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“I Shudder To Recall The Past”

I shudder to recall the past

Hands over the light

Do not blame me, my dear

My first clumsy verses

No rhyme

No magical metaphor

That is the burnt out struggle with life
In ruins on paper.

Lying in darkness alone

No one comes to disturb his solitude.

Cigarette’s stingy red light is slowly extinguishing

Every bit of the world gathers together in that injured eye

So -
I was born
Not born in the embrace of the Muse.

Use my skull

To ram life

In the ringing of chains

What I hear is the jeer of suffering.
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