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(Not) My Poem

For Huw Edwards

I wrote a few words and secured them permanently.
Reflections and emotions created the stanzas.

I uttered the final sentence,

and my poem moved like a zephyr,

Kissing my lips lightly as he left, gliding away to strangers.

He slipped into eyes, where tears are born.
He whispered tender words to hearts

and they faintly shivered.

He pricked dormant consciences,

made stale by daily routine.

He consoled a sad lady, Melancholy.

At night he soared skywards

parting heavy curtains of clouds.

The stars glistened over illuminated moonlit paths for lovers
The tender song of a lone nightingale

echoed around the dark abyss

and sank softly into swooning scents of flowers.

Sometimes my faithless lover returns
- beloved son of the muse, but child of mine no more
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A Winning Lot
For Mirabelle Maslin

Life happened to me.

With a gift of knowing the good with the bad.
I can capture fleeting thoughts

And stop time with a word.

The everyday delights,

Bring great mysteries.

Constant wonder is my lot.

I marvel at the greenness of the leaves
And how many sounds

Are concealed in the throats of birds.

Exceptional chance
To examine the shapes and colors of clouds,
To feel the menace of lightning.

It is a pity to waste any minute

On senseless sorrows.
I have a one-way ticket
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The Ishinds of Happiness

For Kenneth Holmes
dreams come true in the Bahamas

let’s go there

where the wind brushes the green hair of palm trees
the huge ocean murmurs sleepily

the golden sand remembers footprints

and the sun disappears in blue water in the evening

before the black butterfly appears
we have time to write a few lines of a poem

and to share our thoughts like a slice of bread

only there
we can entrust our secrets to the stars
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Thief of Dreams

I was silent, smiling, undemanding.
You did not expect that I would take without consent.
I was too close, and everything was within the reach of my hand.

Like a thief, I stole your glances and loneliness.
Your thoughts, I tied in a myriad of knots, creating a dense net,
And from dreams, I wove a gentle curve of a woman’s figure.

I stoked the spark of passion in your eyes, and a fire erupted.
I wrapped us in a sweet scent of flowers in my hair
And we glided towards many, distant nights.

Day has no right to enter the precipitous depth.
It is a place, in which the contours of black shadows fall asleep.
Only at the bottom of the abyss, can dreams and starlight be seen.

You are from Mars, I am from Venus.

Far planets are the bright points on a firmament of tenderness.
Our words and hands attracts to the force of gravity of life.

14



4. 00 ot

SFSore, DEBHY $HEE, & a8 THow
9 0950508 Shome SoHoersd d5sE
Do JpHorre é,(v&éoé, @ﬁ&m B8E0B08 B80S

&orier, Sondomed & £55°?’.Q)§)&, &o@@émﬁ&
9 etSsek, 308158 S0HHo s é@

a8 Ho S FRd

Soo 009, & B H0D é@a&w@::ﬁ).

D 82008 grarddsy Jp BHEY) ooEadre
& (DSomeh (©e30d0by; 38 wredd

T 88%red®d Ewid Lk Koo s?;
050 BBHTN0 OIE ErS Togests.

© wBFEH FHSs 3F ok HKO8 B
ot 308 ke e@en JBRoeron;
Sow, JFB sPoden SPHIW

& OIS DI K.

D) Boesitse TR, Jd HEBEISP éé?gééa
?&e}é&@ ©0BOZPR Lesed ((a3ben SO FeorDd DEB
S0 Sresen, Dben @ééﬂoa’)aa&@ow B0 Zﬁ&@séféga 38 SH!

15



A Philosopher and a Poet
For Michael Iva

they met between heaven and earth

at the place where time and matter are irrelevant
at a higher level of abstraction

they overcame the barriers of the real world .

he brought a white canvas and philosophical maxims
she brought the paint brushes

and a handful of dreams in words

they painted the picture in many shades of blue

they poured their thoughts and feelings into the ether

he sketched the outlines of life with a bold navy blue line
she filled the background with gentle azure brushes,
together they added a few colorful spots of astonishment,
his eyes are hazel and hers are green
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Incorrigible Dreamer

For Mark Avila

Every day I am slowly leaving.
I step to the rhythm of minutes.
The evanescence is astounding
- Days and years pass

At an ever increasing speed.

I 'am living in an ephemeral world.

My house of cards can be demolished

By each gust of events,

But with an insistence of a maniac, I build
Castles in the air, inside my imagination.

I am running towards mirages and I am looking for
Greener grass in the neighbor’s garden

I cannot appreciate what I have

- I regret only when certainty

Turns into uncertainty.

I know I am an incorrigible dreamer
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Surge - Outflow

Sensitivity sentences one to loneliness,
empathy brings one closer to people.
Subsequent influx and efflux of feelings
teach the physics of existence.

I know,

I will not build the bridge between heaven and earth,
I will not catch up the waning moon,

I will not find the end of the rainbow.

I’m so close, you can almost touch my hand
and yet I’m far distant from your thoughts.

Life disappoints,
dreams give hope.
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Small Temptations

The lures appear out of nowhere and weigh next to nothing.
Light and airy - they sneak quietly through life,
They are translucent, barely visible and noticeably weak.

They do not have a specific gravity of serious sins.
Quickly, in ad- hoc mode, they justify the offenses.
They do not leave the marks of their stay in memory
and conscience.

They abandon responsibilities, forget the dates on the calendar
They sit comfortably in a chair

and fly to the blue realm of dreams,

where the aromas of coffee are entangled in the whiff of the
cheesecake or apple pie.

No regard for calories ,

they add cream and delicacies to the ice- cream,

They melt in the mouth the sweetness of stuffed chocolates,

In the evening they serve a glass of champagne with strawberries.

On the sunny and warm days they invite one to walk to the park
to buy from a florist the bouquets of violets

with their last few pennies.

The blameworthy and reckless, they do not worry about finances.

Small enticements and small fibs know each other vey well.
They together discount the extraordinary beautiful handbags,
dresses and shoes.

Sometimes they occasionally purchase the colorful

scarves and the beads.

Innocent sins are full of irresistible charm and grace,
And as water droplets falling on stone systematically,
They crush the monolith of serious standards and steadfast rules.

22



8. VR, V), PSdemen

gr8Berdo, drdy 2lddo S @é@m@
O BOF, #8088 SES5HPH Shom FADEow.
FEEEED, gH8JsBHome Trer pedrdonr eotron.

A% Fare 2HHoED B
&p&ore, e‘écﬁééom coéa&%’oao WREH Hdoedd
amswés 26326@*5%68 =& HBE00ED.

eSS s‘g@oégé’s 85&3801 ENS e AL ejra Lo o))
SPore Erdy)joéron af’e)aéaégé’s

SEme A0S st drbthEoeran

B 5B HOBTPeD, $HBATLL DI’
2BErE Gotrow.

5% o8 HBODS BIHeDoEED

e—pcm(o@éoé 3 dorEets

B o0& FES SBADTHD
FOHosee0 @;6@@5& TODS @o&@_‘zéé&é

I8 bTre BFBKoE® RS @D

A58 esoesre H%HY) SP9HD)

TEE T B SHER) wpd 208 D8RG

) 080D DoSBL, QDG Ess, éééo)mé%g, D& 95088%.

DY @ééolsae», DY, éé%gécéen DENHE o(&den
358 28 Hohew, Sodoe, 98&5%:0“ O BESrE TS
OQPEIPET SorHB0He EayEim, Frde Botedr-

OSPCHED Fres® ensdos wBBge, &eP GOron
3o & IBDHBen & écgééé’s DBER
©) 883 wwrTry), B8 Hordooly SdAEW.

23



For One Penny

I wander like an organ- grinder along the streets.
I sell dreams.
For one penny I recall the past.

Paradox.

The water splashes in leaky shoes

While I talk about happiness.

It’s hard to notice when you have it.

When it’s gone, there is regret at its passing.

