
        
            
                
            
        

    
 







Chris Wanten 





Selected poems 1997 - 2017 







 

Copyright for this collection by Chris Wanten © 2017 





Cover photo © nbussarin - Fiverr.com Copyright reserved. 





Published by meyerbooks 

Lahnstr. 14 

60326 Frankfurt am Main 

Germany 

Tel: ++49-1516-549-0907 

Email: meyerbooks@gentlemansclub.de No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without prior written permission from the publisher 









 







To those who inspired me 







 







 

tomato soup 



tomatoes kept at 

a simmer in the frying pan 

I cut fresh dill from 

my window sill 

Distracted I almost cut 

my finger, 

put the knife down, 

curse her name and 

indulge in a glass of g & t Don't stir, 

she had always said, 

let it simmer with 

the lid on 

I wonder what she 

may be doing now and 

who she may 

be sharing her wisdom with 

The only woman I ever knew 

who wore a pinafore 

when she cooked 

I prefer it more natural, 

a simple tee to cover my belly You didn't even shave, 

I hear her say 

The red of her fingernails always reminded me of blood, 

I hated them, 

even the sight of them 

Cutting dill 

with diligence, 

Lord, 



 

she was crazy 

which probably was 

the one thing I liked about her The night I met her 

I was drunk 

and looked at her 

as if she was twins, 

as if my dull mind had 

vaguely visualized 

the Jekyll and Hyde inside her First she stirred up trouble, then she boiled me until 

I blew my lid 

All she left me with 

is this red mess 

I don't feel like eating anymore May she get the dills from 

any loner bait around tonight may she scratch and bite, 

the soup is best with gin 

My gin does well 

without her soup 







 

noruwei no mori 



on the roof we drank to each other again and again 

overlooking the city 

we drank 

when there was something to drink as long as the particular supply lasted 

We drank 

slowly 

talking about piercings and tattoos about the Sisters of Mercy or Pink Floyd 

one summer 

At that time 

we mostly had beer 

or brandy 

we were unpretentious part- 

time philosophers 

who knew nothing except for life as it is 

we made love when 

we were bored 

being dreamers 

surrendering to lust 

unwashed, me unshaven 

Cigarettes 

made us feel how satisfied we were always being honest with each other honest until 

she once appeared in nylons and blue heels bringing tacos 



 

from downtown 

into our basement flat 

The innocence was gone 

we had ouzo 

I knew 

we had loved and lived on the roof only in a book 

by Murakami 







 

Andrea, I know 



referring solely to the fact 

that we were young 

she put clean sheets on our love every morning when she left for work leaving me breakfast 

Well behaved until she came home me the lover 

unemployed 

I painted our walls yellow 

left her messages with thick markers like I love you, have a shower 

with me, touch me 

if you dare to 

let me drink you 

Now referring 

solely to the fact that we were young I dare say none of it was about sex but about each other 

being one 

cherubs all the years until posters concealed my love and 

occasional headaches 

set in 







 

starter 



fingers 

cutting onions 

lost in thoughts 

my poor reason 

choked on you 

brushed your hair 

unimpressed 

I planted a 

vegetable kiss 

behind your ear 

told you that 

I love you 

always and forever for 

all these little things 

gestures or casual touches 

we never remembered 

whole days or nights 

just moments of 

silly happiness 

twenty-four hours when 

reason was off 

following you 

hopelessly 

as usual 

many words weren't spoken 

but given a meaning 

high on sweets 







 

Renault 4 



a glance 

trivially wasted 

green like 

traffic lights 

those 

windscreen viper 

eyes 



a dismissive 

gesture 

feet up on the dash 

cherry gum bubbles 

meet 

nail 

varnish 

lies 







 

sweet corn, with sheep 



open arms 

spreading a labyrinth 

fingers trace 

freckles on 

an immaculate face 

of heat 

laughter tells 

so sweet 

tales of secrets 

left behind alive 

in youth 

dreams fly 

kites in a tree 

fields meet 

summers by 

the sea 







 

timid affection, pre post-traumatic the nights they burned 

passed out in embers 

they swam 

making love 

melting so desperately 

being young 

outlawed carelessly 

her red hot tongue owned 

his big boy heart 

more and more 

often 

was more than 

pure existence or lust 

never was a promise 

for 

he knew 

she'd break it 

all so naturally 

with clean cutting passion 

like a butcher's knife 

always keen on 

teasing the guillotine 

celebrating fatally 

destruction way before 

the age of borderline 

was a punk thing 

not to believe 

but retreat 

hurt 

was all about 

anarchistic swearing 



 

smoking weed 

sleeping around 

not getting pregnant 

incidentally 

taming pet rats 







 

too many words 



never said much 

in a violin mind 

on its own 

stale poems leave 

empty rooms larger than 

any strangers' shadows 

in a misty night full of 

careful suppression of 

archaic fears in 

bursting open 

childhood memories 

the black erupting 

burning longing 

bridges 

hurt 

once more for all 

back ways 

so suddenly 

scattered to pieces 

most obviously 

closed too late 

for maintenance 

eyes locked in 

on eyes 

inhaling all slow motion 

imploding 

a smell of 

evening 

approaching 

no words 

for a while 



 

us (reading Tagore) 



in the playground 

she sang to me 

of danger and longing 

to the core 

in her words 

she dreamed us 

into fading clouds of 

warm darkness lit 

by countless lamps around 

forbidden sweets 

glowing red against 

the horizon within reach 

her 

delicious temptation 

lingering inside out 

in the open 

beneath a starry sky 

words turn 

to toys 

to songs 

in tune 

with me playing 

in the fields 

the open fields of 

forever her 

and me 







 

a few words 



no, i was never 

meant to 

make many words 

perhaps i wasn't 

even meant to 

have too many 

of them left when 

you took all of me 

and no again 

i never was 

a keeper 



you took everything 

i readily 

gave for free 

my whole love 

my world 

my dreams 

and me 



now goodbye is 

surprisingly 

so much more 

than just 

two 

words 

it's a heart-proof door 

locked on purpose 

without a key 



no, i was never 



 

meant to 

make many words 

they're good for nothing 

out here 

on life's open sea 

i'm silenced 

wondering 

just what has become of me 

while every day 

i'm sinking deeper 







 

my own life 



no 

it's not right 

to feel like this 



i wonder how 

in the world 

i came here 



how 

i came 

so far 



headaches 

pain 

insomnia 



love 

has been 

a beginning 



eventually 

perhaps 

a dream 



the ghosts of pain 

for a moment 

lingering unseen 



love takes time 

mine's 

been flying 



 



now i'm back to 

where 

i should have been 



all along 

down and out 

back in 



my 

own 

life 







 

traveling 



traveling 

splitting the sea 

cutting through 

sky 

feeling 

the cool breeze 

flying 

goose bumps 

on clouds 

my legs move 

train rides 

in the dark 

the ear-splitting 

tunnels 



books 

cutting out 

missed chances 

will i be 

on time 

this time 

flying again 

in my thoughts 

having become 

butterflies 

from paradise 

i call to you 

missing 

your daring 

from head to toe 

the knight in 



 

shining armor 

me 

i'm coming 

home 

traveling 

for love 

to be 







 

your face, back then 



the radiant eyes 

of innocence 



naked days 

of childhood 

winning 

over 

conventions 



under 

yellow 

starry skies 

at night 



eternity 

has freckles 







 

light, when happy 



the day 

she forgot 

the weight of 

the world 

aimed 

in looks 

at me 

she smiled 

sunflowers 

as if 

she 

knew 

me 

as if she'd known me 

all along 

i had 

liked her 

now 

it becomes clear 

why 







 

ikarus 



in dreams 

she moves 

light 

as a feather 

through hearts 

she’s walking 

on hot coals 

swimming 

in devotion 

a light 

in eyes 

burning 

feathers 

for her 

melting 

men 







 

changing tack 



what 

can i say 

what words 

do i possibly 

have left 

to paint pictures of 

the beauty 

of the ocean when 

there's water 

in 

around 

all over 

the ocean 

even the waves 

all water 

bobbing 

me 

repeating 

every word i say 

in my head, yes 

in my head 

the water 

twisting words 

all eddy 

in my head 

i can't take off 

screw off 

what 

can i say 

you twist it 

come twist it 



 

in a nutshell 

you say forget 

about the ocean 

we are 

two 

in just 

the same boat 

life's a lake 

dear 

put out 

the oars, go 

for one more row 

now 

of burning 

devotion 







 

