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	Catharsis is an anarchist collective bent on the total liberation of ourselves and our world through creative self-expression and self-determination, the annihilation of capitalism, hierarchy, morality, ideology, and human misery in all its forms, and – above all – the transformation of life into a joyous, carefree game, to be played for the highest of stakes. We release all our music ourselves and distribute it exclusively through a network of friends and colleagues. We organise all our performances ourselves or through friends, working to establish a cooperative network of autonomous individuals, rather than relying on and thus reinforcing the chains of corporate control that presently constricts the arts in particular and modern human relations in general. We refuse to compromise with these assembled forces of selfishness, apathy, and viloence, and insist that every day of our lives be an adventure unfettered by external controls or internal inhibitions.
Sa can you.
We struggle for a day when art will no longer be just another commodity to be exchanged for other sterile consumer goods, when both the means of production and all the produsts thereof will be shared openly so that everyone will be free to be an artist and live a life based on the pursuit of desire rather than ever-increasing standards of mere survival. In the meantime, we do what we can to lead lives outside this merciless system of domination and exploatation as we plot its downfall, and hold in revolted disdain all those who apparently belive it is enough just to sell things and go through the motions of traditions long dead and dry (and thus hostile to all living things).
Real life involves more than a beating heart and a funcionating liver, of course.
It is something thath must be chosen, chased, created by those who would find it. Yes, we are idealists, hopeless romantics (both hopeless and romantic), but this idealism enables us to act while others are paralyzed by their despair, by “realism” and jaded cynicism. We think we do better to cast our lot with the quixotic madman, the poets of revolution and absurdity, whatever the odds of success of survival may be. This is a statement of purpose, and all such statements oversimplify, as do declarations and expressions of every kind: but the important thing is to speak, to act, to do something, and let the consequences sort themselves out.  So if we live, let’s live to tread on kings, to break our bodies and our hearts to keep ahead of death, to dance right through our lives. 
1. PASSION…

Some are born to wander blind 

And some are born to endless night 

But not this one! 

Feeling our youth go through our fingers 

Like a razor to the bone 

Let's burn the dry brush of our hearts 

And fill them with song once more 

Deserts without mirages 

Generations without rain 

Let's shoot like rockets through the sky 

And leave this world in flames


2. …OBSESSION

To sow seeds in barren fields 

When there's no more fertile ground 

To bear the fragile worlds within 

Through the ruined one that surrounds 

Break the shackles of my past 

Give me precious things that do not last 

(and succor for the homeless ones 

bring fire down on Babylon) 

Heal 

And destroy 

Lift me up 

Bring it down 

And we may suffer 

And we must die 

And we may suffer 

And we may die 

Come weary child: 

You've touched the stars 

but you did not move them 

Now it's time to cut out your heart 

And be a god in the kingdom of the dead 

Or to raise your face 

And make them move. 

And we may suffer 

And you may die 

Yes, you will suffer 

And you're going to die 

So sing now: 

I'll be your eyes if you won't see, 

I'll be your heart if you can't feel 

Now we'll see who burns the brightest 

The brightest of them all 

Send me their sons and prodigal daughters 

Render up to me their lost and stray 

Give lust and life to our dances, flight to our fancies 

Give me courage for my passions and my pain 

And this will be my art: to feel alive 

Break my heart 

Sell my body or my soul 

Spite their laws 

Fight the odds 

Smite the gods 

Starve myself 

Freeze myself 

Burn myself 

Kill myself 

Kill myself 

To feel... 

Nail me to you 

I will ride you like a nightmare 

I will drive you past all love or pain or fear 

I will escort you to the end 

Take me inside you 

I'll be the master in your mirror 

I will drive you until everything else disappears 

I'll be with you to the end 

Everything you want to feel 

Everything you want to taste


3. PANOPTIKON 

For you who choose bondage,  the world is a cage 

Paralyzed under their gaze 

These scraps of self, they're not enough 

But they're all that I could steal 

It's easier for you - you don't fucking feel !

Do you 

Subjugate our nightmares, bend them to their ends 

And they offer to share the dividends? 

A place in the shadow of the great guillotine 

And are you blessed, in these days of lifelessness? 

I'm choking on the rim of your righteousness 

Staring through the bars at the worlds we'll never know 

Lost in the city, the beaten crowds 

Those around you gagged and bound 

Smothered 

Caught 

Gasping 

In Panoptikon 

Defined by confines, condemned to live these lives 

No secrets safe from their eyes 

But what goes on in our minds goes on in our hearts 

Denied all creation, destruction is our bitter art 

We'll slip through the cracks, we're not afraid 

For every bent knee too shall break 

We'll dance in the shadow of the great guillotine 

That does its rhythmic work 

On each and every unbowed head 

One 

by one 

by one. 

Judgment 

Are you the sacred and the clean? 

One day we'll rise to mount the skies 

And tear your gods' towers down 

Freedom

In the death rows (death throes) of this machine 

No freedom here, living in fear 

Until every wheel stops turning 

Until every channel goes dead 

Until every light goes out 

Until every city is burning 

Then we'll see some freedom!