I’m calling :

“Buy your dream!”

“Buy your dream to turn back time!”
“Relive better moments,

have a chance to do it over!”
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Different Levels

Between I want and I’d like to
There’s a space of impossibilities.

I want - boldly aims at the target
Ignores obstacles, oversteps barriers.

I’d like to - takes hesitant steps,
Pauses halfway,

Looks timidly backwards,

Often thinks about resignation,
Breaks down when facing difficulties.

I discover the meaning and the power of the word.

I leave I’d like to behind
And enter the level of I want.
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Among Stars

For Doug Sandvick

I wait for the downpour of stars,

Maybe I have time to whisper a wish.

I'look with hope to the Leonids.

I believe that I will see the falling sparks.

The dancing Pleiades stirred up a cloud of dust.
Jealous Orion will not overtake them

And Sirius will not find the seven nymphs.

Morpheus leads to the land of sleep

Somewhere on the edge of the River Styx.

My beloved knows the secrets of existence

And all the metamorphoses of the cosmos.

Every night he carries me in his arms

And gives to the possession of Apollo and the muses.
He plaits visions into prophetic premonitions.

Berenice sacrificed her golden braid to the heavens.
She explains sadly,

That she has not found happiness on Earth

Among the gods and among stars.
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Meeting with Eve

For Byoung Il Sun

Eve had modest dreams.

She wanted to disappear in the crowd
of ordinary, happy people

and know the taste of love.

We met in a cafe.

She drowned sadness and fatigue

in a strong, aromatic coffee.

I drowned reveries in the glass of cognac

Memories receded time

and I saw again the carefree girls.

I did not see the bitterness in the eyes of Eve
and saw no worries hidden in her wrinkles

She mused and extinguished her cigarette.
Present time returned brutally.

She talked about poverty

and problems with her unloved husband.

I'said goodbye to Eve for another few years.
I left her when I got your text message

- Come home, it is late.

I am waiting for you.
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The Taming of Time

For Joosung Kim

I returned home

And the hearts of old clocks began to revive.
I like it when they play merry melodies

And tap out dancing rhythms.

The calendar lost a lot of pages

And turned the past into present.

Again,

I forgot about something and didn’t do it.

I do not despair, I do not spin a vision of a parallel reality.
I accept the present day.

And bear the consequences of my errors.

It is hard, but I cannot change the course of history.

I smile indulgently at my reflection in the mirror.
We patiently tame the time together

And turn an enemy into a friend.

Over the years,
I have learned to approve of my imperfection.
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The Drawer with Memories

For Pradeep Chaswal

In the modem world,

full of rush and brilliant inventions,

I 'am a living relic of a bygone age.

I keep some strange treasures

and a sheaf of yellowed letters

inside a sentimental drawer.

I impart colours to the faded memories
and I allow the past moments to return.

Just for me

the lilacs bloom again in a long-gone garden.

The dried four-leaf clover foretells good luck.
Someone, who is no more, worries about my health.
Love spells, from many years ago, return to me

and the withered petals of red roses smell intense.

From the position of an omniscient being

I read the sentences from the old correspondence.
I carefully study the art of life

and gain respect for these by-gone events.
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Only a Letter

For Roseanne Terranova Cirigliano

My heart had the shape of an envelope
I mailed it to you
- It’s only a letter - you said.

You opened it and read hastily,
And then you put it on the desk
On the top of bills and ads.

My heart faded
And turned into a piece of square paper.
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Conversation at Breakfast

We remain like two lanterns on a narrow street
alienated by the light of day,
separated by the darkness of night.

For a short moment

the pale light of dusk envelopes us.
Between you and me

there is a black asphalt of loneliness.

In the depths of puddles

the world without colors can be seen.

All is seemingly calm,

only the mild wind wrinkles reflection.
The leaves from the trees fall to the ground
just like our dead, dispassionate words.
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Farewell

you gave me
the lovely costly mascot

the smell of roses and violets
the taste of exquisite chocolates

you left me the bill for
the toy with markdowns
the wilted flowers

the expired sweets

love lost its charming character

it has evolved into a big egg
from which the hatred hatched
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Pearls

For Blossom Lobo

I held the suffering in my hand

- pearl beads removed from

the depths of the sea and dreams.
They were trapped in a box

and become gray from sadness.

They were strung on a thin thread
and knew the history of a familiarity.
Once they reflected the candlelight,
danced lightly on the neck,

and inhaled the smell of perfume.

I do not want memories.

I threw them into the ocean.

I returned my dreams to Poseidon
They fall with a quiet splash

- joyful and freed.
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Some Trees

For Jayaprakash Paramagru

tell me

was I your birch tree
white

slender

with life-giving sap
rustling love spells
with petite leaves

perhaps, a spreading linden

with flowers scented by honey
sheltering you from the summer swelter
with green coolness

who am [ today

doubtlessly, a coastal pine
with thick boughs

gnarled by the wind
rooted in the sandy soil

I battle the storms
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Lost Data

For Renata Pacyna

I'm standing on an empty street accompanied by a cold wind,
which throws about pieces of paper and foil airily.
Rain drops whip my face and hands.

Darkness woke up windows of local houses,
their yellow eyes look at me with hostility
I'm not going home, all addresses are unfamiliar.

Thoughts like a frightened flock of crows fly around my head.
I don't remember anything - fear chokes me, suffocates me.
I don't belong to anybody, loneliness drags me into oblivion.

I don't know my name and where I come from,
where I will find a safe shelter.
My handbag, the guardian of privacy, shut its mouth.

I have no documents.
I have no money.
Keys to an unknown door glitter.

A touch of an angel woke me up.

Regained consciousness shouts out my name.
I repel a bad dream from under my eyelids.
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Crying Angel

I saw an angel in my dream,
as he turned his tear-stained face.

Love burned at the stake. Hatred set the fire.

Its stinging tongues annihilated goodness and mercy.
The ashes of hopes and dreams fell down,

they turned into gray dust.

Nothing was left but pain and suffering of the survivors.

Fear lived in the ruins of the abandoned houses ,

Despair played on the cello a long, whining melody,

or maybe it was just the wind, which howled and whirled.
It blew away along the empty streets

the paper tears of torn books

It opened widely the mutilated windows and the doors,
leading to nowhere.

Silence - the companion of death,

muted the complaints in the dead mouths.

Delicate and fragile human bodies returned to the earth,
they turned to dust.

The grass healed the wounds - the deep craters,

left by bombs,

The compassionate rains washed them gently.

The moon, like an enormous pendulum,
Told the time and measured vanishing.
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Celebrity

At night a dream rolled out quietly under my eyelids,
Morpheus took me by the hand and led me to the red carpet.
The way to fame was brightly lit by hundreds of flashes.
“Here she 1s !” I heard the cheers

full of admiration behind my back.

I had to stop every moment and bow gracefully.

World was in awe over my beauty,

I had pretty breasts, long legs

and my thighs had the wonderful line.

Hordes of specialists

are working on the unimpeachable image.

Elegant creations, sophisticated makeup are my everyday.
Only my looks are important,

people are not interested in my thoughts.

The beauty worthy of Olympic goddess undertakes,
I do not exceed the limits of relentless scales.

The mismatched shoes to dresses

evoke protests in the press,

Disheveled hair or a pimple on the nose

disappoint admirers.

Unforgivable sins are wrinkles, gray hair.

Each step is observed

by thousands of eyes of curious passers-by,

just for me the paparazzi hang like ripe fruits on the trees.
Millions of people dream about a luxurious existence.

I live in the public eye, I am not allowed to be myself,

no one is interested in the feelings of an ordinary girl
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Portrait

For John Guzlowski

The key has not ground in the door for a long time.
I cannot hear familiar steps in the corridor.

Silence invades every space of life.

It pours out like suffocating sticky humid air.

Things have retained the memory

of moments shared together.

In the hall the evenly placed slippers doze.
A bookmark waits for

the further development of the action.

