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LoNDON

reality is part of my nature

spring has accepted the overflowing green of the dead again

streets accept more funerals which are blacker yet beneath the flowers
red phone boxes in the rain like a warning

time is part of the internal organs  bird voices

open every rusting face on the benches

watching night's eyes a prolonged flying accident

when yet another day is blotted out London

write out all my madness  lick out all the brown beer’s froth

the bell’s toll in a little bird’s brain vibrates like a gloomy verse unemployed

the city is part of the word  the most terrifying part of me

showing my insignificance  accepting

blue mildewed sheepskin slip-cover outside the window

sheep meat’s memory diligently binding

its own death dyingin the non-convulsing lens

when between two pages of newsprint is a grave behind the grave is the
ocean

WATER’S RETURN JOURNEY

this is still blood overflowing from little bathtub at six years old
this is still that ticket ~gripped many years in the hand

tightly gripping the ferryboat of death

shore explicit as the limits of flesh

pain  more punctual than cast-iron railings

light that cuts lake water open shatters behind the eyes

snowy mountain cathedral tumbles into unpileable blue
bleached face staring at the sky presses in close

on the rope’s long end hangs the map of all your life

a dead pigeon’s wings drooping

water stores the past even deeper look back

and both hands have no way again to let what’s not there slip away

your blood still riding the crumbling flesh-coloured site has nowhere to turn
still enduring the final weekend on the lake

though a crumpled paper bag has been shaken empty for years

the old woman feeding the pigeons  is herself another wreck
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A NiGHT IN THE TOWER

darkness is what we look for and windows

none is not a savage beast dazzling

snow that has been seen separates the distance from eye to eye

bird fixes phosphorescence on pale naked bodies

stone gyrates to become the corner that locks itself in

letting our flesh be locked out from each other

it’s night that is needed a piece of skin’s

single night  listening to the never quiet enough storms below the cliffs

the sky is never deep enough for non-existence

finger moving on sleep  gnomon of a rusty sundial

only when there’s no time  is there the madness of a woman touching
herself

the tower enjoys the salt reek of prisoners’ weakness more than our noses do

pain loves all that is incurable

exposed somewhere by the dark  we

search for each other’s depths over and over ~ drunk

become unwilling to wake again postpone this dawning

SUNSET AND COLD AT BUCHENWALD

the last train isn’t here yet  but the twilight timetable

is closing in  the final light has gone out from the mercury column
the first cold just taking off pink skin

we who wait for the train  are waiting for sunset

to turn the day into a reading room after lights out

night comes from a secretion of the flesh

the attendant of darkness is leading stones to their seats

branches calm down intricately-carved raven pearls

down the hill is life ~ you need only tread lightly to go there
like the setting sun  endlessly sets behind the iron parapet
on a frostbitten fingertip the tiny crystal of a century’s bell
a small heap of ash collected by bones

to stroke is to consult  the slim dictionary of hurt

the horizon vanished below zero  exposing

in the cement vagina a drop of semen hard as a planet
waiting in an unpeopled future the last train long gone by
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CHAMBER MUSIC OF POSSIBILITY

the radar of nerves is searching the sky

but reunion is only a silent beat  again

squeezing eighteen years of life  you and I just like fingers
tightly gripping a single day of like a birthday

if there’s pain it’s doubled  if there’s distance

the sound of rain in the room undresses beyond the blood
a lost jade earring is blocking bones

papers pile up metaphysics  every letter written in May

like a bell going back to ravings

poems from eighteen years ago growing into another girl

are yours the tiny signature in a pink womb mine

with the world as its radius  the spring night

caresses the sweet-smelling inside of a lamb’s body

whoever wants to become the word in your sight must be blacker
than that character one golden amber teardrop

held empty sodon't even break this unbearable distance

LENTO FOR THE SEA

pain must have its own corner  midnight for instance

a window for instance  ocean’s mucous membrane pasted to the glass
the substance of darkness slowly leaks out from the eye

red wine like a navigation light

you hear the estuary of every vein in your body cry out a name

a farewell turned cold has opened the textbook

a distant blackboard  hangs outside the nakedness of zero

waves endlessly memorising the homework of a face

a poem reflecting light reproduces pre-natal thoughts of fish

a thousand horizons postponing the word ‘ocean’

flesh that islands submit to  collides with the today that cannot be postponed
exactly like every day  to look from afar is to partition

the glass chattering all around is breathed into your lungs

a dead space slower than immobility sits into

drunkenness storm filtered into another colourless reality

pain it’s perfection it’s a blind man
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HarMmoNICA

under a cold sky the flowers have an absurd look

only their lips exceptional  the river’s waters

carve small ears with a song

tongues of the past delicately lick into vacant ground

semitone by semitone stones moor and don’t unmoor

springtime inhales and still vomits ~ what’s bright is still the fish bone reeds
who shakes someone’s old maps in the wind?