the one (love like a woman) this feeling of 

losing it 

of not 

understanding 

doing things 

one 

would never do 

under normal 

conditions 

hearing words that 

don't make sense 

while 

one 

being silenced 

left 

without 

reason 

or a chance 

to contradict 

inside 

the pain 

charged 

powerless 

enjoying it to 

its full extent 

excitement 

happening amiss 

no way to sleep 

without 

the one 

good night 



 

chris 

it's alright 

this love 

begun 

is just 

a woman 







 

waif 



again 

the planes 

in her eyes 

cut through 

clouds of 

thin blue air 

awakening 

yearning for 

closeness for 

warmth 

the comfort of 

swimming in 

a sea by 

the fireside 

at night 

from far away 

she looks 

clearly 

closing her eyes 

on me like 

a suitcase 







 

a half-finished story 



a poem not 

completely 

written 

a chorus 

or verse 

a song not 

yet sung 

time too lazy 

to pass 

the day 

too sleepy 

to come 

to my aid 

in fairyland 

candlelight reflected 

in green glass 

the night 

you held 

my hand 







 

a kind of future 



it repeats 

itself 

after every storm 

yearning 

love closing in 

for the kill 



as if we'd ever 




part 

trapped in a 


rerun 

of trivial phrases 

you say »part« 

and i say »why« 

give me five 

together we 

are »party« 



future 

an open challenge 

daily defiance 

life with you 

falling asleep 

swimming 

riding at anchor 

in your arms 

dreaming of 

better 

times 



wider seas 



 

more floating 

flying 

burning 

kisses 

all night 



togetherness 

with closed eyes 

trying to 

wake up 

in sleep 

look forward to 

walking in 

the right direction 

seeing 

only you 



almost  

blinded 



love's 

bright 

light 







 

separation 



a change 

over night 

as expected 

tied 

elastic bands 

gone loose 

roaming 

souls 

falling 




apart 

happiness 


a downgrade 

to imagination 

no look back 

sometimes 

he sees her 

wonders 

if he ever knew her 

pain 

may be all 

in the mind 

yet 

the fear 

is real 







 

reflections of the past 



when i asked her 

the time, she said 

it was far 

too late 



i asked her if 

she was still there, but 

she said no 

she wasn't 

there 

at least 

not in her mind 

she said, or 

in her heart 



when i asked her 

the time, she said 

not even 

in mine, but 

in the future 







 

stroke of fate 



a new life 

after all 

the turmoil 

leaving 

no retreat 

the way ahead 

a new year 

planning 

happiness 

hopes for 

release, but 

it's not easy 

to change 

a new day 

welcome to 

my old self 







 

neon woman 



the seduction 

of a color 

at first 

attractive 

in a special way 

through tears 

blinding 

the joy of rain 

a heavenly laughter 

eclipsed by thunder 

falling 

star-struck 

in dying embers 

looking back 

to find 

no one 

left foot prints 

washed out 

on the way 



 

ashes 



it's raining 

one more time 

drops burst painfully 

against my window 

Pain reminds me just 

how much I miss you 

Looking down 

onto this 

shabby town 

in an attack of 

mild delusion 

I smell the scent 

of summers gone 

You in 

your new 

blue dress 

dancing in 

the house we stayed at 

in Morocco 

Sticky heat 

beguiling 

clouds of 

sweet perfume 

drifting away 

Strain reminds me just 

how much I miss you 

Ashes to 

ashes 

dust to dust 

the final 

thesis 



 

The desert will 

live on in you 

it must 

Tonight 

your eyes are 

my oasis 







 

she saw 



as soon as she had closed the door behind her 

I knew she was going to stay and there was no way 

to change it 

She kicked off her heels 

nearly missing my rubber plant called Robert 

wasting no time to 

take off her skirt and blouse and make herself comfy 

on the bed or 

whatever I called bed 

in my one room apartment at 

that time 

I was sitting at my desk 

writing stupid poems in my underwear it was summer and the fan at the ceiling never worked when 

it was summer 

like the heating in my old 

beetle 

never worked in winter 

You're not a poet 

just look at yourself 

she said 

I hoped she'd leave if 

I ignored her 

instead she ordered pasta for dinner she knew 

I always fell for that 



 

What's wrong with me 

I asked quietly 

more asking myself 

She got up to 

casually 

sit on my lap 

whispered I was hopeless in a romantic way 

I knew it wouldn't be wise to argue before dinner so 

I didn't contradict 

With her it was romantic in 

a hopeless way 

once she had even 

brought me flowers but 

this filthy apartment I lived in never felt like home to me so I adored her for making herself at home not even minding me being there when she was there 

there was life replacing my stupor and stupid spans of loneliness 

at least as long as 

she let me have my way with 

my obsession for writing 

else there was too much life for me to bear 

She snored like 

a chainsaw 

killing all the flowers 

One more stupid loss of hope 

only less romantic but 

that's how 



 

most of my relationships 

usually began 







 

the summer route 



faster and faster we ran 

days and nights in 

a slide show 

home 

on tarmac 

burning our feet 

cooling off 

in corners and beds 

mistaking seasons 

for home 

True life ain't 

no party anymore 

pants worn out, 

hair a mess 

Still 

the lips so kissable, 

stopping for 

a moment 

only 

to gain speed 

biting 

everything grows, 

swallowing us 

whole 

nights to die for 

looking back 

the wrong way, 

as if we cared 

Faster and faster 

for more 





 

me in the child 



the hurting of the early years everything that happened 

made me wonder 

what love may be 

In my shyness and 

seclusion I believed in 

the unlimited power 

of indifference 

I sacrificed my dreams 

and talents to 

unfeeling strictness 



imprisoned 

directed by dark powers 

manipulated 

to be more precise 

tortured for a higher course 

I finally found my breaking 

points without being 

destroyed 

hurting 

not deranged 



a new window opened 

with every locked door 

I loved the wind 

in the little word window 

it made me feel 

spring storms 

taking a run-up 

Fresh air 



 

soothing me 

in my prison 

it made me 

remember sunshine 



with every silent cry 

subsiding inside 

I wanted to be found 

to be held 

and saved 

A sunflower 

planted and watered 

neither fenced in 

suffering nor 

torn out 



I must not hate 

I stubbornly believed 

in the good 

in light that 

sooner or later 

would be coming through 

with time 

and years of 

saving dreams 

more precious with 

every wound 

winding up 

defense 



darkness had 

a rusty door like 

a guillotine 



 

over and over 

attempted 

execution in 

solitary confinement 

No dirt of any kind 

quenched the thirst 

the hunger for more 

in life 

as I hoped it would be 



freedom 

a gentle hand 

wiping away 

the fears of night 

Having a premonition 

unwilling to get up 

those mornings 

doomed 

to failure 

leaning forward 

punished 

one way for another 

vain attempt 

to escape or 

rather 

to live simply 

being a child 



it was them 

against me 

It might explain 

a few things today 

in retrospect 



 

a matter of perspective 

looking down lost 

a victim not even 

looking forward to thinking 

thoughts of pure security 

being lifted 

off the ground 

for the first time 

understanding 

in someone's eyes 

daring fun 

no ambush 



I prayed to the angels 

even without knowing one 

to be 

on the safe side 

How did I 

believe 

in a perfect world 

again 

without knowing one 

I lived on 

automatic 

the only way I knew 

ignoring the insults 

and pain 

the long time 

determined 

clinging to myself 



a guinea pig 

I was 



 

kind of a human 

animal testing 

a rat on alert 

in a cage 

released only 

for conditioning 

never rewarded 

running in circles 

ending 

in hidden traps 

tiring 

wearing me down 



every move 

every word 

was wrong 

all the rest 

prohibited 

ridiculous 

liable 

to prosecution 

arbitrary 

cutting up 

delight 

a narcissistic aggravation 

of sentence 



stuttering 

silent words 

expressionless 

incoherent 

playing dumb 

pretending 



 

surrender 



apathetic 

on the face of it 

in inner turmoil 

inwardly waiting 

for the big time 

setting life 

to zero 

with nothing to fear 

and a garden 

to walk out into 







 

bloody button 



some time ago 

with Queen B* 

nights bit 

their nails 

failing 

to grab 

a hold or 

handle the cold 

she pulled me 

dragged me through 

roads of oh 

so sweet nectar 

drowning future 

sticking to her 

without a choice 

as requested 

Queen B* forgets 

never forgives 

with operating temperature 

the world is full of love 

and everyone 

free to have a look 

as I 

opened the wrong door 

face first into 

the iceberg 

ricochet 

burning the night 

into my heart 

she reached 

mercilessly 



 