The mobile phone retained the tender words.

I stand in the window motionless.

The frame limits the space of the sky.
Time paints a portrait on a white cloud.
It is called - “anticipation”
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The Wonders of the World

I have never been to Hawaii.

Not for me, do the palm trees dance in the wind,

The sun’s rays do not caress my skin,

The hot magma does not flow from the heart of the Earth.

I have not seen colored hummingbirds
hanging like living jewels on the flowers.
The exotic and beautiful butterflies,
Similar to the fans of the Japanese geisha,
do not fly around me.

I have not climbed the steps of the ancient pyramids.
I have not seen the treasures of the pharaohs

And the huge Temple of Amun.

I cannot dance the Spanish flamenco

And I am not enveloped in a delicate, Indian sari.

The Amazon does not open the gate to the green paradise
And ruthless tundra does not lead to the white hell.

The ocean does not show its underwater treasury

And dolphins do not play on the backs of the waves.

I have not met a happy eternal love,
But this does not mean that it does not exist.
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Tree and 1

For Jeffrey S Copeland

with my body, I am near to the roots

with my thoughts, I reach the longest branches
I soar towards the sun

I caress the green canopy

the tree records years in its rings
warm-cold, dry-wet

and I record emotions on a piece of paper
sadness-joy, love-loneliness

we are dear to each other

often, I embrace its trunk

maybe it will remember the touch of my hands
rustle with memories.
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On the Wedding Day

They came to a wooden village church,

she in a borrowed dress, its white sprinkled grey by time,
he in his elder brother’s suit.

Both beautiful and young, ready to grapple with fate.
They vowed love in voices trembling with emotion,

faith and hope sealed the solemn words.

They took for witnesses the wind playing the wedding march,
linden leaves in the gallery of windows

and the rain crying with happiness.

Single drops glistened on colourful stained glass,

like precious jewels presented by the wedding guests.

Rays of the sun gave as a gift the bright shine

to the wedding rings,

the promises of faithfulness and support in difficult times.

“Nobody but you,” whispered their eyes in silent admiration.
“Always together,” confessed two fluttering hearts.

“It does not matter what you have, but who you are,”

stated reason.

They met in a temple to enter the shared path.

The moment crowned the beginning of a new time.
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Passenger

The sad expression on her face added to her years.
The corners of the mouth forgot how to smile.
Her eyes lost their glow and she stared blankly.

Worries and gloomy thoughts carved
A few deep furrows on her forehead
Grief painted her hair white.

We sat opposite each other
Near, but from two different worlds
- A chance meeting on a train.

The thoughts run in the rhythm of the wheels’ clatter.
Passing hours changed the landscape.
The string of stations brought us closer to the journey’s end.

I saw you on the platform.
You held a rose.
She passed us by.

She barely managed to pull a large suitcase.

Small wheels jumped and whined shrilly.
She was absorbed by the night and hopelessness.
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Woman in Red Dress
For Maureen Clifford

She went out to the balcony,

Stood for a moment and lit a cigarette.

The wind scattered her hair amidst a wisp of blue smoke.
Her dress fluttered like a banner on the barricades.

She threw herself into the arms of the wind,

To meet with the earth.

She glided down at the rate of gravity.

The purple flower blossomed on the concrete sidewalk.

Terrified someone shouted.

The siren of an ambulance cut the silence.
She was lying on the shield -

Winning many battles she lost the war.

Life went on, continuing its rhythm.
It bypassed her.

62



28. DB 0SS B

wD eS8 3Pod

& eeo Joad i IDA0D0H

QOFE Sy Eeher ) e 38°ren E6DoR0d
Lo e &) HBPETe Wb Liyen BHBar SepTHOD

8D S5 oo MOS8 1TLod

S8 omred

g Wi $88° BIHBSH erB0b

S0l¢5 SDere D SITIRINES H& B

FoHo&® J58° Wb

©0BY) B VFerd) 8%ir HNod

ESL0D HE &F)en wD EIHoNb

0358& dﬁwq;w RODT® @a;@dﬁwcgo@a 5.8Bon0b.

£DB0 PADBERPT Gotod BXBS ch&®
08 P B2)oHBI IFob.

- SFOS £5)8 &%0

63



Encounter With a Stranger

For Eva Bengtsson

We collided at the speed of light

And we stood, amazed.

This was such an unexpected meeting.

In the terms of logic it was hardly possible.

Maybe

We met in a bar at the different tables,

We passed indifferently on a street,

We sat silently next to each other on the subway.

Certainly
We exchanged a few controversial views

And revealed some secret thoughts and dreams.

The honest conversation is easier
With a person without a face
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Beautiful Girl

She stopped on the street, looked around.
Slim and slender like a palm tree,

She almost reached the sky in her high heels.
She climbed high - above mediocrity .

Wind played with strands of her hair and short dress.
Delicate smile lit her face, gave her beauty

“Here is a woman from songs of King Solomon”

I thought with admiration and envy.

She attracted the eyes of many passers-by.
Her restless beauty stole the men’s thoughts.
I saw my reflection in a shop window,

And her picture in your eyes.
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Strangers in the Bar

In the morning the night narrowed her tired eyes.
She hid the silver stars in her furled black wings.
Rosy-fingered Aurora painted stripes on the gray sky,
a chorus of awakened birds greeted the new day.

Dawn found them in the road side bar

- a fragile girl in her femininity, and an old man.
Life paused for a bit and it froze after the next drink.
A moment of spontaneity

removed the masks from their pale faces.

She cried of her sorrow in front of a stranger.

She spoke about her disappointments

and pain over the loss of love.

The tears washed her wounds,

they brought much needed relief.

The mascara flew black like a meandering river on her face.

He listened to the confessions of this young woman.
Venus brought down the curtains of her thoughts,

as she revealed her deeply hidden secrets

and unwanted memories.

He lit another cigarette and was wrapped up in the smoke.
Later he flicked the ash and noticed for the first time

the brightened landscape awakened by the bustling of life
- the rising sun placed its kisses even on the graves.
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The Internet Romance

He awakened hope inside her,

and she believed in a lucky lot.

Once again, she felt beautiful,

desirable - the contemporary Queen of Sheba.

For her,

the flowers bloomed in the Hanging Gardens of Babylon,
Roses diffused their intoxicating perfume,

and the nightingales sang at night.

The stars foretold happiness,

the moon plated her dreams with silver.

In the mornings she would find a cup of coffee

in the online chat,

And a magnificent bouquet of flowers

with an attached love letter.

Magic carpets fell at her feet, and silks enveloped her.

He left without a word,

melted into the ether like every mirage.

She awoke when he sent a bill for the time they spent
together.
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Wasted Moments

there were no words in the marriage vow
about curses

suffering

and humiliation

a lack of good feelings

slew her faith in the man
powerlessness and fear
poisoned the following years

the hopes were broken

like a tree during strong storm

the crippled trunk and twisted branches
without leaves remained

they forgot what tolerance
and the miracle of love mean
their days were empty

and nights were gloomy
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Child’s Drawing

Days separated them, nights did not unite.
They did not notice the moment,
When words passed away.

The wedding rings, lighter than fluff, flew far away.
Metal deprived of love has the value of scrap.
It crumbles when tense emotions reach the bottom .

They forgot that nature cares only for procreation
And happy marriage is out of its reach.

The Mantra of everyday life stifled their passion .
It burned down the last sparkles in their eyes
And the desire to be together .

The patchwork child draws everything twice .
Two suns shine in its picture

And sewn up parents stand by two houses.

A lonely figure stands on a narrow path
Linking those two worlds.

A heart must break to divide into two.
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The Immigrant

I wander through the streets of European cities
in search of a better tomorrow

I learn new languages, customs
I want to merge into the colorful crowd

in the world of people, I learn the art of survival
in the world of animals, I would be a chameleon

in the depth of my eyes,

I shall retain the azure of the Polish sky
the green of the woods and the eternal longing
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The Next Chance

Carmine roses bloom in the midst of winter,
Drowsy violets peak from under leaves
And daisies stand white in the grass.