(“he is coming! he is coming!” like a bridegroom from his room 

come the hero from his prison to the scaffold and his doom)


4. INTO THE EYELESS SOCKETS OF THE NIGHT

May the kings all drown in the blood of their conquests



Bring me hearts

And the flags all die at the tops of their poles



I’ll break them
May the gluttons be impaled upon the ribs of the starving



Give me poisons

And the priests all sell their souls



I’ll take them
May the dreamers all awaken in a world that is empty



If I could

May the lovers betray and be betrayed



If I could

May the poets all choke on their own sweet lies



Trade this ache

And all bow before their fates



For indifference

May the seekers wander lost through the vallerys and the deserts



All fucked up

And lay down to sleep upon stones



With bitterness

May the sick flourish and the healthy be afflicted



All fucked up

And may rats fight over their bones



All fucked up.

May hate rule pitilessly over a world of damned

Where the rivers cease to run

Let the sun set forever on this broken heartland

Let the kingdom come.

This weapon will replace my tongue. 

I will learn to speak through it. 

And my poetry will now be written with blood.

What kind of “heaven” is it that is promised to us by Christianity, traditional Buddhism, and so many other Eastern and Western religions? Do you think that this “paradise”, which we can only reach by prostrating ourselves before divine authority and surrendering all of our earthly aspirations, will be your idea of heaven?Are you so exhausted with life, and so conditioned to living like a slave, that complete submission and annihilation of the self seem worth pursuing?

What kind of utopia is that capitalist economics proposes we pursue? Do you think that we can arrive at heaven on earth by spending our lives competing to see who can control and produce the most? For whom would that be paradise, if anyone?

What kind of utopia would it be if the State really could provide perfectly for each of us, and prevent any kind of illegal activity? Do you belive we need masters to organize and direct us, to command and correct us?

What kind of world have our customs, our cultures, and our societies made for us to live in? What kind of “paradise” is it we are building on this planet?

Why?

Whose heaven are you working towards, in the minutes, hours, and days that add up to your life?

Your desires are unique to you; you alone can decide what is right and wrong for you.

Choose your heaven, and fight for it

To the death; or be content to live

In Hell.


5 THE WITCH’S HEART   (lives lost too soon or too late)

(He survived, but his destiny burned off in the blast 

Disillusion tore off his wings, and when he stepped outside 

Into childhood's end, and the moon was so bright 

It looked like a white hole punched through the cape of night 

But from that moment forth a moon was just a moon and a star was just a star 

And nothing more... 

And the morning came, and the sun did rise 

But he was trapped in the corridors where it spent the night 

And he could not, or he would not hear our cries) 

So take everything, break everything, fuck everything, fake everything 

It's all nothing if you want, but that's not what I want 

I'd give anything to see you feel again once more 

Stand alone 

Beside you 

Listening for a sign of life from inside of you 

Suffering some gift of god 

Pursuing, hunting you 

Yes, life is sour when you hit the ground 

Moments wasted, loves gone foul 

However sweet the fruit, the prickly skin, the bitter core 

And nausea for desert 

So take everything, fake everything, fuck everything, break everything 

When you've been broken, when you've brought low 

You want to smash everything, those who still care most of all 

And I can see the witches, burning in your eyes 

But they're not the ones who sold you these lies 

We're not the ones who bound your hands and turned the spears in your side 

May the kings all drown in the blood of their conquests 

And the flags all die at the tops of their poles 

May the gluttons be impaled upon the ribs of the starving 

And the priests all sell their souls 

May the dreamers all awaken in a world that is empty 

May the lovers betray and be betrayed 

May the poets all choke on their own sweet lies 

And all bow before their fates 

May the seekers wander lost through the valleys and the deserts 

And lay down to sleep upon stones 

May the sick flourish and the healthy be afflicted 

And may rats fight over the bones 

May hate rule pitilessly over a world of the damned 

Where the rivers cease to run 

Let the sun set forever on this broken heartland 

Let the kingdom come!
(Bring me hearts - I'll break them 

Give me poisons - I'll take them 

If I could 

If I could 

Trade this ache 

For indifference 

All fucked up 

With bitterness 

All fucked up) 

Yeah take everything, fake everything, break everything, fuck everything 

Heart as black as the sun 

One the day that will come when it never ever rises again 

And where do you go when you've lose your way 

Inside, and everywhere you turn it's all the same 

Where do you go when there's nowhere to go 

You froze in your tracks, something broke and you 

Gave up 

If you wanna to live then live

Dance sing scream untill you lungs bleed

Lift us up, lift us up.

And if you wanna die, die then

Plunge deep into hell

With me grasp tight in your embrace

And we’ll make an end to all this

But you don’t wanna live, or die, do you?

And it makes me want to cry 

An ocean of tears to flow through these filthy streets 

Stained with so many years 

Of smothered hopes and desires denied 

The faceless masses, paralyzed 

To drown all we are, all we've ever been 

Better cease to exist than to endure like this 

And set you free You and all your kind 

To be free in death if not in life 

But the rest is secrets, silence now 

If night has fallen, sleep well 

The rest is silence, secrets now 

If night has fallen, sleep well 

Sleep well


6. THRESHOLD (to enter, the heart must break)
Severed, bowed, soul-deviled, and you'll find 

Don't think that I've got it right 

Another threshold of pain, like every inch of my life 

All this means nothing, through there: 
(Here)

Ours is to suffer 

Wanted more than this world could hold 

In the shadow of a beauty 

That we could never 

ever 

know.


7. DUENDE (the soil is closer than the sky)

Black bitter milk we drink in toast to the dawn 

In huddled silence as a long night falls 

We write of love upon the bodies of our dead 

Swallow pride and venom for our daily bread 

Duende 

Wash your conscience in the tears of men who rape 

Trace your pleasures in the outlines of pain 

You speak of laws and rights in this day and age? 

