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Sheep

It all began with clouds in the sky.

We used to call them sheep, horses..

Me and my friend,

Every other object.

Same sync.

How would | walk?

When there was no friction?
It was an awkward tense.
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Darsi

| do not like sex much these days

My body itches

But you set me in the mood

My sweet heaven

You get my bitch neurons activated

And | want to make love to you for hours

| get lazy to take off my pants with other guys

Come and do me

Once

Twice

Forever

Oh stay forever inside me

| have made love to your photo
All these months

But tonight you were real

Oh

Your kiss sweeter than honey

| did not want it to end

| love you
| am yours.
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Calmed down

| am calmed down this morning

Like a little baby after drinking milk from its mother breasts
It is all because | met you yesterday

It was a moment of silence and relax

A sweet island out of this gray blurr

| am going through these days

And you made me write again

| feel calm this morning

With your presence

With its exquisite allure.
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Dance in the dark

No matter what | did
| wanted to dance in the dark.
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Humanity

Humanity might get wiped out of the surface of earth.
And nature wouldn't care.

It is in its kind to go.

Undisturbed!

Uncaring!

For the infant that helplessly relies on her.

For nature nothing ever begins.

Ever ends!

Ever exists!

Page 17/291



cNypoete-cfie B

Anthology of amethyste

Waiting

check the phone

No message from you
And | wait

| wait

For a vibe

For some color

On these deserted days of mine.
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| do

| remember how we kissed
down there in the street

| remember | did bite your lip
and | lightly touched your dick.
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Jasmine

Every night | go to the window to look at
The little bud that grows each day.
Today it's white like silk.

Jasmine is expecting to bloom.

| can not wait for daylight.

In the morning, | look to see if it's awake.
The bloom gives a small tremble of joy.

It knows | dreamt, wrapped in silk sheets.
The white Goddess flower opens wide.

| am softly hugged by its fragrance.
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The boy in the bus

| was standing in the end of the bus;
Sitting on my chair amidst people;
Then a boy entered in the bus;

He was out of the blue;

Light blue jeans.

Light shirt;

An enhanced belt;

All the focus in this boy was in his belt;
All'l could think,

In my head,

At the moment,

Was to remove that belt;

And | said to myself,

This boy really must be gracious,
Out of the blue,

In the middle of the fog.

...Without a word or a look at me;

| just want to remove that belt now;
And have him hard;

A blue perfume, strong;
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| miss you

| had a secret to share with you
How you would smile

And say

You silly

But you are not

The cold death took over you
And | talk to the wall.
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New worlds

| want a new world today

| want to see and explore it
As | have fun

In the discovery Tm.
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Ocean

Amethyste & Jimusic

| wear my
bath costume
And | surf by the ocean

Devoted
| never

miss a day.

He, in his
everyday dream
Hovers over

the beach

Moved by

her daily dedication
Wishing he

could surf.
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Almond seed

Seeing the almond seed,

How it had grown.

What it looked at her?

A little leg...

She would feel surprised.

Before just an object and now?

It was a living being!

Either it had always been a living being?
Either it was not a living being now?
She gazed and gazed at the little leg,
It was a matter of time.

It would become a greenish silhouette,
In flocks and branches.
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Picking up seashells

Now | am taking a walk along the shore;
| can see the blue sky and the sun
Painting a golden haze over the water;

| can smell the fresh air;

It is always different when you smell along the shore;
The sand is smooth and | can sense it
Cuddling my feet;

There is a Tip Toe ? Sand Affair

As | walk and leave footprints behind me;
| see a seashell;

| bend and pick it up;

It is white with some creamy lines;

| enjoy its smooth surface,

In the tip of my finger;

| am taking it with me today;

In fact | am here just for them;

They are small,

They are elegant,

They come once in a while with the tide
And | enjoy picking them up;

In fact there are times,

| wait for days to pick one of them;

It takes long,

But when | have the seashell in my hand
| enjoy it;

It is like sniffing the perfume,

| enjoy most

Or splashing earth color in the palette;
Some days,

| wait for days,

To pick up a seashell

But when | do, it is worth the time;
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Nude

She left home early;

After two hours,

She had to go to the studio

Of her friend, who was a painter

And who was going to make a portrait of her;
She thought:

There was sunlight

And it was the perfect day to lay on the beach
Which was much nearby her house;

As soon as she arrived there

She took off all her clothes

And nude laid on the sand;

Her full breasts and pubic hair

Glittered under the sunshine;

One passerby,

That was walking nearby,

Stopped as soon as he saw her;

He went to a place nearby,

A quiet corner

Where his looks would not disturb her

And sat in order to look at her;

Two men that were laying on the beach nearby.
Somehow altered the tones.

And speed of their conversation.

And time after time took a look,

At her blossomed body;

Quietly and gently not to disturb her;

The same with two men,

That were standing at the shore;

Time after time they would turn their heads
And admire the nude that was standing,
Still enjoying the rays of the sun;

As time went by,

Page 27/291



d@mdm ().2. Anthology of amethyste

A lot of people that were passing by,
Would slightly turn their heads

And look at her breasts,

Her pubic hair,

Her thighs;

It all went on for two hours.

And then she began to wear her clothes.
And headed to the studio of her friend;
She had promised to pose nude for him.
And she was getting a bit late this time;
She walked for twenty minutes.

And then as soon as she entered

She took off her clothes.

Leaving them at the chair.

And lay on the bed;

Her friend in appetite and content

Just as before a good meal

Began his drawing;
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Violets

| read your poem

| got my satisfaction

| gathered some humid leafs
And violets

Blossoming there in your head.
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| miss you

| can not think of you without a smile
| wait for your call

But in vain

You are nowhere to be found.
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Jasmine

Jasmine is a little heavenly creature

It has got a softness in the hand,

That charms at any cost

Those little beautiful white angles,

In the little white flowers,

A cuddling architecture.

And then as you put it on

And expect an white angel...

Cuddling!

And long legged,

You sense that dark wood,

That comes from the depths of earth.
As of petrichor,

Trunks,

In the depths of the forest.

It would be amazing to be like jasmine.
A dual entity.

Smoking and evaporating from one world to another.
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The plum tree and the boy

In the center of the city,

There was a plum tree

Whose flowers were in bloom;

White and rose

They attracted the attention

Of whoever walked by;

In the morning a girl,

That was walking by the tree,

Took her camera and began to make photos;
Later on a mother with her child,

Was passing by

And her child was pointing at the tree;
The mother took the child in her arms
And he began taking

Some flowers from the plum tree;
Any passerby that passed by.

The plum tree turned their heads

And looked

At its white and rose flowers;

In the middle of the day,

A young couple stopped

And sat by the plum tree;

The boy took some little flowers

From the tree,

With care not to harm the tree.