taking my cylinder 

head 

away 

making sure 

I don't run 

unless she's 

in control 

the big C 

the Queen B* 

spelling care with K 

like knick-knack 

she dusts me from time 

to time 

when she's bored or 

needs me 

at random 

leaves me dying 

faking 

pretending in the heels 

and a neon mini-skirt of 

pure indifference 

sharper than a knife 

some time ago 

my fate 

my Queen B* 

caressed me till 

the wound was closed 

the knife inside 

remote controlled 







 

la petite mort 



she came over to 

talk bridges 

to me, I wasn't 

the talkative kind 

words escaped 

randomly in a flow 

like all-embracing water 

we lost in 

an undertow 

drifting towards the night 

she took a break 

made rum and tea 

snuggled up to me 

taking off my fancy clothes to bit by bit 

take me 

swimming out casually 

loaded 

my squirt gun in her 

hands 

fantasized about 

a splash in the pool 

revealing pleasure 

softly water-skiing 

once more 

being pulled steadily 

through warm waves by 

a dolphin 

laughing 

me open 

under attack 



 

besieged 

taken over 

running 

she sat silently 

on a fleeting bridge 

born again 

with closed eyes 

somehow bewildered 







 

a visit 



the trees 

and buildings 

seemed to have shrunk 

even my school was 

a lot smaller 

than I remembered 



the streets were much 

much 

narrower 

and shorter 

compared to when 

I had cycled through them 

to and from school 



the cornfield wasn't 

endless 

by far 



the flowers I had so often watered on my great-grandmother's grave had given way to 

wild roses 

on my grandma's grave 

now 



I missed 

this old lady 

this last relict of a 

time gone by 





 

the way she presided 

over family gatherings 

with strength and 

a big heart 

made me smile 

in melancholy 



my old neighbours 

still lived where 

they had always lived 



as soon as 

they recognized me 

they urged me to come in 

and tell them everything about the time I had been away 



other neighbours 

people I don't even 

remember having met before 

brought cake to celebrate 

the reunion 



again and again 

they brought up 

old stories until I felt 

like a child once more 



a giant child 

waking up from 

a long 

long sleep 





 

it was neither 

the old places nor 

the memories of the dead 

that made me feel at home 



it was the pure 

natural 

hospitality 

I had forgotten about 



you young ones 

always miss 

the obvious, 

my old neighbour said 

and told me 

what I must have felt 

inside me 

all along 



small city 



big 

hearts 







 

July 30, 2011 



she looked at me 

wounded but concealing pain 

she did not commence to cry 

all the same I felt her tears tickle My fingertips drawn 

to wipe them away as in that 

particular moment 

she meant everything to me 

having overrun all my defenses in a storm I looked at her 

looking real closely and speechless her cheeks her face looked like polished marble like a statute of 

Holy Mary 

I had once seen in Berlin 

Brave with pride and strength I froze embarrassed 

dropping his eyes 

staring at her pink court shoes wondering 

what she had done to life to have been let down like this 

She left 

my heart boiling until today 

We shook hands I said 

good luck 

knowing it might have been the chance of a lifetime to make a stand against the world for love 

She did not look back at me 

she went away 



 

Medulin 1 



the veil of rain moved inland as soon as the clouds tore open she walked me hand in hand from one side of the bay to the other never deeper in the sea than to our knees 

like a fish she is i thought 

like a fish as mermaids appear to bring joy and love while 

fish simply swim away 



I walked her hand in hand from one part of the final day to the other 

never deeper in thoughts than on that trip to the sea she flirted with everyone 

on bed we had sat 

me hugging her knees while she filed her nails already lightly dressed for dancing i thought what if 

what if in real i wasn't taller than that what if 

i didn't reach higher than 

up to her knees 

like a dwarf i felt 

unable to swim away 

like a fish i would have liked to be the veil of darkness moved in above completely indifferent about me 







 

Luminous Angel Of Revenge 



On the first day the skies opened. The Luminous Angel Of Revenge stepped down in a transparent dress and smiled at me. Facing the inaccessible beauty I instinctively closed my eyes, but she bore no resistance. 

»O carnal humility,« I said, »this is the day to swallow my desires.« 



And on the second day the Luminous Angel Of Revenge closed her wings around me and gave me the kiss of a second life. Her strengthening spirit scratched my soul, the smell of blood and tears filled the air around us. 

»No love can hurt you no more,« she said, »these are the days to pay them back.« 



And on the third day a vision of the Gods appeared in front of my eyes. Thunder shook the earth beneath my feet. I lowered my head for a devotional prayer to the Luminous Angel Of Revenge, whose hands had chained me from beyond eternity. 

»No temptation will lead me astray,« I said, »no longer will I be a slave of purity.« 



And on the fourth day I woke up inside my body, mystified. 

My dreams had been erased. The Luminous Angel Of Revenge had gone and left me with a mission. 

»These are the days,« I said, »here am I to crush your spirits.« 







 

rainstorm 



rain 

pearls down 

like falling 

tears 



distant thunder 

touches painfully 

my innermost 

and growing fears 



harsh wind 

sweeps leaves 

off soaking ground 



you turn to me 

in sleep still 

safe and sound 



lightning lights 

the bedroom wall 



a canon goes off 

in the hall 



you grab my arm 

and hold on tight 



two frightened people 

seeking shelter 

in a dark 

and stormy night 



 

new year's eve 



staying out 

in endlessness 

praying 

giving way 

to deeper feelings 

dancing with the waves 

that roll ashore 

around our ankles 

bare 

My heart 

in touch with yours 

for a standstill 

moment 

a shift in air 



distant stars 

above us gleam 

light knowingly 

my magic castle 

in a dream 







 

sunrise with you 



even though 

you can't 

be with me now 

I see the sunrise 

through your eyes 

the smell of fresh air 

stillness from the forest 

beneath relentless 

cloudless skies 

our spirits dance 

across horizons 

match to form 

a golden band 

Although 

you can't be 

with me now 

I feel so proud 

to be your friend 







 

my girl 



what words 

do I have 

to say how much 

I love this wind 

floating 

oh so easily 

in an endless 

sea of 

senses 

I feel the force 

of nature 

and a longing 

sensuality 

to hear the breeze 

spell out your name 

my barefoot girl 

my summer 

comes walking 

up the road 

to me 



the final threshold 

of a dream 

of flying 







 

words 



your words 

your 

tender 

loving 

words 

I lose 

myself in 

to find you 



tonight 



the 

tender 

loving 

night 

we lose ourselves 

in to find 

each other 







 

Jenny 



I see you 

in the stars 

tonight 

so tenderly 

the moon will be 

our satellite 



I give my soul 

to walk by you 

for just tonight 

our world 

comes true 



we meet in real 



imagination 







 

blue lake (for Eve) 



in the blue lake 

I found her 

surprised 

that I myself 

had as well 

been there 



from above 

I had already 

seen her 

changing times 

changing faces 



still the impact 



the sense of 

disorientation 

did not fade as 

in her voice 

in her words 

I did not find 

the final but 

the eternal 

inside beauty 

I found at last 

the smiling face of pain 



the blank eyes of 

language lost of 

being insignificant 

in the chromatic 



 

dance of waves 



in the blue lake 

I know now 

I had as well 

been there 

the day 

my dreams began 

stunned 

by silence 

when everything 

was better 

though not clearer 

in my heart 

lost fragments 

of a mirror broken 

reflect 

missed out moments 

she was real 







 

A prayer 



when God came 

to me to 

fight the devil, 

He created YOU, 

my angel 

as his weapon 

with smiling eyes burning, 

innocence, 

a fervour, heavenly 

to make me give 

my life for you, 

with every breath 

die for you 

until He once  

takes me away 



to make me find YOU 

my saviour, 

God showed me dreams of Eden, haunted me with snakes and 

dying trees, 

chased me with lightning 

until I was bleeding, 

stroke empty crosses 

on a hill in rain, 

in crusades and inquisitions 

drowning in floods 

He made my cry and feel shame, He sentenced me for doubts and weakness with his holy mercy of pain 





 

when God came 

to me to 

fight the devil, 

the devil fought back 

but his weapon 

was the same 



my angel, 

my passion, 

my eternal obsession, 

my pleasure, 

my pain, 

heaven and hell 

unite 

when I speak your name 







 

