	How do you want to die?
Hanging from a rafter with the stool kicked to the floor beneath you? From an overdose of sleeping pills, like an actress or a fed up housewife? With a razor to open your arteries, lying in a hot bath so you won’t shake so much when the warmth leaves your body with the blood?
All at once, in a spatter of brains and bone on the concrete at the foot of the high rise where you work? Or in increments, death on the installment plan with cigarettes and saturated fat and air pollution, high blood pressure, radiation, toxins in the water, carcinogenic sugar substitutes and cell phones?
Do you want certainty, a gun in your mouth? Or do you play the lottery of death, driving on the freeway, having sex with strangers . . . paying taxes to a government that turns them into bombs, that might send you to war or the police to your door with guns in their hands?
Perhaps you insist on being paid for it—how much do you demand per hour? Do you wash dishes for minimum wage, give orders and struggle with paperwork for a manager’s salary, fight your way to the top of the heap in the market to get a fair price for your life? Or do you pay for it, purchase it in single servings, buying yourself a taste whenever you can with alcohol, cocaine, heroine, prostitutes, rock and roll, movies, video games, television, tourism, shopping, whatever it takes to go blank for an instant? Would you sell yourself to it completely if you could, take that shortcut to the inevitable, flinging yourself into the abyss of some addiction, religion, absolute negation to the point of total acceptance?
Do you want to savor every drop, stretch your death out as far as you can? A little bit every day for the rest of your life, with health insurance to make sure you don’t miss out on a single day of it? Or are you ready to get it all over with, consummate the affair with one defiant gesture, flaunting your disdain for the absurd tragedies of this world as you go down in a hail of bullets?you
Or could it be that it’s not death ’re after, after all?
          SAMSARA

          1. One Minute Closer To The Hour Of Your Death

Tu trembles, mon coeur?
Tu tremblerais davantage, si tu savais ou je te mene.

         2. EXTERMINATING ANGEL (is laid in the tomb)
The sun also rises…
in Hell.
But now never again, kill the lights, fucking break the skin 

- gave it all I had, I have nothing left to give,
and if you love life there’s some ‘life’ you won’t live
Burned my bridges beneath me, I’ve more than had my fill
- so much, unspeakable, in the four chambers of my heart
(in the torture chamber of my heart)
Laid out on that floor, those nights hanging by a thread, 
unsure whether it was desire or despair that kept me drawing breath,
when all my dreams came down to nothing, 
left me just another piece of meat, 
for you I carried my life on in my teeth
- through betrayed years, to bloody tears,
and pits where you can only crawl
Now ‘Grendel’s had an accident’ 

- so may you all
and in dust the end of all my fears,
 nothing and no one can reach me in here 

- holy of holies, the altar of flies,
and I will sleep in your embrace tonight.
So let it go, let it go!
She draws me close and shuts my eyes, regrets and secrets, don’t say a word
(On rustling wings of leper skin) slides a finger in every nerve
[We burned down the candles of our youth, bathed our lives in heart and soil
Poured out our corroded insides, while we could, body and 
- Sold for blood money, blood money, that bought our ghettos and gods,
The black skies hangin over the highways - so this is how it comes to a close]
And she’s wringing out the memories from my heart, 
with all the tenderness of the dispossessed
Now I’m counting down the seconds in fear and bitterness, 
praying to cease to exist
Thy silent hands, they come for me
Thy cold caresses comfort me
Thy icy blood, it runs through me
and I will sleep
in your embrace
forever
I’m never coming down again
(Into nothingness I’ll never know)

          3. BOW DOWN (Every Bent Knee Too Shall Break)
Plunged to a nadir, the years spent in isolation
And the windows of the skull look upon only devastation
Inside hunger gnaws like rats in your sides
Outside iron rain like nails in your eyes
Bow Down–God can infest you with maggots, my son
Down…
Bow to the vultures and the scaffold
Down before the masters of your fate
to the virus and the gallows
as they seal your fate, bow down
Rise up–Would you of mere flesh contest the divine?
Under the knife you’ll renounce it all in time
Etched in emptiness, I watched them disappear
Beneath the wheels of desperation and the heel of despair
And the Western sky would as soon kill as shelter you
Bow down to your doom
An all-seeing eye
An all-clutching claw
Unknowable God
His jaws devour all
Bow down.

          4. CHOOSE YOUR HEAVEN
There was nowhere to sleep, so he wandered the night
Saw the wreckage of life to which we’ve been led
And all of the factories that had ground to a halt
By the side of the ocean, boiling with blood

We’re corpses in their loving hands
Sleepwalking through a never-never land
And when we wake from dreams there will be nothing left
Are you satisfied in your cage,
Feeling nothing, no love or hate or pain?
Will you settle for nothing? . . .

There are those in our ranks who would lull us to sleep
As they wrap the whole planet in a skin of concrete
They are the wolves in shepherds’ clothing
They sent you sons to the tomb, put a flag on the moon
The stakes are the very soul of humanity

When she drew back the shroud from the remains of our age
She fled through the streets gripped by hideous fear
Until she knelt at the foot of the sky where it touches the sand
In the twilight it felt like she was the last one alive, at the end of the world
Choking on the ashes borne in on the wind
When our flesh fills the air, and falls softly like snow
And a red cloud rises behind the earth
It blots out all the stars, and the sufferers below
That’s the mere antechamber of their ‘paradise’
As we breathe in our death

We’re corpses in their loving hands
Sleepwalking through a never never land
And when we wake from dreams there will be nothing fucking left
Are you comfortable in your cages,
Living out your very numbered days?
Don’t settle for nothing–
CHOOSE YOUR HEAVEN

         5. EVERY MAN FOR HIMSELF AND GOD AGAINST THEM ALL

(Sacrificed yourself to the gods, did you?)

I’ll cut out your mother tongue, sow salt in the fields of the fatherlands,
I’ll sink my teeth into freedom. . .

The wages of sin are freedom, and though the wages of freedom may be death,
Is it not better to live with uncertainty than to fear to draw an honest breath?
So scrape the veil of faith from your eyes
Your prayers ascend like black smoke to the empty skies
Under your carnivorous god of deceit, maybe just maybe do you feel incomplete?
A wheel of knives is spinning in me, here always up to our eyes in disease

Crawling through our darkest hours, slow funeral march to the end
We’ve been led astray once again
But I will serve a different master: thy kingdom come, thy will be done
In heaven as it is
Down here

Under the burnt-out skull of a sky that once shined
The snuffed out stars aren’t missed by the blind
And all of man will burn in your heaven, eternal wretched life divine
But it’s a minute to midnight in my mind, strike now or hold your peace for all time
A wheel of knives is spinning in me. . .
(For there is nothing I hate more than the stench of lies)
Lies in your head, lies in your head, will you ever dare to take a breath
Will you ever dare to take back your freedom

Crawling through our darkest hours, slow funeral march to the end
We’ve been led astray once again
But I will serve no gods or masters–my kingdom come, my will be done
In heaven
As it is
Down here.

