

Paul Celan

biting black-cold

gutter water runs and runs.

rain tar in the rain

rain hair in my eye

no man is alone 

no man breathing wind

nocturnally narrow back alleys have died

and in no man cries wine 

burns brandy






warm warm headlight

the next brandy will corrode my

stomach

October Again

Summer fool, son of sun, run from the cool
Rain, its heavy liquid crystal
Falling to change
Not to be resisted
Run and hide in doorways,
In arches.  It is always
So alien to summer people
They cannot see and do not feel
Beneath their toes the soil
Revive to loam in watery days
The tender white feelers
Of the next life underneath
They cannot hear it grow or breathe
Over

one cannot descend

but only fall.

I’m not sure what it is that’s over, but it’s over. Period. Finished. Terminated. I let it happen. And happen it did. Unstoppably.

I’m thinking out loud, I mean, I’m speaking out my mind. Right here, in this shopping mall. And those people are fucking staring their eyes out. Yup, I’m completely fucked up, right? Hey, there’s João, my student João. Hey, João, surprise, ay, mate? You stupid cunt, pity you don’t speak English well enough to understand me! Well well, João, you ugly fucker, you pile of shite! See this pile of cereal boxes, João? What a fucking lovely pyramid, ay?..., Take This, and gone it is! One motherfucking kick, and it’s gone! So João, your eyes popping out or what? Your English teacher is freaking out. Sure, stare your fucking eyes out, you ugly cunt, you don’t get to see stuff like this every day! Hahah. HAH! May I laugh out loud, yes? May I?

Fuck, pull yourself together…! You’re not, you...are...not..., not really going crazy. But this fucking mall is definitely packed with people...You fuckers, make room, you cunts! Damn, I’m scared. I’m fucking scared, scared. Scared. SCARED!

Hey, you used to be a teacher. You made it. And now you’re here in this fucking mall. Here. And I’m screaming. I’M SCREAMING, keep it down – no need for the whole fucking world to hear it, right? Anyway, I should go outside, maybe it’s a little quieter out there. Look! – another student of mine. Oh well, so fucking what, it’s over anyway…

I knew it — one day it had to happen. One can’t just keep control all day long. Most of all when you know about the shit that’s boiling inside your skull. No, no way, not me! Sir, no sir!

Fuck, I shouldn’t speak so loud. Just think. Think. Think thinkthinkthink-thinkthinkthinkthinkthinkthinkthinkthinkthink.

T H I N K. And don’t talk! You cunts, got a fucking staring problem, or what?? Never seen a guy freak out? - Whoa, what, you’re here, in this stupid nightmare? How did you get in here?

What nightmare? This is reality!

I know…

Well, then pull yourself together!!! You’re out here in the street shouting around like an idiot!

I know, I fucking goddamn know. Fuck, I feel like…like fucking crying, like crying, like… It’s all fucking over, you see? Over…

Yes, I can see that. Come home now — in case you haven’t noticed, you’re wearing just a shirt and nothing else!

Of fuck. Oh FUCK!! Oh fuck, just a shirt... — everbody’s seen my fucking prick. And there were those students of mine! Oh fuck...

Come on now.

Look, my prick... It’s over, man... just over... I’m finished...

Well, I’m going now.

Yes, I’ll... I’ll sit against that dust bin. It doesn’t matter anway now. 

Strange. Buses simply driving by. Simply drive on. And now it’s begun to rain.

It’s raining.

And buses are driving by. And taxis. And cars. And buses...