I don't believe in anything I can't taste 

Duende 

And tonight the losers sleep, or lie awake and gnaw their wrists 

Crippled dancers, beaten heroes, squandered artists 

Refugees from those wretched lands 

Where our dreams died like lovers in our hands 

While outside in that new age 

Lost children and devils play 

On the very doorsteps of our homes 

New deities sworn in 

Consuming from without and from within 

Cleanse the land down to bare and blackened bones 

Make ready ten billion beds in hell 

For we're all coming soon 

And in this noise, the dreadful silence of tongues 

Tied by words never spoken, songs left unsung 

Vows that were bent rather than broken 

Locked chambers that will never open 

And none on this earth will ever get what they want 

And that is beautiful, or close enough 

And we'll clutch our regrets 

Shut out the rest 

Cut out the hearts from our chests 

And we move 

Eyes shut, silent, hand in hand 

Towards a broken promised land 

When those before you lost their heads upon the block 

Or sold themselves into the services of the Snakes
 as new gods 

Reshape the world in their own image 

And all the others turn their eyes away 

We will set out with a fire in our hearts 

With a desire that cannot be bought 

To snatch the morning from the jaws of the night 

To take the dead and bring them back to life 

Duende 
nowordsnotouchnosleepnotrustnohopenofaithnorestingplace 

From childhood schemes on stranger's floors 

To sickbeds, cells 

And foreign shores 

Homeless 

Heartless 

Restless 

Selfless 

Lifeless 

Loveless 

Less and 

Less and 

Less 

And if the morning comes late this time 

That fickle sun will rise to find 

My fingers clutched tight around the husks 

Of dreams I built from dust 

Finally dead 

Dead in the land of the dead 

And they will call it suicide 

As I scream for just one finger of dawn 

And it's coming… 

On all horizons, like gathering clouds 

Bar the doors to shut it out 

But put your ear to your chest 

You will hear 

In your own breast 

Hoofbeats

Closing in

This world is an evil place 

sometimes I feel…

(and there's nothing pure in this place 

and there's nothing clean in this place 

and there's nothing sure in this place 

and there's nothing free in this place 

and in this world there's nothing safe 

and in this world there's nothing fair 

and nothing in this world is true 

this world that i can't bear 

and the morning came late)

I'll spit it back in your face 

Last-born of an evil race 

We're all evil in this place 

JUST FUCKING GIVE ME THE TASTE

(Duende, the wild, magical soul of Spanish Flamenco, is present only as absence in our dreadfully serious songs. This is our attempt to find soul of our own: to seize our desperation and disillusion and brandish them so fierciely at the cruel and heedless cosmos that we too can transcend and brush against beauty through the most passionate of ugliness, if that is indeed all we have left to offer in this slaughtered world.)


8. DESERTS WITHOUT MIRAGES
The car is on fire and there's no one at the wheel 

And no one tries to put on the brakes at all 

We're trapped in the belly of this sick machine 

The radiator smoking, there's no air to breathe 

And no one tries to put on the brakes at all 

One by one like stars from the sky they fell 

And everyone turned their backs, wondering to themselves 

I'm on a strange journey I didn't choose to take 

Where I'm going I don't want to think 

But no one tries to put on the brakes at all 

Your final breath will be an eastern wind 

To blow through the valley of death that we've carved in this land 

We're accomplices all 

It's all beyond our control 

We're so innocent when the hammer falls 

And nobody tries 

Nobody tries 

No one even fucking tries! 

Accelerating through industrial haze 

Past the death camps and the marketplace we've lost our way 

I hope we burn up in the wreckage 

Rather than live another day 

In vain in a world without frontiers 

We're served our just desserts: 

Just deserts, in burning thirst 

And no one tries to put out the flames at all.


9. SABBAT(Dervish Dance)
Dance around the flames of a world spinning down 

Dance in the flames of a world burning down 

Dance 

Poison overcast moon, watch over us in these last days 

As we descend to the lowest circle 

Insane 

Until we reach the final station of the cross 

Where faceless dancers whirl 

Dance

(a fragile movement a step, dancing
…in the flames of a world burning down)

To be free in the empire of entrepreneurs and authorities.
To be lucid between the airwaves and sedatives,
To trust yourself under the tyrrany of consensus reality.

To be sensitive living in earshot of the sweatshops, the stadiums, the slaughterhouses,

With the scent of blood cheap in the air.

To dream of beauty with the stars plucked from the sky,

The angels caged and the heroes demonized.

To sing through throats stuffed with the cotton of inhibition,

To write of grace with callused hands and bloody faces:

To dare to scream, and even cry, proudly, before the jeering eyes

Of the judges, the executioner, and the crowd.

To lie, cheat, steal, and betray as much as necessary

To be honest,

To tell the truth.

To be fearless: to move and follow that movement

Even into death, to live to burn up in the wreckage.
To give everything:

To kiss without apprehension, shame, or restraint,

To make love in the city of hate.

And yes, to be alive,

Alive in the land of the dead.