          6. SACRED AND PROFANE (The Carnal Prayer Mat)

Beyond the walls of reason
It’s just as dark as inside of me
Run through forests of the isolated
Into the arms of insanity
(Selling you into slavery)
In the entrails of the angel, forget your soul, try to survive
Fucking her sworn enemies before her betrayed eyes
We, the living, in instants
Suffer eternally
Take my eyes, black with splinters
The homeless nights soaked heavy with dreams
Outside the walls of reason
Guided by visions that no one could know
Yes the world is black at its heart
As I am black at my own
In the entrails of the angel, forget your soul, try to survive
Begged your forgiveness
Then left you there
To die
Every moment wrought a lasting vision
Every instant cut a deep incision
And I left you, spitting life out on the pavement
In our lost innocence
And the stench of our flesh.

           7. . . ONE HUNDRED YEARS IN SOLITARY

In solitude, soul. . .
Ten thousand nights alone

You claim an eternal soul
Where are you when you watch the box, when you watch the wall?
Outside your circuitry, nerves crawling out of me
I’ve seen things you’ll never know
Shared a bed in hell, in hatred of myself
Clawed my way back all alone
Your heaven is my hell, everything I hate most in myself I find embodied in you
Through each solitary night, every moment of my life
I plot to steal your throne
When I see all the shit you do
I can’t put enough crime between myself and you
Blood and urine stain these streets where all my nightmares learned to breathe
Metropolis carved out of bone
What I need I’ll take, I’ve got a lot at stake. . .
Your heaven is my hell, everything I hate most in myself I find embodied in you
Every knife turned in my side, every moment of my life
I plot to steal your crown
Nights of desperation break on the shores of dawn
Solitude has seven skins, no one shall enter ever again
Feel the locusts inside me rising to a boil
Hum of the silence rises like a snake crawling down my throat
But your kisses leave toothmarks
Your embraces kill
Your whispers linger inside my head
But I know if I taste your poison I’ll never get my fill
Came to be in solitary, climbing the ranks of humanity
Choices I’ve made have isolated, but this is my reward:
I’ve been saving while you’ve spent
I’ve been sweating while you’ve slept
there’s going to come a time
When I can call your empire
MINE.

          8.   PARIAH
Cast out of so-called paradise, I awoke among the dead
Sought in vain to scrape the nightmares from my weary head
It ever so happens that what I am (inside)
Is everything you call ugly, every love you despise
Now that you’ve laid me in the lowest pit, shall I praise you from down here?
Am I to chant, among the vermin, prayers to fall upon deaf ears?
Take me in your arms, take me to your bed
Set me a place at your table, let me in your head
And I’ll betray you, I’ll desecrate you
I’ll be your worst fears realized and brought to life
Spend a night inside this cage, you’ll learn to hate the hand that feeds you
I’ll teach your withered nerves to writhe, I’ll make you feel alive

When you’ve got nothing, you’ve got no right to hunger or to thirst,
to starve or to suffer at all
Those who have what you have not will gather around to watch you crawl
When your heart’s desires are unforgivable crimes, blasphemous to the castrates and voyeurs
They’ll parade your disgrace, and spit back in your face all the loves you held sacred and pure
As a slave’s only right is rebellion
As a thief’s only right is deception
As a whore’s only revenge is contempt
If you’re innocent, I’ll heap up enough sin
To buy the Kingdom of the Condemned
And I walk among the dead
Fighting to scrape your nightmares from my poisoned head
I’ll betray you, I’ll violate you–I’ll be your worst fears realized
Spend a night inside this cage, you’ll learn to hate the hand that feeds you
I’ll steal your heart, I’ll steal your soul, your very nerves
So I can feel
Alive
Alive
The ones you thought beneath you stand over you now
The ones you thought behind you stand before you now
The ones you thought could not hear are not deaf to you now
And the eyes you thought blind are following your every move
The homeless will sleep warm tonight
The starving will be fed tonight
The castout come back to haunt tonight
The havenots will get theirs tonight
The hopeless will have hope tonight, the worthless will have worth tonight
The weary will rest well tonight, the Holy sleep in Hell tonight
The first will be the last tonight, the last will be the first tonight
The mighty are brought low tonight
The havenots will get OURS–
Tonight.

Fuck going back to our cages: CHOOSE YOUR HEAVEN.

There’s nowhere left I can sleep
So I walk in the night
My heart still beating, burning with these desperate dreams
I’ll steal myself a bride
From the Land of the Dead
And we’ll watch from the water as your world goes up in flames

We’re corpses in their loving hands
Sleepwalking through a never never land
And when we wake from dreams there will be nothing fucking left
Will you dare to break your chains
To feel life pounding in your veins
Don’t settle for nothing

CHOOSE YOUR HEAVEN
          9. Evolution of the dying 

insturmental
          10. I CORINTHIANS 1:18-29
Through the confusion you see an illusion:
In this world, sex and leprosy
God never said a word to me
Your ‘eternal soul’
Reduced to flesh in disease
Run the race alone between the soil and the sky
An echoing silence to answer your cries
I have one question to ask him
I know I’ve only got so much time
Went out in the desert
Dragged myself through Hell
Bent every muscle, every nerve to the cause
Only to come face to face with:
Everyone gets what they deserve
Everyone gets their just desserts
Everyone gets what they want
Everyone’s going to die
God wants some suffering, God hates your lies
God grinds under heel when you try to survive
“So relieved to discover God loves you”?
Nailed to the cross of your hate for this life
–That’s your faith! Do you feel deserted?
You dragged yourself through Hell
Believed every word, but in Death
Only come face to face with
Yourself.

