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-DEAD MAN-

AND…… ACTION!

”Why don’t you disappear? 

Why are you standing still there?
Why are you standing there so shamelessly?

Why are you looking into my eyes?
Why are you hearing my voice?
Why are you talking to me?
Why do you follow me?
Why try to care about me?

Why don’t you leave me alone?
Why me?
Why did you meet me?
Why showed up in front of me?
Why stick with me?
Why are you smiling?
Why interfering?
Why are you in a good mood ;) ?
Why are you so happy?
Why are not you crying?
Why are you happy?
Why are you always so delightful?
Why do you always see everything?
Why do you always know everything?
Why do you always forgive?
Why are you always so filled up with everything?
Why are you making me agonize?
Why do you say "pass by"?
Why are you confusing me?
Why are you hurting me?
Why do you make me suffer?
Why do you attack me?
Why are you abusing me?
Why do you scare me?
Why do you step on me?
Why do you hit me?
Why do you crush me?
Why get me ripped to pieces?
Why strafing me?
Why do not you forgive?
Why do not you understand?
Why are you making me cry?
Why do you give me hope?
Why do you bring me into despair?
Why forcing me?
Why pledging me?
Why do you disturb my heart?
Why?
Why are you trying to answer?
Why are you behaving familiar?
Why do not you leave?
Why in here yet?
Why do you exist?
Why are you doing this thing?
..... so useless?
So ..... .... stupid .... "

"Because I love you."

"Then why do not you cry when I cry?
Why you break my nerves?
Why are you who you are?
Why get angry?
Why do you say that you love me?
Why do you want to hear "I love you"?
Why get tired?
Why do you forget?
Why do you look at the world?
Why are you in a different phase than me?
Why do you need to have my attention?
Why do you like to escape?
Why do you insist? "
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WAKING

Incomprehensible graces you ask me,
while an unheard roar wakes me up from odorless dreams.
A squeaky, repetitive cry
And a crying baby as a symphonic sequence
accompanies the morning’s stallion.
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DIRECTION OF LIFE

The numbers and values ​​are spent.
Everybody moves into their personal path.
The range of time flies.
The tunnel narrows and the options are limited.


(-------------- 
You will go where there’s love sonny.
Where there’s landscape.
Where there’s work and opportunities.
The pleasure.
The bitterness?
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(ANOTHER) FINE DAY

It was a nice day because the sun had appetite.
I tried to got myself an appetite, but not found it.
Sure, I’ll found somewhere, I know.
Sca
        red, says so.
Breathing through I suck black sky.
An atrocity payment for ubiquitous absent.
Through the mire silent souls
in the galley of abyss, thunderous coming.
A hymn to human misery.
Where are we?
Expect,
will bring us something.
Always full,
always impatient ...
Always more.
GREAT SATISFACTION endless sterile
This time it will be more and more successful,
so should not be left behind,
it is not pleasant to be clicked.
But not without a sense of failure,
successful outcome that would be?
Hanging on the door, next to the sock with the gifts.
Full. Let's go on to something else.

The handy recorder is running, full of material, sicken,
helpless to present itself.
And then, someone opens it, deals on time, discovers
and then gets bored, "it is something common", then leaves it, lying in the bathtub 
with a blanket and starts to learn, but he is still far away and all replies knows ...
This time his will is greater,
but he not prove it.
Unfortunately.
Reads these electronically-written-lifeless, expressionless words.
Not a letter.
A spontaneous delirium and experimentation.
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AN ODD DAY (TWO IN ONE )
A rotten taste in my mouth stands.
A torn thought in my mind is fitted.
Limited to auto - luxury.
The dog / caricature continues n 'follows the lady with the gray hair.
An odd hoot again between plastic bins.

I feel exhausted.



