14/9/01

Ohh my pitty
Ohh my pitty . How sorry can one feel for one’s self? Sorry he’s not home , sorry he’s in jail , sorry he’s in THIS jail , sory he can’t talk on the phone , sorry he’s got NO girlfriend , sorry of his own uncertainty , sorry for the fate of the third world , sorry for the fate of the “free” world , his brother , his friends.

            So sorry he’s blind , 

                      So sorry he’s sick.

(surprisingly , that made me feel better)