 

  

Pirates

As our storm-blue season has returned
And wind roars icy
Like a thousand hungry tigers
Against our windows, drums the roof
Our cottage creeks — a pirate ship
Blown across the country
And safe inside, you and I
Polish our coppery evening treasures
While baby measures time with mumbled pirate vowels
You, my friend, my northern friend
Your letter on the candle-lit table
You live, you say, on pills and fear 
You do not see that you are as free
As you have chosen to feel
Go, my friend, my northern friend
Go find your season's evening treasures
Pond-lit Hour

Leaves settle bright
In their pond-red hour
While the heat above
Flitters off the oak
Quiet
The twilight alive:
The twig-legged insects slice the copper of the water.
The silent flight of the unearthly fish.
The leaf-lifting will of the thrusting toadstool.
The sudden plunge into a cobweb.
The sky on the pond in the observers’ eyes.
The trance-like unity of their
Limbs and reflections entwined.
All is confined now
To intuition and shade
Realignment

Summer grinding on, shrill, long
No end in sight, blind sunlight till night
Blood in the veins pumps up to the head
While truth in shards now 
Organically reorganises, realigns reality
Old shards, new vessels for this my life
Old fear, new love - a brand-new antique soul
And the slow beating of the heart as it pumps
My life into place, more patient than me
Reflexes

ripe now,

the moon drifts on the river








far, near

Reincarnation

The naked boy with the owl on his arm
At dusk in the woods, glass-like and flawless
Exhaling dark and scented fog, says
I've shed old skins
And runs downhill
Where he is expected
Behind the warm amber of windows
Rembrandt Painted Jesus

I -
A summer-black
vinegar stomach
in a green bucket
full of rats.
Lifeless.
Shaken by
Pure autumns, driving
A burning painting of Jesus, the killer,
into my black, black flesh
Restauradores, before Christmas

This ice-hard watery sky

Softly sheds a thin trickly rain

A skinny cool rain from the hills

Over the costume into the

Mud. Gravel mud, cigarette butts

And plastic bags in the gutter.

The pre-christmas santa claus wears forest-heavy

Hunting boots

Has a Polaroid camera.

He is rentable.

He is employed.

He drinks.

When he doesn’t work,

He patiently counts traffic casualties.

Seashore

Here I am.
Just.

Just like this.

White and blue and sun

Right to the other side

Right until America

 

No edge

Rather a dome

Waves up there too, just like underneath me

And you are indifferent to me

Completely indifferent.

Just like this.

 

Me right in the middle

In blue and white and emptiness

As blue as yesterday

As white as today

As empty as tomorrow

As wide as endlessly white as everything

 

And all this

Just like

This

Just like

And all this

Shit

What did you ask me?

I didn’t hear it.

I’ve shat into the fat intestinal sky,

And now the city drowns

In black diarrhea

 

Sick

Swollen.

Through narrow tunnels

Deep under the hospital

On a dirty stretcher

Pushed by

Two wardens

(mongoloid, bald, grinning).

In front her 

The endless line

Of neon tubes into the

Deep distance.

She knows

What awaits her.

At the end the underground car park

Without cars, without light.

Dim concrete.

And the scalpel.

Sintra

When moonlit castles sway on onyx clouds
And the fingers of fog grope over ridges
Languidly into valleys
Deep to where we sleep
Mesmerised
Slave Trader's Daughter

All long nights come to a turning point
When ruthless planets are blazing fierce
And storm whines round these marble pillars
I've been singing your old songs
By a chalice of honeyed wine, shivered and wept
And twigs rattle down out there
Where mushrooms glisten in the moonlight
With sluggish glitter, oysters of quartz
Black wine, old songs. This turning point
That will not turn — the axis of my life
Space to Breathe

In a meaningless inland town
In a far-away country —  far from our sea
Far past midnight
On the outskirts, amidst warehouses
And bleak motorway lighting
With my coat against the damp wall
With my fingers dug wet into the sour gravel
To become human again
My closed eyes dedicated to the rain
 