The dog / caricature was walking, pissing narrow.
Moments.
A girl who moved next door, looks like you.
A world flickers.
And I, so wrong.
Waiting for the good times.
The something perfect from yesterday.
I turn on the typewriter and, today, I expect from my cat toooaaourrrr
write something for me.
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VICTORY AND LUCK

The draw is done £
You won $
You wooooonnnnnn € € € € € € € €
Really? First time in my life ...
What please?
A delicious shit.
Mmmmmmm ¥ niarrrrrr
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DREAM

And bestial howls still beneath the thick blue ...
Beneath the bridge of the wide central avenue
I have a damaged car
I'm looking for an open van to jump.

Today I feel trapped.


The sun with teeth came out above the city
(I) to find a connection to something incoherent, Wrestling
To serve fine food
Do not offend
Say something true,
While I am 100% lie
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The (ART) OF SURVIVAL
Good afternoon.
Hello there.
I really like your exhibition.
Really? I struggled for a long time to complete it.
Especially this painting here, is another ... thing ... is ...
available for sale?
Certainly.
So, you’re costing your job?
Somehow I have to live.
To live.
Your rejoice. And to yours.
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(LOG – IN)

Get to see your face on the computer
get in to see your graphics.
Again with eating curiosity, I want to see if they are changed.
I also want you to write what I never read.
(LOG – OUT)
We will not talk.
Nobody understands anyway.
And the space ends.
The mind is disconnected.
The will is false, as the acting
Swearing in public
All for something discarded bottles, 
masochism, 
Frozen, funny shots.
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THROUGH THE WINTER A FROSTY LIFE

Christowemas.
Bodies move with noble attitudes and hoods,
Gloves, scarves, to hide ...
And I love (you) the red nose,
The camouflaged “many years”,
"Hey, come on for a couple of food" etc.
and proceeds
looking back
(if exists)
any abandoned building
Which has run
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CALENDAR QUOTE

Blue forests
And glades of dreams
Which, who knows how much will last?
Beautiful words
born to make the difference
And moments
Increasingly entering into a spiral
that constantly
makes less with less sense for everyone.
But you want to relive them, even if they fall, 
Even though these are non-existent.

To suck them like the worm,
thirsty for moisture.
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THE FUTURE

In one chamber, beside the cafè I was waiting for the bus,
trying to get you on the phone
like I’m crushing the codes of some game ...

A rainy day with the wind blowing,
you text me a message that you will be late a bit
I wait in a hangar,
with buses getting n 'away from me.

Electronic moments and cuddly
Robotic shots of one ignorant mind

The Tele (o) stretcher had a lot of work today

Probably, I
                             love you, I don’t know, whatever my lawyer says.
Probab > lie.


And life goes on line ...

I will not forget
This look- that called for something
I saw it in each (thing;) in my life
The complaint and expectation painted
in each of (her) expression
there was a dream
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I AM

A man of the hour, like breads.
Now I learn to play the guitar
Now few verses softly
and sometimes loud
I try to sing decently.
Then I descend in the neighborhood for a beer
And the evening philosophizing the chances of the next day.
Dead.
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FALSE CONDITION
We spend very nicely our time.
We are having a really good time.
Though we need some more medicines to believe it.

Come to my cozy nest.
Come to treat you shit.
Reasons for something like us are kept.
Art is both a pleasure when you know how to enjoy it.
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HOME MADE IMAGES

Boys sold out by women with scarred faces.
Waiting for the first boat to make it in their arms.
Closely packed houses, airtight kitchen and cooking.
The smiles were drawn by habit.

The delivery boy had the day off, so he went to church for confession.
"My Father I have sinned"
«DON'T WORRY»

Forgetful child, get to sleepain.
Travel wherever you want.
Say "hello" to a gentleman who greets you.
Do not be rude.
He may feed you,
for free ..
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MAINTENANCE

You’re trying to protect your little life, the best you can,
As you learned, from very small,
Various tricks that will kept you healthy, above all,
And full professionally
And in any kind of interpersonal issues, rock.
Nor in your relationships you go back
You know, how to be careful
and make the appropriate dramatic moves in the end,
as well as literature and cinema have taught you.
You move here
you go there
Not going anywhere, it seems, from whatever you do
you have acquaintances
Nothing you have
You hate and fear everyone
And you are so many ....
... everyone has a different reason to feel resentment.
Dolly, which drama that will be censored will we play tonight?
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NORMAL RULES

