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if you wonder

I am a lover of language

I use language to tile reality, to clothe
reality in description

and prose.

I believe the world is made of words and if
you know the words the world is made of
you can make of it whatever you wish.

the use of language,

the words you employ to describe reality, can
in fact

engender reality, and

disclose reality.

people often ask me why I read, why I
memorize so many Buddhist quotes;

to them I’'d say; to speak is to enact an
incantation.

and my favourite quotes are these magical
incantations

and as I recite, therefore I become. I recite
therefore I become. I recite therefore I
become. I recite therefore I become.

the reason that I love to read, to recite
quotes is because I believe that the quotes
that resonate,

the ones that give me goose bumps,

the ones that make the hairs on the back of
my neck stand up, are mantras — they are
spells, they are dreams

and a sorcery is employed

and deployed deeply through language.

being a poet, to me, means; to become
an author of reality.

10



lord of the rings

here and now you only have your eyes
and everyone is looking at you,
looking at her,

everyone knows

she doesn’t.

you spend your time looking at her
the hair

like the sun,

the smile

like Miley.

people are talking

and drinking.

you stand up, browse faces

and ask who wants a refill

and look at her once again.

she smiles

and you smile back

and you continue looking for things
to ask, to keep

looking at her,

this is a good trick;

a question requires

an answer

you reason.

now, she is speaking

and you look at her

how the sun kisses the ocean,

the hue in her eyes the brightest blue.
she has asked a question

no one has answered it yet.

you say, ‘Lord of the rings’

and she smiles

and says ‘that’s right,’

and continues looking at you
smiling, playfully styling

a lock of hair behind her ear.
and, at last,

you understand what it’s meant by:
to drown in somebody’s eyes.
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Leonie

you are at the apartment of this beautiful
girl you'’ve been dating for a while. she is
wearing a red velvet hoodie she had borrowed
from your closet; you love it when she wears
your clothes for the smell of wildflowers it
retains for days.

her hair is put in a ponytail,

her hands are caught up in the food,

her cheeky fingers are grabbing in the pan;
her thumb is the size of the piece of ginger
on the cut board. as you stare at her in awe,
you see her cheeks turn more red than the
tomatoes she’s forcing you to eat.

she enjoys giving you orders to put the
plates and cutlery on the table.

it’s vegetarian, the food she cooked, without
you mentioning it and just for you.

the hoodie taken off; her plain, white T
loosely falls off her shoulder exposing her
collarbone and summoning every butterfly in
your stomach that you’ve ever had.

she asks about your day, helps in your
queries and rejoices in your little
victories. she believes

it’s about the little things in life

(like watching her roll a joint for dessert).
and it’s funny because your first tattoo says
the same thing — that’s when you know

she is a keeper.
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Buffalo soldier

waking up on the sofa,

listening to reggae music on the speaker
today,

the door to the small balcony is

open,

it is 9:53 A.M., cold, a morning of
winter except for the

speaker, the

reggae music,

and I

have this vision

of a tiny, cosy cottage at the south-
river, it is more than warm, almost
too warm.

the music jams joy in the

room.

the walls around are wooden, concrete,
brown, white,

barely

indifferent.

a full ashtray sits
untouched

on a filthy timber table
to my

left.

the singer continues to
sing.

the drum continues to
drum.

the music seeps through

my mind warping back decades and revisiting
words.
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the world was dark then
with a fixed categorization
but the walls,

the singer,

the sounds,

commence

as never before.

then
the drum stops

the singer
sits

and lights another blunt

and weary he takes another breath
and tiredly sighs

as he thoughtlessly stares

about the room — dreary of how
the walls that confine him

expand stiffer

than the eye can perceive,

but, deep inside his lungs he knows:
it surely

does.

the singer

he coughs,

then stands up,

goes back out

there

to the tiny, cosy cottage at
the south-end river, and
sings the words and knows;

‘another song sang; another day the walls
move up again.’
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she was an artist

sometimes
I forget about her
and her guilty innocence.

tonight
I think of her;

the colours
the brushes
the contrasts
on the canvas.

she liked spaces,
air
between the lines

and

she talked about

so the pieces remained

abstract

like a puzzle, like a broken clock,
mondriaan.

she

told stories,

left the end open,

told it again, and again,
and again.

and,
sometimes,
she wished a novel beginning.

but,

never

did she paint a picture
that was unreadable.
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napkin poem

eating out tonight.

