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Night Poems





Tbz/ place yourself into tliis room.
You form impossible directions to your body.
You run aivay from tbe l<mguages suirounding you.
You lieai' die voices when diey speak.
You would reply to diem widi warmdi, smiling. 
When you come their water marks our knees. 

X last cut diat lingers mid pints die kuidscape. 
IPe walk among the silence.
The indillerent rain
Of what is to come.

You and 1
We talked about die endless summers
The possibilities of fleeing from die sun...



I.

Night. In a country in tlie nortli.
Neitlier too hot nor too cold.
I found myself a lonely language
Behind die diree avails all 
brown witli dust of die eardi.

Horrible dreams and more to come.
Projected in a room. Minute-liands and scoi-pions. 
Where Z/iatis die ultimate winner at <dl times.
Wliere no matter liow niucli die trudi is reflected, 
die reflection does not show much.

I'm writing diese now on a veiy curious desk widi 
books king-size cigarettes under die smoke 
and widi die smell of old furniture die memories 
of odier people are easily erased from diis room.

I do not ivant to go back I leave everydiiiig.
I do not want to go back I leave everything to 
diat country of hills because I wake and see diis 
systematic loneliness diat diey slowly created, 
diis deadly smoke slowly, and diis fog fog fog...
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In a city suiTounded by its own domes 
planes find tlieir way using telepadiic coordination. 
But where am I going. Where am I going.
I'm ti-avelling in my grey nightdress. In my red veil. 
But where am I going. On my head a licupsicliord. 
A harpsichord. When I sing a lullaby on double- 

decker 
busses, jumping from one train to anodier.
Wlien I smell diat perfume my motlier wore for years, 
where am I going.

Night. In a countiy in die noitli.
All scars close except that one...
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II.

But how nice all of tliese...
The choir of exliausted voices...
To read fortunes from mystical forelieads...

Besides today I'm wilting all tlie 
words tliat I was trying to escape. 
In a different language. In a different space. 
That instructive voice in exile I wake up witli will 
one morning find itself informing eveiy autliority.

It will give me a hundred new names.

Because from now on to fear is banned.
To resist silence, its restlessness tliat is 

slowly shutting you 
is banned.

To re-inhal)it yourself is banned.
And tliis feeling of emergency is notliing but an 
extension of my anger by imagination.
Because when all tliese walls are destioyed 
maybe we will see tlie sun for tlie first time in centuries.



A catliaitic woman will come by dancing to tlie 
lieart of tlie city. That lonely heait.
Until tliey catch us b;uefoot.

Shhhiilihh. There is no more silence. No more games.
No more sc^uns. I say no more no more.
Because here we do not accept simple explanations.
Because here we <ue tlie A and we are tlie Z.
We are tlie ones who glean our shadows 
in tlie l<uid of destniction, tlien displaced tliousaiids of times, 
trying to collect tlie pieces in a blue circle.
There ;ue mysterious tilings happening in tliis geography, 
you probably know by now...

Never mind, master, 
We will come back later.

One day I will return in niy decadent clotlies.
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III.

The nuns 
were raining

The rains
were raining

The rains 
were raining

As if forever, 
when we were passing 
all die rivers...

7



Exit Point on Earth



Here is my anger you were looking for 
but it no longer seizes you

I will make and let it 
speak tlirougli 
a replica repelling 
your ideas of my self

But from liere notliing looks like love or to me, at least
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I wake up blood and diirsty sugai -plum. Tliere 
me forces I'm not sure I can handle. All 
so loyal, would not break in tliis posture 
liolding you too dense I tliink it's an act.

(We call it "song" for tliere are no words 
here)

For tlie cutting of paper witli no job 
no necessity you come in when you 
want to, pretending to be discreet yet 
tliere is sometliing else 
sometliing else



After a day of mins
I want to dress sharp and have a memoiy 
more resilient

I'm like diis toivaids die winds
I'm like diis coming — going 
sitting on a tiny island 
drinking a tiny cup of whiskey 
in a self hundreds of thousands of miles away 
watcliing die echo of die sound waves

I'd have given up 
interrupting sentences 
become indifferent 
having dirown away 
every tiling 
for cheap life 
so beautiful
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But I cannot accept this, I said 
We can't risk anotlier interruption 
triggered by tlie same smoke, 
events that emptied houses 
barricades, you say

On die roofs of islands, 
we tiy harder for what 
can be represented — 
die promise of dieir sun, 
our lack of desiie for diings, 
words diat arc breaking me 
in die morning — 
I've tiied to keep dieni 
from falling
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Here the work is not complete and its future is 
unattainable on earth. It knows every, growing 
fracture of your room, your endless counting at 
niglits; tlie plan, you have made it yours, in cacli 
procrastination, by persisting on tlie importance of space 
on tlie importance of symbols tliat haunt you, 
tliat part you, perfectly 
into tlieir small calculations
so you go back to your rebel zone 
spinning

silently.