Sunday afternoon 



the softness 

of gentle skin 

like morning on 

my sleepy lips 



a kiss 

a smile 



the pleasant 

smell of 

coffee on a 

garden table 



sound of 

bare feet 

walking on 

a wooden floor 



the softness 

of being 

sound asleep to 

tender whispers 



waking up 

with you 



tickling sun 

falling through 

a window 

in the roof 



 

think so 



hey, 

you gonna wear 

my jacket, hm 

you think we 

act like 

toys 

think we should 

take 

the 

car 



you think so 



it's very 

strange 

indeed 

go to the 

movies 

go to a show 

we'll end 

up desperate 



you think so 



we'll end 

up drunk 

lonely moving 

like 

the 

tides 





 

you think so 



you 

and my jacket 

and the car 



you think so 



you think 

we're quite 

sane 

though 



you 

and my jacket 

and the car 







 

see her 



see her shine 

in all the flowers 



see her shine 

in all 



see her shine in 



see her shine 



see 

her 







 

that's love, part 1 



that's love 

again 

the unexpected moves 

the slight 

change 

inside 

the thoughts 

I won't talk 

lie motionless 

beneath the stars 

the cloudless skies 

inside 

a slight change 

even 

if it hurts 







 

that's love, part 2 



even 

a slight change 

inside 

the cloudless skies 

beneath the stars 

lie motionless 

I won't talk 

the thoughts 

inside 

change 

the slight 

the unexpected moves 

again 

that's love 





 

my universe 



my universe fell off 

the horizon 

a couple of miles 

from here 



the beach 

the sun 

the sea 



I can see you 

from my window 

I wonder 

how you came across 



the new 

blue suit 

the beautiful 

view 







 

two eyes 



two eyes 

lying next to me 

drowning 

in the night 

tonight 



healing sleep 

intrudes thoughts 

teasing like 

time 



solemn breathing 

in emotion 

in the eyes 

lying next to me 

tonight 







 

those afternoons 



those afternoons 

when it went dark 

early 



the pale light 

the fading warmth 

the room 



we kissed each other 

for a long time 

with cold lips 

like Christmas 

in our hearts 







 

no good-bye 



this is no good-bye, 

you'll fade 

out of my thoughts 

into my heart 

that I've been 

packing, 

making 

room for you 

that's safe 

and warm 



this is 

no good-bye, 

may all 

your dreams come true 







 

still blue eyes 



still 

blue eyes 

through all 

that 

blues 



dear friend 

loneliness 

in all adventures 

making fun of 

desperation 



now 



blue eyes 

through all 

that 

blues 



still shining 







 

through the clouds 



through the clouds 

the last beams of sunlight 

touch my window 

remind me 

of your hands 

as you waved good-bye 

dressed and glimmering 

in my favourite red 

like in the distance 

the horizon 







 

shadow of truth 



I'm the dark shadow of truth, the uncertainty to be right 

that haunts your dreams 

like I'm haunted by you 

The fear that rides on sunlight, the rain that falls, 

not falling for you 

The bitter taste of joy, 

your joy, 

a deep longing to risk, 

to smash 

your life through all the ages Your de Sade thoughts, 

that inner voice of my presence in shadows of fun 

that shines in your eyes 

and falls apart, 

not falling for you 







 

A walk at night 



you walk 

on bare feet 

through the softness 

of the sand 

to meet me in 

my night- 

time land 



my final doubts 

have washed away 

as now I know 

that you will stay 



all tension melts 

two hearts are one 

no need to rush 

no need to run 



like teenage kids 

we're having fun 

'till late at night 

you lie by me 

so gently rocking 

like the sea 







 

bikinis 



she's 

bikinis 

the sizzling sound 

of open sea 

warm 

water waves 

washing inside me 

cleansing 

wildest dreams 

to purity 

She's 

eyes 

overwhelming opals 

ornamented 

opiates 

She's voice 

an overture 

a wide 

orchestral ocean 

indescribable 

poetry 

in motion 







 

blue hearts 



there is this 

tenderness 

this caring 

motion 

of heart-felt joy, 

a golden ocean 

filled with memories 

of summer love 

Yet 

distant fears 

these final parts 

have come to whisper 

through our laughter, 

breaking out 

into the blue, 

blue 

hearts 







 

holiday home 



it's a 

moment 

of a glimpse 

of knowing 

in this house 

dressed to melt 

a summer garden 

to fireplace 

moonlight 

forgiving 

dreams like 

blinding sun 

flooded rooms 

with heart 



love 

came to meet me 

in your body 

smells of 

steadiness 

and passion 

in your hands 

I kiss 

my fortune 

burning 

secrets 

all 

in this house 







 

fairy 



you appear 

dragging your feet 

like a fairy 

like a ghost 

in my worn-out 

nightsuit 

frosted eyes yet 

still half closed 



I feel the opposite 

of homesick 

an instant 

longing to be kissed 

to watch 

the way 

you rub 

your eyes 

so sleepily 

using the whole fist 



the first black coffee 

of the day 

out on the porch 

while the sun already 

rises 

with you 

I guess 

I'm never safe 

from unusual 

surprises 





 

farewell 



it's the 

final moment 

now 

to hold you 

in my arms 

for a last time 

burn the scent 

of you into 

my mind 



may it always 

lovingly 

remind me 

of our sensational 

adventures 



of the beauty 

in this world 

you showed me 



childish fascination 

of no longer 

being blind 



I promise 

never to forget 

cross my heart 

hope to die 

stick a needle 

in my eye 





 

goodbye to you 

my dearest friend 



without you 

the days 

get longer 

and the nights 

never end 







 

friend 



a little lost soul 

inside a too big world 

how can I find 

a hole 

for you 

to try 

to get you through 

to make you see 

what really means 

the world to me 



here’s all 

that I can offer you 

a little cloud 

a helping hand 

and my whole pride 

to be your friend 







 

generation X 



spring nights I remember 

to a taste of cinnamon gum, 

you and me in bomber jackets, black dyed hair down to the nose, smoking blue "John Player's Special" 



fed up for life 

with Bonzo's star wars, 

fed on lies 

about our futures and romance We believed in David Bowie 

in the times before almighty MTV, simply because 

it was something to believe in spring nights I remember 

you were my baby then, 

a perfection of fun and thrill, a taste of sticky 

lemon 

lip gloss 







 

Goga 



the ability 

to dream 

to slip 

into a dream 

slowly 

almost motionless 

you look at me 

conquer me 

with tranquil eyes 

entrust me to 

the spirit of 

your soul 

You confuse me 

gently 

leave me in 

amazement 

walk barefoot 

through my head 







 

The first time 



my angel is 

breathing 

butterflies 

she is 

blooming roses 

with a scent 

that only 

youth supplies 



that very 

afternoon 

at sunset 

she landed 

in my garden 

on the balcony 

cuddled up 

to a chair 

beneath a tree 



I asked her in 

and gave her fruit 

prepared a tea 

we took a 

little rest 

in bed 

just her and me 

still fully dressed 



like my expectant eyes 

her smile was bright 





 

we both knew 

then 

that everything 

would happen 

in the darkness 

of the room 

that night 







 

struck (for Eve) 



twenty-four, 

twenty-five I count. 

the spans between lightning 

and thunder 

decrease 

bit by bit 

When I close my eyes I can see her standing in darkness at the window, peeking out 

silently 

through black heavy curtains. 

I can see her wide-eyed, 

gazing, amazed, 

like in trance 

Reaching out one hand 

into the night 

she shivers slightly 

with ease, 

wind blowing moonlight 

through her hair 

With a blinding lightning 

storm sets in, 

rain explodes unexpectedly 

on my burning soul, 

my longing 

Twenty-four, 

twenty-five 

I count. 

illuminated nature's power 



struck 



 

suicidal trees 



I'm 

afraid of you 

afraid 

of hearing your voice 

after you have left me 



afraid of thoughts 

of how you're living 

on without me 



I'm 

hiding in the dark 

with candles 

and the music to 

which you liked 

so much to dance to 



I'm dismayed 

facing memories 

of our better times 

contaminating 

my possible future 



afraid of 

suicidal tendencies 

scaring my wounded soul 

to hell 



I'm afraid 

of trees 

falling down 



 

when the birds 

have left 

for winter 



 

racing 



riding the wind, 

wide eyed surfing 

the lights in darkness, 

mechanically suppressing the urge to throw the head backwards 

to become ONE 

with the breathing 



tempting distance, 

a speeding flip of intimacy, 

searching arms flung eagerly 

around me, craving 

for completion 

WE, 

the living rocket 

once calmly released, 

breaking irresistibly 

through barrages at the boarder, compass needles whirling 

through a black magnetic field 







 





I 



ell 



oh 



we 



e 



why 



oh you 







 

no idea 



I woke up in complete darkness without a single hint of an idea 

where i was 



it felt like i was being 

in the middle of a night 

I was dead beat 

my eyes were way too heavy to open so I listened carefully and sighed for a brief moment I wondered why I was immobile 

then this thought simply vanished and I tried to remember how I had come into this strange place I was obviously in at least I was pretty sure that it was a bed I was in 

a warm and comfy cradle 



again I sighed and listened 

this time even closer 

I remembered 

there should have been a wall but I didn't remember if it was to my left or to my right 



was the window still there or was I in the wrong room? 

perhaps even in 

the wrong time of my life? 