The Kingdom of Heaven is Flesh
To the ends of the earth and no more
Every shudder, every shivering night
Until the maggots come to carry you home
When your heroes are slaughtered, your lovers are raped
World of shit–no one gets out alive–no escape
It’s not hard to believe, is it–
That in death you will be “saved”
Went out in the desert, dragged myself through Hell
I have a growing suspicion that there’s no secret to tell

Reap what you sow in blood red sex
Deathblood red and needle tracks
As your illusions kick the last nail in
You plead for mercy, plead to Just Stop Wanting
[But I:] Once waited to return to clay
Now transfigured in Fire I pray
If nothing else is left for me
To exalt in pain
I choose to bleed
Bleed
Born Again, out in the desert
Walking in God’s steps
Whispered the secret to me:
Silence as sure as Death
I went out in the desert
Dragged myself through Hell
Knocking down Heaven’s door
I only come face to face with
Myself.

SAMSARA.

Everything that you want, everything that you feel, everything you dare to desire.
Have no illusions; if you presume to pursue these desires,
you will suffer, be humiliated, ultimately destroyed.
But is it better to renounce it all,
to go silently into the night of self-denial, of submission and surrender?
To deny yourself passion, love and hate,
and to live out a sheltered, cautious half-life
in which you may laugh, but not all of your laughter,
and cry, but not all of your tears?

What the Thunder Said

Welcome to the holy day
This is the day that it all comes true
It will burn like a furnace
When the mouth of hell opens up before me, come suffering:
Wash me of my impurities, teach me what it is to want More
Everywhere I turn, the despisers of the body—the despisers of the soul
Angels bleed out from their wounds, demons out from mine
Remind me what’s at stake, drive me day and night
In this forsaken slaughterhouse, God forgot but I have not
I still know exactly what I want
On the edge of humanity, health and sickness to each side of me
For the first time I could see I meant nothing to either one…
Time is running out for you, all the things you desire are hostile to you
Your submission and your ‘holy lies’ I’ll never stoop to understand
You sacrificed yourselves: you raised your temples to the skies,
Plucked your tongues, sewed shut your eyes
Raised disease upon a throne
Sacrificed the flesh, now there’s nothing left for you but the bones
In the pit of mortality, health and sickness casting lots for me
For the first time I could see I meant nothing to either one
Desperate, starved in every way, bloodstained bread she brought for me
I had nothing, and God help me, I took it while I could
Control
Nailed to my sacraments, to the marrow of my bones
Making my way alone down this road paved with thorns
Struggling to carve a path through the pollution that surrounds
Unburied
Death-defying
Unbowed.

Ritualized

Scar tissue torn back to ribbons
Gnawed by memory, I sit alone
Skin talk, speaking in tongues
You
My shelter, my gilded cage, my pit of despair
It becomes ritualized, becomes ritual lies
It takes all you’ve got to break away
To end the compromise, and to realize
You’re going to carry your secrets
Through the gauntlet of the revilers and despisers
For the rest of your life
Opium of cheap affection bought and paid for by infection
In the west: home…
It becomes ritualized, becomes ritual lies
It takes all you’ve got to break away
To end the compromise, and to realize
You’re going to carry your secrets
To your grave
Never tear us apart
Never break us apart
Never let them come between us
Never throw it away
Tear us apart
Break us apart
Let them come between us
Throw it all
Away

ISAAC

Night falls like a guillotine, they turn on themselves
Blanket the city in broken glass
Smoke-filled chamber spinning, flesh and soul are set at odds
As my life ends she begs for her share of the corpse
Bound together with mortal chains, it’s up to me to make the trade
Fucked up on their drugs, diseased, crying she comes to me
As I come under the sharpest blade
Now my strength is failing, my convictions at their weakest
Eloi, Eloi lama sabachthani as the agony deepens
Screams echo outside this cell, plotting my escape
Entombed solitude, counting down the days
Surrounded by confusion, drowning in pollution
I’ll strike anything in my reach
Strength bows to weakness, to lepers and leeches
Infected values you teach
Painted black, God-hungry, lacrimans she comes for me
Listening through the walls for the end
All your schemes are failing so you sink your teeth in me
Mercy is the word you use for giving me disease
Isaac
In a world where everything smells like cunt
Lay down in darkness
Disappear
Here, in the belly of the demon
City of denial, threats passed off as reason
Rancid angel of mercy watches from above
My halo is a crown of thorns
Your sickness is the cross I’ve borne
But I won’t sacrifice myself for you
We are not the same
God be with you, because I won’t be
Isaac

In the Belly of the Demon

Born in the very bed of the enemy
Doesn’t mean shit to me, I’d rather die than live in fear
Disaffect me, disconnect me: cast aside like filth
I’ll trade you lie for lie and tooth for tooth
Cancer spreading in and all around you
Drive in the nails and the lies, pour the salt in my wounds
I’ll be the one to cast the first stone
When the angels come down to kick in your windows
To tear up your streets, to turn your world upside down
You live in fear
Don’t you…
Born in a bad of nails I won’t, I wouldn’t sleep here if I could
To wake and find myself the next sacrifice
You live in darkness, live in fear
But at least you know that you belong here
Tell me is it worth the fucking price
I’ll trade you lie for lie and tooth for tooth, eye for eye and truth for truth. 

ARSONIST'S PRAYER

The horror - that we may not live

We may not live

To see the walls fall from between us

Between us and the world for which these songs cry out

That the desire -which still lives -to contest, a mark of shame upon certain foreheads,

Will remain an offering unto the dead: illegible, irrelevant

And we will be shaped into priestly statues in poses of defiance before our own masters

To softly, safely sing the praises of a disarmed war, a lukewarm love

So lest we fall out of lust for life, let us risk all we have to risk

For only a fool - only a fool - would cling to this world as it is

If I could strike one blow to spite their force, though I might bear one hundred more,

I would wear the welts like rubies, and the shackles for a crown

And if I had one hundred hearts I would throw them all before their bullets

Before I'd sell a single one to wield their power

So lest we fall out of love with life, let us give all we have to give

For only a fool would cling to this world:

Autumn - the leaves fell,

Then the trees

Became fences and factories

Now winter is coming

Let's put the heat on

… but no fire or ice, their absences suffice.