I find a table alone

next to the maltese cross on the wall
and while waiting for my order

I take out a book

The Alchemist.

I often carry things to read

so that I will not have to look at
the phone

when I don’t want to have to look at
the people.

but this one time
I find the words
mind-numbing.

I close the book

take a big sip of
Bordeaux chdteau Troussas
and look at the people.

near the window table in the
restaurant

a young couple

sit.

I am

guessing

it’s a premier.

they have finished their meal
and they are each sharing

a dessert.

he says something.

she nods.

then she speaks.

he grins, moves his

hand.

then they are
quiet.

he speaks, laughs
loudly.

she doesn’t
laugh. instead,
she looks over
to me.

he catches her.
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he turns to me.

a wine-made smile
I crack

then look

away

thinking

I'd rather sit
alone

than with

their awkwardness.
and by the way:
where is my dinner?
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we spoke of sex
and new love found
in desert lands
our own playground.
how the wind moves
the naked sand
when it’s longing
a loving hand.

we spoke of space
and rocket ships
escaping earth —
apocalypse.

how martians
drive crazy cars
in street races
on shooting stars.

we spoke of trees
in writing pages
and animals

in iron cages.

how greedy men
scratch and bite
then gutlessly

hide into the night.

we spoke of love
and ancient quests
fighting dragons
for golden chests.
our love story
that seems to fly
like ticking clocks
or rain in july.
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Picasso was a loner

I was trying to write

I was barely existing
mostly I wrote dirty stuff
for sex and drugs sells.

she was in the other room
painting

evidently existing

but she was the lucky one.
I lived there.

we liked to work separately
preferably where

we could not see each-other.
closed doors.

we did our work

then had dinner together.

we liked drinking together.
red wine in tea mugs
revising each other’s work.
plenty of it.

wine and dine too.

I liked her work.

she painted in black and white only.
every shade.

I liked the paintings.

she said my work made her hot.

an arousing thing to say

at 3:30 in the morning

in the hands of a dirty, tipsy writer.

she liked to talk in bed

that I didn’'t like

biting my tongue

her mouth flooded with questions

I didn’t like her paintings anymore.

‘then at least read me one of your stupid
poems. ’
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I read one mockingly.

she pushed me of the bed.

said I hate her paintings.

she’d have her share of fuckyou’s
I wrote some more.
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they never believed her

she said:

‘mistrust a man who writes
and listen closely to
his lips
for he is yet
to pen his true scripts —

behind his

soothing words of disguise
lies a cold and unpleasant surprise.’
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buddha

as a young adolescent I divided an equal
amount of time between festivals and
studying; how I managed to have a job for my
other ordinary needs is still a puzzle to me;
but, to be honest, I simply have never been
bothered too much with that — if I had a book
and/or a spliff I didn’t think too much

of other things — ignorant create their own
ignorance.

at the festivals, I thought I was king, I did
things, took things, stole things.

in the libraries it was a different story:

I was serene, mentally clean —

went from shelf to shelf, didn’t so much
read different types of books: novels,
physics and fiction, put me off. psychology,
literature, philosophy, I liked more.

never the less, it was with the Buddhists
that I first felt a connection: I discovered
H.H. the Dalai Lama first, who touched a part
in me I didn’t know was there; there are many
I read I have forgotten, perhaps rightfully
so, but someplace inside of me their words
recite infinitely like a spell.

and

I liked the literature as much as I liked his
Holiness himself; he was a real sweetheart —
used language as magic, mind-blowing in its
way .

and

it was him who transformed

that part

that lingered

somewhere within my confused skull: twisting
and turning

through excess thoughts and

naive reasoning.

I had epiphanies

realizations
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