 



I knew that if i managed to open my eyes I might see the time on my alarm-clock but my eyes stayed firmly 

shut 



I didn't even remember 

what my alarm-clock looked like instead I began to dream of flaming numbers for a moment it was Christmas and i was a kid I was with my grandparents which had then given me my first ever alarm-clock as a present 



every minute a digit on the display clicked loudly when it turned over 

I loved it 

when I woke up at night it made me remember that 

I wasn't alone 

it soothed me 



once more I sighed and listened into the darkness 

nothing clicked 

there was no 

sound at all 

not even outside 

supposing that 

there was an outside 



I felt tired and worn-out 



 

but as i was immobile 

I didn't manage to turn around and pull the blanket over my head I realized I was neither able to sleep nor was I awake enough to 

open my eyes 



it left me fearful and lonely lost in a cavity in time 



vaguely I felt like having been left behind the evening before 

but for the life of me 

I wasn't able to remember who would have left me behind 



also I didn't have a clue of 

who might have been there 

at all 



no name 

no face popped up in my sleepy mind I thought of names 

but none rang a bell 



I didn't feel any happiness 

nor did I feel any anger 



my heart and the friend between my legs both seemed to be sleeping the 

sleep of the just 



was it Christmas? 



 



»wait!« 

I told myself and tried to stop all thoughts if I succeeded 

I knew I would be waking up to a new morning soon 

to classical music on the radio my grandparents had long passed away somehow I seemed to remember 



»wait!« 

I told myself and tried once more to turn around finally my immobility disappeared I managed to lay on my left side still I wished my alarm-clock would make a sound to soothe me 

give me  

the safety of being in my home in my own bed 

my own time 

the flaming numbers died and left me feeling lonely 



my heart pounded 

all at once I was cold 

I sighed 

just sighed 

this time 

I no longer 



 

needed to listen 

the woman had been cold 



her 

the woman 

the memory 

my soul must have woken me up to protect me 

in the first place 



I sighed 

knowing it was over 



this woman 



the good old fridge in my kitchen began to hum rhythmically 

the world opened up 

my very own world 



I pulled the blanket over my head and dozed off at once 

strangely relaxed 

on surprisingly good terms now with cold. 







 

the end of the beginning 



on average I had read 

more than one book per week in these days, among them 

the complete 

works of Bukowski which 

my girlfriend had 

recommended to me 



I was young and smoked 

a lot, I longed to 

sleep with her any time 

she came home wearing 

high heels or 

tight pants 

or a skirt 



sex of course 

was never in particular 

a matter of fashion 

but pure fun and 

intimacy, 

at night 

we both slept in the nude 

in our single bed 

by the wall 



she grew older slowly, 

wearied by youth 



she drank a lot and longed to be rich 



 

any time we cooked spaghetti 

which as my interests 

at that time 

were purely spiritual 

equaled almost every night 



one morning she cried 

and left half-dressed, 

not coming home 

at night 



we aged visibly, 

me the writer, 

her the stern 

manic depressive, shaken 

out of a sleepy 

way of life 



falling into 

a stupor 







 

in the handbag of my memory in my apartment 

I sometimes heard a thump 

in the early evening 

followed by a loud curse 



I looked through the spy hole and saw my neighbor kneeling on the floor searching for her keys 

as usual 

it happened about once or twice a week she was a small young woman with a daughter of 

one or two years. 



I never saw a man, a friend 

a parent visit 

apparently she was on her own working full-time. 



every now and then we met in 

the elevator and greeted each other without much small talk 

she never noticed me 

the way I noticed her 



what a cute face she had, 

always looking a little lost, helpless in a way that 

caused tender protectiveness 

deep inside me 



 



she wouldn't have been 

a girl for me for 

many reasons, still 

I had come to like her more and more one day in summer I heard her rummage in her flat with the door wide open needless to say I went over 



a look into her flat proved I had made a near guess 

she was chaos 

on two legs. hopeless 

a kind of sloppy 

but in a positive and 

almost lovable way 



sadly she was moving out 



that was in 1997 

I thought I'd never forget her but today there's 

no name, no face anymore 

still I look for her 

in every spy hole 



oh, and 

how she got pregnant? 

I don't know 



it must have been 

the night 



 

she instantly 

found her keys in her handbag her keys and 

nothing but her keys 

so help her God 



 

no 



I never tried to copy Bukowski, I never went to a race track, I never slept with a whore. 

I never drove a car with the top down, I never worked in a factory, 

I never got arrested. 

Hell, I don't even drink alcohol. 

I have nothing to say. 

I have nothing to look forward to tonight, I may as well look back. 

I may write about Heidi 

or Suma or those whose names I forgot. 

I may write about embarrassments I put myself in by pretending to be a writer, I may give in to this gruesome, grumpy fellow inside, 

burn all love poems, 

stop pretending 

to be a lover. 

I never thought of it before, I never thought one day it might happen, I may think of it tomorrow, 

I may write like 

I never did before. 

Henry Chinaski one said 

his advice to young authors 

is to get old. 

I achieved that, now 

it's your turn. 







 

Radio Ramona 



when I lived the nights as if there was nothing else to live for weeks dissolved in 

smoke rings and 

stale tobacco on 

a black pub ceiling I need 

a drink the blond girl said 

finally her left hand too casually in my lap teasing instincts like the buzzing Attack from Mars 

my pinball machine in the corner tempting incalculably a coin 

in the slot being 

only the start kisses blown 

days passed by sleeping 

rocketing through hyperspace 

without a thought left alone 

a care if I lost or 

how often 

or when she had left 







 





n  e  e d s 

t o b e s ai d i 



f***ing 



Miss 



Ramona 







 

how was your day?  



we got up in the morning 

nothing special 

had a quick shower 

(separately) 

got dressed 

Hey 

you'll be late 

Damned 

I think 

I'll have to 

drop breakfast 

Tonight she came home 

way after me 

with the smell of hated work 

and a dress that 

always looked cheaper then 

In bed we lay beside each other speechless 

until she grabbed me 

casually 

pressed herself against me 

made love 

shortly 

precisely 

I got up 

and opened the window 

nothing special 

I'll have a shower 

first thing in the morning 







 

a new life 



a cigarette and a glass of wine the gravity of a night 

before going to bed 

Grounded in my kitchen I sat down to write a few words into my diary a few lines 

about the cobweb of my past 

long gone well remembered 

I wasn’t keeping a journal 

but lived a fictional life at night extended truth 

Mistakes I had made in my life came up again 

day by day 

one by one confused 

the main character called "he" became more successful than me even so not happier 

We lived alone the whole year my girlfriend at that time away the former ones »he« wrote down transfigured revived 

»He« missed them 

a part of presence I always thought about past as past 







 

make a poem 

 

what 

is 

THIS 

 

what 

is 

this 

about 

 

can it be? 

 

can 

it 

poss-e-blee 

BE 

 

words 

 

HAMMERED 

on- 

to 

paper 

 

without care 

 

make a poem 







 

cinnamon mermaid 



we pretended 

nothing could tear us apart 

for a night 

in a strange hotel pool 

waves rolled in 

exposing sensuousness 

as we swallowed each other 

racing along the shore into 

the sun set us 

aflame in smoldering eyes 

another us 

another night 

we never careed about 

tomorrows 

you and me 

pretending 

to part 

in strange dreams 

a fever 

as I dragged my heart 

behind me 

racing back to you without 

a care who 

might be fireworks 

the next moment 

you swallowed my days 

with closed eyes 

entangled 

pretending together 

we were nothing but 

the night 



 

skin flick 



her fingers crawled up 

my legs like bugs 

it wasn't hard to guess 

where she was heading to 

or what 

she longed for 



no hard, no longing 

on my side 

I never really 

minded her 

being around 

discreetly 

still she was slowly 

getting too much 

to bear 



the round head like 

a giant marble 

those ugly big teeth 

her breath of 

stale beer and ammonia 



no hands, no fun 

she whispered 

I chocked on 

my g & t 

it was time to leave 

the landlord called 

me a cab 





 

