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Daisy valley
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Lightning and rose, try of mine
to a good friend

I stare faintly into crowds, deep down into roach holes. 
Herds of cockroaches. They just go and go, forward without 
persistent thoughts, awareness of self. They live through 
everything. Cockroach can lose one of its legs, ramble in the 
unfamiliar. It doesn’t stock its food. Roaches had future, will. 
I don’t think I have any.

I peer into mirrors, expecting. Endless hoards of papers 
are ladies of my time. Hours, months, witching days. I have 
morbidly obese feelings – they can’t even walk on their own. 
They shan’t fit into any thoughts.

You always mention daisies, you must like them very much. 
I wonder whether you struggle to cut your nails because they 
are really long on your dominant hand and short on the other 
one. You stand nigh mirrors summoning a flow of words. 
Words oscillating gently as in rye. Nightly mirrors and sleepless 
slumbers. Poems of nonsense and reveries of being. One day 
I shall fall into better darkness of pens and ink. I shall drown 
in written words doing what I love, resurrecting as a roach in 
a qualmless flight...


	Cover
	Title page
	Copyright
	Contents
	Daisy valley
	Lightning and rose, try of mine
	Love
	Meadow lullaby: The land of silence
	New poem
	Reaching of eternal life
	Ashes
	Prescribtion of bleak rooms
	Gymnastics
	Don’t try
	Delusions of an unknown fever
	Nobody wants to dance
	Liquor stores
	What raindrops do not understand
	White hearts, my heart seems to dance on piano keys
	Early poems selection (2017 – 2019)
	See the shattering smoke
	Loss
	Desks and pipe finches
	You are going to forget
	The sight on pedestrian bridge
	Barefoot days, I wish I would have never turned eighteen
	Boys on the hill
	Stars‘ tale of bohemian spring
	Touch, poetry of extracted teeth
	The pile of rage and sorrow
	Holy virgin
	Girls who climb the highest trees
	Of two sisters and Soap
	Fool, the nun of brief visitation
	The arrival of a priest
	Burial
	New emotional famine, raw
	Ashtray beach and Rochester’s insane wife
	Losers like you, Flo, have always the best lives in case they live up to adulthood
	Fourteen or fifteen
	Charles Bukowski told me about bee’s death
	We all know I’m dying
	Clean substance
	The arms of my own
	Wrong egg
	Negative inversion
	Margin
	People have forgotten
	Eternal Hills
	Boxed wine
	Simone
	Slowburn
	Skinny Maria
	Maybe there is a teakettle floating in the universe and we don’t know about it
	Beans
	The leaves fall on the back of her grave
	Never shall I be forgiven my deceit that revealed my blackened heart
	Purple heart, color of gods
	Psychosis
	Motels
	Swelling, wander to the seizer and lighter of my soul
	Heretofore
	Process
	Pretend to pray
	Copyright