Spider

spider in lilac autumn plains
dangling in the sun.
the noiseless crackling of her joints,
her eight eyes blue and gold,
rubbed clean with furry palps like hands.
a sparkling freight held in her fangs,
a hundred droplets of crystal,
in draughty heights these eggs she hangs
over lilac lands of heather.
the glory of this autumn,
her eyes, her brood and her land,
turn my watering sight to lilac
until I fall asleep -
a meal a feast to ants
Students

they're talkbox cartoons
that my mind has drawn:
laughing, mindless, barely noticed
their eyes ajar
dipped in waxen skin
my will snaps shut, and still I laugh:
they're cartoons in my memory
not as bold as their mould
Summer Morning

my eyeballs still grind on summer sand
the head pierced and hammered by
sunrays, by waves
this could be an alien planet:
how fragile even the glowing spikes on thistles
under the giant rising summer sun
The Beginning

These will do —
The horizon and our dog
Bobbing in the sea of clover
The City of London

Worn-out after night-long days
In dark grey blueness
With seagulls on the opaque hills
Of the North Sea, Empty Sea
But there lies a cold land in the fog
Where the rain hushes through nights
Hostile rock with moss thou art
Where man can but gather in damp flocks
Long before dawn
Seeking shelter, finding land
And the wind and the sea
And the rain that will not stop
And still we have but
Islands in the cold of night
To forget how real it was
The Gnome

this I hear I feel I fear
feel the air, the year
the Here of the season of my eyes
finding a way
and night
breathes in the pine tree grove
an orange moon swaying on top.
my path is rising.
The House

This house my own
With damp windows to the sea:
The shell I'd always longed for
Its definite silence 
And all this time to be 
A hermit 
Of delicate private luxuries
White time
for Perfection and Imperfection
The Long Watch

To drink shadows under
Willows on moss
Where spiders linger over ants
Till my eyes were air, my hair a brook
Of beechnut and fires and fern.
These are the spices of awareness
The Rain

And all of a sudden
The first hard rain
Hits cedar and beech.
The last crimson flame
Of Autumn
It quenches whipping.
Cuts the soil into drains
Hurls chestnuts away
Down the mossy trunk
And drowns ripe grains.
When the forest flattens
Under the brunt
The air is sea
A crushing hand
Then widen your eyes
Breathe on your skin
The season of the soul
Is bidding you in.
The Third Age

More than two thousand years ago
Someone said that the soul is either 
The tiny specks of dust
Floating in the air
Or that which moves them
For they never stand still
Even when the air does not move.
There is no return to such beauty.
This Still Land

Out in the valleys, in the foggy rubble
Fasting amidst ivy and toadstools
The salamander kindles my
Twilit sight, smoothly rocking
Like the ticking clock
The rain to measure tigering,
From autumn till sun
From fire-black to crackling leather,
Rolled ageing on the tarmac, the saurus of
A foreign land.
This land fasts on clouds.
Thunderstorm

1
Like coal it thrives bulging

Out of the grey

Sky that must burst

To shed its clay
2
This night has been thundering

With endless rain

With constant hammer on humus and grain

On wind-bent poplars

And groaning fir

On squirrel and lynx and a forest that blurs

Our ruin's awash

And close to the soil

Water beads dance, the clouds in turmoil
3
The storm has ceased

There's light on this earth

The forest is breathing

Its loam-clad birth

Carpets of fog

Wash low over roots

Flow through cold bracken

And pearl from my boots

It's been a long night out here
 
Tide

The tide urges up onto shattered rocks
On the toes of land, to shoot through cracks
Gasping I crouch, see silver sea
Black heaving horizon that holds the sky.
Here, in-between — the realm where I squat
On my lot of flat stone, an out-pour of white.
When the sky falls on water —
Blind twilight till night.
And forget to remember, submerge my hand
In a silver-skied pool, a cool clear shiver.
Open, green threshold, green womb of the world
And close again behind me, to a land beyond.
Time

each minute has two hundred 
thin pages
and I have to understand each single page
for a hundred days
in dim evening lights
Two Guitars and a Ruin at Night

for Todd Byron Field
Both laden with light, with brazen heat
The candle and the scotch have fixed our sight,
Nurtured the strings, our music, the night
Our dreams amidst these shattered walls,
The moon-swept fields, our night-dark souls,
This comatose world, but on we'll play
For the blood-shot moon and a nightingale,
Eerie sound in the ear of a lizard
And a dawn that is far away.
Ulisses

Do you remember the wine-dark seas?
Ancient till I got seasick,
Spinning blank over pages.
Hold the blur now of my scarlet-fingered dawn
Over and over
In the drive of our ancient plain.
Remember me when the sun is no comfort.
 