The sun heats the earth

And brightens short days with a warm glow.

I notice tenderly embraced lovers in a park.
Gracious fate gives them one more chance
For an unexpected meeting.

Eyes, surrounded by rays of wrinkles, laugh.
Wind ruffles hair, tosses delicate

Silver threads of gossamer.

And so, unannounced, tardy love arrived
They have the choice of a new path,
Maybe a last chance for happiness.

Life took away their naive faith

And burned away old feelings.

It left them some dreams

And much hope for a better tomorrow

They are lost in thoughts

Doubts and fears spring up

From the shadows like ghouls

The head says: no....it°’s not worth it....think it over.
The heart says-yes...go forwards...fall in love..

Nature has stopped the hands of the clock.
Red hearts bloom.
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City of My Childhood
For Donald Odom Jr

Far in the North, where the dark-eyed Neva River
spills its cold waters, and a June day has no end,
the city of my childhood sprang up on the marsh.

In a dream-like longing, I return to the granite boulevards,
I marvel at the white-and-green facades of the palaces,
and the golden domes of the churches,

glistening against the cool sky.

I hear clatter of horses’ hooves, and see a bronze horseman,
traversing each night the broad prospects, and vast plazas.
With one leap, overcoming the chasm under the drawbridge.

I pass by elegant, French-style houses and gardens.

The riches of the age of the tsars added to their brilliance,
their proud beauty.

The old capital of the empire never surrendered,

never knelt down.

I believe that I will return here once more,

when fate reveals a magnanimous face.

I shall see the Maple, planted with a childish hand,
reach the clouds.

I shall timidly peer into the windows of the house
on Toreza Street.
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Familial Reunions
For Beth Levin

we arrive in our childhood home

my sisters-nomadic Swallows

return each year to the familial nest

they pay no heed to the difficulties of a far journey

we reminisce

until the hour of lilac clouds

swathed in the green cool of the Linden tree
and honeyed scent of flowers

the wind strumming the branches

and the curious sun

peeking through the canopy of the enormous tree
listen to the conversations

we know that we must part in the fall
I will find shelter in a distant city
black-and-white birds will go south
they will slash another azure sky

several months will pass

the sun will draw trails in the sky

it will offer strength to spreading wings
it will send an invitation to return

we will meet again

we will survive successive troubles
strengthened by the energy of the place
in which everything begun
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The House of My Childhood

In my house strangers live.

They erase the traces of the former owners.
They settle down and they believe

that they will stay forever.

They want to become part of the landscape.

I see the changes.

The view from the window passed.

After a spreading lime tree only a dry stump remained
like a decayed scar.

Bee choirs in the yellow brilliance of flowers trailed off.
The wind dispersed the scent of the May lilacs.

The white phlox disappeared from the garden.

The walls are bare, the bricks blush.

The grapevine does not peep through the windows.

It won’t offer its sweet berries full of syrupy juice

on the green leaves.

In different colours the walls blossom,

a new door has been fixed,

Only the time locked in the oak floor creaks the same.
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Home

For Bozena Helena Mazur- Nowak

a nest woven of concrete and steel
a bit of glass and wood inside
meant to last for ages

falls into pieces immediately
when the man passes away
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Death of a Home

At the edge of a village,

abandoned wooden cottage grows into the earth,
bowed with the burden of cares,

like a little old woman.

Curious rain peeks in through the hole in the roof.
It waters the slender birches planted
by wind inside the room.

In the windows,

remnants of curtains compete

with thick threads of spider webs.
The moon and the sun

take turns looking at their reflections
in the broken window panes.

Feral raspberries entwine the walls
with a thicket of green arms.
Tall Hollyhocks blush red among rust grasses.

Single pickets outline the grounds of the old garden.
Lush weeds overrule the fertile soil.

Each year, the rotten apple tree bears bitter tasting fruit,
enormous walnut spreads great fingers full of shade.

A once-modest Linden sapling
transformed into an enormous tree

and golden bees quietly humming a song of sweet flowers.

Industrious black ants slowly give the home back to nature.
They carry it piece-by-piece, straight to heaven.
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Barefoot on the Stubble

For Lean van Heerden

I walk barefoot on the stubble.

I turn back time.

Again, I'm a girl with blond braids.

I weave camomiles and cornflowers into my hair.
I know how to place my feet,

so as not hurt them with the sharp thorns .

I walked far.

My heels pierced the ground, the doubts of my mind.
I lost my trust of a child, and my confidence of being.
I do not know what happened to

My faith in humanity and my good fortune.

I return from memories.

I'look for relief in the song of larks.

Can I find the forgotten dreams?

Regain a slice of the lost paradise?
Somewhere, in the stubble lies the old “I”.
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The Move

For Wlodzimierz Holsztynski

I am leaving home.

The window glass still remembers the touch of my fingers.
The ashen walls draw the outlines of paintings and furniture
The memories of happy moments come out of the corners
And like faithful dogs fawn at my hands.

The floor squeaks familiar under my feet

The doors open slightly and lead to the exit.

The remaining lights are put out, something ends.
I did not keep my word

We will not be together until death

I left too early.
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Holiday Picture

Pixels like the grains of sand petrified, they stopped time.
You wave your hand and try to smile to the lens,
but we both know that you will never be older.

Wild wind let the thoughts soar to the sky,
they touched the bloody sunset over the sea.
The foamed waves blurred the traces of bare feet with fury.

How strange, I do not remember much of those moments.
I jumped deliberately into oblivion as into the abyss.
Death by forgetfulness allows me to continue living.

The sorrow for the past is hidden in the album

of unfashionable black and white photos.
The memory of happiness is imprisoned in the frame.
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Everything Is Possible

For Douglas Chrysler

In moment of sadness and doubts I return to the past.
I read the stories written on the yellowed pages of the diary,
and view the photographs from old family albums.

I no longer believe in the impossible.

I saw the fall of the giant and the mighty powers,
and how the thick darkness of history lit up.

The revolutionary uprisings brought some fresh air.
Nothing lasts forever.

Day always comes after night and Aurora knocks at
windows.

A rainbow hangs on the drops of rain after a violent storm .
Man falls, rises from his knees and goes further.
Life is like a photograph.

We emerge with difficulty from the dark negatives,

Every tear, suffering and a cry of despair straightens us.
Yesterdays pain will be just a memory in a few days.
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It Has to Be

As I shut the light in my pupils
I will be silent like a statue.
I will know the last mystery.

Cry,
But it has to be.

Let

All shoes leave

Dresses meet another smell of perfume.
Do not ask - why?

Understand,

It should be so.

I will go far away but I'll be close.

I will return in dreams and memories,

In the words of poems and melodies,

In a drop of rain flowing down the cheek.

Enjoy,
That it may be so.

98



46. 2D [0

T EHFHoEY enihHid 6:960)@3
Ve AFoer JdoaiEed

o5 ePpd 655%50 Send-
D). ..

50 @O er...

o) SOEtH IV,

Sden H98° ks sosd,
QoK. © ©&Ks...

©%o B8,

508,

Erdore IYPEH 520 BREMTR G0t
BoodP, a;é@e;é‘s BBA S
EQBen, SSerost Hoeenrr

Boe Joad @renad THHES®

s35080%H
©E0BIIT

99



Prayers

Sometimes we pray for life, sometimes for death.
When the last ray of hope is gone,
Suffering teaches us humility towards evanescence.

In genes the cruel sentence is written
— no right to appeal
There’s nothing eternal on Earth

Every day is a generous gift

Every day we see the miracle of birth and life
and learn the great mystery of passing.
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Familiar Faces

I stroll through the streets of the town in the early evening.

A bailiff sits in a beer garden sipping a cold drink.

In his notebook he marks the addresses of people

with financial sins.

He creates a balance sheet,

calamities in one column, income in another.