her fingers withdrew 

and grabbed the bottle 

vigorously 

you're not 

gonna come with me 

she stated 

with regret 



when the cab arrived 

I knew the driver 

he was a regular 

in this bar 

a kind of 

bad luck guy 

in town 



instead of 

picking me up 

he brought a suitcase 

telling 

his recent girlfriend 

had kicked him out 

so for the night 

he had nowhere to stay 



minus 

times minus 

I thought 

then my cab 

arrived to 

take me home to 

refute her 





 

faith 



once shaken 

things 

begin to fall apart 

a once true heart 

silenced by wind 

in the night ahead 

no longer searching 

future 

relentlessly being 

blown 

backwards 

feeling 

what had been 

you 

with a glass 

in hand 

the immaculate face to 

lose it for 

darkness now 

a glimpse of 

the eternal drifting 

rising deadened in 

my soul 

without a clue 







 

cryptic 



having 

matter 

live 

thunder 

mile 

wells 

till 

isle 

b'isére 







 

north pole woman 



Nina Simone sang for a millionth time while she painted her nails pink and I dreamed of snowballs 



why the snowballs, I asked her she looked up at me 

I bet she thought I was talking about cocktails they came out of nowhere 

and blurred my view, I loathed them she put her nail varnish down hummed along to the song and 

imitated dance moves in the armchair they were cold and larger than dumplings more the size of balloons 

white ones, naturally 



frost bites grew 

up my legs while 

she kept radiating 

intimate heat towards me 



I need a drink now, she said 

and wiggled her toes 



hot advocaat with honey was her favorite I cursed my careless heart on my tongue my balls evaporated 



 



Nina Simone made soon way for Sade or eventually my brothers in arms the frost stayed with me all evening despite the obvious arousal 



on weekends like that 

she was bored and knew 

the longer I stayed with her 

the more I'd come to 

feel the same, but 

while she had nothing to do in her igloo I still had an avalanche to 

look forward to 



when she asked me to give it to her I let her have it from my spoon, still I knew she may eat my heart out 

beat my pole to pulp or 

burn me with her butt-cheeks, I will never ever let her freeze my brain 







 

her wine on my watercolor 



bled white on the edge 

held solely 

by a worn out smile 

an extended fingertip 

a kind of dark in it 

there has always been 

a demure rebellion 

a wayward pleasure 

to be pushing things aside 

at arm's length with 

the best will 

in the world 

wiping out the blackboard 

deviously 

using fingernails 

an archaic kind of fear 

there has always been 

solitude in souls 

silence 

not concurrent 

tears held back 

living on beside each other 

together pretending 

malicious looks 

a kind of blue 

sound black 







 

Leonard Cohen dead at 82 



like the waves washed over the wires black birds rained 

down 

in daisies unchained 

released from ancient spirits the roses betrayed 

We had 

come from the fire 

in the desert 

our souls came undone 

for a dance in the hallways of heaven it always took more than one 

to multiply in holy places 

In a daze we took a vow 

reversing time 

going home 

to Eden 

we crossed ourselves now for the last must no more secrets left to guard in the tower of song 

rest in peace 

Just good bye 

Leonard 







 

lost causes 



to the sun 

we prayed 

believing in peace 

without limits 

we dared to be 

individual 

kids high on 

flower playgrounds 

building love tents 

on abandoned castles 

we dreamed of life 

returning 

to the sea 

without a care 

or further knowledge 

flourishing 

not want for anything 

we idolized earth 

uncomplicated 

on our knees 

we felt 

the same element 

for moments 

from within 

when it rained 

more often 

and love 

wasn't there 







 

airport arrival 



casually resting 

my head against 

her shoulder on 

the 

train back home 

she grazed my 

shin with 

a patent 

leather 

boot 

sending me back to 

long ago when 

we had 

first 

met 

when 

she had come 

wrapped in sun-tanned smiles, me with closed eyes 

inside myself 

leaning back 

relaxed 

in a deck-chair of 

those precious 

global 

dreams 

of her 

in my embrace 

I loved her so when 

she 

was 



 

young 

Now I love her 

even more 

every 

single 

time 

she comes to me 

again 

her untamed love 

is keeping me 

from 

growing 

old 

disgracefully 







 

stars 03 



in a glamour chase 

we collected 

broken stars 

believing in 

anything bigger 

down the road 

running away 

resolutely 

feeling like 

enticed gangsters 

invincible together 

in the name of love 

blaming injustice 

for all fantasies 

looking up 

we escaped 

carelessly 

captivating each other 

from bandage to bondage 

strapping up our souls 

to stick to 

each other 

despite 

the fall 



for fun 

we kissed 

sincerely 

in our hearts 

our eyes closed 

knowing 



 

any day 

we will be caught 

fined with 

painful years of 

dreaming for 

having caused 

inexcusable 

cosmic disturbances 

of inner peace 

and the inevitable 

we gave up 

hand in hand 

going underground 

from eternity down 

to virtual reality 

torturing our souls 

to stick to each other 

after the fall 







 

Wattkorn 



the first morning she knocked on my door, she was in a sleep shirt with just her panties and 

worn-out bunny slippers 



I need a cigarette, she said 



I made a coffee and we smoked in silence 



anyone wants breakfast? 

she looked at me with 

blue eyes 



I rested my heavy head 

on the tabletop 

feeling numb 



not even cookies? she stated with an empty look into 

the cupboard 



I got up from my chair and she hugged me 

from behind 



she felt good 



I put on the Kinks' 

»State of Confusion« 

and crawled back into 



 

my sleeping bag 

on the floor 



she cuddled up to me 

kissed me 

passionately 

to in the end 

get off with me 



every couple of days 

she returned 

smiling 



most nights I heard her 

bed creak, heard 

her moan 

in the room above mine with 

my landlord's son but 

when she touched me 

when 

she closed her hand 

around me 

in the morning 

my eyes fell shut 

and saw her 

do 

all that 

only with me 







 

electroflash 



your ceiling lamp 

this sophisticated 

illuminating thing 

i would like to be 

every night 

highlighted 

me, 

raving in circles 

with you 

below 

undressing, hot 

fingertips glow 

10,000 watt 

straight through 

my radiant filament 

short circuits 

flow 

to a great extent 

kicking up 

a pother 

sizzling 

one 

after another 







 

stars 



sun-dried moments 



quenching dreams 

close in on us 

on a wavelength 



a lemon peel 

away from each other 

we sail 

quietly 

through martinis 

on the rocks 



through thoughts 

clinging to straws 

like juicy memories 



and feelings roll 

faded… 



hearts exposed 



imploding 







 

leaving dreamland 



sunday morning 

snow gone 

slowly 

white fish 

fly in 

the whirling air 

meeting 

penguins around 

a church first 

sunbeams break 

through the horizon 

crossing 

the sea 

suddenly 

a blue sea, then 

a day 

in spring 

sleep deep 

clouds torn 

waking 

in a spa 







 

little deaths 



looking back 

there were 

things to 

look forward to 

way back when 

i felt like 

i was dying 



my life 

the good old one 

was brought to 

an end 

by just another 

big love 



looking back 

i made the same 

mistakes again 

looking forward to 

a future 

i was living 

way back when 



my life came 

in parts and 

ended constantly 

unfinished 

in a jigsaw 

puzzle 



looking back 



 

there were 

good years 

in parts 

gentle women 

making me feel 

i was alive 



my life 

dying parts 

casting 

my skin 

killing imagination 

i was living in 



looking forward 

to the whole 

the process of 

completion 

drawing lots 

wondering which 

death 

will win 







 

my light 



black 

fell from 

the tower 

very gently 

i spoke 

her name again 

and again 

the flood wiped out 

all lights turning 

our city into 

a quiet puddle 

above which 

i floated weightlessly 

a veil of night fell 

onto me 

on the tower rising 

above the black 

i fell 

my head in clouds 

called her name 

over and over 

again 

wiped 

out 

by night 

i loved her 

all the same 







 

no light (fuse has blown) 



the black that 

rises from the 

blue 

sea 

coloring white clouds 

the color 

of blindness 

tumbling 

trying to 

run 

your legs move 

terrified 

not going anywhere 



the black that 

reminds you of 

your white past 

lies 

pressing you down 

the previous clear view 

onto life 

a trail of 

devastation sparkles 

tempting to 

make you 

jump 

in panic 



every failed date 

a disappointment 

so many eyes 



 

set fire 

blinding your sight 

swamped 

by the relentless 

amount of sky 

blue 

the unbearable blue 

reassuring smoke 

rising 

hope of 

living on 

poisoned 



final, no 

not going anywhere 



take 

a 

deep 

breath 







 

peace 



the white of 

innocent 

bed-sheets 

in the morning 

all over 

her body 

warming 

to winter 



white 

solitude of 

snowflakes 

dancing 



high spirits 

so splendidly 

this magic 

christmas day 







 

