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magic











perfectly

arranged

on a black wire

eye by eye

tooth by tooth

precious stones

one beside another

a secretive

inscription

four thresholds

beneath

a chest

under

a leaden syllable

boiling rain cooks

the eyes

of

the bugs

of sarajevo

and

elsewhere

roots,

roots,

roots

spiced in
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the first eye






extracts

the thread

to

weave

a cobweb






from it

everything

exits

in it

everything comes back






it created

the sun

the moon

the stars

the first

human

essence































the second eye






determines day

and

night

creates dew






lord of the birds















































































































the third eye






competed

with

a goddess

and

was

damned

forever

to knit and

to weave

wrapped in

its own web

 

















































































the fourth eye






don’t kill it

while

it transfers

souls

across the river

to the underground

world

on a

vessel made of its

own web






if you do,

the mortal body will get you








 





























































the fifth eye






takes

the being out

of its core

and vanishes

in its dying

embrace















































































































the sixth eye






stings as

a hex






it tears down

the house with

a stone knife

and closes

the empty shell,

without

a black

or white

pearl

within it.





















 



















































the seventh eye






the weaver

makes

fragile

the life

between creator

and creation

it connects the visible

and invisible worlds





























































































the eighth eye






on the face

of the cave

a cobweb

of salvation

builds






a delicate home

out of the cobweb

it knits
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the spider






a fisherman's

net

between

the clouds

a veil

over

the eyes

a spider

in

the pupil

of its own

eye





























































traces






in the shade

of the vine

scattered grapes






in front of

a white wall

lemon and

cypress

connected

by cobweb






in the midst of

the castle old

narrow streets

the dried fig

hides

the rose

bud














































oil on canvas






bobbing boats

are left

to

the cobweb

of the dream






under

the linen sheet

a stifled

seagull’s cry

for a

fish eye

lost in flight
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drop by drop






a drop

of hypericum

a drop

of olive oil

drop by drop






a drop

of mead

a drop

of grappa

drop by drop






a drop

of sweet

a drop

of salty

drop by drop






a drop

of bitter

a drop

of hot

drop by drop






of cold water

of sinai
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buddhists






three temples

the king’s castle

under floral

lantern light






prana

prayer

a big bell






the buddha’s

scented

birth






oneness














































the hat






hung by a

narrow door






forgotten

a long time ago






miro

escorts the guests

into the bar

but

the shaman

is

never

to come


































































north and south






in the north

and in

the south

fields

are planted






water

shared

from

the same

river






the view

to the north

and the view

to the south

on one side

and on the other

of the same

family of rice







































the queen is drinking tea






ritual after

ritual

the royal

suite is chosen






the queen

is drinking tea






courtiers

are preparing to farewell

the royal son and

prince






the queen

is drinking tea






temple

after temple

ritual

after ritual






the queen

is drinking tea
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the hag’s tooth



the bugs

dispersed

to all three

fragmented

sides

of

the hag’s

tooth

at the square

in the centre

to sell

superfluities



doing business

away from

their

eight

black

eyes

and

eight

light

legs






































































sarajevo spiders






alongside

the empty platter

so slowly

from all

four sides

the spiders

of baščaršija

came closer






they

collected

all

their cobwebs






leaving behind

the hungry

gazes

of the other bugs





































cobweb






woven

between

two kinds

of heat






between

two drops

of rain

between

two storms

between

two spiders’

deadly

self adhesive

kisses
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