This is a blessing, a sanctificatio of every extreme human beings have gone to stay alive inside, to push back on the world that presses down so hard. Not to suggest that the young woman who burns down a posh resort acts more nobly than the one who spends her years in libraries – but nor is she any less noble, so long as she acts to nurture what is beautiful within herself and find common cause with others. We’re not in the least afraid of ruins, nor of making them, living, as we do, in them – as they do within us. Until we have cleared these away – as the woman who burns down the resort does – so the seeds in the soil beneath can germinate again, uproar can be our only music.
We lose everything, you know, piece by piece or all at once. If I am to lose this voice I treasure so much, better I lose it in song. If our wrists are to bear scars – as far to many of them already do – let them be from handcuffs we wear in war against everythying that is senseless and destructive. Dreams hold each other’s hands and form a chain out into the darkness, brush up against secret futures, longed – for solutions and resolutions, points of departure for journeys to other lands. The nihilism of our contemporaries could be the dryness in the brush before a prairie fire, and this the antechamber of upheavel and rebirth. Action, simple action, anything to see if those fires can indeed be ignites, is holy if anything is. Come with us into the new word.
With our lives in our hands and weapons if need be.


	Catharsis je anarhisti~ki kolektiv posve}en apsolutnom oslobo|enju na{eg svijeta i nas samih kroz kreativno samoopredijeljenje, uni{tenje kapitalizma, herijarhije, moralnosti, ideologije, i ljudske nesre}e u svim oblicima, i – iznad svega – pretvaranju `ivota u veselu, bezbri`nu igru koja bi se igrala za najvi{e uloge. Na{u muziku izdajemo sami i distribuiramo je isklju~ivo kroz mre`u prijatelja i kolega. Isto tako pomo}u na{ih prijatelja organiziramo sve na{e nastupe, rade}i na tome da izgradimo suradnju nezavisnih individualaca, a ne da se oslanjamo na, i na taj na~in u~vr{}ujemo, na korporativnu kontrolu koja u dana{nje vrijeme posebno ste`e umijetnost ali i moderne ljudske veze op}enito. Odbijamo praviti kompromise sa tim silama sebi~nosti, apatije i nasilja, i insistiramo da svaki dan na{eg `ivota bude pustolovina oslobo|ena kontrole izvana ili unutra{njih zapreka. 
To isto mo`e{ i ti.
Borimo se za dan kada umjetnost ne}e biti jo{ jedna potro{na roba koja se mo`e zamijeniti za druge sterilne potro{a~ke proizvode, kada }e svi biti slobodni  da postanu umjetnici i da `ive `ivot temeljen na ispunjenju svojih `elja, a ne na ispunjenju stalno rastu}ih standarda pukog pre`ivljavanja. U me|uvremenu, ~inimo sve {to mo`emo da vodimo `ivote van ovog nemilosrdnog sistema eksploatacije i dominacije dok kujemo planove o njegovoj propasti, i sa revoltom prezira gledamo sve one koji o~ito vjeruju da je dovoljno prodavati stvari i kretati se kroz odavno mrtvu i osu{enu tradiciju (i samim tim neprijateljsku prema svemu `ivom).
@ivot je mnogo vi{e od srca koje kuca i zdrave jetre, naravno. Moraju ga izabrati, loviti i kreirati oni koji }e ga prona}i. Da, mi smo idealisti, beznadni romanti~ari (i beznadni i romanti~ari), ali taj idealizam nam omogu}uje da djelujemo dok su drugi paralizirani o~ajem, “stvarno{}u” i izmorenim cinizmom. Mislimo da je bolje da se udru`imo sa sanjarskim lu|akom, sa pjesnicima revolucije i apsurda, koliki god bili izgledi za uspijeh ili pre`ivljavanje. Ova izjava ima svoj cilj, i sve takve izjave pojednostavljuju stvari, ba{ kao i deklaracije i razni izrazi: ali va`no je govoriti, djelovati, raditi neto, i pustiti posljedice da se samo slo`e. Ako `ivimo, idemo `ivjeti tako da gazimo kraljeve, da lomimo na{a tijela i srca kako bi bili ispred smrti, da ple{emo pravo kroz na{e `ivote.
1.  STRAST…

Neki su ro|eni za slijepo lutanje

A neki su ro|eni za beskrajnu no}

Ali ne i ja! (but not this one!)

Osje}amo kako nam mladost prolazi kroz prste

Kao britva kroz kosti (like a razor to the bone)

Zapalimo suhu {ikaru na{ih srca

I ispunimo ih pjesmom jo{ jednom

Pustinje bez opsjena

Generacije bez ki{e

Uzletimo kao rakete kroz nebo

I ostaivmo ovaj svijet u plamenu

2. … OPSJEDNUTOST
Sijanje sjemena na jalovim poljima

Kada vi{e nema plodne zemlje

No{enje krhkih svijetova iznutra

U jednom uni{tenom koji nas okru`uje

Slomi okove moje pro{losti

Daj mi dragocjene stvari koje ne traju

(i pomo} za one bez domova

baci vatru na Babilon)

Lije~i

I uni{ti

Podigni me

Spusti to dolje

I mogli bi patiti

I moramo umrijeti

I mogli bi patiti

I mogli bi umrijeti.

Do|i umorno dijete;

Dotakao si zvijezde 

Ali ih nisi pomaknuo

Vrijeme je da si izre`e{ srce

I postane{ bog u kraljevstvu mrtvih

Ili da podigne{ glavu

I natjera{ ih da se pokrenu.