And gave the flowers to the girl,

Who was sitting,

Admiring the beauty of the plum tree;
Time after time

Would be heard voices,

Of the people who seeing.

The plum tree would say to each other:
»Look this plum tree is in bloom now!»
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«Look isn't it beautifull?»

Page 33/291



d@mdm ().2. Anthology of amethyste

Awkward

| could see him awkward,

As he tried to walk her space,

Give suggestions

And results.

After all it had always been her home,
Even she did get confused on drawers,
And cupboards sometimes.

Imagine then him:

Yet!

| could see him...

Useless!

Out of touch!

Claim to know something he had never touched...
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Jasmine

Jasmine is a little heavenly creature

It has got a softness in the hand,

That charms at any cost

Those little beautiful white angles,

In the little white flowers,

A cuddling architecture.

And then as you put it on

And expect an white angel...

Cuddling!

And long legged,

You sense that dark wood,

That comes from the depths of earth.

As of petrichor,

Trunks,

In the depths of the forest.

It would be amazing to be like jasmine.

A dual entity.

Smoking and evaporating from one world to another.
The sweetest of angels, for some who see
Accepts and gifts a complete comfort,
Overcoming resistance that may be offered

If your eyes are weak, use the looking glass,

To see the barely bearably beauty of the petals,
They embrace you so as you melt there in joy.
Wrapped in this near-ecstasy

Give yourself fully to this pure lovely whiteness...
Fully, mutually, lovingly embraced!

Standing tall and joyously,

You do not fear the deep, dark moss of the wood,
You feel the full gentle power of our Mother.

It's more than a smell,

Coming from beneath, above and all around you,
You're truly home here in this deep green place.
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We can almost be there as mortal angels.
Free ourselves to be there too as we are here, now.
Vaporous yet complete,

Whole, free to go any or everywhere as we please.
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Genuine

| do not want to surprise you in a poem
| am not an entertainer

Call me a bad writer even

| express my thoughts

in paper

and if they are boring it is ok

they are genuine

and mine.
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Love

| welcome the cold freeze on my skin, it keeps me safe!
Yet | lust longingly for Warmth of the Sun!

For relief from the drear of my long lonely nights.

The warm breeze reminds me of love.

The Jasmine and Lupine gently increase my desire.
I've suppressed my longing for this sacred scent.

All below me, 100 generations touch my heart.

And teach stillness and contentment in the now.
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To stare

| stare long at every face

That looks like you

Your are a mirage

| come towards you

Your body is a dejavu

Of warmth

Oh to touch it

Oh to have you mine.
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Night

The seduction of a feel,
Of a flower,

Of deep night.
When

| think of catching the spirit,
Of the

Night.

Over there

On the

Palm

Over the stairs.
If i could catch
That

Slump

Into a gaze.
Encryption
And

Putitina
Vase...

Bottle...
Paper...
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You

2 seconds after | left you
In the street

| began missing you.
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You

| met you today

And you wrap me up
Like a warm scarf
As | take this walk
Late this night.
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Poem

You are the smile on my lip
You are the verse on the paper
| panick not to loose your number

There will be no poetries anymore.
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Night

The seduction of a feel,
Of a flower,

Of deep night.
When

| think of catching the spirit,
Of the

Night.

Over there

On the

Palm

Over the stairs.
If i could catch
That

Slump

Into a gaze.
Encryption
And

Putitina
Vase...

Bottle...
Paper...

The touch, so deeply desirable,
The bloom is opened,
Especially in the kind dark.
Reaching

For the comfort of this living ghost,
That

Warms the evening.

My view is

Of the

Arching branch

Sheltering the walkway.
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With

Graceful sway

It enlivens my spirit.
Few, perhaps only one
Feel

The sensuous art

Of phrase...

Of hand...

Thought convoyed by eyes only...
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Hush

Hush
Look
Mud can talk.
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Work

He entered and came next to me;
They had decided the roles;

He was the supervisor

| was the employee;

«Why are you sitting?»

He said to me.

«| have been standing for 8 hours straight!»
My legs are hurting;

| thought to sit for a few moments;
Now there is nobody in the building.
Therefore | have no client,
Whatever;

So there is nothing | can do.

«How can you say,

There is nobody in the building,
While | am here?»

«If there is nobody in the building,
You have to go to stand up for me!»
| stood up;

As he went away

And sat comfortably in his office;

A clown in a costume, probably chatting online;
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Earthquake

Some slight movement of the bed,
At night,

And | suddenly become alert;

Is it shaking?

Is it an earthquake?

| stop and stare,

But nothing moves anymore;

It might have been an illusive perception,
Or | have caused the movement
Of the bed,

| have never had

These kind of perceptions,

In my head before.

But we have had two earthquakes.
And even though,

The earthquakes have ended.
Memory remains;

Memory never leaves you;

Page 48/291



%de ().2, Anthology of amethyste

Leopard

He is sleeping.

And | have taken time

To watch and enjoy him;

He is wearing a white undershirt,
That shows his white arms

And smooth skin;

The line of his muscles,

Play with the light.

And | can not but fix my eyes

On his strength coming out

And evaporating in the room;

A handsome flexible animal.
Designed to be fast and effective;
A beautiful leopard.

Fleeing over the green heaven;
This is he,

With his long and large muscles
On his legs

And arms;

With his strong and flexible spine;
He is my lover,

Companion, exotic animal.

Inspired by no one but his own strength and exuberance;
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My boyfriend's cat

As i woke up in the morning,

My boyfriend's cat

Entered in the room;

She did not know me well yet.

So | kept calling at her

To come nearby

As | was laying;

Reluctant in the beginning.

Finally she gave in

And hopped in the bed,;

She came nearby

And with her chin

Touched my face,

And kept on rubbing my cheek;
«This is the code of this little alien to say hi!»
| said to myself;

«Why does she do it?»

| often wonder about these things;
Later on, we went away from his house.
As he accompanied me to my work;
When we were separating,

| went nearby my lover,

And with my face

Touched his face;

All of a sudden?

| was reminded of the little alien

Of the morning;

| am doing the same thing.

And yes, it is not helping me,

To understand:

Why? or How?

Silently | headed on towards my workplace;
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Sophie

Sophie and her family
Had once found
Two sicklish cub lionesses
In the forest.
And had decided to take them home;

They had a big garden.
So her father and she
Had decided to keep them;

The lionesses
Not only turned up healthy
But they even made cubs;

Sophie would go
And spend time with them
Regularly;

One day when she walked
Outside in the garden
And found the cubs reading the bible;

She got surprised;
«They are reading the bible?»
«My father has made them read the bible!»

