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  Foreword






To write poetry, one must be a little mad.

To read it, a little madness is required.








  
  
  I was mad last night.

  
  




I was mad last night.




This morning—forced back to normal.




Reality,

Responsibilities,

Commitments—




They dragged me back, brutally,

into the cage.




I would have remained—

in insanity.




A madman on the streets,

under the trees,

with or without clothes—




I would choose the nudity of nature,

despite the British weather.




An innocent nakedness,

running through madness—

how fascinating.




But I couldn’t.

I couldn’t continue.




Reality,

Responsibilities,

Commitments—




again, they dragged me back.




A pathless path,

a homeless home,

a skyless sky—

I belong there.




Oh my moon, save me.




Roots like a long beard,

a bird’s nest on my head,

a footstep like a century—




All these—




can you return them to me?




You can’t.

I know.




Oh my moon, save me.




Last night

I was a king of madness.




This morning—

a beggar on your streets.




Last night

I spoke with trees,

with darkness,

with silent seas.




This morning—

what do you want from me?




Knock.

Knock.




Is anyone there?




Last night

I was an owl on the tree.

And this morning?




Leave it.

Goddamn, leave it.




No point making any point.




Anyway.








  
  
  Eve

  
  




That was only a fruit,

I ate to feed my hunger.

So you cast me out of heaven,

just to feed your anger.




God, you thought that would punish me—

exile, dust, and birth.

I left your mud-made Adam long ago;

I am not unhappy on earth.




I choose my lovers now.

Call it virtue, call it sin.

My latest—Mr. Firth.

Yes… bigger, in every way you fear to name.




Tell me, God,

have you ever denied yourself a fruit?

Or are your hungers holy

simply because they are yours?




And what of Mary?

We have heard that story too well.

Joseph was not the father,

so who tasted first?




Why don’t you cast yourself out of heaven?

Break your own law for once.




Or does your justice only fall downward—

never upward?








  
  
  Swinging darkness

  
  




The darkness swings,

from time to time,

in there,

in unexplainable silence.




The darkness swings

and makes me swing.

I swing, and my existence:

my inside,

my outside,

my heart,

my consciousness,

all tremble.




I can’t sleep.

I look for—

I look for the meaning of meaninglessness.




A piece of night.

A fragment of a film never made.

A sister’s death—or a niece’s.

A brother without work.

An old mother going blind.

A drunkard folding himself

at Harpenden train station.




An exhausted couple,

still calling it marriage.

Or something outside it.

A lame dog crying.




All of it—

all of it swings.




And makes me swing.

I swing, and my existence:

inside, outside,

trembling again.




I can’t sleep.

I keep looking

for the meaning of meaninglessness.




I can’t sleep.




I see it,

the darkness—

swinging,

again and again,

just in front of me,

in that same

unexplainable silence.




My heart trembles.

So do my memories.




I can’t sleep.




I only see,

the darkness




swinging,

and making me swing.








  
  
  Calls from Gods

  
  







She says,

she has got a call from God,

so she is now desperate

to become a church minister.




I say,

I have got a call

from Mr. President,

so I am now desperate

to become an international monster.








  
  
  Restless

  
  




I feel restless,

Feel like sucking blood

out of the eyes of dead happiness;




I feel restless,

Feel like sharpening my teeth

to gnaw the hearts of lifeless stoniness.








  
  
  Fucking Full-Moon Night

  
  




I ran like a homeless crazy last night,

like a hunter after his prey,

as the moon kept intoxicating

the world that belonged to fucking Donald Trump

and Nuclear Bombs.




I ran from one end to the other

of the open field

that turned into an intoxicated

fucking night-club

of Kubrick’s ‘Eyes Wide Shut.’




I jumped, dived, and screamed like a boy.

Oh boy! Oh boy! Oh boy!

The boy who felt God

through fucking a Virgin Mary all night long.




I spread my wings

like a horny wild bird welcoming Virgin Mary

to taste the taste of fucking;

and I opened my hands toward the emptiness too,

like a flapping, colourful, stubborn butterfly.




Yes, I did that,

for God’s sake, for Fuck’s sake, I did that.




The rhythm of all that

was mysterious like God and Love and Fucking.

I offered it to you,

and your virginity,

in the name of humanity.




Yes, I did that,

for God’s sake, for Fuck’s sake, I did that.




And I ran again, like a homeless crazy,

like a hunter after his prey,

as it was a fucking full-moon night,

for God’s sake,

as it was a Godly full-moon night,

for Fuck’s sake.




Hence, I couldn’t stop dancing,

screaming,

and fucking you all night long,

my sweet-intoxicated-Virgin Mary.




And then—swear to God—I felt like a God.

I felt like the ruler of the universe,

the ruler of the intoxicated world

that belonged to fucking Donald Trump

and Nuclear Bombs.




For Fuck’s sake, God, trust me.

For God’s sake, Mary, trust me.
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