The nights now will be long and cold, with a silence like you've never known

And you'll shake in it, cry out at it, but it will wrap you in its spider's thread

Perhaps you'll stare into that blankness until it peers back into you

And both of you see nothing - and it will wrap you in its spider's thread:

That blessed are the wombs that are barren

Blessed are the branches that bear no fruit

Blessed are the rivers run dry

For we have come to the end of the world

To die

So die -die and become- perish, let go and be done

With all the tangled threads that keep you tied to husks of false hopes, fossilized

If these years still wait for those who will be more merciless than history

To burn the chaff and make an end, to make the fields fertile once again

Then break - break the skin

Open - open, and reach in

And draw the nerves out taut to play a song upon those tight strings

Such as this world has never heard

Let it be dirge, hymn, or dance, vomit or tears, absolving snowfall or acid rain

Summer that sets fire to the harvest, or ice age that, thawing, blossoms crimson pain

Pleasure or death, splendor or rust, flash flood or drought that turns jungles to crust

Those tender caresses for which the skin aches

Or tear gas to breathe and plate glass to break

The uproar of riot, the hush of nightfall, or sirens announcing the doom of us all

The triumph of failures who fought at all costs, or despair of derelict dreamers who lost

Silence and space - hungers to be - momentary eternities

The furrows of ash left by passion and wrath

The faithless fixed stars over our wandering paths

As the moon moves the sea, we could move these mountains

As comets drop to earth, so might empires end

As old suns explode rather than fall to dust

Let us steal fire and pay with our lives if we must

For if all this world is God's, and man a mere plaything of laws and things

Then why not raze it all, and in destroying at least set sail on borrowed wings?

Anything other than what we have known

Strike the match, take a breath now - the hour has come

To dance the resistance, teach tied tongues to sing:

This is the end of the calendar, the Last Loosening!

Around and inside you, the violence you fear - for or against it, it's already here

It forged the cord that bound you to the ground - it built these walls

LET'S BURN THEM DOWN

	          Kako `eli{ umrijeti?

Vise}i sa grede sa stolicom {utnutom na pod ispod tebe? Od predoziranja pilulama za spavanje, kao glumica ili uhranjena ku}anica? @iletom da otvori{ svoje arterije, le`e}i u vreloj kupki, tako da se ne trese{ previ{e kada toplota napusti tvoje tijelo zajedno sa krvlju?
Sve odjednom, u kapljicama mozgova i kostiju na betonu pod nogama visokih bre`uljaka u kojima radi{? Ili u dodtaku, smrt u ratama sa cigarama i pro`eta mastima,
zaga|enjem vazduha, visokim krvnim pritiskom, radijacijom, toksinima u vodi, kancerogenim zamjenama {e}era i mobilnim telefonima?

Da li sigurno `eli{, pi{tolj u svojim ustima? Ili da li igra{ lutriju svaki dan, voze}i se na auto-putu, imaju}i seks sa strancima… pla}aju}i poreze vladi koja ih pretvara u bombe,
koja bi te mogla poslati u rat ili policiju na tvoja vrata sa pi{toljima u rukama? Mo`da insistira{ da bude{ pla}en za to – koliko tra`i{ po satu? Da li pere{ sudove za minimalnu nadnicu, daje{ naredbe i bori{ se sa papirima za menad`ersku platu, bori{ se na putu  sa gomilom u tr`i{tu da dobije{ po{tenu cijenu za svoj `ivot? Ili da li pla}a{ za njega, naru~uje{ ga u  posebnim poslu`avnicima, ku{uju}i sebi ukus kad god mo`e{ alkoholom, 
,kokainom, heroinom, prositutkama, rokenrolom, filmovima, video igrama, televizijom, 
turizmom, kupovinom, bilo ~im {to }e te u~initi praznim odmah. Da li bi se prodao abisu neke adikcije, religije, apsolutne negacije do ta~ke potpunog odobravanja?
Da li `eli{ okusiti svaku kap, rastegnuti svoju smrt koliko god daleko mo`e{? Pomalo, svakog dana ostatka tvog `ivota, sa zdravstenim osiguranjem da bude{ siguran da ne propusti{ ni jednoga dana? Ili si spreman da zavr{i{ sa svim, upotpuniti  stvar sa jednim prezirnim gestom, {epure}i se svojom nadmeno{}u prema apsurdnim tragedijama ovog svijeta dok pada{ u pozdravu metaka?
Ili mo`e biti da nije smrt {to smjera{, nakon svega?
           SAMSARA (indijski: slu~ajnost doga|anja, promenljivost i nestvarnost svijeta)
          1.Minut Bli`e ^asu Tvoje Smrti
          2. AN\EO UNI[TENJA (je polo`en u grobnicu)
Sunce tako|e izlazi…

u Paklu.

Ali sada nikada vi{e, ubija svijetla, jebeno razbija ko`u
- dadoh mu sve {to imadoh, I nemam vi{e {ta da dam,

I ako voli{ `ivot ima ne{to “`ivota” koji ne}e{ `ivjeti

Spalio sam svoje mostove iza sebe, imam vi{e nego  {to ima{e moja ispunjenost 

- toliko, neizrecivog, u ~etiri komore moga srca 
(u torturi komora moga srca)

Polo`en na pod, one no}i vi{enja o niti

Nesiguran da li je to bila `elja ili o~aj koji me odr`avao da nastavim udisati 
Kada su se svi moji snovi sveli na ni{ta,
Ostavili me kao jo{ jedan komad mesa

Za tebe nosio sam `ivot u zubima

- kroz izdane godine, do krvavih suza,

I jama u kojima samo mo`e{ puzati

Sada “Grendel” je imao nesre}u
- isto tako mo`ete svi

I u pra{ini kraj svih mojih strahova

Ni{ta i niko ne mogu me dosegnuti ovde

- sveti od svetih, oltaru muva 

I spava}u u tvom zagrljaju no}as.

Zato pusti to, pusti to!

Privla~i me blizu i zatvara mi o~i, `aljenja i tajne, ne reci ni rije~i

(Na hr|avim krilima gubav~eve ko`e) klizi prst u svaki nerv
(Spalili smo svije}e na{e mladosti, oprali na{e `ivote u srcu i tlu

Prosuli na{e zahr|ale iznutrice, dok smo mogli, tijelo i
- prodato za kravavi novac, krvavi novac, koji je kupio na{e getoe i bogove

Crno nebo visi iznad autoputeva – zna~i ovako dolazi do kraja)
I ona cijedi sje}anja iz moga srca,

Sa svom nje`no{}u izba~ene
Sada odbrojavam sekunde u strahu i ogor~enosti

Mole}i da prestanem postojati

Tvoje tihe ruke, do{le su po mene

Tvoje hladno milovanje me tje{i
Tvoja ledena krv, te~e kroz mene

I spava}u

U tvojem zagrljaju

Zauvijek

Nikada se ne vra}am natrag, dolje, 

(u ni{tavilo koje nikada ne}u razumjeti)