«He certainly has got sense of humor!»
She thought to herself;

«What a prank!»

She made her way in the main road;
Meanwhile one of the cubs whispered to the other
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Something about sin and eternal life;

«Just imagine the surprise of the lionesses,
When they see them.»
She said to herself;

She had walked for a while,
But then decided,
That she would take the book away from them;

But when she returned,

She already found them chewing
And biting on the book;
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Nothing

He asked me what | had been doing.

| had been writing two books of poetry. But since | could not sell them and they were not making
money | said what he could understand. | said nothing.
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Sleeping with you

like to do it with you

Sleeping with you

Is like honey that melts in the mouth.
Suddenly all my desire for sex returns.
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Destina

| love our sweet little talks

| love your warm voice
your witty mind

when you have got a friend
you have got the world.
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Strange dream

In the middle of the night,

| got up thirsty.

And | went to the kitchen

To drink a glass of water;

lit was 2 o'clock

And everybody was sleeping,

But the television was on;

| got surprised;

| remembered very well

| had turned it off before;

As | headed towards it

To turn it off

| saw it was not playing a regular program;
It had a snapshot of a photo
And played it on;

There were black letters

On a white background,;
This is what it wrote:

«| hate you!»

«l want to see you weak and brittle!»
«| want to see you crawl!»

lo instead of turning it off,

| grabbed it and threw it from the fifth floor;
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God

She entered the big building;

A big hall,

Big shining lamps,

Big glass windows,

That revealed the green flocks of trees outside;

Walking in the hall
She knew that inside,
There stood God:;

She headed towards him;
A white small table,

A white chair

Where God was sitting;

As soon as she saw him,
He was talking to her;

But it was in low voice.
So she kept asking to him
To speak louder;

Then she thought,

She understood something,
But was not sure,

What he said.

So she asked him to repeat;

He did not;

And somehow she understood,

That God was not speaking in english;
She was hearing the words,

He would say

And they sounded dry,
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Without shape and form;

She thought:

«That could not be a language at all'»
She could not imagine

A language sounding like that;

It was obvious:

She could not understand God;

But what made a lasting impression to her,
Was that even god

Could not understand her!

He would not raise his voice,

She asked him to do so;
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Cracks

Listen to this head as it cracks in the weight of my thoughts ants are passing all over and | am but a
corpse running around dragging a body today

did I have a bad day or am | just being neurotic or is it both.
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Mess

| wish | were not psychotic not to have this brain with a thousand weird functioning circuits with a
fantasy of its own

so | would be left alone from the society that uninvited steps in my door that goes and decides what
is best for me

| met three today | never asked them for a coffee | never wanted to hang out with them today but
they shouted and screamed what | did not want to hear that | can not care of my son.

Ridiculous Gods

In clown clothes scared of a different member.
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Ranks

In a world where we weigh by ranks in the society
The richer the better

| am trying to see my self

For all that weighs in my inner me

But at times

It is hard

| have hard time visualising myself.
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Blue day

A blue day today

But | wrote a couple of verses

And | feel a bit better

As if | met a good friend

And | lost some tension off of these crumpled muscles.
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Boy

You are handsome boy
Sitting with her

In front of me

Light plays well

And gets drunk on your edges

| want my son to grow up as you
In the meantime

| like to see you

Get a little bit drunk

On your cappricios

And shining face.
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Damn

People want from you

they want you to be talkative
they want you to be rich

they want you to be beautiful
when | just feel like being boring
Damn them and their long list.
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Muse

My delightful muse oh how much I love you you make me feel good you make me high you are my
friend when | am alone you sit there in the table and compliment my hair and kiss my cheeks and
make love to me for hours

my delightful muse I love you with all my heart this is not an impossible love | say in tears | am yours
and you are mine

This is a letter from your little baby that grows in you.
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City

| wished | met a boy in the city
Where | could share my problems
And still be called legit.
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| love you

| love you

And | can not believe | get to meet you
To touch you

To kiss you

You are too beautiful to be true

But here | am

Singing songs to the sun
Every time you write to me.
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Intrusive thoughts

We were standing nearby the sea
...Drinking;

It was night.

And | had traveled from my city
To meet my cousin;

It had not been a happy decision,
It was simply an intrusive decision,
Of a devastated psyche,

Caught by a mental breakdown;

But there was this thing with this state
...It would somehow give you those outs,
Cuts!

Changes of routine!

That apart from the painful melody.

...Had the artistic touch,

The dark tunnels,

The unseen objects

...You would have not seen in a normal state;

So feeling very bad,
| had just taken the bus
And to be somewhere else.

...The first thought

Had been my cousin,

That lived nearby the sea,;

The thing about the place we were in,
Was that it was made of a high,
Gigantic, metallic construction,

As if a city was being built nearby.
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...It went well with the dark sky,
And the dark and harsh sounds of the waves;

There were psychedelic lights all around
And it went well with my state.

...Cosmo-Being caught in a Cosmo-Body,
Bleeding and spinning around;

He would say a couple of things,
And | would answer
... was small,

Stood just as a dot,

In front of a building

Which was too expansive,

And took too much place and was undoing me;
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Oulu

As | stood in the car,

Traveling from the airport to Oulu,
| could hear the radio,

Where the speaker

Was speaking in finnish;

| could not but notice that foreign accent,
And those repetitive sounds,

In every two syllabuses

Of «tt»

And «kk»

It is needless to say,

That | could not understand one word;
It is in that moment though,

That | was seeing the language

In its essence,;

Seeing the language for what it is;

A set of sounds

That are not connected to anything or anyone;
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Extasy

| found them both on my room;

Her long legs wrapping him up;

You could tell,

From the blush in her face,

That she was in the peak of ecstasy;

Cold,

| went towards them;
«Tell me!»

| told her;

«Why do you do this?»

She saw me straight in the eye,
Caught my hair and began to pet it;
«l do not know!»

She said;

«| do not know!»
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Day & Night

The seduction of a feel,
Of a flower,

Of deep night.
When

| think of catching the spirit,
Of the

Night.

Over there

On the

Palm

Over the stairs.
If i could catch
That

Slump

Into a gaze.
Encryption
And

Putitina
Vase...

Bottle...
Paper...

The thought of your touch,
Like a satin scarf,

In the warm sunlight.
Then

| long for that loving look,
To shine on me

In the Daylight.

Right here

In my arms

Wrapped like bark
Around a tree.
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What words can say
How the flowing curves
Permeate from eyes
Into my soul?

This view

Will

Have to do

Wooden bowl...
Colored glass...

Blank page...

Collaboration Amethyste & Jim Musics
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Heat

When he to touched her hand
He said:

«Well there's heat on your skin!»
«| can feel it!»