Behind every number hides a family uncertain of tomorrow.
He saw brothers in the debtors, restrained his greed.

In the market square, in the entrance to a sleazy house,

a prostitute waits.

The bright red of the lipstick contrasts with her pale face.
Her eyes hide the pain of existence and her fear of the pimp.
Her demons live in narcotics and get drunk on cheap wine.
She dares to leave the darkness and cross to the sunny side.

On the stone steps of a church kneels a dirty beggar.

A crowd of passers-by hurries past her indifferently.

An elderly lady in an unfashionable outfit stops.

She fumbles in her purse a long time, drops money into a
box.

The clank of the falling coin sounds like a massive bell
“Thank you, widow, for your last penny .”

Old saints have new faces in our times.
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Footprints

For Wlodzimierz Kuperberg

There are many religions in the world, many rules.
It doesn’t matter to which God we pray.
In what language we speak the words.

We treat each man like a brother.
We need each other,
People are not lone islands upon an ocean.

In the moments when the sun disappears, and darkness falls,
When despair and sadness extinguish the will to live,
Someone will always extend a helping hand.

We are all heading towards eternity.
Like footprints, we leave along the way
Memory of good and bad deeds.

In this reality, we are but travelers.

Nothing is given to us forever.
We arrive naked and we leave naked.
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Three Opinions

For Agnieszka Komoter and Piotr Kasjas

I hid a mouse in the pocket of my coat.
She gave me her complete trust,

And run up onto my hand.

I saw terror in the little black eyes.

I carried her out of the place of execution.

To the adults, it was a strange and reprehensible act.

To the animal, an act of heroism.
And to the child, a lesson in empathy.
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My Angel

forgive the wounded feet
you walk with me through the wilderness
the thorns of sins tear at your robes

you protect against the mud
of evil words and mean deeds
you fight against perverse thoughts

thank you for faithful persistence

for showing me the way in darkness
and sometimes lending me your wings
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Searching

I'looked for you

in Romanesque churches,

gothic cathedrals.

I asked angels from baroque altars

about you.

I rose above clouds,

to be closer to heaven.

My way was marked by high chimney tops,
like milestones.

I found you.

You were near.

You hid yourself in yellow mullein,
in a snail wandering on grass.

You are with me although
you have chosen solitude.
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A Prayer of Thanks

For Agnieszka Herman

I partake in everyday miracles.
Incredible how often God visits the Earth.
Unnoticed he comes daily.

He lets breathe the first breath on the day of birth,
makes a dried seed sprout
and a small sapling grow into a huge tree.

He puts stones in lush apricots,
gives sweetness to ripe fruits,
sprinkles pollen onto the wings of bees.

Thank you Lord for the gift of life

and the freedom of choice,

for the received grace of forgiveness.

I am grateful for your goodness and love.
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Rose Without Thorns

give a rose without thorns and words without splinters
shave your sentence of spikes like a conscientious carpenter
remember that all can be said in a different way

each spoken thought carries vibrations
- do not hurt with unjust judgment
scorn or meanness hidden in a lie

one gesture of kindness will return multiplied
forgiveness and peace will bring genuine tears
what is most precious you will get for free

smile and light the merry sparkles in your eyes
feel internally the positive energy of life
and the luminosity will brighten the gloomy time

appreciate the generosity of grace

and be glad of what you have

do not worry about what will never happen

do not covet things that you will never possess

man - the richest of the rich

the poorest of the poor - you are a wonderful gift
you carry in yourself a lot of luck and a miracle of love
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The Homeless

They chose a homeless freedom.
Set instinctively to survive they live for today.
They know all the dark secrets of the city.

In the evenings, they fall like birds onto the park benches
To spend the night in the company of stars.

In the morning,

They leave the baggage of old newspapers and wander on.

It is never too late, or too early
-The days are too similar to be afraid of anything.

Those of us, who live hurriedly and hygienically,
Pass them with revulsion and a feeling of superiority.
With dignity, we tote around stereotypes

and the day’s routine.

We hurry along other paths of life.

Sometimes, we collide - we stop pensive
Over diversity of human stories.
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The Beggar

I looked deeply into the eyes of a beggar
And they told me his story.

The book of life is not closed.

It describes mistakes and failures at the beginning,
Then the monotonous days,

Struggling to survive in a hostile world.

The streets are like a swamp
They draw in and do not let go.
They promise nothing.

They provide only rarely.

He must drift on the surface of existence
On a raft built from old cartons.

Rushing cars honk loudly.
Passers-by mutter disapprovingly.
Only sometimes, someone

Throws a few coins into the tin box.
Compassionately
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Spring in Budapest
For Gerry Koch

The green hills, like a wide scarf,
envelop the city that never sleeps.

The blue Danube still remembers
Viennese waltz melodies

and the Gypsy violin playing the chardas

The palaces and the great Art Nouveau buildings,
the white towers of parliament
reflect in the mirror of water

Coastal cafes, hidden
in the shade of spreading Sycamores,
invite me for a glass of golden Tokay.

I wander along the streets and squares.

I gaze from the bridge at Margaret Island.

In my imagination, I see a little, frightened girl.

I can hear her heart fluttering under the religious habit.
Did she cry? This is not written in the book of chronicles.

Since that time the world has changed many times

but human emotions remain unchanged.
Tears never lost their salty taste.
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Sense of Security

For Georgia Ann Banks-Martin

At dawn, the cat slipped through the open window softly,
and almost without a sound,

she jumped down from the windowsill.

She hid under a chair, and curled up into a little ball.

She closed the night’s adventures in her green eyes.

In dreams, the uncertainty of last night returned.
Fear, doomed her to wander over fences and roofs
out of the reach of furiously barking dogs

and powerful beasts speeding down the city streets.
She also did not trust the always-hurrying people.

A man’s white shirt draped over the chair

moved slightly, to the rhythm of the wind’s breath.

It quietly purred a kitty lullaby, and tucked her in to sleep
with long arms in the empty sleeves.
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In the Attic

For Chris Reynolds

A large spider senses its reflection in a dusty mirror.
It cast a dense veil woven from white threads,

over the silver surface

And the world became blurred,

with only contours being visible.

The time had stopped inside a broken grandfather clock.
Silent, trapped between the many gears of the mechanism.
Twice a day, the spread hands show the time.

In the deep drawers of an old, oak cupboard,

Black and white photographs of smiling,

nameless people slumber.

They are not capable of telling long-forgotten tales.

Dresses, made of good quality materials,

hang in the creaking armoire.

Unfashionable, sentenced to inertia

and the odor of mothballs,

they dream about the sun.

Do they believe that someday their fortune will change,
and they will see the light?

Books with yellowed pages,

dreaming inside old trunks,

have incorporated the touch of many hands,
teardrops, and reflections.

Occasionally they leave the attic

to share their knowledge and sentiment.
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Venus de Milo

You have to go away at the right moment.
Leaving the ball before midnight,

You can lose your shoe like Cinderella.
Do not let the black night turned gray
And the pale dawn showed its fatigue.

Leave a few unspoken sentences,

A little bit of guesswork and colorful myths
Some unwritten lines of the poem

A few notes stopped in the middle of the song.

Venus de Milo captivates by her perfection

- Beautiful woman sculptured of white marble.

She does not have hands, but she carves imagination.
Beauty does not pass.
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Fish in the Water

You have to believe in your possibilities

And then you are able to move ahead.

It is necessary to use experience and wisdom,
And to know well your strengths and weaknesses.
Mistakes should be forgiven but not forgotten.

Every disappointment is a payment

For the lack of attention to the lesson called life.
You can hit the wall many times

When all it takes is to look around and find the gate.

Stubborn complaining does not change anything.
Toxic words do not solve the problem.

It is hard to see a road that leads to the exit,

In the pall of resentments and grievances

Anyone can be a genius or an idiot

- It’s just a matter of choosing the right path.
Nobody tells fish to climb a tree,

Or lion to dive into depths of the ocean.

