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No one has to see

when I bury the pain,

when despair marches first in line

carrying my finest image.

He never bought me flowers.

He bought me wreaths and golden ribbons

with the final farewell.

The past I live

I will mourn it,

when it returns to bid me farewell,

while a sunbeam dazzles people's eyes,

so the spirits who kiss

remain unseen in the graveyard of truths.

I cry

and only you  know the tears are bitter,

that oblivion does not exist,

only honey,

the kind in which we drown

to survive.

Bring water for me too,

who says

there's nothing left to wash from me!
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Love, shackled upon me.
From the shackles, thorny branches grew.
In spring they will blossom,
the soft petals of a wild rose.
Love has taken root in my eyes,
sprouting tendrils in all directions,
it can no longer be contained in two eyes.
Down my cheeks,
it slithers through my veins,
it escapes into my hands
to write with my fingers...
How many more days?
I can't take it anymore.
Who taught you this gardening?
Something wild keeps sprouting all over me.
I curl up, yet it tears through my womb,
crying out for freedom.
Who taught you this alchemy?
You swirl in the cauldron of my being
all those undrunk potions,
then you sip, straight from the blood,
all that seethes and teems within.
Pluck me out.
Drink me a little more quietly.
How many more days?
I can't take it anymore.
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I will for you,
like a mad Scheherazade,
the one thousand and first song
endure to survive.
And when I fall silent,
you carry a heavy book,
the collection of all my loves
sung to you.
Sing and curse me,
so I go completely insane,
so I never wake up again.
Here, for you,
another longing
cloaked in a fairy tale of a madwoman
who hides thousands of stories in her bosom!
Bind my hands
with unscrupulous silences
and say that I misunderstood you,
that I did not know how.
Foolish man,
foolish woman,
I loved you nonetheless.
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Just let me survive this love
that sharpens me on the blue night sky
and wraps me in your coat!
Just let me survive this longing,
this desire for you to choke me with your scarf,
to press it into my throat like an unspoken word.
Grease the boots of the wanderer.
Trample me with the echo of your steps.
I vanished long ago within that very stride,
and here I am, transforming
into a living shield around your soul,
kissing you with all the strength
of these sinful passions.
Hold me tight so I don't fall.
Squeeze this pain with gentle hands.
You know the river flows because of you,
that it drowns in the whirlpool you create.
It sings a prayer,
begging you to love me.
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I hold the end of time in my hand.
I clutch its edge as if it were a scarf.
I bind us in that imagined circle
where fairies weave a dance
and light a fire for the last supper,
for the night of the full moon.
You play music,
I recite the verses you know by heart,
the ones in which you promise yourself to me...
like an oath before the final departure
from the place where we exist
more than anyone ever existed,
like you and I,
like a shared step towards a dream.
I hold within these fingers
the solution to all riddles,
eternity woven into the strands of life,
pages that will sleep and awaken
when the heavens breathe into them.
An end does not exist for us.
I keep the end of time
to complete the circle around our love.
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I no longer extend my hand to anyone,
nor do I kiss anyone's cheek,
nor offer congratulations for celebrations.
I give no more, I won't be touched,
not even accidentally, in passing,
so they might touch you,
woven into all my pores.
I keep you
like pearls grown into my skin.
Invisible words I tattoo onto myself.
I drench myself in mead
so I might one day find you in the honey.
For a long time now, I haven't allowed
anyone to open the temple doors,
to grasp the handle.
In vain, all their efforts. It is locked.
You hold the keys,
hanging around your neck,
and the doors open only for you,
where longing sleeps,
waiting for you to wake it,
so it may roar with the call of love,
the call of wild beasts
hibernating within me
until your new arrival,
until my new life cycle.
I give nothing more to anyone,
until death, which eagerly awaits me.
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WHEN I SLEEP, I DREAM OF YOU LIKE A GIRL
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Do you know how girls dream,
how they put up pretty posters and verses
on their bedroom and wardrobe doors
when they're in love?
They always have a favorite song,
one that he happened to play
that one time
their shoulders brushed in passing.
They buy scarves to match the color
of his eyes,
and those eyes are always wondrous,
so they remind them of something;
of chestnuts, for instance.
In autumn,
when the whole world smells of chestnut puree
and can't smell of anything else
but just that,
do you know how girls love?
They dawdle for a long time in the middle of the street,
waiting for that certain him to pass by,
to toss a lock of hair from his face,
to scatter all the birds and move all boundaries,
and then they giggle for a long time after.
They can't stop smiling.
They nudge each other on the street and compete
over who remembered better
his cowboy swagger,
his gaze turned towards the sun,
maybe his voice or a word,
and from all of that, they create
a whole magic,
a whole fairy tale about looking and walking.
If he spoke a word to one of them,
that word is of special significance,
brought from some other world,
and it has the power to capture day and night,
to stop time.
That word is carefully kept on the cover
of a math notebook,
because it adds and subtracts everything,
depending on whether
he looked at her
d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