          3. Poklonite se (Svako savijeno koljeno tako|e }e se slomiti)
Zaronjeni u nadir*
, godine provedene u izolaciji  
I prozori od lobanja gledaju samo devastaciju        
Izunutra glad grize kao pacovi u tvojim zidovima

Izvana ~eli~na ki{a kao ekseri u tvojim o~ima
Klekni – Bog te mo`e napasti larvama, moj sine

Dole…

Pokloni  se le{inarima i strati{tima

Dole pred gospodarima tvoje sudbine

Virusima i vje{alima

Dok zape~a}uju tvoju sudbinu, klekni

Ustani – da li bi se ti od mesa borio sa bo`anstvima?
Pod no`em, }e{ pore}i sve s vremenom

Urezan u vremenu, gledao sam kako nestaju

Pod to~kovima beznade`nosti i petama o~aja

I Zapadno nebo bi te domalo ubilo kao i zaklonilo
Pokloni se svojoj propasti

Svevide}em oku

Svedosti`noj kand`i

Nepoznatom Bogu

Njegove ~eljusti gutaju sve

Pokloni se

          4. IZABERI SVOJ RAJ
Nije imao gdje da spava, pa je prelutao no}

Vidjeo je olupinu `ivota do koje smo dovedeni

I sve fabrike koje su imalie razloga da stanu

Pored okeana, klju~aju}i sa krvlju

Mi smo le{evi u njihovim voljenim rukama
Mjese~arimo kroz nedo|iju

A kada se probudimo iz snova ne}e ostati vi{e ni{ta
Jesi li zadovoljan u svojem kavezu,

Ne osje}a{ ni{ta, ni ljubavi ni mr`nje ni boli?

Ho}e{ li se zadovoljiti ni~im?...
Postoje oni u na{im redovima koji bi nas uspavali

Dok zamotavaju ~itavu planetu u betonsku ko`u
Oni su vuci u janje}oj ko`i

Oni su ti stavili sinove  u grobnice, poboli zastavu na mjesec

Ulozi su sama du{a ~ovje~anstva
Kada je svukla veo sa ostataka na{eg doba

Bje`ala je ulicama gonjena odvratnim strahom

Dok nije klekla pred noge neba gdje ono dodiruje pjesak

U sutonu se osjetila kao da je poslijednja `iva, na kraju svijeta

Gu{e}i se pra{inom no{enom vjetrom

Kada na{e meso ispuni zrak, i padne meko kao snijeg

I crveni oblak se uzdigne iza Zemlje

I uprlja sve zvijezde, i pa}enike ispod

To je pravo predsoblje njihovog “raja” 

Dok di{emo u na{oj smrti

Mi smo le{evi u njihovim voljenim rukama

Mejse~arimo kroz nedo|iju

A kada se probudimo iz snova ne}e jebeno ni{ta ostati

Da li ti je udobno u tvojem kavezu?

@ive}i svoje odbrojane dane

Ne zadovolji se ni~im

IZABERI SVOJ RAJ!
          5. SVAKI ^OVJEK ZA SEBE  I BOG PROTIV SVIH  NJIH
(@rtvovao si se bogovima, zar ne?)

Odsje}u tvoj maternji jezik, posijati so u poljima otad`bine,

Potopi}u svoje zube u slobodu…
Nagrada za grijeh je sloboda, i premda nagrada za slobodu mo`e biti smrt
Nije li bolje `ivjeti sa neizvjesno{}u nego pla{iti se da udahne{ iskren dah
Zato strgaj veo sudbe sa tvojih o~iju
Tvoje molitve se uzdi`u kao crni dim ka praznim nebesima

Pod tvojim meso`derskim bogom obmane, mo`da samo mo`da se osje}a{ nepotpun?
To~ak no`eva okre}e se u meni, ovdje uvjek pred na{im o~ima u bolesti
Puze}i kroz na{e najmra~nije ~ase, lagani pogrebni mar{ prema kraju

Jo{ jednom smo zavedeni na stranputicu
Ali ja }u slu`iti druga~ijeg gospodara:  do|e casrtvo tvoje, bude volja tvoja
U raju kakav jeste

Ovdje dolje
Pod izgorjelom lobanjom neba koje je nekada sjalo
Isje~ene zvijezde ne nedostaju slijepima

I svi ljudi }e gorjeti u va{em raju, vje~ita bijeda `ivota bo`anskog

Ali, minut do pono}i je u mojem umu, udari sada ili odr`avaj svoj mir zauvijek
To~ak no`eva se okre}e u meni…
(Jer nema ni{ta {to mrzim vi{e od smrada la`i)

La`i u tvojoj glavi, le`e u tvojoj glavi, da li }e{ se ikada usuditi da udahne{

Da li }e{ se ikada usuditi da uzme{ natrag svoju slobodu?
Puze}i kroz na{e najmra~nije sate, laganim pogrebnim mar{om prema kraju

Ponovo smo zavedeni stranputicom

Ali ja nikada ne}u slu`iti ni uubogu ni gospodaru – do|e carstvo moje, bude volja moja
U raju

Kakav jeste

Ovdje dolje.

          6. Svet i Neprosve}en  (Otira~ po`udnog molioca)

Iza zidina razuma

Samo je mrak u meni

Trk kroz {ume izoliranih
U naru~je ludosti

(Prodaju te u roblje)

U utrobi an|ela, zaboravi svoju du{u, poku{aj da pre`ivi{

Jebu}i njene zaklete neprijatelje pred njenim izdanim o~ima
Mi, `ivi, u trenutcima
Patimo vje~no

Uzmi moje o~i, crne sa trnjem

Besku}ni}ke no}i ote`ale natopljene snovima

Van zidina rauzma

Vo|ene vizijom koju niko ne mo`e znati

Da, svijet je crn u svojem srcu

Kao {to sam ja crn u svojem

U utrobi an|ela, zaboravi svoju du{u, poku{aj pre`ivjeti
Isprosio je tvoj oprost

Onda te ostavio ovde

Da umre{

Svaki moment iskovao je trajnu viziju
Svaki trenutak zasjekao duboku usjeklinu

I ostavio sam te, ispljuvavaju}i `ivot na plo~niku

U na{oj posljednjoj nevinosti

I u smradu na{eg mesa
          7. …STOTINU GODINA U SAMO]I
U samo}i, du{a…

Deset hiljada no}i sam

Ti tra`i{ vje~nu du{u

Gdje si kada gleda{ kutiju, kada gleda{ zid?
Izvan svoje kru`nosti, nervi puze iz mene
Vidjeo sam stvari koje nikad ne}e{ znati