128



61. DBS° TH

3*5&5?3263&3)?3@&20 S50 9%

QP 89 Swoth SErenrHers)
@dgiso, aagzéo ©ddBo

9% 392 Gomd ) ermeren
BP0 E0wed 500, HBEDDEERED

LDBHT FB0P (B oessetso S5
(58 ezegiorisor a8 o&thgo

A R YPFTae Sepsediy

e erige IR 508 Bend.

I0d HTEe Hg A LB
DY) Boreren HKgeH HOHO0BDH
DAHEH ITaed Ko EIDOWH
B0, edEare PEDPS

e, Bt BT B
385 o 0326335826&60 Eﬁaasp?go

B Bey I 5B BHo...
20358 D0(E5D SHhen FBoSHd...

129



Mendacity

For Peter James Forster

There are problems we do not want to talk about.
We close sentences in pursed lips.
Facts are hidden in silence.

A smile is a learned expression.
It requires the work of many muscles.
Emotions - we hide deep in our eyes.

We sweep tons of garbage under the carpet.
Environment creates an illusion of order,
The stench reminds us about reality.

We seal festering wounds with a patch.
And pretend that gangrene does not exist,
Even when the fever melts the sweating body.

Life says it is our fault.

Goodness and truth require courage.
Hypocrisy does not demand sacrifice.
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Lethargy

The consciences of decent people doze

In many homes with gardens,

Enfolded by the silence of narrow, sleepy streets.
They are numbed by the rhythm of the day

And remain in the rut of a comfortable existence.

Residents watch on TV news,

Horrors on the borderline of fact and science fiction.
They look at the suffering and despair without emotions
Somewhere, far away - it probably does not hurt.

They escape from unpleasant information

- Just one quick movement of the remote.

They forget that distance and time are irrelevant
And stubbornly repeat that it does not concern them.

They click through a few hundred channels

And flow between reality and fantasy,

Without stress and responses to the awkward questions.
The distance creates an illusions of security.

Misery and death lurk closer than they expect.

Evil grows on the soil of indifference.

Within a second it will bear fruit, it will wake them up
They will not even manage to cry out - why me ?
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Unexpected Parting

they met in the waiting room
the tickets for the same flight joined their fates

a large group of laughing teenagers

sat like on their backpacks like a flock of noisy sparrows
they viewed photographs on their mobile phones

- last memories of sunny holidays

next to them sat a serious trader

who believed in God and money

he opened his laptop to carefully study

the trends in the stock market

in accordance with his motto

that every moment has a financial dimension

time must not be wasted on the inane expectations

mother hugged tenderly to her breast her whimpering baby

two Japanese tourists captured this moment with their cameras
and took thousand of photographs to the country of the rising sun

they immortalized their stay in old Europe
with electronic memory

the plane took off

they disappeared in the clouds

the sadness of one man reached the zenith
the tears of despair spilled

like a wide stream on the Alpine slope
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Cyberman

He consists of
Body, soul, and Internet connection.
Technological progress has created new man.

The roses never fade in the virtual world ,
The birds trill in the middle of frosty winter,
On the table there is always a cup of non-aromatic coffee.

It is easy to find knowledge and substitutes of feelings,
- Friendship does not require meetings and touches
And love does not know the word “responsibility”.

One mouse click let people meet or part.
Distance and time gain different meaning.
Cyberspace betrays, recedes from reality.

He slowly loses the instinct of survival,

Although the body reminds the soul about passing.
He, like a fool, is crippled by emptiness - no connection.
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Memory of Genes

I am the memory of Earth,

with seawater running through my veins.
Distant cousin to a lizard,

relative of all the mammals.

Nothing makes me special
-just a short episode of history,
with many stories of suffering
and passion in the genes.

I shall pass, as will everything.
Will anything remain behind?

Perhaps,

I will record a few fleeting thoughts
on ephemeral paper.

I will rustle like a tree that paints
the centuries with its grain.
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Pilot to a Girl

For Danuta Blaszak

his wings waved hello

he painted a bass, clef upon the sky

for her in a crazy corkscrew

he reached the peaks and the depths of the skies

she stood on the tarmac of the airfield
mesmerized by the heavenly dance

small airplane-brave acrobat

he drew white lines and circles upon the sky

she felt every shudder of the machine

intently listening to the loud song of the engines
she quickly broke the love code

the heart floated upwards
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Another Flight

The great turbines of the engines purr sleepily.
Flight attendants go over the basics,
somewhere under the seats life vests are stored
overhead, oxygen masks are hidden

What if the plane or the staff were to fail?

Is a miracle necessary-like the one on the Hudson River?
I fall asleep with faith in happy lift-off and landing,

My fate is written in the stars.
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Sailing through the Sky

For Chris Bodor

In search of solitude, I left the Earth.
I erected sails of white clouds,

To wander the oceans of sky.

In the day, I marvel at the blue planet.

At night, water lilies of stars bloom under the ship.
Above me the lights of cities shine.

Continents form constellations.

I hear only the wind and twitter of the cosmos.

I traverse miles, get to know new orbits.
Time stopped, bestowed immortality.

I share the fate of ancient gods
-Isolation and longing for man.
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Metal Birds

against evolutionary rules
dooming to wander the Earth
we conquer yet another sky

the mind breaks barriers
we soar ever higher
we overcome time and sound

we draw white streaks across the sky
we shorten distances
metal wings give freedom

we penetrate the vastness of space

in search of a planet
as lonely as the Earth

146



70. S955 DPoreD

H0ed AIoTO Sg&TEore
2 HoSOIR
$o%0 208° wseard) wEowro

oJ0 Yy weenB0d
b0 o P8 AhToo
o), erd) o8 Igeo

QoAS® Adro Be®d AED)
&roed) SAO
5o BEen ?So‘gzﬁlj@ﬁ_gow

0B85 Bl dnBero
IR0 a8 (o §%0
gedber 2,080 &H°S. ..

147



Clouds Beneath Me

I rose high above the Earth,

I left colors and sounds behind.

I conquered the worlds reserved for angels.
The expanse above the clouds is silent

in shades of cerulean.

Beneath me, the wind chases a flock of gentle cumuli.
They swirl like fluffy sheep in a pasture.

I pass prostrate, damp layers of strati

and threateningly growling, morose thunder clouds.

The greatness of ocean and sky

is marked by the lack of boundaries.

I feel the solitude of a lost wanderer

I, a mere insignificant human being, in a transparent desert,
traverse thousands of miles, at a bewildering speed.
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Fate of the Artist

Art requires patience.

Hordes of artists stand in the waiting room for fame.
Everyone believes that Fortuna will open her horn of plenty
and muses will adorn his temple with a laurel wreath.

Volumes with the words plaited in garlands,
pictures full of unexpected colors and composition,
silent notes on the staves

are waiting for years.

At times

with much fanfare the name of a lucky winner is announced.
It happens he does not come for the trophy won.

Everyone around whispers -” It is a pity he is not alive”.
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History

History will judge all of us fairly,

It will open the eye of wisdom stored in a triangle.
Man’s life will be reviewed carefully, conscientiously.
Osiris will weigh deeds and words on his balance.

Names of the chosen

will be saved in the memory of nations.

Moral opinions will be guarded unyieldingly.

Genius will be appreciated in previously ridiculed works.
The humiliated will be exalted,

the average will fall into oblivion.

It admires a painting of sunflowers

on the wall of a museum.

With tears in its eyes, it listens to Viennese music.
It admires the beauty of words in poems

written by once ridiculed poet-paupers.

It barely mentions the names of powerful rulers

in long stories about the humble carpenter from Nazareth.
It marvels at the attitude of a young Indian prince,

who left glory and fortune for enlightenment.

Defender of truth, it is incorruptible and impartial,

It calls a spade a spade,

for it thinks nothing of falsehood, hypocrisy.