«If I had my dick inside you?
Right now!

...Would it?

Would there still be heat?
Like this?»

Then a shade of pleasure passed over his face;
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Intimacy

When he to touched her hand
He said:

«Well there's heat on your skin!»
«| can feel it!»

«If I had my dick inside you?
Right now!

...Would it?

Would there still be heat?
Like this?»

Then a shade of pleasure passed over his face;

That shade of pleasure that was on his face was burning her up between her thighs she
remembered the feeling of him inside the first time. She longed for it every time she met his eyes.

Collaboration with venividi_vicii
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Muse

Even though sad,
My pain channeled.
Became an irresistible muse.

| found myself with a rare elixir in my hand.
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Music

Even though sad,

And off the edge.

My pain channeled.

My mind paused.

Became an irresistible muse.

Music of angels drove me.

| found myself with a rare elixir in my hand.

| was high on your words as dreamt of your kind touch.

Collaboration Amethyste & Jim Musics
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Twilight

In twilights breath
| find warmth

| live

In twilights breath
| long

| burn
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Twilight's breath

In twilight's breath, dark swallowing light

Cloaked in shadows of dry gin and vermouth

Echoes growing louder in council of secrets

No longer muffled whispers of raven flight

But Polly wants a cracker perched on a wooden throne
Yet feast on the bones

Polly has got a pair of big childish and curious eyes

A body full of curves made for adventure

And Polly, oh Polly lives to bathe on moonlight.
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Memory

| miss that heat!

That warmth!

When | did dissolve.
When like a liquid once.
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You

| write and write

It is my lust

It is my fury

But on some days like this

| wonder

Do they mean anything to you?
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| write and write

| write and write

It is my lust

It is my fury

But on some days like this

| wonder

Do they mean anything to you?

| read every word and read again
| warm with each syllable

Until I'm hot and vibrating

This Summer Sun awakens

My wonder and desire

How can | convey this, are words enough?

Collaboration Amethyste & Jim Musics
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Orchid

| think:

«Orchid

Is creamy and dreamy.
Rather than white.»
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Briefcase

She entered in the room;

Slammed the briefcase;

Sat on the bed;

And meanwhile was checking options
For another place;

(After two hours)

She entered in the room;

Slammed the briefcase;

Sat on the bed;

and meanwhile was checking options
For another place;
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A friend

| need friend

To spend these empty days of mine
Where | talk to myself

And try to make myself happy

To have a coffee
To drink a little bit
To take a walk
To give a hug

The universe wants me cold

As | live this solitary life.
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There stood God

Worry endlessly draining the soul out of me. Trying to make room for my acceptance to be free. And
there stood God....hearing my prayer and not answering. Girl you have to walk this walk alone. | will
not talk to you. Maybe | am inside you.
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Butterfly

Like a butterfly
Hop on flowers
And feed on the nectar of flowers.
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Friends

| need friend

To spend these empty days of mine
Where | talk to myself

And try to make myself happy

To have a coffee

To drink a little bit

To take a walk

To give a hug

The universe wants me cold

As | live this solitary life.

You have a friend really many ? We all need/want them
I/We want to fill your days with joy and understanding
And sing in harmony

So we both/all feel so fine

We have our favorite stimulants
And our calming fluids
Stretch our legs and arms

Getting ready to hug each other

The universe is a fucking dope
Please hold on ~ to me

Collaboration Amethyste & Jim Musics
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Company

It is nice to spend time alone
but it is also nice

to spend time

with a warm hand

a warm voice

on your side.
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Silk

Your kisses were like honey
as | tasted them on the street
late at night

your embraces were like a silk scarf.
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Understood

| wanted to feel it
The joy of being understood.
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You

Anytime you call me
| will come to meet you

| will come.
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Writing

| write because | am!

| used to write in my room,
For a very long time.

No one else invited.

It was a lot of fun

Page 93/291



d@mdm ().2. Anthology of amethyste

Slut

Time for me to grab my clothes and go
To my spot hell with no one

You judge me over and over

As if my lifestyle is bothering you

Yes | sleep with guys

What is your problem

Call me a slut

Or whatever

| live my own life

With the rays of light

| am blessed with all this scenery
And | will go on.
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What do you do for a living.

| am tired with the word what do you do for a living

A question whose answer will take you away from me
Because | am not productive enough

Yes | have not collected much stones recently

Like penguins do on an island

But they collect one or two just for fun

All you do is work, work

And yes you are the master of stones

Tomorrow you will be there

Another boring face

With the same attitude

Judging me why | have not collected
Much stones recently

| do the most boring job
On earth

And | am not changing my ways.

While | stretch

You frown

As i take a walk

You run

For what?

Where is it we are going?

There is nothing except for death
Waiting for us.

What will you say on your last day

What will you do with all those stones you gathered
Even dogs do not eat them

Don't you see the futility of existence

We are here to enjoy 2 hours
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And then go back to where we came from.
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Holding

It is nice to spend time alone
but it is also nice

to spend time

with a warm hand

a warm voice

on your side.

But even when I'm alone
And feeling fine with it

| welcome many minutes
Thinking of your touch
And gentle loving words
And | don't feel alone.

Collaboration Amethyste & Jim Musics
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For a moment

For a moment | took pleasure
On the fact that you existed
You were there

Silent

Withdrawn

But wise

Oh so wise

| felt I could talk to you
As if | talked to the moon

And God you could understand.
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Smokey sex

The hum hum of the music
One sleepy face

The shisha lights

You in front of me

Taken

But oh good sex

You took a look at me

| could not stop my smile
Pretended smoking cough
The hum hum of the music
One sleepy face

The neon lights

You in front of me

| smile

Oh smokey sex.
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To pen the silence

| like to listen to my head
What does this carousel say
Spontaneously

| like to pen the silence

If it had not been written

It would be lost forever.
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Kerosene

The fragrance of kerosene
in shadows of innuendo’s
alluring soliloquy
fragrance of kerosene

Reminding him of her hips
Hot liquid coming from within
An urge to go deep in there
And push until blank is felt.
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Hermes

Hermes, my son

We were taking a little walk today
Walking you lifted your head
Looked me straight in the eye
And smiled at me

| smiled back

That is how | want to see you
Smile forever.
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Ruin

| miss you
But I will not let you ruin me again.
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Energy

It stood there

An immense energy coming through me and every one
| could not but notice it

And write about it

While others seemed asleep.
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Perfect atrocity

Look around

It is all lucid

Beautiful

Radiant

You can not but stop and take your pen
And testify it

The immortal.
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Beautiful boys