I mogli bi patiti

I mogli bi umrijeti

Da, patit }e{

I umrijet }e{…

Zato sada pjevaj:
Biti }u tvoj o~i ako ne vidi{

Biti }u tovje srce ako ne osje}a{

Sada }emo vidjeti tko gori najsjajnije

Najsjajnije od svih

Po{alji mi njihove sinove i rasipne k}eri

Vrati mi njihove izgubljene i zalutale

Podari strast i `ivahnost na{im plesovima, polet na{im fantazijama

Podari mi strast za moju hrabrost i moju bol

I ovo }e biti moj umjetnost: osje}ati se `ivim
Slomi mi srce

Prodaj moje tijelo ili du{u

Prkosi njihovim zakonima

Bori se protiv razlika

Kazni bogove

Izgladnit }u se

Smrznut }u se

Zapalit }u se

Ubit }u se

Samo da osjetim…

Prikuj me za sebe

Jahat }u te kao no}na mora

Voditi }u te pokraj ljubavi ili boli ili straha

Pratit }u te do kraja

Uzmi me u sebe

Bit }u gospodar u tvom ogledalu

Vodit }u te sve dok sve ostalo ne nestane

Bit }u sa tobom do kraja

Sve {to `eli{ osjetiti

Sve {to zeli{ okusiti


3. PANOPTIKUM 
 (prim. prev., muzej vo{tanih figura)

Za tebe koji si izabrao ropstvo, svijet je kavez
Paraliziran od njihovog zurenja

Ostaci tebe nisu dovoljni

Ali to je sve {to sam mogao ukrasti

Lak{e je za tebe – ne osje}a{

Da li 
Nadja~ava{ na{e more, ve`e{ ih za krajeve
Dok se oni nude da podjele dobitak?

Mjesto u sjeni veli~anstvene giljotine.

Da li si blagoslovljen u ovim danima bez`ivotnosti?

Gu{im se na rubu tvoje pravednosti

Gledam kroz re{etke u svijet koji ne}emo nikad spoznati

Izgubljene u gradu, pretu~ene gomile

Oko tebe zavezane i u{utkane
Pomirene

Uhva}ene

Uzdi{u

u Panoptikumu

Definirani granicama, osu|eni na takve `ivote

Bez tajni sigurnih od njihovog pogleda

Ali {to je u na{im mislima to je i u na{im srcima

Poreknuto stvaranje, propast je na{a gorka umjetnost
Skliznut }emo kroz pukotine, ne bojimo se

Jer }e se svako pokleknu}e slomiti

Plesat }emo u sjeni veli~anstvene giljotine

Koja ritmi~ki radi

Na svakoj nepokorenoj du{i (nesagnutoj glavi)
Jednoj

Po jednoj

Po jednoj.

Presuda

Da li si prosve}en i ~ist?

Jednoga dana uzdi}i }emo se da osvojimo nebo

I rastrgamo tvr|ave tvojih bogova

Sloboda

U redovima smrti ove ma{ine

Nema slobode, `ivot u strahu

Dok se poslednji kota~i} ne prestane okretati
Dok poslednji kanal ne odumre
Dok se poslednje svijetlo ne ugasi

Dok poslednji grad ne izgori
Tek tada }emo vidjeti slobodu!

(“on dolazi! on dolazi!” kao mlado`enja iz svoje sobe

dolazi heroj iz svojeg zatvora na gubili{te i svoju propast)

4. U BEZO^NE  [UPLJINE  NO]I
Neka se svi kraljevi udave u krvi svojih osvajanja



Donesite mi srca

I sve zastave umru na vrhovima svojih kopalja


Slomi}u ih

Neka pro`drljivci budu nabijeni na rebra izglednjelih


Dajte mi otrove
I neka sve{tenici prodaju svoje du{e



Popi}u ih
Neka sanjari svi budu probu|eni u svijet koji je prazan



Kad bih mogao
Neka ljubavnici izdaju i budu izdani



Kad bih mogao
Neka se pjesnici ugu{e sopstvenim slatkim la`ima



Zamijeniti ovu bol

I svi se poklone svojim vjerama



Za ravnodu{nost

Neka traga~i lutaju izgubljeno kroz doline i pustinje


Sve sjebano

I legnu da spavaju na kamenju



Sa gor~inom

Neka bolesni procvijetaju i zdravi boluju


Sve sjebano

I neka se pacovi bore oko njihovih kostiju


Sve sjebano

Neka mr`nja vlada nemilosrdno nad svijetom prokletih

Gdje rijeke prestaju te}i

Neka sunce zauvijek za|e nad ovom zemljom slomljenih srca

Neka kraljevstvo do|e!

Ovo oru`je }e zamijeniti moj jezik.

Nau~i}u govoriti kroz njega

I moja poezija }e sada biti pisana krvlju.

Kakav nam “raj” obe}ava Hri{}anstvo, tradicionalni Budizam i mnoge druge Isto~nja~ke i Zapadnja~ke religije? Da li misli{ da }e taj “raj”, koji mo`emo dose}i samo kle~e}i pred bo`anskim autoritetom i odrekav{i se svih na{ih zemaljskih `elja, biti tvoj pojam raja? Da li si toliko izmoren `ivotom i toliko uslovljen da `ivi{ kao rob, da ti se potpuno pot~injavanje i ni{tenje sebe ~ini vrijedno potjere za tim rajem?
Kakvu nam utopiju kapitalisti~ka ekonomija predlaze da jurimo? Da li misli{ da mo`emo sti}i u raj na zemlji tro{e}i na{e `ivote natje~u}i se da vidimo ko mo`e kontrolisati i proizvesti vi{e? Za koga bi to bio raj, ako za ikoga?
Kakva bi utopija bila kada bi Dr`ava zaista mogla snabdijevati savr{eno svakog od nas, i sprije~avati svaku ilegalnu aktivnost? Da li vjeruje{ da trebamo gospodare da nas organizuju i usmjeravaju, da nam nare|uju i ispravljaju nas?
Kakva su svijet na{i obi~aji, na{e kulture i na{a dru{tva stvorili da u njemu `ivimo? Kakav to “raj” gradimo na na{oj planeti?
Za{to?

