CLOCKWORK DOLL

With even more than this ah yes

With even more than this 
it is possible to stay silent

***

it is possible long hours 

with looking like Death looks, motionless

to stare at smoke of cigarettes 

to look at the shape of cup stains
at a flower with no colour, at a carpet

at an imaginary line , at a wall

with blank eyes

***

it is possible with dry grasp

to open the curtain to one side and see

the rain falls

a child with coloured kite 

standing on the roof,

an old man and  rotten wagon from empty square 

leaving with a hurry to many cheers

it is possible to stay in one place

behind the curtain, 
but blind, but deaf

***

With even more than this 

it is possible 

it is possible to cry out
with fake hard voice, 
hard strange, ‘I love’
it is possible in the arm of a overpowering man 

to be a nice and healthy woman
with soft hair

with a breasts like a tablecloth

it is possible to dirty the beautiful love 
with drunk, insane, rude men
***

it is not possible to comprehend 
all puzzles of life,
amazing cargo 
empty boxes of crossword.

Possible to rest meek 

In front the big fabrication of a God

in packed halls of mosques. 

possible be at always abandoned
like a zero at the end of arithmetic accounts.

***

possible to hide, to disguise,

possible even to run away.

Possible to turn into a clockwork doll:

look not see,
smile not experience,
tread not move,
slumber not dream,

And with each useless stroke of stranger hand 

meaninglessly say:

“Oh, I am so happy!”
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