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Warning: the following poetic work contains several ideas that may be considered extreme or cruel, and be pointed as negative ones.

The Partiality of Time
Hungry souls gallery by night

The best art 

it’s the imaginable circus 

our lives, our own ruin

every decay seems delicious to me

I think I’m crazy

I don’t think it anymore, I know it

More that anything because I recognize it

and see the water flowing trough a hole

over a little art gallery

where lines and circles

invokes the thought of hostilities, sweets sins

mi obsession is here, in the temporal enclosure
in which we are submitted, a insignificant flesh

that bleeds, drinks and feeds

from the delicate and violent lust, exquisite daintiness

only to kill the time that lives and pursues

without wanting us let it dominate us
in the kingdom of the indomitable

where yellowish strings hung up

time seems to be who controls them

or a mother or a lover

from whom sometimes you wish to let go

but when you see that happens

the more you hang to your knots

your free will is no more that an illusion

for you to taste some sin

and go back in time, to your most orthodox self

born and dying in blind passion

in  which no one knows who’s next

an enormous chaos that leads to hunger

the madness for the flesh and blood

that turns us to slaves of a deeper need

one can say that God, who may be dead

though, what the hell matters if he would live?
he’s at the end of our needs

being as important as the dust in a wardrobe

a hieroglyph in an Egyptian tomb

or a drop on a water planet.

Life’s cherry tree is such a low comedian

it can bloom, it petals fall

fill the sky like an infinite rain

or burn itself and be lost forever

everything reduces to satiate the hunger

satisfy the need while one still can

and  Dionisius still  beats Apollo.

To mega demon

My will distracts

it melts and slips down

cold ice slides down the table

the stalagmites will be the beings

whom at my orders will triumph

the underworld will grow.

Our routine?

the ritual of hunting demons.

Gloriously, into the night

the good angels will be hung
the evil ones... why not?

They will not sleep well because of me

they will die and be reborn in a void less important

being trophies by us to carry

to the sanctuary where one drinks the

on purpose spilled blood by innocents and cowards. 

There will be all glorious battles and vast feasts

next to the eternal victim’s pyre.

Regression

Introspection damages all eventual processes

modifying the present reality with the past one

preventing a yes, forbidding a no

opening the door to a maybe, don’t know.

When a direct connection to the unconscious occurs

it reveals weaknesses, things that do harm, bring fear

obstructs the action

when the imperative is a change.

Thoughts dissociate 

associates shy lies that peep from before to the after.

Like in the top of the world

with snowflakes, ephemerals, in blank

movables, inert, bits of dust.

An ocean with several bottoms

one form of life more decaying and deform

with every new horizon.

We know that we have what we don’t want

and what we want is the essence of which we’ll never have.

There’s no water, everything is desert

wet acid of dry snow

makes us elucidate

every miserable aspect of the repeated soul

while we nervously sing

the song of forgetfulness.
When the past presages tomorrow

And my death is inevitable.
Forced verses

A few verses by obligation 

sat, dissimulating

words that comes in a dream, blue moon

the outside me writes these lines

while the many inside me rejoice themselves, rising 

jumping.

In the express

The wait is long, time dances

the subterranean way seems to have no end.

Lights installed with chance
beams crossing by at high speed

sparks in the darkness

se alumbra, deslumbra, nada se ve.

Commercial spaces and lots of wall

makes a weird art manifestation

rectangles often seemed as stereotype

stripes and more stripes

looks like an interstellar overdrive

there are too many tripulants

no comrades.

More light, I think its dawn

for being in the tunnel, I didn’t noticed it

cause the hour is imperceptible.

Still going the straight line

though if I take a curve I can’t tell.

People goes, people comes

everyone goes to a place without name.

There are vehicles, crossways, roads

and the semaphores don’t indicate a thing.

Aesthetical environment analysis

Into the smoke

taken away by sweet music

forgetting about the rest of it

taking us by weird landscapes

under strange moons, outside the daily stuff.
you could even delight yourself

with the sight of gardens

that never should exist
at the shores of a dead river.

Yesterday I brought the rain

Entering the gloomy town

of before forgotten

into the desert

where there is not time anymore

where the dusk isn’t more that

the street lamp stick to the window.

I got out with my contained desire

I freed the bitter cold rain

it came forth, assailing

with my same need for crying

walking, water bottle in hand.

Other day like today I will be the one to take away the rain again

What were you, 1,2,3, three, doing up there?

Each of us entered in activities

trying to make 

the invisible ghost to disappear 

which is talking by radio

summoning other holy wet blankets.

At the end, when we managed to got out the asphyxia

The dilemma still is:

Two are not.
Brave new art

I invented a new art

a new aesthetic

where everything, every topic

enter into the same classification:

vice or virtue

one, or another

or the two of them

never no one.

Always believers

The word assassin

doesn’t find sense, order

he takes charge in tearing down floor by floor

the building of language

the object of our fervent faith:

that takes us into the blind struggle of life.

Nothing is congruent

where the space has died.

The cell-phone of the unconscious vice

In the language logic

the truth’s tables

are the stoops that the incomprehension didn’t make to dissolve
are the only thing that saves us from falling

in an incommunication emptiness

and finish being 

bad interpreters of the Egyptian myth
where the life and death transition

is the sentence that is lacked to close it.

To exist, to think and live

Now

It isn’t the before without the after

I play cards with Cronos

chance modifies my existence

the indefatigable moment devours me

it plays with my life

enjoys my disgraces

laments my accomplishments

I can’t get enough of my memories

by revenge I devour every second I exist

I write all I see

the voice that calls is jealous

I’ll never know if it’s my own voice

if I exist or not that is the question

question myself if I am this or that

I only live, think I exist

I go on and improvise over my line

¿is this a theatre?

The mad puppeteer has grown bored

has released the strings

and left us move to our whim

I can’t tell being controlled from being free

I live only with my courage, I believe I exist

and I think I have died.
The Lord

We could be punished by the lord

oh yes, we could

by going smoking cigarettes

in the little benches by the hallway

throwing ashes onto the floor

we would be punished by the lord

the mister that cleans up.

Being objective, the objective being

Here you are

in front of me

showing your true self

wrapped artistically in sheets

when it seems the subjectivity has died

but it only lies buried

on top of what we call objectiveness

I still don’t know what do you want from me

or that you desire or wait so badly

here is my irony

on my side I don’t know either.

What is it that I wait and desire?

In this night 

like any other else

I don’t know myself.

Quick exercise

I try to write whatever

the quicker I can

a good exercise

specially when I’m slow to think my verses

and when I hope them to join me

to let the notebook away

and only be the lover-poet 

having propositions

various thoughts

and a long list of provisions

that can’t be acquired in the supermarket.

I want to finish with all inhibitions

and everything enunciated be truth and definitive

the impulse dominates me

do the most fun

to let this dumb exercise down

it seems that everything makes sense

too much phrases, too much words

English is so complicated.
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