It emerges like a rock monolith from the ocean of time.
It is also like eternal wind,

which separates chaff from grain.
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Like Auschwitz

Auschwitz could be anywhere.

Plans and ideas are waiting in people’s minds.
It only needs time and a little barbed wire.

It is enough to close the sky above the earth,
Extinguish hopes, break the rainbow.

Atomic suns will brighten again

with burning rays of death.

Choking dust of hatred will blow in everywhere.
The sown wind will stir up the sandy storms.

The Great War about everything and about nothing.

Losers, winners
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Liberation Anniversary at Auschwitz

The survivors’ memory fades,

they pass away one after another.

Fewer and fewer numbers in stripes

cross the threshold of hell.

The gate, guardian of the death factory, sneers.

The words “Arbeit macht frei”

turns back the time, memories come alive.

Sad eyes of the prisoners stare from old photographs.
A huge mountain of shoes holds your eye,

doesn’t let you go away.

The railway ramp remembers the laughter of the torturers

and the wail of the victims.

The green shroud woven of grass

has covered the reeking mud.

The scream of the suffocated

is embedded in the walls of gas chambers.

Pilgrim, pause, don’t pass indifferently by.
Forgotten histories will return

and come alive somewhere else.
Remember: “it’s people who dealt this fate to people”.
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Menorah

In my grandparent’s kitchen stood a big table
covered with a linen sheet.

Plates would appear on its huge surface

like islands in an ocean.

There was never a shortage of chairs.

The table welcomed every unexpected guest.

The darkness of the night enfolded

a thin form of a poor tailor.

Mousze dragged with him the fear

and grim horror of life in the ghetto.

He turned up and disappeared like a shadow
- with a loaf of bread hidden under a chalet.
The shiny star of David,

led him through the road less tracks and woods.

This bread was worth

life for those who survived the yesterday.
His daughter’s heart broke of sorrow.
Sparkles in Sorka’s eyes faded away.

She passed silently

- the hunger and the illnesses daily recited Kadish.

Quickly the seven candles
and people’s fortunes burnt down.
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Free Will

God resides in a distant galaxy.

In another time and space he opens a new Eden

Maybe he won’t repeat the old mistakes of creation,
Won’t plant the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Bad,
And the deceitful snake won’t tempt Eve with ripe fruit.

He hasn’t been on Earth for ages,

Hasn’t sent his army of angels to liberate Auschwitz,
He let Cambodian fields be soaked with brotherly blood
And Syrian sands with the tears of murdered

Women and children,

He left conceited humans with demons of cruelty.

The gift of knowledge without morality leads nowhere.
At the Temple of Mammon

There’s no place for the Decalogue.

Greed and insatiability opened Pandora’s box.

The man reduced to a number is nothing to be proud of,
Evil and stupidity slowly displace goodness and wisdom.
We have free will,

We reach towards the right of self destruction.
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Secret GMO

Science in the service of greed
Creates a different world.
It shouts: it’ll be better! cheaper! more!

The mind begs: restrain audacious ignorant,
Who disregard the harmony of nature
And million years of evolution.

Itis you,
Who brought to life the killer bees
And destroyed many species of flora and fauna.

Manipulation of genes

Won’t create the Garden of Eden.
The game of “God” always brings death
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GMO- new Frankenstein

A lie repeated many times becomes the truth.
Propaganda puts to sleep the emerging doubts,
Slowly and insidiously introduces new rules.

Isn’t it a beautiful vision?

Cereals will give big crops on the barren land.
Ripe tomatoes will always be firm.

We will create new flavors, repaint flowers.
Beyond the control of the laboratory ...

Toxin - resistant weeds

Plants with no nutrients
Unknown diseases
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GMO Means Death

The word “sorry” is not enough
The effects of errors are irreversible

There is no forgiveness
For diseases

For suffering

For death

Nobody will hide
Nobody will escape

No one will survive

They sold our lives for pieces of silver
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The Extinction of Humanity

On the beach a lifeless child was found.
The curious sea waves,

gently washed his hair.

They kissed his closed eyes

and touched a red shirt.

Poseidon did not accept this victim

and returned the human child to Demeter.
Merciful Hades sent a boat

and Charon did not demand a fee.

He took a small body in his arms

and carried him to the Elysian fields.

Children, defenseless victims of war,
die before they began to live.

He did not understand.

Do you?
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Act of Leaving

In a hospital corridor, I met the Fates.

Daughters of Zeus and Themis playing with golden thread.
Bored Lachezis stops spinning human destiny

and Atropos cuts life with a slow movement.

Everybody plays their roles like an ancient drama.

The patient speaks about hope and pays homage to Hygeia,
doctors fashion decorations out of mystification,

the choir sing songs full of false consolation.

I feel the cold touch of Thanatos.

He gives me his slender, pale-fingered hand.

He stamps the grimaced face of the ill with a mask a of pain
He takes the sparkle from the eyes

and paints shadows on the face.

Death has an odor of disinfectant

mixed with a stench of plates of uneaten meals.

Like a spider , he clutches a man in the network of drips.
and, as a finale,

he sucks the last breath from the blue mouth.

In the last act the black winged angel

covers the bed with a white sheet.

In silence,

he creates an abstract sculpture from the starched material.
The curtain falls without applause.
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Hospital Window

It is fingered by a clutch of gazes
and steamed up by the breath of the trapped.
Glass divides reality into here and there.

Aware of vanishing changes the thoughts
and the dreams touch ordinary matters.
Abandoned everyday life takes on colours.

In the courtyard, an old chestnut loses its leaves.

Trees suffer in silence and die standing up.
Winds post a farewell letter on the glass.
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Death

Death is never fair.
It robs the poor of their miserable luck
and sneakily steals their dreams and hopes.

In the homes of the rich, it lingers on the doorstep,
long considering if to take a man a hundred years old.
Money in the medicine can make miracles.

These people, who go on suffering,
sentence their families to helplessness and despair .
Words of consolation sound like a muffled bell.

Those people, who fall asleep quickly,

disappear from everyday life painlessly.
They leave a moment of reflection and wonder.
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About Alicja

"A good friend is like a four-leaf claver;
Hard to find and lucky to have" -Irish Proverb

A distinguished poetess, An unblemished friend and
embodiment of compassion and love, a cheerful mystic witch
of words, a healer with magic wings, an ordinary lady with
extraordinary angelic qualities, a prolifie overseer or reality visions
with enchanted voice is our Alicja Maria Kuberska.

She has patience, courage and determination the able
qualities to win a war or argument 'She is the tenth muse of
Mount Helicon in Boetia born in the land of freedom - Swoboda
- Swiebodzin - Poland. Her poems are exquisitely decorated and
shine like tho facades at the market square, protected by the
great image of Christ the King.

It is my privilege and honor to translate her books
Moments and (Not) my poems into Telugu language.

'In the sweetness of friendship let there be laughter, for
in the dew of little things the heart finds its morning and is
refreshed' - Khalil Gibran

- Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad
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Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD

M.B.B.S; M.S. GENERAL SURGERY

M.Ch. CARDIOTHORACIC SURGERY

Fellow in VASCULAR SURGERY

Post graduate Diplomate in Human Rights

Post graduate Diplomate in Television Production

Cell animation Specialist- Heart Animation Academy
Computer Animation Specialist- Pentafour- Chennai
Web Engineer and Web Designer- Web City- Hyderabad
Fellow of Indo- Asian Poetry Society

Founder of Writer's Corner / Srijana Lokam

Columnist - Andhra Jyothi (Nivedana)

Founder of Waves (Warangal Aids Voluntary Educational Society)

Poetry (Telugu)

©oOoNOOE LN~

10

Alchemy

Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam

Tea Kappulo Toofan

Tangeti Junnu

Karakatakam (Cancer)

Oka Sarassu — Aneka Hamsalu (Psychiatry)
Marana Saasanam

Sri Lalitha Sahasranama Stotram

Kuyyo — Morro Satakam

Bhairava Satakam

Poetry (English)

11.
12.
13.
14.

