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Cymru                                       (3.09 minutes) 
In meadows and paths, in white specks on the green 
indeed, the universal truth hides; 
lays deep in its sleep, within fertile brown sheets, 
remains unshaken in its tranquil, sacred time. 

Serene and joyful are the cries. 
pooled in with rain tears fall from the sky
on the trees immersed in whispering chats, 
and birds that lie…
In their fallacies my years are all counted, 
and already done by. 

Around oaks and pines the shade goes clock-wise. 
Perhaps the birds never lied? 
The outline of stems and rough, ancient trunks
belatedly float in the dark of the past. 

My chestnut tree, in its present wake, 
has already been covered by stars:
among those names in the sky – 
some to be born, some to die –
was mine awaiting its chance. 

The specks run and jump; how joyful are the plays: 
kneel down, take rest and repeat all forever the same. 
The Sun promenades, moved by evil hands, 
the Moon makes haste, sewing its veil
embroidered in names golden glimpses of many – 
the night’s needle never rests. 

If my eyes were to gaze into the falling sky, 
they would reflect a mirage of a soulful sight. 
I would outstretch my hands with offering palms
in hopes to catch the dying stars. 
I would like to become one of the specks, 
the ones shining above in the embroidered veil, 
or the ones chasing the quiet in their own repeated game
in pebbled paths and pastoring green lakes. 

How long will it take for the truth to sprout?
The heart dreams of reaping the uprooted wisdom.
To dig, or not to dig? Is the question of mine, 
for my roots are buried much deeper. 

I hear chirping in the early glimmers of sun, 
in the raindrops that hide the whole world inside. 
I have nursed a cuckoo in the nest of my heart, 
now all birds sound exactly like one. 

To set free the cuckoo from my heart, 
or to leave it encaged for my own blessing? 
I will leave just one little feather perhaps, 
And a nest full of empty places. 





A Double-Decker Bus…              (2.36 minutes)

I stand hand-in-hand with my aimless afternoon; 
umbrella-heads bounce away in their own rainy blues, 
as many of feet tap-dance in mirrored pools. 
The empty half-hour presses on those at the stop. 
While the scene takes its loops, 
I stand chilled and wet like a dog. 

The impatient heads turn: to the right, to the road, 
to concrete rivers with yellow ribbons across.
In a black bin, on the other side of the road,
a crooked wooden hand sends an SOS to the world, 
abandoned in the smelly garbage void. 
The umbrella was greeted by the storm. 

My head impatiently turns: to the right, to the road. 
In all rebelliousness I try to cross the yellow line
but here it comes, here it arrives! 
With its shine of street lights standing tall in the dark, 
with its opportunities of a painfully new life, 
redeeming all souls in its red, glimmering sight… 
A double-decker squeezed into a cocoon of a town. 

“And if the double-decker bus…” says a male voice from above, 
sending my thoughts to those busy city flows. 
The yellow lines say “do not cross”, 
and I oblige to the rules of my rational thinking, 
though it would be great if the ten-ton truck came. 

My feet start to tap-dance, my head gently rocks. 
Who knew I would be so glad to see a two-story vehicle on a boring road: 
four wheels, a driver and seats by windows covered in fog – 
a refreshing sight for my eyes so sore. 
I tip-toe to the second floor, my heart is about to throw itself out on the road, 
I am on the top! Mom, I finally made it! 
I resisted the urge to call. 
Double-decker, please take me home.




Fever                            (2.30 minutes)
In a fever dream I forever float, 
through nights without sleep, on a silver boat
along the reminiscent rivers
running wide like long lines of riddles, 
formed into clusters of my visions
they pass me by as I float and float…
One by one they pass my boat, 
as I drown in a dream so vivid. 

As I float I see the walls,
a chatter bounces off my iron floating ground,
voices swim by, across and above.
My heart rings, the ears open 
for a person who heard a scattering of chatter
these sounds sing the orchestra of my tones.

I warmed to the feeling 
of being lost in details covered by the morning frost, 
to auburn carpets burying my rising youth
that seeps through the ground, and in spring always sprouts, 
cherished by summer's sun
	- For I will be reborn 
as a child…
With stretching time to think, my thoughts lifted 
to lanterns I will set up in the skies 
that will shine and guide
Back 
to the place where my feet knew how to walk
Back 
to where my words had some worth
Back 
to where the stars reminded me of others before
Back 
to the place I can still call my home.

And in a fever I will continue to float, 
through endless nights without sleep, on my silver boat, 
along the rivers, clusters of my visions, 
and they will pass me by as I float and float, 
one by one they will pass my boat, 
as I will be drowning in this vivid dream. 



Oh, But Tell Me, How Is It Holy?              (2.15 minutes)

One foot is down…
I shall not see,
Thus my heart is still in pain
It wanders, soaked, in people’s sorrows
For everyone to feel the acute, stinging mourning
For Peace, for Freedom and for me. 

Oh, but please, tell me, how is it ever holy
If one is blamed for deeds that he did not commit, 
While the ones to blame pollute consciousness’s
Of literature and culture being so unique it is ought to be honoured, 
No matter how sinful their deeds must be…
Is it all that we came to be?

In agony and cries I lay awake at night, 
I dream of my blood being stopped from spilling
For one sword executes the heart of millions, 
While those, deprived of minds, 
Still dine and wine in a company of chained freedom, 
Right by the side of the pure, eternal evil, 
Dreaming of heaven’s bright forgiveness 
When their wine tastes of 
Blood from millions. 

How come that rules can just be broken, 
By an arm covered in golden watches
Constantly counting the time and days
Of tyranny that was supposed to be stopped that deafening morning.
As the watches scream he grasps for more, 
For there is not enough of blood coated possessions. 
Greediness kills, as God himself stated, 
And I hope it befalls him in honour of my people
Who lost their home and hope, 
Their love and freedom, 
And days of living in the fallen garden of Eden
Though even his death would not make our hope return. 

(9.9 minutes in total) 
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