Scattered pieces of meat in place - precursor- hell.
There are some laws that are inviolable here.
Unwritten barriers to prevent any visible-motor-recognition device within range.
Will tell
We'll see,
We have tomorrow
We proceed.
And everywhere flesh,
Broken bones
False lamentation,
Supposedly "thinking of you"
Bodies waving, filled with thoughts for sex,
fortunes,
Pins of existence
Birthing bloody tissues 
Scattered in the pages of nothingness
Empty eyes looking at you,
cold feelings
And weak statements concerning infringement of realizations.

And violators, Zorro -rebels- without a cause increase,
As there is more and more unconscious attitudes of words,
The titles, discriminations,
And papers
In return for your virtual presence in a plastic box
That was made with love for more papers.
Ass-papers someone would say ...
With which the real robbers wipe their ass
when removing the waste products of stomach programming.
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FROM DOWN BELOW YOU …

The true position is just right down below us
And with one very small subtle-earthquake will greet us.
New series,
serials with desperate hypocrites
who are now struggling to keep their lives
in the mirror, and be existent,
While they do not know that they are already extinct.

They have needs
Eat bread, drink water, reject the outside "world"
And do tombing statements

computers
in undergrounds
Where the desperate groans say that they went out of season.

The white tomb awaits ...
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ONCE


"Can I be buried alive sir?"
"But, why?"
"I can not stand the wait, it makes no sense '
"Well sir, I do my job"

Icy, silent, forgotten, expected
The ey
            es fall downwards
The tongue shrivels and tilts the larynx
An empty pipe is the conduit for the coming of decomposers
The nails still grows
And hair grows
And the hair on withered GENITAL LENGTHENS
While ... the body is united and intact
Some pieces leave dazedly-rotten
And some other, of more qualitative material, remain

Eventually the skeleton animates one night (with any bones left)
And walks in his old neighborhood 
And .. feels excessively alone
Because no one is looking
. Yet some people remembered,
They talk about him as if they knew him
But he knows he never existed.
And now he laughcries,
Lausays loudly with his skeleton laughter,
But no one may heaaaarrrrrr
Only,
the wire strings immersed in the dark side of the moon that absorb him.
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NIGHT TOGGLES
You were spellbound.
From the place?
The drink?
From remembering?
Green sofa, brown carpet: heavy square designs
Blonde hair.
An old electronic played pixels on TV -> that was an opportunity.
You left at 04, from the back-iron spiral staircase.
The night was still fresh in the land
So, you caught some incomprehensible speech with any of yourselves-your very own
You got into the first wall that you found.
It had nice moisture and you ordered a coffee
Fresh and warm, as the morning-recycled-newspaper’s bullshit.
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Writings and information of all kinds multiply like vermin and there is nothing to stop them.
The bacteria culture progresses.
The worlds mixed and made ​​a nice soup that nobody wants to eat. 

But all earn something from it.
Scrap and all, very useful,
They follow you and you follow them
and everyone is happy

Written and informed everybody about their plans
their intentions, their beliefs,
Because we are all very important and all need to know about us.

Every night
in the bins of the neighborhood very nice compounds are being done.
Actually, we would not l$ke to see them.
Substances that create small organizations, trying to degrade a mixture of chemicals, 
organic and plastic.
Who knows what disgusting creatures pop out of there,
before the scavenger grinds them into its mechanisms?
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AS AN ARTIST (AGAIN)

A model created by the artist through his mind.
Plastic doll shop of his sexual perversions
Or close- distressed performance of his solitude
Goodnight world.
I forgot you tonight, as I thought of my dreams.
I've noticed that I have a lot future.
But, no present.
                                                        25
Having uttered heavy words from sometime,
I carry them on my back
A layer of shell
and proceed
Hoping to be lenient the lightning
And not to burn me completely
Somewhere here I would like to dedicate and thank my cat Electra that made me company when I wrote this, and also happens to be the editor for me. 
She just scratches whatever she doesn’t like.                                             