Podijelio krevet u paklu, u mr`nji sebe

Izgrebao svoju put nazad potpuno sam

Tvoj raj je moj pakao, sve {to mrzim najvi{e u sebi otjelovio sam u tebi

Kroz svaku no} osame, kroz svaki moment mog `ivota
Kujem zajveru da ti ukradem tron

Kada vidim sva sranja koja radi{
Ne mogu staviti dovoljno zlo~ina izme|u mene i tebe

Krv i urin zaprljali su ove uliuce gdje su sve moje no}ne more nau~ile disati

Metropolis je izdeljan iz kosti

Uze}u {ta trebam, imam mnogo na ulogu…
Tvoj raj je moj pakao, sve {to mrzim najvi{e u sebi otjelovio sam u tebi
Svaki no` okrenut u meni, svaki momenat mojeg `ivota

Kujem zavjeru da ti ukradem krunu

No}i o~aja slamaju se na obalama zore
Samo}a ima sedam ko`a, niko ne}e vi{e nikada u}i

Osjeti skakavca u meni uzdi`u}i se do klju~anja

Brujanje ti{ine uzdi`e se kao zmija puze}i niz moje grlo
Ali tvoji poljupci ostavljaju tragove zuba

Tvoj zagrljaj ubija

Tvoji {apati ote`u se u mojoj glavi

Ali ja znam ako okusim tvoj otrov nikada ne}u dobiti svoju ispunjenost

Do{ao sam da budem u samo}i, penju}i se rangovima ~ovje~anstva
Izbori koje sam napravio izoliran, ali ovo je moja nagrada:
~uvao sam dok si tro{io

Znojao sam se dok si spavao

Do}i }e vrijeme

Kada }u mo}i tvoje carstvo nazvati

SVOJIM

          8. PARIJAH  (izba~enik iz dru{tva)
Izba~en iz takozvanog raja, probudio sam se me|u mrtvima

Poku{avaju}i uzaludno da strgam ko{mare sa moje umorne glave
Tako se desilo da sam (iznutra)
sve ono {to zove{ ru`nim, svaka ljubav koju prezire{

Sada kad si me polo`io u najdublju jamu, da li da te slavim odavde?          

Da li trebam pjevati, me|u crvima, molitve koje }e padati na gluve u{i?

Uzmi me u naru~je, odnesi me u svoj krevet
Daj mi mjesto za svojim stolom, pusti me u tvoju glavu

I izdat }u te, oskrnavi}u te
Bi}u tvoji najgori strahovi ostvareni i o`ivljeni
Provedi no} unutar kaveza, nau~i}e{ mrziti ruku koja te hrani

Nau~i}u tvoje uvele nerve da se gr~e od bolova, u~ini}u da se osjeti{ `ivim
Kada nema{ ni{ta, nema{ prava na glad ili `e|,
da umire{ od gladi ili pati{ uop{te
Oni koji imaju ono {to ti nema{, okupi}e se okolo da gledaju kako puzi{

Kada tvoje srce po`eli neoprostive zlo~ine, bogohulne kastratima i voajerima
Paradira}e tvojoj sramoti, i pljunu}e ti natrag u lice svu ljubav koju si dr`ao za svetu i ~istu
Kao {to je robu jedino pravo da se buni
Kao {to je lopovu jedino pravo prevara

Kao {to je kurvi jedina osveta prezir

Ako si nevin, nagomila}u dovoljno grijeha

Da kupim Kraljevstvo Osu|enih

I hodam me|u mrtvima

Bore}i se da strgam tvoje ko{mare sa moje otrovane glave
Izda}u te, povredi}u te-bi}u najgori strah koji mo`e{ zamisliti
Provedi no} u ovom kvezu, nau~i}e{ da mrzi{ ruku koja te hrani
Ukra{}u ti srce, ukra{}u ti du{u, ~ak i tvoje nerve
Da bih se mogao osje}ati

`ivim

`ivim

Oni za koje si mislio da su ispod tebe sada stoje nad tobom

Oni za koje si mislio da su iza tebe, sada su ispred

Oni za koje si mislio da ne ~uju sada nisu gluvi za tebe

I o~i za koje mislio da su slijepe sada prate svaka tvoj pokret

Besku}nici }e spavati na toplom ve~eras

Izgladnjeli }e biti nahranjeni ve~eras

Protjerani }e se do}i u obilazak ve~eras
Oni koji nemaju dobi}e svoje ve~eras

Beznade`ni }e imati nade ve~eras, bezvrijedni }e vrijediti ve~eras

Umorni }e se dobro odmoriti ve~eras, Sveti }e spavati u paklu no}as
Prvi }e biti potonji ve~eras,  potonji }e biti prvi

Mo}ni }e ve~eras biti spu{teni nisko

Oni koji nemaju dobi}e NA[E

Ve~eras.

Jebe{ vra}anje u na{e kaveze: IZABERI SVOJ RAJ.
Nemam vi{e gdje spavati

Tako da hodam u no}i

Moje srce jo{ udara, gori sa ovim o~ajnim snovima

Ukra{}u si nevjestu

Iz Zemlje Mrtvih

I gleda}emo iz vode kako tvoj svijet izgara u plamenu
Mi smo le{evi u njihovim voljenim rukama 

Mjese~ari kroz nedo|iju

I kada se probudimo iz snova ne}e ostati jebeno ni~eg

Da li }e{ se usuditi da razbije{ svoje lance

Da osjeti{ `ivot kako lupa u tvoim venama

Nemoj se zadovoljiti ni~im

IZABERI SVOJ RAJ

          9. Evolucija umiru}ih

instrumental

          10. Ja Korin}anima 1:18-29

Kroz konfuziju vidi{ iluziju:
U ovom svijetu, seks i kuga

Bog mi nikada nije rije~ rekao

Tvoja “vje~na du{a”

Reducirana na oboljelo meso
Vodi rasu izme|u zemlje i neba

Odjekuju}a ti{ina odgovara na tvoj pla~

Imam jedno pitanje da ga pitam

Znam da imam samo toliko vremena

Oti|oh u pustinju

Provukoh sebe kroz Pakao

Savih svaki mi{i}, svaki nerv za svrhu
Samo da do|em lice u lice sa:

Svi dobivaju {ta zaslu`e

Svako dobija svoje same pustinje

Svi dobijaju ono {to `ele

Svi }e umrijeti

Bog `eli ne{to patnje, Bog mrzi va{e la`i

Bog melje pod petom kada poku{avate pre`ivjeti

“Tako si  umiren kada si saznao da te Bog voli?”
Prikucan za krst tvoje mr`nje za ovog `ivota

- To je tvoja vjera! Da li se osje}a{ napu{tenim?