Za ~iji raj radi{, minutama, satima, i danima koje dodaje{ svome `ivotu?
Tvoje `elje su jedinstvene za tebe: ti sam mo`e{ odlu~iti {ta je ispravno i pogre{no za tebe.

Izaberi svoj raj, i bori se za n jega

Do smrti; ili budi osu|en da `ivi{

u Paklu.


5. VJE[TI^JE SRCE   (`ivoti izgubljeni prerano ili prekasno)
(Pre`ivio je, ali mu je sudbina izgorjela u eksploziji

Razo~aranje mu je poderalo krila, akada je zakora~ao

U kraj djetinjstva, mjesec je bio tako sjajan

Da je izgledao kao bijela rupa probu{ena kroz ogrta~ no}i

Ali od tog trena pa nadalje mjesec je bio samo mjesec a zvezda samo zvezda
I ni{ta vi{e
Do{la je zora, i sunce je iza{lo

A on je bio uhva}en u hodnicima gdje je zora provela no}

I nije mogao, ili nije htio ~uti na{e krike

Zato uzmi sve, slomi sve, prevari sve, jebi sve

Sve je to ni{ta ako `eli{, ali to nije ono {to ja `elim

Sve bih dao da te vidim kako ponovo osje}a{ jo{ jednom

Stojim sam

Pored tebe

Oslu{kujem za znak `ivota unutar tebe

Koji pati zbog nekog bo`jeg dara

Progoni, lovi te

Da, gorak je `ivot kada padne{ na dno

Potro{eni trenuci, ljubavi krenule krivim putem
Koliko god vo}e bilo slatko, bodljikava ko`a, gorka jezgra

I mu~nina za desert

Zato jebi sve, uzmi sve, prevari sve, slomi sve

Kada si slomljen, kada si poni`en

@eli{ uni{titi sve oko sebe, najvi{e one kojima je jo{ uvijek stalo

I mogu vidjeti vje{tice kako gore u tvojim o~ima
Ali one nisu te koje su ti prodale ove la`i

Mi nismo ti koji su ti zavezali ruke i zabili koplja u tebe

Neka se svi kraljevi udave u krvi svojih osvajanja

I sve zastave umru na vrhovima svojih kopalja

Neka pro`drljivci budu nabijeni na rebra izglednjelih

I neka sve{tenici prodaju svoje du{e

Neka sanjari svi budu probu|eni u svijet koji je prazan

Neka ljubavnici izdaju i budu izdani

Neka se pjesnici ugu{e sopstvenim slatkim la`ima

I svi se poklone svojim vjerama

Neka traga~i lutaju izgubljeno kroz doline i pustinje

I legnu da spavaju na kamenju

Neka bolesni procvijetaju i zdravi boluju

I neka se pacovi bore oko njihovih kostiju

Neka mr`nja vlada nemilosrdno nad svijetom prokletih

Gdje rijeke prestaju te}i

Neka sunce zauvijek za|e nad ovom zemljom slomljenih srca

Neka kraljevstvo do|e!
(Donesite mi srca – slomi}u ih
Dajte mi otrove – popi}u ih

Kad bih mogao

Kad bih mogao

Zamijeniti ovu bol

Za ravnodu{nost

Sve sjebano

Sa gor~inom

Sve sjebano)

Da uzmi sve, prevari sve, slomi sve, jebi sve

Srce crno kao sunce

Na dan kada }e se pojaviti i nikada vi{e ne iza}i

A kuda ide{ kada izgubi{ put
Unutra, i gdje god da se okrene{ sve je isto

Gdje ide{ kada nema{ gdje

Zaustavio si se na svome putu, ne{to se razbilo i ti si

Odustao

Ako `eli{ `ivjeti onda `ivi

Ple{i pjevaj vri{ti dok ti plu}a ne prokrvare

Podigni nas, podigni nas

A ako `eli{ umrijeti, umri onda

Zaroni duboko u pakao
Samnom ~vrsto {~epanim u tvome zagrljaju

I u~ini}emo kraj svemu ovome
Ali ti ne `eli{ `ivjeti, ili umrijeti, zar ne?

I to me tjera na pla~

Okean suza koje bi mogle te}i ovim prljavim ulicama

Zamrljanim mnogim godinama

Ugu{enih nada i uskra}enih `elja
Bezli~ne mase, paralizirane

Da udavimo sve {to jesmo, sve {to smo ikada bili

Bolje prestanimo `ivjeti nego ovako trpiti

I oslobodi se i sve tebi sli~ne
Da budete slobodni u smrti ako ne u `ivotu

Ali ostalo su tjane, ti{ina sada

Ako je no} pala, spavaj dobro

Ostalo je ti{ina, tajne sada

Ako je no} pala, spavaj dobro

Spavaj dobro


6. ULAZ (da u|emo, srce se mora slomiti)
Rastavljen, zapetljan, du{e vra`je i prona}i }e{:
Nemoj misliti da sam u pravu

Jo{ jedan ulaz boli, kao i svaki pedalj mog `ivota

Sve to ne zna~i ni{ta, kroz tamo:

(Ovdje)
Na{e je da patimo

@ele}i vi{e no {to je ovaj svijet mogao dati

U sjeni ljepote

Koju nikada

Nikada

Ne}emo spoznati. 