15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
21.
22.
23.

Shades

The Twilight Zone

My Poem is My Birth Certificate

The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone,
The Typewriter and The Pen

The Vigilance Whistle!

How to Cook a Delicious Poem

Windows and Apples

The Guerdon of Poesy

The Haste Land

Bees Need No Invitation When Flowers Bloom...
Poetravelogue

WOW! (Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious)
The Lost Songs of a Lone Traveler!
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v

Stories, Novels, Essays... (Telugu)

24. Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)

25. Chupke — Chupke (Woman diseases)
26. Akshararchana

27. Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
28. Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)

29. Kalalu-Peeda Kalalu (Dreams-2)
30. Satyanveshanalo (Novel)

31. Sankya Sastram (Numerology)
32. Dr. Jayadev Cartoons (Cartoons)
33. Kathalu — kavitalu

34. Genome (Biotechnology Novel)

Stories, Novels, Essays (English)

35. In Search of Truth (Novel)
36. How to be happy (Philosophy)
37. Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems

Translations (English to Telugu)

38. lliad (Homer)

39. Odyssey (Homer)

40. Epic Cycle (Homer)

41. Three Greek Tragedies

42. The Poems of Sappho

43. Aeneid (Virgil)

44. Pilgrim’s Progress (John Bunyan)
45. Paradise Lost (John Milton)

46. Paradise Regained (John Milton)
47. Divine Comedy (Dante)

48. Faust (Goethe)

49. World Famous Stories

50. Namdeo Dhasal Poetry

51. William Blake Poetry

52. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part |
53. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part Il
54. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part Ill
55. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part IV
56. Emily Dickinson Poetry — PartV
57. Russian Poetry

58. Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)
59. Dabbu Manishi (Money Poetry)
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60.
61.
62.
63.
64.
65.
66.
67.
68.
69.
70.
71.
72.
73.
74.
75.
76.
77.
78.
79.
80.
81.
82.
83.
84.
85.
86.
87.
88.
89.
90.
91.
92.
93.
94.
95.

Santi Yuddham (War-Peace)

Christu Adbhuta Geethalu

The Path of Christ

Silappadikaram

Manimekhala

Sangam Poetry

Conference of Birds (Attar)

Masnavi - Part 1

Masnavi - Part 2

Masnavi - Part 3

Masnavi - Part 4

Masnavi - Part 5

Masnavi - Part 6

Madhusala (Edward Fitzgerald)

Sougandhika (Master Poems in English-1)
Toorpu Padamara (Master Poems in English-2)
Prema Kurisina Velalo... (Master Poems in English-3)
Vallu Mugguru (Master Poems in English-4)
Alanati Kothagali (Master Poems in English-5)
Manchu Toofan (Master Poems in English-6)
Endaa —Vaana (Master Poems in English-7)
Pillanagrovi Pipupu (Master Poems in English-8)
Naalugu Dikkulu (Master Poems in English-9)
Allanta Doorana Aa Paata Vinavacche (Master Poems in English-10)
Divya Vastrala Kosam (Master Poems in English-11)
Oka Madhusala (Master Poems in English-12)
The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)

Love & Death (Frederico Garcio Lorca)

Ten Thousand Lines (Edwin Cordevilla)

Century of Love (Roula Pollard)

Pablo Neruda Poetry

Mexican Poetry

Inanna (Queen of Heaven and Earth)
Sataroopa (A.K. Khanna)

Aamani (Master Poems in English-13)

Kotha Deepalu (Master Poems in English-14)

VI Translations (From Telugu, Hindi to English)

96.
97.
98.

Bhagavatam (Potana)
Soundarya Lahari (Sankaracharya)
Modern Bhagavadgita
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99

100.
101.
102.
103.
104.
105.
106.
107.
108.
109.
110.
111.
112.
113.
114,
115.
116.
117.
118.
119.
120.
. The Wind My Lover - Ade C. (Bilingual)
122.
123.
124.
125.
126.
127.
128.
129.
130.
131.
132.
133.
134.
135.
136.
137.
138.
139.

121

Samparayam (Suprasanna)

The Tree of Fire (Anumandla Bhoomaiah)

The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram)

We Need a Language (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao)
Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli)

The Tears of Bliss

This is no Streaking (Stories — K.K. Menon)

The Pool of Blood (Novel — Ampasayya Naveen)
Madhusala (Harivamsa Roy Bacchan)

Journey to Manasa Sarovar (English poetry)
Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan- (Bilingual)
Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)
Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)

Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang(Bilingual)

The World of Extinct Lamps- Izabela Zubko (Tri lingual)
Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun- (Bilingual)
The Wind my lover- Ade C. Manila-(Bilingual)
The Mystic Mariner- Madan Gandhi (Bilingual)
Ten Color Rainbow - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
The True Meaning of Life - Rashid Pelpuo

Jak Ziemia Po Pierwszym Deszezu - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
Prima Ballerina Roberta Di Laura

The Casket of Vermilion (English Poetry)

Barefoot to Arcadia - Aprilia Zank (Bilingual)

Lets be one in The One - George Onsy (Bilingual)

Riding the Tide - Ashok Bhargava (Bilingual)

The Collected poems of Dr. LSR Prasad

The Epic of Gilgamesh

Krzysztof Kokot - Around the Haiku

Renata Cygan - | am a troubadour

Sergio Camellini - The Planet of Pink Clouds

Kumkum Bharine

Oulaya Drissi El Bouzaidi - A Long-winged Breath
Agnieszka Jarzebowska - The Fifth Season

The Making of Mahatma

Juliusz Erazm Bolek - The Secrets of life - A Calendar in verse
The Songs of Annamayya

Basudeb Chakraborti Poetry
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. Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak's - Blue Longing
142.
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157.
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165.
166.
167.
168.
169.
170.
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Poland Poetry - As Clear as the Sun

Izabela Zubko - The Holy Trinity

Deepa Chandran Ram - The Inner Quiet

Nazi Naaman Poetry

Lal Ded 'Vakhs'

Eden S. Trinidad - Eden Blooms

Dr. Jernail S. Anand - Fighting the Flames

Hell Rise in Paradise

Three Color Brush (China Poetry)

The Making of Mahatma - Poetry (Collector's Edition)
An Epic of Kashmir (Poetry)

The Legend of Lady Yang Guifei

Tjukurpa - Time Continuum (Dream Time - Every When)
Trident (Love, War and Peace) Poetry
Yuddhopanishad (The Upanishad of War)

COQOVID-19 - Biotechnology Novel

Krishna Prasai's Sun-Shower (A collection of 108 Zen Poems)
Covid-19 Parodies

VIRUSES - VACCINES

THE EDDAS

The Fifth Horseman (Telugu)

Che Guevara (Poetry) (English)

Coffee - Poems (Poetry) (English)

Ancient Egypt Stories (Telugu)

James Joyce - Chamber Music (Telugu)

Ravi Maruth's The Enraged Voice (English)

Alicja Kuberska's (Not) my poem (Telugu)

Prasen's - To Whomsoever it may concern (English)
Coro'noir' Stories (Telugu)

The Tortured Artist (English Poetry
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Alicja Maria Kuberska - awarded Polish poetess, novelist,
journalist, editor. She writes both Polish and English. She is
an author of many volumes.

Her poems have been published in numerous anthologies
and magazines in Poland, Czech Republic, the USA, the UK,
Belgium, Bulgaria, Hungary, Albania, Spain, Argentina,
Chile, Israel, Canada, India, Italy, Uzbekistan, South Korea,
Taiwan and Australia.

She won : medal on Nosside poetry competition in Italy,
medal of European Academy Science, Arts and Letters in
France, statuette in Lithuania. She was also twice nominated
to the Pushcart Prize in the USA.

Alicja Kuberska is a member of the Polish Writers
Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, Albania.
She is also a member of directors’ board of Soflay Literature
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