








***





An iron cemetery of the roof.


Antennas like crosses rise here,


bent under the wind, still, aloof.


Rain drops from the dark atmosphere.





This row of the icicles broken -


a fence which is spilled with the moon.


Behind - the brick chimneys keep smoking,


each looks like a ghostly tomb stone.





It seems, birds have eaten the corpses,


inscriptions are wiped by the rain.


It seems that I live in a cellar


with a cemetery pressing my brain.





A sorcerer, I dance all my lines.


The iron roof rattles from hurricanes.








***





Our day has gone away with trifles.


Embracing on a porch we say


“good bye”. And our jesters linger


until you wipe your look away.





I’m reflection in your pupils


surrounded by a dense fence.


A few black birds bounce like notes


between the wires, above your face.





Above the house a smoke flows out


and draws a key note in the air.


It pokes into the murky cloud -


and print our names by sounds there.





It’s worth to read this tune and then


play in a chamber of the chest.


And finally to grab your hand


and bring you in the swinging nest.








	***





My words lay so close


like bricks in the walls.


They shove one another


by their own weight.


At this very moment


another man yells,


another man yells,


separated from that.





But even a yell


has a danger for him:


it will tighten a string


on his neck. And in vain


he tries to remember


why he was in pain,


and his soul engulfed it


as a light of an amber.





Whatever they say then,


remain deaf and dead:


a pain blooms and blossoms


with a pain - nothing more.


At this very moment


tear this voice like a thread


and raise up a high wall


and cut out a door.
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