You could see in the blush in his face
He was life itself

He spoke about the stars

With the same tone he spoke

About his beloved mother

And it infected me

And | was in fire.
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Light up

A letter from you
Lights up a fire
Come write to me
Let's light up the city.
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Soul

| got a soul that resides within me
| tap at it from within

And | see

Oh how much | see.
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| miss you

| miss your call

As | drink coffee

And smoke cigarettes
In this bar

Your soul is powerful

| need your vibe

To give me some warmth
This monday evening.
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Marina

Marina likes to play

She holds the universe as her toy
Her fingers radiate

On the frenzy of the vibes.
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Warm

You stay warm in the background
Your soul wraps me up

You fill me with liquids

And | lighten up.
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Drunk

You get me drunk
On the sound of your harp
Wise man

And | come for more
And | come for more.
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Playing

| am tired of playing alone
Come and play with me

| am your bitch

| crave what you've got
Give me some

Give me some.
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Stars

They hold the hands together
And ran through the forest
Aiming for the stars

Aiming for the stars.
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Bath

| want to take a bath in your soul
Is that so much to ask for.
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Soothed

| am soothed and calmed

As | lay on my bed
After the liquids you put in my mouth

After we kissed
Late at night.

Page 116/291



cNypoete-cfie B

Anthology of amethyste

Gloomy

It is gloomy in the city
smoke in this bar

| am sitting here alone
with no place to go
nothing to do

no friends to call

just waiting for hours to pass
sipping coffee here and then
and smoking a cigarette.
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A letter

| am reaching out to you
Because | could not stop it
How have you been?

| have been missing you

Hope you have been missing me too.
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Kissing

You are handsome

Like a japanese wise cartoon

| love walking next to you

| love seeing you straight in your almond eyes
As youth evaporates from you

| love kissing you in the bench

At the park

For hours.
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Without you

The world is a bit colder
The street a bit emptier
Without your voice

Without your hand to hold.

Page 120/291



cNypoete-cfie B

Anthology of amethyste

Quiet

There is fog in the city

The lightning in this bar seems dull
Cars passing by

People walking

People talking

| am on my own

Drinking coffee

Smoking cigarettes

Reading poetry

Pieces of thoughts randomly shot in the abyss

It is raining
It is quiet here
In this corner of the world.
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Unbearable

Tik tok

22:29, 22:30

The clock's heart beat

In the rhythm of the music

Dull

Random

Quiet

This moment will be lost forever
It will never come back.
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Pigeon

As | was walking on the street,
Along stores there was a little pigeon.
It immediately attracted my attention its cuddly way of Walking!

Seeing its little legs crossing one at a time,
Was like seeing the little hips of the baby.
As it tries to walk.

It was a cute aesthetic shower.
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Fragments

| wish fragments were anonymous.
Tear up my name.

| am way too clumsy.

Way too mortal,

For their fleeting grace.
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Waterdrops

Like drops of water on skin.

Like the tip of finger, lightly on the neck.
Like blank painting, immersed on water
With some light rose in it.

This is how it feels when he loves me.
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Warm cosy jacket

You are like wearing a warm cosy jacket
On a harsh cold winter day

Your kisses keep me soft

And are like a cuddle

| wish | had more of you

You walk around the days like a ghost
Like something | could have had

Here and now.
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Fractal flower

Visible
Invisible
Its aura.

Wrapping
And unwrapping me.

Once in a while
Made of electric.

In blue tissue

My fractal flower.
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Nightingale

At night

The voice of a nightingale could be heard.
A faraway!

A melancholic chord.
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Flowers

And then without flowers:
Lemon tree,

Mandarin tree,

Red roses

Perfumes and butterflies arms.

«What would life be?»
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Poem

A poem how precious it is
Let me talk my whole life
About a poem.
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Smile

| smile like a baby

When | am around you
From the pleasure

Of you being there
Beside me

And when you look at me
| try to hide it

Because | am shy.
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Sun and moon

| found a sun down there;
And there was a moon;
They called it that way;
Moon,;

There was a sky;
Some bright spots
That shone especially in the night;

| found trees;

Trees couldn't move,;

And then there were other objects
That just like me, moved;

They had limbs
And they moved
From one spot to the other;
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Scrapbooks

In all these scrapbooks:

Flowers | have liked.
Flowers | have seen.
Flowers | desired.
Flowers that itched.
Flowers that burnt.

| wonder what was mine?
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Seed

It was resistant to oxygen deprivation.
There was something about that seed.
You could never cut its umbilical chord.
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Angle

| often go for the scene.
| want the story intertwined,
In the angle of the bottle.

The whole mood,
Of the narrative,
In the contour.

And it is the angle
And the contour
That keeps me in.

Like a hungry cat before its food.
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Flame

| entertain the magical flame with these hands.
There is no clutch.
No corner.

Everything is the same.
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Humble

| feel way too humble,
To weave all these things,
With this pen of mine!
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Meanwhile on earth

Yesterday | met you

You were wearing a mask
As embroidery

Nonetheles we kept talking.
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Weird

| was there;

It was weird;
Contained in walls
And hollows;

| walked there once;
It was weird;
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A little plant

«A little plant underneath.»
| thought.

Moistened

And in bloom.

Among the trees and roots.
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Angry

This is my meal.

This is my home.

This is where | breathe
And live.

| am angry!
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Doubts

For a moment,
| thought,
| made friends.
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Scars

| met you yesterday

And gave my time to you
And what you did in return
Is leave a scar on me
And the sad part

| am used to it.
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Glitch

| often think | am a glitch in the system
| have feelings | should not have
What does this world

With cold cold stars

With cold cold logic

Care about my feelings.
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Poem

| dream my poem.
| poem my dream.
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Bad memories

Tell me:
«How do you delete
Bad memories?»

Page 146/291



d@md‘d@ 9.2. Anthology of amethyste

Encryption of light

Even though sad:

«That story was another encryption of light.»
| wrote it down.
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White balconies

Time was flowing slow with you

| laughed at your jokes

we drank Jack the whole night

| loved the way you had tantric sex on me
| loved when you were behind

inside me

| loved smoking cigarettes late at night
and laughing at our jokes

meanwhile in one hand | hold the cigarette
on the other one holding your dick

which was always on appetite mood

| loved the silence of the night

watching gottic statues and white balconies

knowing there was the warm room that was waiting us inside
to laugh and cuddle our naked bodies.
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Pink jasmine

Anytime | say a word,

| finger-tip the net of your nerve.

Draw a physical on your haze.
Like now.

| want to draw
Pink jasmine

On the canvas of your head.
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Devil smile

| met a guy with a devilish smile
| met a guy with a chotic mind
And my body followed him

In his wicked plans.
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Leopard moon

The moon but in the leopard design.
The leopard in the moon design.
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Moonlight

| want to bathe in moonlight tonight
| want to take long showers
And thrive.