making words sink doesn’t count as a lie

the world is like clouds  blow and it sounds

when tender green fingers learn to whisper

pain will find you for longer than the future

life will be simplified to being just like this life

the river’s waters flow away  still with a whitening fingernail
right now the more pinched the deeper  still performing

for the ancient silver  skinless pressing the fingerprints again
loving one more time the jet black source in the speakers

THE BrigHT MING DYNASTY

nobody dies in the now  over the bridge there is the past
in a beauty’s long sleeves three centuries of aesthetics
dream a bird’s dream of travelling the tiles boat

poled to the bedside  the body’s brook running all night
a gown of moonlight in the wooden window frame
discarding a death quite similar to a problem solved

the verb’s snow-white palm watching

unmoving here by us is over the bridge there

on every street corner hangs a solitary emperor

streetlights  illuminate time loitering in clocks

with the flesh’s precise structure time twisted the string tight

a stupid dynasty settled in body temperature

the beauty we squander doesn’t care about being cancelled by a shiver
waking rinses a carved trap deep as breathing

over the bridge there the bright Ming in the dark

remember to live like this  ghosts send out knowledge of the now
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LiNnDEN TREE

squirrel limbs are spread all over the internal injuries of reality

convulsing face-up in that position

rather say it’s sexual

someone throws themselves into this melodic autumn with all their strength
a thermometer stuck into the vein  stuck in the window

lets leaves resemble climbing panthers

rushing to jump down the half-vanished dream

someone abruptly pulls from your body lost nothingness

language disappears on the water  the wind bears the words away
another story has only a writer and no reader

the green light in the eyes  comes with pain

every year the final excised breast

rocking listening all night to a baby-like merciless sucking fading away
a person repeatedly disintegrated into time

sitting under  a tree whose meaning is as azure the word

like persisting with cold  persisting with going wrong

ForMm

your darkness picks out the colours of a hospital

wind in the body  blew outward and has become metal
needle point has scratched  the pain of the vacuum

to make another human-shaped basket

fish flesh has scrubbed the nails hammered in all around
seagulls riding the light of the entire morning
snow-white surgery speed in the eye

acquiescence in a previous life appears again

impure your girlish breast cannot escape

dropping bloody wings two powder puffs

too pure between the gears of the medicinal-smelling ocean
the round eyes of birds see not a thing

find that feather-stitched blue real as this

just like the lie  you want

waking dreams ebb away through the fingers like water
again and again relying on the cracks in human fragility
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MEDITERRANEAN

there’s no yesterday that hasn’t risen from now

just like  there’s no now that can be heard

terrifying blue smoothes out beautiful women and libraries
fire rages on across the membranes of the ear

marble clutters the white filth of the eardrum’s depth

a waterfowl’s brief siren skins the ear

steep cliffs of painted sunlight sinking down daily

on the rotten bed of the sea bottom  we have nothing to lose

below the balcony overlooking the valley

swimming pool retains the instant of leaping

our lonely bodies hang in mid-air like legends

awkwardly yearning to kiss the water’s naked skin
simulating water ~ always absent

indifferent to hearing overflowing an ear carved of stone
hearing the sky take off its sopping wet silken costume
dying once is enough

Ligar
floating divinities gather the waters (Taoist charm)

sit in the courtyard ~watch a lemon gather the sea

sit into the golden-branched drop

watch  what’s blue-black in the pupils of your eyes

distance on the window-sill slowly looking back

little exquisite chirping machines of singing birds in the pine needles
furthest railings a pair of graceful dancing wings

repeatedly painting that oval  inlaid with three clouds

sit into the lemon’s speed of light

stamens are an explosion

courtyard like a kernel spat into the sky

light is gathering the veins that are looking far away
colourful flesh opens a screen door

light long ago blinded by death’s brightness in the lemon
to be gold is to surround the pain in your field of vision
watch the height of the bird’s heartbeat

in the pupils of your eyes  the only invisible waterfall
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