Vending Machine, Lisbon Metro Station

What glitter!

Blue chrome.

Ersatz chocolate inside

And gluey gum inside

And a few coins inside

And how this hums!

How this hums on and on

And on and one

Makes me drowsy like wood

How this all hums

And runs:

Metal blocks rubbing

It all runs and whines

Constant like an

Air-conditioning

You don’t hear it anymore

It is there

Like my breath

Lead booms through the gun

Barks into the chrome

Rips apart the glass, glue and ersatz

Metal bar entrails

Bend into the machine’s abdomen

The humming dies away

By and by until it’s gone

Silence.

Neon lights die

And all becomes

Darkness.

Cold. Wind. Like the Atlantic ocean.

Fearful, hesitant feet 

Tripping in the dark, seeking hold.

Silence. 
Cold.          Nothing:





Finally

(This is no death)

We

And this is where we're human:
When we choose to die or to be.
Thus we are our wind
And we are our wheat
We are our rain
As we are our mill, our bread and our wine
What Is Left

On institution corridors
She recalls the scented air
Of wheat and apples
Of early autumn, of all the love
And the milky fragrance from the baby's mouth
Dreaming on their lawn, a thousand years ago
While nurses scuttle to and fro
Wheel of Innocence

But this is only the beginning
As you and I unleash our pasts
On a star-less beach
When this world is black
And dead —
The hostility of true freedom
With our histories laved
Immaculate now
We're ready for the dawn
To soil our souls
For such is the wheel of innocence
White

from a bird-less dawn
a blue wind from the sea
nor flames
Without

The passengers

have lost

their destination.

This room -

unknown.


This window -

unknown.

This body -

unknown.

This mind -

unknown.

I know nothing

nothing at all -

a rat in a laboratory maze

plummeting ahead at a frightening speed.

Years

Midsummer
Now that our hearts are ripe
And our roots entwined,
How hard it is not to slumber through
The golden drowsy stillness
Of the midsummer of our life
Vanity

What will you harvest
In the autumn of your life?
Nothing sown, nothing grown
For the long, long nights of age
Your vanity will ripen to
The full cold dark
The solitude of winter
To grow forth but a single blossom:
Icy petals flowering
From your wasted untouched seed
And from the ashes of your pride
You'll rise to fly
And close your eyes
While, as you die,
You exhale the stream
Of irreversible time
Art


The febrile will, the burst of fire
In the painter's mind
His hands plough the world
Its flesh and its light
Then sow their essence
To harvest desire:
The flaming of shallower lives
Your Day Has Come

Your day has come. menacing. Coal

From deep down, from the mines 

Rises up, makes women to cunts

With shotgun and bazooka

And evil black boots

The gun, invisible and sawed-off

The power to change the world

All of it.

Antichrist, deep within me, deep from within you.

Six thousand years inside the ice

You have waited, one-eyed fox

Without learning, without eating

Your prick ready to maturbate

Into the world, to fell the sky

Take me, Lord, your

Black brain, my soul

Black

To kill. I, the killer.

And now that you have risen within me,

We need to have a word with each other,

Pal!

 

For Inês
A pavlov soul, a pavlov love

Oh all these years in vain

But now, across the table

Through the still glow of the candle

And the golden veil of tears,

The warm radiance of you

And mighty Orion fill the night.

So tomorrow the journey begins,

No maps, no compass, no pavlov bells:

A pomegranate our luggage,

We shall learn the sky anew

And I breathe you
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