Page 152/291



d@md‘d@ 9.2. Anthology of amethyste

Grey

In spite of the different colors
And shapes

Of landscapes,

It is boring here!

A few things happen.
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Ylang ylang

Breeze of cold.

A song titled hope.

Gulp of and urgent need for a cigarette.
Need to sniff more of heavy ylang ylang.
The itch of a pain.
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Encountering a poem

How would it feel,
If I ran into my poem,
Without knowing it?

Page 155/291



d@md‘d@ 9.2. Anthology of amethyste

Muse

It looked poetry

Was sculpted in his head
It was his only muse
And | liked that

| wanted to dig in there.
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Knock knock

He knocked on my virtual window
Knock knock

| just wanted to say hello

A smile on my face

A light in my eyes

Ugh ugh ummm

Hello back dear friend.
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Smoking a cigarette

You are like smoking a cigarette

| am addicted to your kisses and hugs
At three am at the park

Meanwhile | touch your smooth skin
And hear your beautiful voice.
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If only

If we could only hold hands of each other
Without asking for fame

Career

Money

Just hold our hands

And run naked through open fields.
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Ylang ylang

Breeze of cold.

A song titled hope.

Gulp of and urgent need for a cigarette.
Need to sniff more of heavy ylang ylang.
The itch of a pain.

A warm wind.

The soul lifting song.

Whiff of ceder smoke.

My soul soothed by patchouli.
A healing touch.
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If only

If we could only hold hands of each other

And lean into each other, feeling the warmth of movement
Without asking for fame

Free of self doubt and care

Career

Just our bodies and minds

Money

For nothing, fruit for free

Just hold our hands

And lean each other's warm bodies

And run naked through open fields,

And fall on a warm bed of thick sensual moss.
Collaboration with Jim Musics
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Erection

| like it, that moment we are on bed and
He is erected, and

Turns over me, and

| am on the verge of having this erection,
In-between,

Inside.
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Bees

And in the fog of stillness:

«Do you realize how we are all chasing something in here?»
Bees and their somnambulism,

Chasing flowers

Over and over

So many times.
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In the forest

Wolf
Thunder
Rain
Perfume
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A path to the moon

A soft whisper

Two gentle hands

Light footsteps on the ground
A moonlight that appeals

As you follow it

On the path to the moon.
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Stillness

And in the fog of stillness, where we see and hear so little:
«Do you realize how we are all chasing something in here?
The race can wear us down, yet arouse us.»

Bees and their somnambulism,

With their burden of pollen

Chasing flowers

Who love their sweetness to be taken

Over and over

Both become more and more sated

As long as

The sun allows

So many times,

It may sometimes be nearly enough.

Collaboration with Jim Musics
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Poetry is madness

Poetry is madness

A ritual | do, but do not know.
A night that conquers,
Drunks me to helplessness.
And it kills shame,

Guilt.

It hits you like an exploding racket.
It shoots out you naked.

Page 167/291



cNypoete-cfie B

Anthology of amethyste

Heart fibrilation

My heart flutters

when | got to meet you

Soon | will see your pretty face

| will hear your beautiful gentle voice
Your wise talks

My soul craves yours tonight

And | hurry up.
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Fishnet

Here is my fishnet

| have a habit

| make collection of moments
I

Long

To

Capture

A

Moment.
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God in you

You have god in you dear.
You do not blend in well with people.
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Thoughts

| can not understand
Whether this thought is true,
Relevant,

Or mine?
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| tried

| tried. | tried. | tried. | tried.
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Pomegranate flowers

Pomegranate flowers

Are when earth

Poses.

As a dancer in orange boots
And a fluffy, veiled orange dress.
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Underneath water

Staying under water.

| had grown that natural attachment.
Any time in the surface.

| naturally made my way underneath.
It felt better to my skin.
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April

It is april.
The roses glow under the sun.
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Sunny days

You are my sunny days

You are my muse

Yet you come like a coffee without sugar
And cigarettes

Enjoyable

But never enough

You leave me longing for more.
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True to my soul

If I explained you my life choices
You would not understand

| do

| will not try to explain

| followed my heart

What was true to my soul.
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Fame

You wanted money and fame.
To you | was an obstacle on the way.
You threw me away like an withered flower.

Knives went well on your hands.
You'd kill for your pleasures.

| wanted my innocence.

| wanted my trust.

| couldn't have them back.
It was time to grow up!
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Boredom

| have a jack daniel's
And a pack of cigarettes labeled boredom
On my table.
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Violent

Your words were violent

| flinched

It happens often in the city
| am used to it.
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Fully dimensional

Every time | write a line
| take some more space
| create a limb

A jaw

| am hollow

And fainted in real world
| create myself

Only in poetry.
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Excuse

| like your imagination

| always want to find an excuse
To talk to you

And when | do

| always smile.
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You

| like to go to the exhibition with you
| like seeing your lovely silhouette
Your pretty eyes

| like walking side by side with you
Holding hands

When you leave

| stand there

Counting the days

When your descent face

Will appear back.
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Love

You are not driven for power
You are driven for love
And | want to kiss your soul.
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Existence

What scares you?
Existence; Existence is scary;
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Sour capuccino

The capuccino is sour

The cigarette does not feel good

The day feeld a series of repeated tasks
Boring

What | am lazy to do

It is a rainy november day

And | lack motivation

Put me to sleep.
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My boy

| like my boy

In all ways and manners

| could go on writing for days
But the trait | love more

He has got "l won't hurt you" face.
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What makes me human

Memory;

It's what makes me human;
Sometimes with thorns

But it is the only way,

To touch the moisture

Of the human form;
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Cosmic being

A cosmic being.
She had expectations
And would not settle for less;
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Love making

You can make love to me all night
That is pleasurable
But there is no act of love

Compared to the one of gazing into my soul.
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Cuddling

| had been cuddling him;
Then he began licking my clitoris
For a very long time;

In the end
He asked me
To go on top of him;

As soon as | did;
| was covered in sperm;
| enjoyed the thing;

| would like him to ejaculate
Just at the thought of me;
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Perception

It is very strange

To be a human.

To percept a human.
To exist.
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Ah!

Ah!

To be seen.

To be heard.