then, with you 



sleep 

healing sleep 

melting 

all over 

morning 

kisses 

calming down 

like icing 

in my heart 

dreaming of 

warmth 

soothing warmth 

of whispers 

kissing in 

the fields 

with you 

like infinity 

standing in 

bright sunlight 

catching rays in 

the precious 

ear-ring of 

my diamond 

youth 







 

little giants 



this is 

the last today 

before tomorrow 

she said 

it looks like 

it’s about time 



this is all 

about that look 

in her eyes 

i thought 

it’s finally time to 

put it into words 



it’s not at all 

about time 

i knew, it’s about 

something else 

less unrelenting 

still as strong 



this is about today 

about waking up 

and falling asleep 

it’s about safety 

in the world 

as it is 



it’s a notion of 

the crime of a smile 

and a bandit 



 

in floating 

words displayed 

unspoken 



this is today 

a dream 

of tomorrow 

of unwinding 

rewinding still lives in 

a freeze-frame 



she said 

it’s about 

selling pancakes at the gate 

using your fingers 

to count up 

to five 

it’s about falling down and 

getting up again 

blowing any wound away 



this is about 

buying clouds like 

cotton candy 

splashing the whole world 

with a garden hose 

she said i feel 

like bouncing and 

screaming because 

i’m being 

me 



don’t forget 



 

she said 

it’s about the mud puddle 

jumping competition 

running around 

being wild and having fun 

carelessly needing 

no shoes 

all day 



yesterday 

life was about 

little secrets, cakes and 

costume parties 

grooming horses in the barn 

she laughed 

all that stupid money 

it meant only 

smarties 

sorted by colors 

anyway 



this longing look 

reminds me 

it’s about 

those days 

when the green 

was simply 

greener 



we were 

being loved 

she said 

no matter 



 

what we did 

we showed our feelings 

unrestrained 



it’s getting 

time 

to be 

understood again 

without words or 

explanations 



in my heart 

i know so well 

these days 

we feel 

home-sick 

for love 



love 

as simple as 

the times 

then 



taking for granted 

that today 

is paradise 

all day long while 

tomorrow is still 

a long 

beautiful sleep 



away.. 





 

way back when 



when the world 

was small 



we chased 

each other 



we screamed 

and fought 



when the world 

was simple 



we played in mud like 

it was 

a bubble bath 



days were light 



were full of chocolate 



full of 

confidence and pranks 



days were 

all-excusing 

healing 

laughter 



when the world 

was silent 

you danced 



 

and sang 



we dreamed of 

being warriors 

magicians 

knights and 

famous actors 



when the world 

was young 

you were 

my favorite person 

my best friend 

forever 



i remember 

the day you shot me 

with the garden hose 



the world 

was innocent 

and sane 

like us 



way back 

when 







 

with all my heart 



shyness sparkling 

like those nights 

between us 



within an inch 



uniting us 

in the glittering 

all forgiving 

darkness 



charm 



a vacant space 

in time 



reversing distance 

with closed eyes 



sensing through 

a candy floss 

jungle 



hand in hand 

like simple 

boy and girl again 



having fun 



lost 

in the awe 



 

of speaking 

out 



the words 







 

to be writing 



to be writing 

solemnly 

all day 

a matter of 

boredom 

celebrating 

innocent 

deception 

my thoughts go 

wild astray 

verbal 

colors fade 

down 

the  

drain 

tonight 

my soul 

may rise 

again now 

imprisoned 

locked up 

nonetheless 

still-hunting 

ravenously 

unyielding 

love for 

poetry 







 

refugee 



the happiness 

had 

moved on 

and 

left 

the night behind 

the longing 

on the sunny side 

of life 

she danced 

like 

she loved 

to dance 

in candlelight 

with someone 

by her side 

i looked into 

her eyes 

watching 

the rain 

that night 

going down 

on her past 

someone 

i was 

someone 

tormented 

words bring 

end of 

acid 

fire 



 

i was 

there 

to see 

her dance 

of 

tears 

life 

depended on 

moving on 







 

no other woman 



every day of 

waiting 

wasted 

life 

looking for her 

roaming through 

town and temples 

inside 

she's not there 

not there 

not 

there 

roaming thoughts 

of finding her 

in other 

women 

me 

waiting 

looking 

dreaming 

eyes shot 

blind 

into 

the light 







 

from bogor to puncak 



the day in the park 

flowers 

grew into you 

coloring you 

all over 

your body 

from within 

we climbed onto 

the world 

out of the blue 

we found 

each other 

skinny 

dipping 

in sunflower eyes 

your petals 

such a beautiful 

view 







 

in waves 



to be 

holding her 

simply 

to be embracing her 

finding 

myself 

in her arms on 

the crest of a dune 

at night 



to be 

falling 

simply 

to be diving into 

a sea of 

love 

her touch soaring 

in my heart like 

seagulls above 



to be 

shivering 

in the breeze 

finally 

finding each other 

longing 

impetuously 

entwined 

in a kiss 



to be 



 

drowning 

infinitely 

drowning 

with her 

all cares far gone 

in a blue abyss 



clinging to 

soft red 

lips 

burning 

on my skin 

vital like 

the sun 







 

carver 



Ramona again 

in the blue 

shoes of sunshine 

inhaling 

her face 

beaming 

dimples of 

smiles 

seducing 

robbing 

stealing everything 

playfully 

painless 

those images 

staying 

for life 

my 

dear 

life 







 

the tunnel 



i should have 

come to you 

right away in 

the morning 

i should have 

come to you 

but i was blind 

i did not see 

these crumbs 

on your doorstep 

i mistook for 

pies from the sky 

i took a dive when 

the sun shone brightly 

i awoke 

so full of live 

still hungry for 

some food to 

get me 

through the day 

fed up 

taking bites of 

life on the way 

clueless what to do 

or what to say 

i should have 

come to you 

right away 

before night 

finally 

came to stay 



 

i guess 

i left you 

far too long 

already 

before morning 







 

4u 

(a poem for the 150 victims of flight 4u 9525) what is life 

she said 

we define it anew 

every day 

adding new meanings 

to indifference 

ending 

days gone 



getting up 

ending 

going 

down 



what is life 

she said 

some days 

it's sights or 

something 

to die for 

out of the blue 

right into 

a cold 

dead 

heaven 



what is life 

she said 

it smiles brightly while 

it stabs your back 



 

some days 

ending 



it's just 

unfair 







 

storm surfing 



surfing into 

tempting eyes 

words of calling 

rise 

voices 

rotate 

into 

wild hot cries 

struggling 

to synchronise 

to break through 

need 

being swallowed 

swallowed 

by a breeze of 

breathless 

fascination 

storms hide 

on a sunny day 







 

long time no see 



memories 

once precious 

wasted 

in loneliness 



silence around 

this sticky heat 



on songs 

we travelled 

away 

from each other 

never to 

return 



to meet 

in despair 

running to 

admit defeat 



pondering silence 

to silence 



beyond words 



trading memories 

wasted 



for need 







 

apres l'amour 



wounded touches 

washed away by 

golden rain 



her sky of face 

relieved 

by thunder 



switching back to 

blue to 

subtle sundown 



moving hands of 

love 

on me 



sliding 



healing 







 

mortal sins 



night threw its 

glistening glove of love 

onto us 



she felt like smooth silk 

upon my naked skin 



with wide eyes stunned 

we raced 

to be tempted 

by longing 



by the neon signs 

that flew by 

and made us madly give in 



my fashionable fairy 

speeded to leave 

skid marks 

as her footprints 



on my mortal sin 







 

roaring with pleasure 



a lovely touch 



sudden magic 



a new dress 



softly kissing 

fingertips 



a short dance 

improvised 



with pure hearts 

we fall 



the world skips 

dreams eternal 



sand our blankets 



waves 

roll in 







 

unprotected 



once again stripped off 

my skin 

that had fit so well 



once again 

exhaling the cold 

I am dressed in 



the surprise 

to find myself 

not even being naked 

but simply 



gone 



skin 



a matter of emotions 



my mind blank 



dreams destructed by 

ignorance with 

just one clear 

cut 



a flower cracking 

through the asphalt 

run over carelessly 

by a passing car 





 

this is life 



this is inside me 



 

no exit 



in the morning 

madness melts away 



making room 



even more 

creating space 

as fear becomes 

me 

running 

stumbling inside 

along the panic line 



derailed in 

escape-proof minefields 

fallen prayers form 

blinding 

burning tears 



tear me on 

my knees 



tear 

my soul out 



hurt 



the fury in 

raging 



no exit 



 

a.w.o.l.  



