From the top

The cleft prism of language:

Apparitions, empty enlightenments, graceful

Markings of invisible

Entities. From the top, because the brain

Sits at the body’s pinnacle.

And the stars suggest orbits.

And yet universal gravity does affect the brain.

Turn to me, you skeleton of medieval scripture. 

Kick your skull forth, like a goalkeeper. 

Those, who pass behind my back, the very moment

I am busy writing, be lost. Be 

possessed by stifling damp. 

Fury is the only morality

Left when ideals disintegrate

In times of ill-evolved class ethic.

The norm is as stale as ancient bread.

I have seen those didactic layabouts.

I have seen them from the point of view

Of the bogs.

I see language from the point of view

Of the bogs. 

These walls soaked with the piss of pretenders.

Through these walls I decode the stink from the top.

I read from the top and kick it out, like a goalkeeper. 

Ten skeletons are playing out the end game.

The sun has been thrown in, but no goal.

For variety’s sake, let’s use the night for a goal.

Just to illuminate the landscape.

Landscape left behind by smoky shadows.

Nothing gets through to the night,

Poems pile in like corpses in mass graves.

Corpses like sardines in tins for a few pence.

Gravity pulls me from a mass grave

And I walk on, and on, like a lunatic, towards the computa’,

Just to write another disintegrating poem,

Which will be covered by critics, by smokescreens of reviews

And someone will have to inhale the fallout,

Someone will decide to cross themselves
With a violet hand and they will fall

Into a lime-filled hole; in a giant department store,

Franchised by the System, I feel like I am

In a mass grave.

Nothing gets out or through the goal.

Please supply a cute definition of things, will it suffice?

Apologies for the hammering of the computa’ keyboard, 

You cannot sleep, my love, 

I’m not sure if I’m expressing myself in decent forms.

I’m not sure if I’m conducting you in decent forms 

(I have always received decent enough grades).

It’s silly to once again admit. 

I am held back by my own organism.

I am limited by the language at my disposal.

Acts are insufficient. Acts are static.

Acts produce stunted numbers. Webs of numbers. 

Strands of numbers. Fucking  numbers. 

Very well, I will drink your water, will sit and no

Longer speak of the self, mistakes will make up

For themselves, for

I will engage the spell-check programmed by the System.

Ezra Pound will scribble four hundred lines and turn

In his grave. Just to keep his composure. 

Just to keep on course., 

Only just not to stray from the orbit, all, just

Not to fall out of line, not to have a throw-in,

To keep to the surface of the self, and look, 

So as not to lose oneself in oneself, to

Not drown oneself in the shade, not move back

Too far. 

Stop. Stop. Stop. 

The ball is in our hands. The ball. Ball.

People. X-rayed. Skeletons. Lined-up

Skeletons. Attacking formations of skeletons. Clearly

Dynamic attacking skeleton approach, down the wings. 

I know it all, but not if it can be put into practice.   

A few thousand such skeletons lie in the ground and

Nobody wants to own up. Just how endowed Great

Britain is in OAP’s! So many OAP’s!

But what about back home?

Everything underground.

All our treasures underground. 

Coal underground. Zinc underground. 

Copper underground. Sulphur underground. 

People underground. 

In rows. 

Under the ground. 

And we the living corpses.

Who have lost our tongues

From excessive efforts

To keep everything in line.

Ultraviolet and infrared rays of literature 

Are useless now, as are the results of the scans.

Now oral terrorism makes itself known:

Heavy Mental.

Heavy Mental.
Heavy Mental.
Goat Horns

There once was goat hole, now there are goat horns. 

All the patients led up the garden path;

I’ll try to recollect. Insanity begins

From the thought out of which

There is no escape. 

There are no words, not in the shade of speech

And rest, no Word capable of

Cuddling the torn head, no Word

To guarantee a return to applied 

Logic; no trick of Polish speech will

Come to the rescue, no phrase will soothe.

No other Word will jump start the gears. 

Goat horns are also a crib, filled with hay and xxx

I also wrote crib, which is also correct.

A lack of choice in an excess of offers.

Another version of insanity. When did
Insanity appear in the history of mankind?

When did the first thought occur?

We know the example of Dunajewski

And the sza as the first Word. 

The word defining woman.

Glory to Dunajewski. On your knees. 

The goat belonging to Satan 666.

The one from the cover of the Old Bible.

Or the goat ridden by a skeleton. 

Can’t recall. 

Dimmed etchings.

Goat’s arse turned on its head. Tornado-like.

A tornado of fermented air.

Thoughts ticking like the mechanism in The Cube.

Beyond the manageable exists a vacuum

Equal to that of outer space. 

What is the relationship between thought and outer space?

That between thought and Word is easy enough to assess. 

Word as pre-real micro-multifaceted shape

Trembling in a pan-galactic structure

Of Logos. Sounds sweet, but does

Not explain everything: why Word

For man, if the societies of

Ants and termites are superior?

Language as a xxx corruption of existence?

Language as a weapon of mass domination.

Language as manifestation of perversion.

Perversion as Word. Impoverished.

There’s no way out of language. 

Pass

Set up to shoot, or to pass? Or maybe

Set up straight off to get off, 

Get off work? Maybe get slower,

Set up to quit one’s own style of

Writing applications, reports, poems and letters?

Set free from the anchors of one’s tongue, to

Sail free, so ad hoc, across the ocean

Of dream, suspending a floating bottle,

Inside it a note with sapphire,

Washed out traces of ink, stains,

Remnants of sense, in a billion year old

Layer of archaeology (let’s stop,

Let’s agree on this garden belonging to O. Miloš,

Where all that will remain of us is moss, xxx 

Or something there, something beyond my memory),

The unpublished bottle will be unveiled

With its inky traces, and nobody will be able to decode

The rich past of existences from 

A billion years ago; language is the past, 

So to say, contradictorily

Assuming, comparing, enlarging, 

Altering plains, interrupting

With ever newer solutions. The only

Able act, so it would seem

Following this rally across the crossroads

Of logic and vision, is to clutch at razorblade straws – 

Mysteries: and tremble in vigorous tension. And

Then set oneself to writing, as if to

Shoot, checking the clip first. 

The piece of paper has its own plateau.

And I must depart.

I can hear the sound of a tree falling. 