Provukao si se kroz Pakazo

Vjerovao svaku rije~, ali u Smrti

Jedino si do{ao lice u lice sa

Sobom.

Kraljevstvo Raja je Meso
Do kraja svijeta i ne dalje

Svaki drhtaj, svaka cvokotava no}

Dok crvi ne do|u da te odnesu ku}i

Kada su tvoji heroji poklani, sve tvoje ljubavi silovane

Svijet sranja – niko se ne izvla~i `iv – nema izlaza
Te{ko je za vjerovati, zar ne-

Da }e{ u smrti biti “spa{en”

Oti|oh u pusitnju, pro|oh kroz Pakao

Imam rastu}u sumnju da nema tajne za re}i

@anji {to si posijao u krvavo crvenom seksu

Smrtokrvna crvena i put od igala

Dok tvoja iluzija udara poslednji klin

Molio si za milost, molio samo da prestane{ ~ekati
(Ali ja sam) Jednom ~ekao povratak glini

Sada preobra`en u vatru ja molim

Ako ni{ta drugo nije ostavljeno za mene

Do uzdizanja u boli
Onda biram da krvarim

Krvarim

Ponovo ro|en, van u pustinji

Hodaj Bo`jim stopama

{apnuta mi je tajna:
Ti{ina sigurna kao Smrt

Oti{ao sam u pustinju

Provukao sebe kroz Pakao

Kucao na Rajska vrata

Samo sam do{ao lice u lice sa

Sobom.

SAMSARA.
Sve {to `eli{, sve pto osje}a{, sve {tp se usudi{ pozeljeti

Nemaj iluzija; ako misli{ slijediti ove `elje
Pati}e{, biti poni`avan, ka kraju uni{ten

Ali da li je bolje odre}i se svega toga

Oti}i tiho u no} samo-poricanja, predaje i  pokoravanja?

Pore}i samom sebi stras, ljubav i mr`nju,

I `ivjeti zaklonjen, obazriv polu`ivot
U kojem se mo`e{ smejati, ali ne ~itavim osmjehom,

I plakati, ali ne svim suzama. 
[ta je oluja rekla

Dobrodo{ao u sveti dan

Ovo je dan kada se sve obistinjuje

Gori}e kao pe}

Kada se usta pakla otvore predamnom, dolazi patnja:

Operi me od mojih ne~isto}a, nau~i me {ta zna~i `eljeti Vi{e

Gdje god se okrenem, prezira~i tijela - prezira~i du{a

An|eli krvare iz njihovih rana, demoni iz moje 

Podsjeti me {ta je na ulogu, goni me dan i no}

U ovoj zaboravljenoj klaoni, Bog je zaboravio ali ja ne

Ja jo{ uvijek ta~no znam {ta `elim

Na ivici ~ovje~anstva, zdravlje i bolest svaka pored mene

Prvi put mogu vidjeti da nisam zna~io ni{ta ni jednom ni drugom…

Vrijeme isti~e iz tebe, sve stvari koje `eli{ su ti neprijatelji

Tvoja pot~injenost  i tvoje "svete la`i", nikada se ne}u pognuti da razumijem

@rtvovali  ste sebe: podigali si svoje hramove do nebesa

I~upali svoje jezike, za{ili svoje o~i

uspeli bolest na tron

`rtvovali meso, sada nije ni{ta ostalo za vas sem kostiju

U jami moralnosti, zdravlje i bolest liju mi sre}u 

Prvi put mogu vidjeti da nisam zna~io ni{ta ni jednom ni drugom…

O~ajan, iznuren na sve na~ine, krvav hljeb je donijela za mene

Nisam imao ni{ta, i Bog mi pomogao, uzeo sam ga dok sam mogao

Kontrola

Prikucan za moje zavjete, do sr`i mojih kostiju

Dok putujem sam ovim putem posutim trnjem

Borim se da izdeljem stazu kroz zaga|enje koje okru`uje

Nesahranjen

Pori~u}i smrt

Nesavijen (nisam se poklonio),

Ritualiziran

Tkivo o`iljka potrgano u trake

Nagri`en sje}anjem, sjedim sam

Razgovor ko`e, govore}i jezicima

Ti

Moj zaklon, moj zlatni kavez, moja jama o~aja

Postaje ritualizovana, postaje ritualnim la`ima

Treba mi sve {to imam da se oslobodim

Da zavr{im kompromise, i da shvatim

Ti }e{ nastaviti da nosi{ svoje tajne

Kroz {ibe psovki i prezira

Do kraja `ivota

Opijum jeftinog uzbu|enja i napla}enog infekcijom 
Na zapadu: dom…

Postaje ritualiziran , postaje ritualne la`i

Treba ti sve {to ima{ da bi se oslobodio

Da bi okon~ao kompromis, i shvatio

Da }e{ nositi svoje tajne

U grob

Nikada nas ne rascjepi

Nikada nas ne slomi

Nikada im ne dopusti da stanu izme|u nas

Nikada to ne odbaci

Pocjepaj nas

Razlomi nas

Pusti ih da se isprije~e izme|u nas

Odbaci sve to

Daleko

ISAAC

No} pada kao giljotina, okre}u se na sebe

Prekrivaju grad slomljenim staklom

Dimom ispunjena dvorana se vrti, meso i du{a su 

Dok moj `ivot zavr{ava ona moli za svoj dio od le{a
Vezani zajedno lancima smrtnosti, na meni je da napravim trampu

Sjebani na njihovim drogama, bolestima, pla~u}i ona dolazi meni

Dok ja sti`em pod najo{trije sje~ivo

Sada moja snaga nestaje, moja uvjerenja su najslabija ikad

Elio, Elio lama sabaschthani dok se agonija produbljuje

Vrisak odjekuje van ove }elije, i kuje moj bijeg

Sahranjena samo}a, odbrojava dane

Opkoljen konfuzijom, dave}i se u zaga|enju

Napa{}u bilo {ta u mom dosegu 

Snaga se poklanja slabosti, gubavcima i pijavicama 

Inficirane vrijednosti ti podu~ava{

Obojena u crno, Boga-gladna, suzna dolazi po mene

Oslu{kuju}i kroz zidove za krajem

Sve tvoje sheme propadaju tako da zabija{ zube u mene
Milost je rije~ koju koristi{ za davanje bolesti meni