7. DUENDE (tlo je bli`e nego nebo)

Crno, gorko mlijeko pijemo u zdravicu svanu}u

U zbrkanoj ti{ini dok pada duga no}
Pi{emo o ljubavi na tijelima mrtvih

Gutamo ponos i pakost za svakodnevni kruh

Duende 

Operi svoju savjest u suzama onih koji siluju

Slijedi svoje u`itke u obrisima bola

Ti govori{ o pravima i zakonima u ovim danima i dobima?

Ne vjerujem u ne{to {to ne mogu okusiti
Duende 

I ve~eras gubitnici spavaju ili le`e i glo|u svoje kosti

Osaka}eni plesa~i, prebijeni heroji, protra}eni umjetnici

Izbjeglice iz tih bijednih zemalja

Gdje su na{i snovi umrli poput ljubavnika na na{im rukama

Dok vani u tom novom dobu

Izgubljena djeca i vragovi ple{u

Na pragovima na{ih ku}a

Novi Jetiji pristi`u

Konzumiraju}i izvana i iznutra

^iste}i zemlju do golih kostiju

Pripremi deset milijardi kreveta u paklu

Jer uskoro dolazimo

I u toj buci, stravi~na ti{ina jezika

Svezana nikad izgovorenim rije~ima, neotpjevanim pjesmama

Zavjeti koji su prije pot~injeni nego slomljeni

Zaklju~ane komore koji se nikad ne}e otvoriti

I nitko na ovoj zemlji ne}e dobiti {to oni `ele

I to je prekrasno ili barem blizu lijepom
I mi }emo zgrabiti na{a kajanja

Isklju~iti sve ostalo

Izrezati na{a srca iz prsa

I mi kre}emo

O~iju zatvorenih, tihi s rukom u ruci

Prema slomljenoj, obe}anoj zemlji

Kada oni prije nego {to izgube `ivote na strati{tu

Ili se prodaju u slu`bu zmija

Kao novi bogovi

Preoblikuju svijjet na vlastitu sliku

Ikada svi ostali odmaknu poglede

Krenu}emo, sa vatrom u srcima

Sa `udnjom koja se ne mo`e kupiti,

Istrgnuti jutro iz ralja no}i

Uzeti mrtve i vratiti ih natrag `ivotu

Duende 

Bezrije~ibezdodirabezsnabezvjerebeznadebezpo~ivali{ta
Od {ema iz djetinjstva na tlu stranaca

Do bolesni~kih kreveta, }elija

I nepoznatih obala

Bez doma

Bez srca

Bez sebe

Bez `ivota

Bez ljubavi

Bez

I Bez 

i Bez

Bez

I ako ovogaputa jutro zakasni

To prevrtljivo sunce svanut }e da na|e

Moje prste omotane oko olupina

Snova izgra|enih od pra{ine

Kona~no mrtav
Mrtav u zemlji mrtvih

I oni }e to nazvati samoubojstvom

Dok ja vri{tim za samo jednim dijeli}em zore

I dolazi
Na svim horizontima, kao oblaci {to se okupljaju

Zaklju~aj vrata da ga izbaci{
Ali stavi uho na svoja prsa

^ut }e{

U sopstvnim grudima
Udarce kopita
Kako se pribli`avaju

Ovaj svijet je zlo mjesto 

nekada osje}am…
(i nema ni~eg ~istog na ovom svijetu
I nema ni~eg  nevinog ovom svijetu
I nema ni~eg sigurnog na ovom svijetu

I nema ni~eg slobodnog na ovom svijetu

I na ovom svijetu ni{ta nije bezopasno

I na ovom svijetu ni{ta nije po{teno

I ni{ta na ovom svijetu nije istinito

Ovaj svijet koji ne mogu podnijeti

I jutro je do{lo prekasno)
Pljunut }u natrag u tvoje lice
Tebi poslednjem ro|enom od zle rase

Svi smo mi zli na ovom mjestu

SAMO MI DAJ TAJ OKUS!

(Duende, divlji, magi~ni duh [panskog Flamenka, je prisutan samo rasejano u na{im stra{no ozbiljim pjesmama. Ovo je na{ poku{aj da na|emo sopstvenu du{u: da {~epamo na{e o~ajanje i razo~aranje i  zavitlamo ih bijesno ka okrutnom i nepa`ljivom kosmosu  da i mi tako|e mo`emo prekora~iti i crtati  ljepotom protiv najstrastnije ru`no}e, ako je to zaista sve {to nam je ostalo da ponudimo u ovom zaklanom svijetu).