To be understood.
The ache of it all.
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Fire

Talk to me

A word from you
Lights up a fire

On this winter day.
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Together

| wonder what you are doing now
Are you getting bored

Like I am now

You in the hostel

And | here in the bar

In the middle of the night

It would be less lonely

If we were together.
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Music

Sunny shores
Sultry summers
Little clowns
Dancing erraticaly
Happily

In the room

That

My

Friend

Is music.
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Love note

Somebody accidentally sent me
A love note

| read it all

And for a while hoped

It was yours.
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Lonely

| am so lonely

| expect messages from bots
| read

And | answer to them

To stir a conversation.
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Connection

After a long conversation

Where we could understand each other
| thought to myself

It is nice

| can connect

Then a shade of pleasure passed over my face.
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Free souls

There is joy

In having free souls around

People with whom you can connect
This is the elixir of life.
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Ache

| miss your angelic face

| miss your sweet voice

In the middle of the night

| miss your moon conversations
Your warmth

When you touch me

| ache for you

You leave me asking for more.
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Witches

| come to you

Like a ritual

On the same hour

10 pm

Knowing we share the same love
Witches chasing love for the moon.

Page 202/291



d@mdm ()% Anthology of amethyste

Yearn

| yearn for you

Ah to touch that body

To caress that soft skin
To cuddle those curlies
To see those almond eyes
As you look into me

Ah to have you inside me
Ah to moan

And moan

And moan.
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Stars

You are like the stars

| see you are

| believe | can touch you
| reach

You are far.
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The song of heart

This life is hard

Lots of stabs

Miles to run

But yet let this soul sing
The song of the heart
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Dead road

What are we going to do now? - He asked
Are we going to find a dead road? -He said

| thought he meant taking photos. | was feeling tired but I thought it would rejuvenate me a bit. We
walked by the streets of the city. It was all quiet as it was midnight. | liked the lightning, New Year
decorations all around.

We saw a narrow street and then a tunnel.

'It is dark over there' - he said

Slowly we headed over the place

'‘No, not here. There is a camera.’'

| lifted my head, some light dim, in the blackness.

‘Let's go to this tunnel. You can not see from the other side'

We headed there and slowly we began kissing. It was pitch black. | liked kissing him after a long
time | had not seen him. Began touching his belly also. His skin was smooth under his white shirt.

He tried to unzip my jacket but couldn't. | helped him. Then he began cupping my breasts. 'Wait let's
take a photo' - he said

He took out the camera and | opened my jacket. | liked the photo. Rose bras, and a white face, on
some white flesh and blue jeans. Then | touched him over his pants. He was hard. He helped me

unzip his pants so | began sucking him. I liked his dick on my mouth. He took out the camera and

began filming me then taking photos as | kept on sucking it in my mouth. | went on for a while then
he began moaning. | liked that. He unzipped his pants even more and | had his dick on my mouth

even more.

'‘Deeper’ - he said and he moaned

Some liquid came into my mouth and | thought he ejaculated. But he kept on thrusting in my mouth.
Faster, faster, faster until he came.

He took it out and | could see sperm coming out of his dick.

He began zipping his jeans and buttoning his white shirt.

'Look there is sperm on the ground' - | said

Take a photo. He took out the camera and took a photo.

‘A snapshot of the crime' - | said

With the torch on he began looking on my jeans to see if there was some sperm on my jeans too.
None was there. Then we began looking at the photos. It was my face with the dick in my mouth, on
a shadow on the wall.

'Can | share it' - he said
'Yes'

We left the tunnel. My feet were shaking from the position. The camera was still there glimmering in
the pitch black. Then some light, a supermarket, and then the main street. We kept on walking
towards my house. He would say one thing or two and | would answer...
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Ultimate pleasure

My muse

| love you

You are my strength on weak days
| live for doing you

You are my ultimate pleasure.
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Missing you

It is been a while | do not see you
| do not know what you are doing
| hope you are fine

But | have this little thought

| hope, | hope..

Think of me sometimes. Ok?
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Beauty

Another moment

Another byte

It is a breathtaking land
So much to see

So much to grasp

There is beauty all around.

Page 209/291



d@mdm ()% Anthology of amethyste

Kissed by the sun

| take pleasure looking at you
You are so beautiful boy

You look as if

As if

As if you were kissed by the sun.
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Music

Oh music!

Like falling on a silk bed
And feel it caress

And cuddle your face.
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Sadden

| like you so much

And | hope you like me too

We meet time after time

But today | was having these thoughts
What if you stop liking me

It would sadden me a lot.
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Heal

| am infected by this world
And | try to heal

On some days it goes smooth
On some days

It is stronger then me

A big angry wolf

That puts me down.
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By myself

| love being by myself
Away from the expectations of the world
Just me and the silence of the room.
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Tonight

Tonight

The world is a shoebill

And | am its second born.
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Oh boy

Oh boy!

How can | not adore you?
You are handsome!

You are young!

You are strong!
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Steam

There is steam on the teacup.
The storm is gone.
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Hana the owl

Hana the owl
Oh tell me Hana!
Why do you brood those eggs?
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Gloomy day

In this sad

And cruel

And lonely reality,

A gloomy day.

«When you look yourself in the mirror these days,
Tell me: What do you see?»
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My face

| do not like my face
| do not like my face
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Sea turtle

In another life, | have been a sea turtle.
Grown up without a mother.

Never been taught by anyone.

And yet?

In the end?

| have made my way in the ocean.
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Shark infested waters

As | swam
In the shark infested waters;
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She was beautiful

She was oranges,
Apricots
And strawberries;
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Eagles

... l wanted to tranform into a leaf,

And observe,

How that handsome eagle

Interacted with his eaglets or with his mate;

The positions they stayed in their still moments,
How they greeted;
Did they look each other in the eye?;

How they interacted with each other
If they had been separated for a long time;

And then | wanted to be transformed into a ghost
And sitin a room

And observe humans;

A family,
A solitary,
A couple;

The place they stayed the most,

Their still hours,
Wach them in their positions as they slept;
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Why do you do something

Have you ever observed yourself, What you do in a room when you are alone? Well you do
something; Something to pass your time; Something your brain tells you to do; And then why do you
do exactly that? Why does your brain tells you to do Exactly that thing And not something else?
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Memories

On the list of memories;

All kept as files on my head;
Today the drawer opened
And | got reminded of you;

And

...Of course

... got reminded of that taste
...In- my mouth,

...When | tried to taste you.

..I got reminded of

How it turned out,

You were oranges and apricots,
But of course made of plastic;
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Japanese eyes

Your japanese eyes
| love to look

Into your japanese eyes.
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Yearn for you

| yearn for you

| want us naked in a bed

As | touch your curlies

As | run my hand on your smooth skin
And | want to touch your dick

Until it blushes

And becomes hard

Hear you whisper in the middle of the night
See your beautiful eyes

Knowing you will get into me

Knowing something beautiful will come.
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Flowers

Humans adore flowers;

They say dolphins adore humans too;
But you take it for granted,;

A human.

...Hm...Among the list of pleasures,
He surely must like flowers too;
But why?

Why does a human like flowers?