one silent night 

I found myself praying 

to you 

but you weren't there 

or if you were 

you were absent minded 

which didn't really matter 



the world felt 

as small as my blue heart 

it had grown into 



and I felt even smaller 



praying to you 

one silent night 



being myself 



caught absent 

without leave 







 

Pandora 



in the time before 

love 



imperfection 

was easier to take 



the hurt 

celebrating disguised 

self-pity 



matches to light a 

fag end burnt down 

lit 

once by chance 

attraction 

then inhaled 



a cut-throat taste 

of suffocation 



Pandora jacks in 

a flip top box 







 

not a tear 



not a tear 

I remember 

clouds of stupidity 

and love above 

the sunshine job 

not a black 

I remember 

except for the nights 

flying 

a matter of perspective 

of landing 

the direction 

I remember 

yet convinced 

I gave you everything 



not a tear 







 

real life chess 



the black outlived 

the dreams 



candlelight 

on cold stone walls 



clenching my fists 



fur 

on my tongue 



night 

has become 

a permanent season 



my towers 

have fallen 



my queen taken 

through spiritual treason 



game over 

mate 

I aim at your forehead 



you outlived 



my love 







 

routine 



underestimated 

the fact 



not knowing 

the reason 

for leaving 



ignoring 

any motivation 

for having stayed 



buried 

the feeling 



saved the party 



trusted 

automatism 



routine 







 

we travel 



we travel 

burning tar 

straight 

broad roads 

urge to accelerate 

to let go 

and take-off 

be ready 

to dance to drink 

and drive 

into each other 

carelessly 

caresses splashing 

she is 

speed 

in a kiss 

we travel 

clicking 

spurs a flint-stone 

on heels 

she puts me through 

dreams as blow-balls 

on a merry-go-round 

growing 

in curves 

all life 

we travel 







 

Slavonia 1994, day 1 



we drove without the lights on though it was a dark night 



the streets are mined 

rhe local driver said in broken English we have to follow the tank route through the forest my old map of Yugoslavia clearly stated there should be a village there at the end of the forest but 

the only thing visible in the pale light of the stars were stones piled up along the ditch where the dead had been burnt 

in a hurry 

when the village had been taken and destroyed not too long ago 



they even killed the children my driver said with a shake of the head passing a post 

guarded by UN soldiers 



we were given a room in an old building with shattered window panes 

with craters and bullet holes in the walls and ceiling Electricity and water were off before our unscheduled arrival refugees had occupied that room but had been forced to leave for us who paid 

in foreign currency 



 



the next morning 

a strangely peaceful and sunny morning in the war I happened to catch a boy who had slipped next to the river in his bare feet and almost fallen down the broken stairs thank you for your help 

he said in his language 

and looked at me with a smile full of life leaving me helpless 

suddenly lost 

in a world of contradictions 



Slavonia 1994, day 2 



it's like weather sometimes 

a look at the frightening sky you close your window 

knowing it's going to rain 



all this here is happening 

the driver said to me 

on the second day 

you see it in your country 

still you don't do 

anything 



for years you came here 

on vacation as friends 

now you switch the channels on your TVs at home 

indifferent to our pain 



 



ten years ago planes brought 

Olympic peace to Sarajevo 

now 

they only bring death and decay I am frightened to 

look at the sky since 

my country fell apart 

our hopes for 

a better future 

were completely in vain 



how to move clouds 

just how to move 

anything at all 

I kept wondering 

is there nothing 

that may take the pain away 



and if there's not 

God give me strength 

show me someone 

my spare umbrella may protect no, I was never into politics I didn't even take sides 

having friends 

on both sides of this razor blade border still I was about to learn things beyond my imagination 

in the days to come 





 

things 

I never wanted to know 

or understand 

or feel 



let alone feel 

like this merciless cruelty is raw and purely human 

like war 

it caught me 

off-guard 



I listened anxiously to 

victims' stories 

closing off my soul 

knowing else it would squeal 

and tear me apart 



Slavonia 1994, day 3 – a memory (battle of Vukovar) 



the place looked different when I saw it with my own eyes 

much larger than 

on TV 

they had destroyed 

the buildings, cut 

all chains of supply 



and they waited 



for a higher sake of 

national pride they had 



 

forced every living soul 

to hide in basements 

without water 

dignity or food 



and they waited 



shooting everyone who dared to leave his shelter 

insane with despair 

they rained the city with 

millions of bullets and shells and then for 87 days 

they waited 



the storm that 

followed the rain 

killed them by the hundreds 

leaving them wondering in 

their last moments 

who to pray to 

on this dark side of 

God's glory 



the tanks, the bodies 

were no longer there 

when I passed 

all the same 

the images in my mind 

grew larger and larger 



in the beginning 

three years before 



 

I had been dismayed to 

witness the random killing and destruction 

at home on my screen 



when on that day 

I found myself there 

I felt surprisingly calm 

displaced and mostly 

almost humbly stunned 



months later 

back at home 

in my memory 

the pictures I knew from 

the media mixed with 

my own impressions of 

that day 

they exploded 

without warning 

making me feel 

things I never felt 

in real when 



I was there 



Slavonia 1994, day 4 



the good, the bad and the evil somehow they tore 

the tower apart 

A landmark fell while 

the web of mines got 



 

dangerously tighter 

Many were to depart 

this life 

serving in perfect union 

wrapping themselves in 

the flag 

taking victims in when 

at the same time others were burnt No glory or flag, no coffin 



the good, the bad and the evil they smudged the borders and 

so much more depending on 

your angle or sarcasm 

Everyone claimed to be 

protecting life 

as always 

some give and take 

some live and take 

offering shelter 

accepting no resistance 

and taking what's offered unless it's proof 



the good, the bad and the evil somehow they tore 

the tower apart 

Cutting life to the quick 

still forced to be united 

as loving midwives of 

new member nations 

Disunity residing 

in ruins 



 

restored 

to function, to administer 

punishment, first aid and justice Everyone claimed to be 

protecting 

as always but 

especially then 

nations united 

in justice 

with too many dead 



Annotation: There were rumours that some nations had pardoned prisoners if they agreed to serve in the UN peace corps abroad. Therefore (despite being »the UN«) soldiers of some nations were feared while others were welcome. 



The tower stands for the multi-storey Hotel Osijek by the Drava River that had been bombed into a burnt out hulk but had soon been restored floor by floor to host the UN peacekeeping troops. 



 



 

YOU DON'T (Kill my children) (A song) 



We're in this together 

She keeps repeating to herself He doesn't bother to comment 

It's all for the good of the children Tightening their belts for his fags and booze while He doesn't bother like he never does Leaning back, he's the boss 

I am beat, she says, 

He has me beat 

Into feeling blue 



Jokes and movies at night 

She gets forced to repeat 

He doesn't bother to deal 

With simple facts, reality 

Free will or pride while 

The good things in life 

He never bothers to care about My broken soul, she says 

Screaming blue murder 

Still being true 



We're in the same boat together More and more each day 

He sinks it deliberately 

He doesn't bother to ring true It's all only for the sake of Cheap excuses 

Turning the poisoned air blue 





 

No longer noticing 

No longer talking to any of them Watching another match of the day Drinking in silence 

Hanging over their heads like A sword of Damocles 

It's not about us, she says 

It's not about you 

No longer you 

Don't kill my children 







 

Leaner 

(A song for the 20th anniversary   of Lena Zavaroni's death in 2019) I would keep her on the isle 

keep her in her little time 

let it pass in glee 

with the one she's gonna be. 

Through every storm her voice would chime (no one would take her away) 

She‘d be living full time 

not easily fooled 

when happiness 

and childhood ruled. 



Wait, please wait until she grows up let her smile root in her heart. 

Wait, please wait until she's hungry profit should be paid in love. 



I would teach her good life 

independance in a little soul sing with her in playgrounds 

let comfort make her whole. 

Through every storm her voice would chime (no one would take her away) 

She could live in her time 

a good friend by her side 

no sadness near or wide 

no false pride. 



Wait, please wait until she grows up let her smile root in her heart. 



 

Wait, please wait until she's hungry profit should be paid in love. 



A family to give her home 

a backbone and belief 

hunger for life 

instead of grief. 

Through every storm her voice would chime (no one would take her away) 

Successful in her art 

an attractive woman, mature 

With every year 

less insecure 

loved by everyone for who she is living without a fear. 



Please wait until she grows up let her smile root in her heart. 

Wait, please wait until she's hungry profit should be paid in love. 
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