8. PUSTINJE BEZ ILUZIJA
Auto je u plamenu, i nema nikoga za volanom

Niti iko poku{ava pritisnuti ko~nice

Uhva}eni smo u trbuhu ove bolesne ma{ine
Zadimljenog radijatora, ovde nema zraka

I niko ne poku{ava pritisnuti ko~nice

Jedan po jedan padaju kao zvijezde sa neba

I svi su im okrenuli le|a, brinu}i se samo za sebe

Na ~udnom sam putovanju kojeg nisam sam izabrao

Ne `elim razmi{ljati kamo odlazim

Ali niko nije poku{va pritisnuti ko~nice

Tvoj poslednji izdisaj bit }e isto~ni vjetar

Puha}e kroz dolinu smrti koju smo iskr~ili u ovoj zemlji

Svi smo mi u sudionici

To je sve izvan na{e kontrole

Svi smo mi tako nevini kada ~eki} udara

I niko ne poku{ava
niko ne poku{ava

Niko ~ak ni ne poku{ava!

Ubrzavaju}i kroz industrijsku maglu

Preko kampova smrti i sajmova izgubili smo svoj put
Nadam se da }emo prije izgorjeti u uni{tenju

Nego pro`ivjeti jo{ jedan dan

U praznom svijetu bez granica

Poslu`ujemo samo vlastite deserte:

Samo pustinje u goru}oj `e|i

I niko ne poku{ava ugasiti vatru.


9. SABBAT (Dervi{ki Ples)

Ple{i oko plamena svijeta koji se vrti

Ple{i u plamenu svijeta koji izgara

Ple{i

Otrov zamra~uje mjesec, koji motri nad nama u ovi poslednjim danima
Dok se spu{tamo ka najni`im krugovima

Ludi

Dok ne dosegnemo kona~no mjesto ukr{tanja
Ple{i

(krhki pokret, korak, ples

…u plamenu svijeta koji izgara)

Biti slobodan u carstvu poduzetnika i autoriteta.
Biti ~ist izme|u radio-zraka i sredstava za umirenje,

Vjerovati sebi unato~ tiraniji javnog mi{ljenja.

Biti senzibilan u `ivotu pokraj gradili{ta, stadiona, 
klaonica

Sa mirisom krvi u zraku.

Sanjati o ljepoti sa zvijezdama obranim s neba,

Zatvorenim an|elima i demoniziranim junacima.

Pjevati grlom punim vate zapreka,

Pisati o dostojanstvu sa `uljevitim rukama i krvavim licima:
Usuditi se vikati, ~ak i plakati, ponosno, pred podrugljivim o~ima

Sudaca, krvnika i publike.

Lagati, varati, krasti i izdati toliko, koliko je potrebno

Biti po{ten,

Govoriti istinu.

Biti neustra{iv, kretati se i slijediti taj pokret

Ako treba i u smrt, `ivjeti da izgori{ u ru{evinama.
Davati sve:

Ljubiti bez strijepnje, bez stida, bez uzdr`avanja.

Voditi ljubav u gradu mr`nje.

I da, biti `iv,

@iv u zemlji mrtvih.

Ovo je blagoslov, posve}uje krajnosti na koja us ljudska bi}a oti{la kako bi ostali `ivi iznutra, kako bi odgurnuli natrag svijet koji takvom snagom gnje~i.Ne `elimo re}i da se mlada `ena koja spali otmjeno skijali{te pona{a plemenitije od one koaj provodi svoje dane u bibliotekama – ali isto tako ona nije manje plemenita, sve dok njeguje ljepotu unutar sebe i pronalazi zajedni~ke dobrobiti sa drugima.  Mi se ni u najmanju ruku ne boijimo ru{evina niti `ivljenja me|u njima isto kako i one `ive u nama. Sve dok ih nismo uklonili, kao `ena koja je spalila otmjeno mjesto, divlja vika mo`e biti na{a jedina muzika.
Gubimo sve, zna{, dio po dio ili sve odjednom. Ako moram izgubiti ovaj glas koji je takvo blago, kojeg tako ~vvam, bolje da ga izgubim dok pjevam. Ako na{i zglobovi moraju nositi o`iljke – kao {to ih ve} previ{e nosi- neka to budu o`iljci od lisica koje nosimo u ratu protiv svega besmislenog i razornog. Snovi se dr`e za ruke i stvaraju lanac u mraku, pripremaju se za tajnu budu}nost, pri`eljkivana rje{enja i obja{njenja, mjesta odlaska u neke druge zemlje.  Nihilizam na{ih savremenika mogao bi biti su{a u {ikari prije prerijskog po`ara, a ovo predsoblje pobune i ponovnog ro|enja. Akcija, jednostavna akcija, bilo {to {to }e nam pomo}i da vidimo da li ti plameni uistinu mogu zapaliti sve oko sebe, je sveta ako i{ta je. Po|ite sa nama u novi svijet.
Sa na{im `ivotima u na{im rukama i oru`jem ako je potrebno.


�Termin “Panoptikum m o}i” preuzet je od teoreti~ara Michel Foucaulta, kojim on opisuje savr{enstvo nadzora u zatvorima, laboratorijama, vojarnama… Sredi{nji toranj u kru`nom zatvoru omogu}ava neprestan i sveprisutan nadzor  nad zatvorenicima (u {irem  slu~aju nad cijelim  du{tvom. No, mo} panoptikuma o~ituje se posebno u preno{enju kontrole pona{anja na same subjekte kontrole. Zbog svijesti subjekta da je nadgledan, subjekt po~inje samonadgledanje kojim osigurava automatsko funkcioniranje mo}i. Tako postaje obuhva}en situacijom mo}i koje je sam nositelj.