Isaac
U svijetu gdje sve smrdi kao cunt (nema u rije~niku)

Polegni u tamu

Nestani
Ovdje, u stomaku demona
Grad poricanja, prijetnje prolaze kao razum

U`egli an|eo milosti gleda odozgo

Moj oreol je kruna od trnja

Tvoja bolest je krst koji nosih

Ali ja se ne}u `rtvovati za tebe

Mi nismo isti

Bog neka bude sa tobom, jer ja ne}u biti

Issac

U Stomaku Demona

Ro}en u samom krevetu neprijateljskom

Ne zna~i to ni{ta meni. Radije bih umro nego `ivjeo u strahu

Otu|i me, isklju~i me: odbaci kao prljav{tinu 

Trampi}u ti la` za la` i zub za zub

Kancer se {iri u i oko tebe

Zakucaj eksere i la`i, pospi so po mojim ranama

Bi}u onaj koji je bacio prvi kamen

Kada an|eli si|u da pokucaju na tvoje prozore

Da potrgaju tvoje ulice, da okrenu tvoj svijet naglava~ke

@ivi{ u strahu

Zar ne…

Ro|en u postelji od eksera ja ne}u, ja ne bih spavao ovdje kad bih mogao
Da se probudim i prona|em si novo po`rtvovanje 

Ti `ivi{ u mraku, `ivi{ u strahu

Ali makar zna{ da pripada{ ovdje

Reci mi da li je je vrijedno jebene cijene

Trampi}u ti la` za la` i zub za zub, oko za oko i istinu za istinu

MOLITVA PIROMANA

U`as - da ne}emo `ivjeti

Mo`da ne}emo (do)`ivjeti

Da vidimo zidove kako padaju izme|u nas

Izme|u nas i svijeta za kojeg se ove pjesme isplakuju

Da `elja - koja jo{ uvijek `ivi - da se natje~e, ozna~ava sramotu na nekim ~elima

Ostane ponuda za mrtve: ne~itljiva, bezna~ajna

A mi }emo biti oblikovani u sve}eni~ke kipove u pozama tvrdoglavosti pred na{im gospodarem

Da lagano i sigurno pjevamo hvalospjev razoru`anog rata, mlake ljubavi

Dakle, da ne izgubimo strast za `ivotom, idemo rizikovati sve {to se mo`e rizikovati

Jer samo budala - samo budala - bi se dr`ala svijeta ovakvog kakav jeste

Ako bih mogao jednom opaliti da prkosim njihovoj snazi, iako bih mogao podnijeti stotinu pogodaka vi{e

Nosio bih modrice kao rubine, a lance kao krunu

I ako bih imao stotinu srca, bacio bi ih sve pred njihove metke

Prije nego {to bih prodao jedno da oni preko njega vladaju

Kako ne bi izgubili `udnju za `ivotom, idemo dati sve {to imamo dati

Jer samo budala bi se dr`ala ovog svijeta

Jesen - li{}e je palo

Zatim, drve}e

Se pretvorila u ograde i tvornice

Sada dolazi sima

Idemo upaliti grijanje

…ali niti vatra niti led ne mogu zadovoljiti njihovu odsutnost

No}i }e biti duge i hladne, sa ti{inom za kakvu niste znali

I drhtat }e{ u njoj, vikati na nju, ali zamotat }e te u svoju pau~inu

Mo`da }e{ uko~eno gledati u tu prazninu, dok ona ne po~ne gledati u tebe

Ne}e{ ni{ta vidjeti - samo }e te zamotati u svoju pau~inu

Blagoslovljene su materice koje su jalove

Blagoslovljene su grane bez ploda

Blagoslovljene su rijeke koje su se isu{ile

Jer do{li smo do kraja svijeta

Umrijeti

Umri - umri i postani - nestani, pusti i budi gotov

Sa svim tim zamr{enim lancima, koji te vezuju za la`ne nade, ukamenjeno

Ako ove godine jo{ uvjek ~ekaju na one koji }e biti jo{ nemilosrdniji od povijesti

Zapaliti pljevu i dovr{iti, u~initi da polja ponovo budu plodna

Onda razbi - razbi

Otvori - otvori i posegni

I izvuci `ivce da odsvira{ pjesmu na tim zategnutim `icama

Kakvu ovaj svijet jo{ nije ~uo

Neka bude elegija, himna ili ples, bljuvotina ili suze, neka izazove snijeg ili kiselu ki{u

Ljeto koje potpaljuje ljetinu, ili ledeno doba, koje, kad se otapa cvjeta u grimiznu bol

Radost ili smrt, sjaj ili r|a, poplava ili su{a koja pretvara d`ungle u koru

To nje`no milovanje, koje ko`a pri`eljkuje

Ili suzavac za udisanje i tanjur za razbijanje

Uzbuna ustanka, ti{ina usmraka ili sirene koje najavljuju kob za sve

Trijumf gubitnika koji su se borili do kraja, ili o~aj ostavljenog sna

Ti{ina i prostor - glad koja dolazi - trenutne vje~nosti

Tragovi pepela koji ostaju od strasti i ljutnje

Nepokretne zvijezde iznad na{ih lutaju}ih puteva

Kao mjesec koji mi~e okeane tako bi i mi mogli pomicati planine

Kao kometi koji padaju na zemlju mogla bi nestajati carstva

Kao {to se staro sunce ne pretvara u pra{inu nego eksplodira

Idemo ukrasti vatru platiti za to `ivotom ako treba

Jer ako je sav svijet Bo`ji i ~ovjek samo igra~ka u rukama prirodnih zakona

Za{to onda ne razru{iti sve i kroz uni{tenje razviti jedra na jednom posu|enom krilu

Sve osim onoga {to nam je poznato

Zapoaliti {ibicu, udahnuti - do{ao je ~as

Plesati ples otpora i nau~iti svezane jezike kako se pjeva

Ovo je kraj kalendara, Posljednje Oslobo|enje

Oko tebe i u tebi, nasilje kojeg te je strah - bio za njega ili protiv,ve} je ovdje

Od njega je napravljeno u`e koje te ve`e za tlo - sagradilo je ove zidove

IDEMO IH SPALITI!



�Ta~ka koja le`i suprotno od zenita a nalazi sena donjoj nevidljivoj polovini nebeskog svoda) 