15



So much I don't believe
I've waited for my strengtli 

worked opposed to die literal time

I'm sharpening
my words

in all die riglit rooms
I can get in

Forever, anticipating
what die center

can hold
what imagery costs

running
not belonging to anyone

I get up widi diem
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Give me your answer
your secrecy, die dream

when you awake
against die cracks in tlie light,

tlie end of tlie world, 
die whole of it

We are against
(diousands did)

on an everyday basis
no song sang

as if tonight
diey would talk to me

and say diere is nowhere
to meet you

in diis condition

The events
are no longer

interesting
diey haven't

been for a while

Now wliat you have to do 
vou have to do widi yourself



Master Island

At? ancient faiiy tale
from stiaits faaaar away
nothing unusual
An ancient faiiy tale
where time is missing
and where only memories are If/ing
in a glorious city
vrith your highest monuments

men
jobs
and children

and Tridi your eipectadons
mins out of sight
and with my expectations
slow and ever sloooowei-
slowuig doHTi

that indifference
which draws me toivaids myself...



For 1 have not been given a n<une
1 was never born out — out there
I have no nationality no religion no gender no job
1 survive witli tlie ink in my blood
Turning your rains into flame
1 float 1 float
Above and under your cities covered in dust

19



When die sun malces you go mad and 
dnmk vvidi all of its colors

In waters and sea dmuk
We arrive in Tlie battlefield
Ready to settle

In liere, Master Island, we liave made surfaces for leaving 
tilings
and overcome prolonging fears.

"In Master Island
everydiing glows

in spite of itself
feelings disarm

lessons learned
time for reckless

reckless teetii"

20



There's no secrecy here 
tliere's no g^ite growing

In tliis island we all hate 
Some of us more tlian otliers
In drunken nights togetlier

That manic melody in my head 
I go witli
under tlie zinc rain
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Today there is no more sleep in my city' 
die re is no sound

I am clianging 
die lieat die temperature 
of tilings to come

& it is already 
inside

it needs no
supervision



But all niy enemies aie dead

I liave no balance

can you see, can you really see 
my shortsighted reader

we canre letters 
instructions on tlie floor 
now tliousands of words 
are manufactured to be triggered

spitting particles of air 
frosty silver air 
tliousands of voices

I come here to reinvent your d<uices 
Your exaggerated moves 
your terrible way of tilings 
our days that won't end
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Our disturb<uice is not the sky but tlie kmiiliar. 
our earth is dust and rusty metal fools
our e<utli is sliattered by die prospect of eartliquakes 
& its wind spins you, silendy

this is an eclipse in nowhere
now msh autonomy channel 
veitigo of finite lines

we'd displace ourselves anywhere & 
zigzag our way into
die shapelessness of tiees

what remains is
die hand

blinded by die 
symptoms of 
die look

= die destmetion of diings
My anger is My anger is My anger is My win
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Who navigates us 
to tlie underground world?

I'd wish to leave no tierces in airhives
I stall when tliere is no longer an event, 
a prepared absence of tilings, 
to constnict texts, mediums 
tlie same as tlie last
I rusli from one night into anotlier 
where no daylight reaches 
where I am willing too here

I ivant tlie sky grinding witli no rhytlimic 
Responsibility
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For 1 crawl out — out 
of my place 
1 do not seek 
Solitude 1 work 
Fast as Macli fast
In tlie motionless air
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Because I needed somediing prophetic 
to cover up tliis piece of 
paper I hold

tliey have come from many accidents 
reckless
to find deluge in meaning
All die impatience die flights
yet everydiing is unmoving

RNA, the messenger of 
everything 
come back!

Because what we don't see
we want
what we don't hear
we need
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Sometimes letters 
aie to l)e read 

witli dread
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Becoming anotlier color among seven 
in crystal-trace incarcerated, 
walking liands-in-pocket 
raises some suspicion,

Fear tliis must be
Fear he too sliall inccircerate me
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"Crystal-trace,
Ciystal-ti-ace, 
Eyes baby-blue
Waiting for dissolution

Crystal-ti'ace
a ciystal skull
a bi-ain made out of wigs 
and his catatonic looks"

Today, eveiybody is transmigrating 
Today, everybody is fai™ tiway 
And nobody caies about tlie radio

30



And what about tliose 
left behind 
women of deluge?

Expecting, in a land missing time, 
To recover wliat is lost.
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Master island 
stands still

its sun does not bum your face 
l)ut you still wonder 
wisliing for a leaking city

S.O.S. now S.O.S.
Only some eaten paper
Will cross tins demonology

I will float some endless sea witlino slielter 
live trackless under precision 
tliere is no magical geometry liere 
only space to fully breatlie in

you have seen tliis before you know it

against tlie raging regime of tlie sun
I did it to overcome fear
I did it to rest my skin
but I had to know I had to know

I'm lioping to be trackless enougli to see.
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Once I blew up tlie entire universe witli my clieap lighter 
What would be left
If I disorganized everytliing
All my words in your patterns of speecli
Shut out tlie wild silence

& tliis is what I saw
been travelling tlie sea
for so many years
after I promised tliat I won't live under your false 
pretenses

I found myself dying
And witli niy skirt above
Your bridges, really fast
I was ready

1 will take wliat I take from you and leave you to age 
sitting tliere all rusty wlien today's sun conies up
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No I don't want your rain songs 
to become tlie cosmos
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In tlie constant repetition
Now changing our words
We remove our steps
But we did not come here for tiiat.

Those big bandits
Slow tlie movement
Ofjaws

Somewhere in a galaxy far, far away
A women undresses lierself from her polemics
To tlie elegy of tlie slowest
moments
To tlie difference between hatred
and disconcem

Ready-set-go

"All, you are a nUd one
Speaking sucli terms"
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Your houses arc not safe
when I am feeling most explosive 
waiting to step out of your game

then I am huildmg my moutli througli damage.
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