Why does a piece of the abyss,
Like this other specific piece of abyss?
What does connect those two?

Why doesn't a human like belts?
Blocks of cement,
Oriron?

Why doesn't he keeps,
The aforementioned
As embroidery in his house?

But he keeps flowers;

He embellishes his house,
With flowers;
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Poetry

| am a slut for my muse

| want to touch her bottoms
Finger her clitoris

Stroke her breasts

For an hour of love to her

| would loose my head

But she plays peekaboo with me
Hides and shows when she wants
And | laugh like a child when | see her.
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Chasing a butterfly

| checked the clock

It was past midnight

Two hours had passed without me realising it
And an hour weighs ten hours these

grim days

A fleeting happy moment
Something you want to catch
Like butteflies with blue arms
When you are a child

You gave it to me my dear friend
By sharing your poetry with me
You talked

| cheerly puffed my cigarette.
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Give me more

| knocked at your door

You write beautiful poetry

Can you inspire me meet her

| do not write verses these days

It does not rain on these barren lands

You showed me your secret writings
And [ fluttered

Saw my muse for milliseconds
Enough for an injection

Now | come at your door
Give me more please.
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Drugs

Poetry is my drug

| go there like a devoted slut
| take a line

And oh | fly

But recently | am sober

| can not find my drug dealer
| search and | search

Will you be one?

Page 233/291



d@md‘d@ 9.2. Anthology of amethyste

Warm hand

A warm hand

A sincere thought
A hug

And a laugh

That is all this frozen body wants tonight.
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Tuck tuck

Tuck tuck tuck

| hear it every day
Tuck tuck tuck

Like a car scratching
And again

Tuck tuck tuck
Routine is killing me.
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Conversation

Tock tock

Hello

Can you

Can you

| want to hear about her

Can you talk me about the moon?
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Nocturnal voice

| ran out of writings

Back in my shell

Counting the seconds

When | will hear her nocturnal voice again.
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Stars

He had a soft voice

He talked about moon and stars

It was like love making

| kept thinking of taking off his clothes
Taking his dick in my mouth

And licking it

It would make justice

To the warmth his nocturnal voice

Was giving to my ears.
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Clock

You look at me
But see through me

| guess my clock is ticking.
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Room

| see the corner of the room
You are not there

Instead there is a hollow
The same old song
Loneliness.
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Manual

Love is blind

It does not know where to fall

It fell onto you

And now | do not have the manual

To unlove you.
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You

I miss your licking your gracious dick
Meanwhile | look you in the face

As you get high

| miss being on the top of you

And your moans

As | wisper | love you

In a soft tone.
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Dimples

Oh to see your cute dimples
pretty face

and sweet voice

Another time.
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Plastic

On the list of memories; All kept as files on my head; Today the drawer opened And I got
reminded of you; And ...Of course ...I got reminded of that taste ... In my mouth, ...When | tried to

taste you. . | got reminded of How it turned out, You were oranges and apricots, But of course
made of plastic;
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Woman

The woman;

| wanted to see her on a costume;
Wearing clothes

That were made for the chief of astronauts;
Clothes that reminded you

There is no time,

Time is running out;

You ought to put all that strength
And concentration on your will
And fulfill it;

Make it done;
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Albatros Victor

The albatross 'victor'

Gets up in the morning

And does wing-exercising;

Rain is not stopping him this morning;

He has done it repeatedly,

On rainy and sunny days;

He flaps his big wings against the strong winds,
Hops in the air

And falls back on the ground;

Flaps his big white wings another time

And hops back to the ground;

The albatross has a clear set goal in his head;
He aims at learning to fly;

One day he knows, he will roar up in the sky
Like his friends and parents;

With his big and powerful arms

He will explore

The skies;
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Ghosts

As time slips away falling a pocketful of sand

in gravity between my fingers of thumb and

memory lost in temporary like a clockwork

ticking measured in hours among the stones

leaving only dust and schizophrenia with ghosts

in my Lenovo as time slips away falling

listening to the Rorschach echo,

"Jack be nimble, Jack be quick"

It is the echo of city, be like that, be like this. As | drift slowly on the narrow streets.

The ghosts and schitzophrenia keeping me company. The morning seems far away. It is dark here
in the city of ghosts.

Collaboration with Atticus Abbey
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Eternity

coined by night with closing of eyes shadows fall with a hush of silence and weightless gravity
incognito of the dark fading to indigo bleeding into the sheets of the quiet abyss dissolving into
nocturnal dreams the dreams of yesterday, today and tomorrow. chewing eternity in the mouth. felt
always bitter and sweet oh so sweet. Collaboration with Atticus Abey
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Games

With a long black wardrobe
She held the moon in her hand

She played the moon like a toy.
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Sunlight

My purpose of living

Is fulfilled in the moment | was born
| am here to enjoy the sunlight

And have fun

As long as it lasts.
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Laughter

One by one

The letters play itself

Little by little

Softly

The paper bursts in laughter
And | enjoy.
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Cigarette

Paff puff

| smoke you like a cigarette
Paff puff

And then again paff puff

| am addicted to you.

Page 252/291



%de ().2, Anthology of amethyste

Realiti questions

Do you guestion reality?

| do sometimes;

Today | found myself on the second floor Of a fast food building;
Sitting nearby the window

In some bench-like chair;

There were three of us;

One in the corner;

One in the middle of the small room;

And | nearby the window;

For a while | appreciated the fact that we,

As species,

For a while, Were able to eat each one its respective food,
Without gnarling and snarling at each other;
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Unlovable

You said | miss you

And | did not believe it

| do not know what is the matter
But | feel unlovable these days.
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Whiskey

| wish | was your bottle of whisky So that being a heavy drinker you are You would consume me
every time.
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Night flowers

Night flowers
| long to pick up night flowers.

Page 256/291



%de ().2, Anthology of amethyste

Eaglet Katalea

Two alien scientists Have arrived at earth, In their spaceship And have set a camera At an eagle
family; Father is busy bringing fish; Mother flies around the nest And brings fish for the eaglets too;
And eaglet Katalea; A fledging; The alien scientists are curious And observe what eaglet Katalea is
doing; How does she behave? They thought earth for sure, Had some peculiar energy about it And
they were curious what it would be like; It made some sense to them, That eaglet Katalea had a
nature of its own That was similar to them; Well she was curious; She would just sit in her nest and
rest But it was not what she was doing; Time after time she flapped her wings And flied up to the
entrance of her nest, Looking outside for a long time; This was done repeatedly at the nest. By her
brothers and sisters; The scientists could look at three of them. Katalea and her brother and sister
Standing at the entrance of the nest And looking intently around; After a couple of days they decide,
Just looking was not enough for them And they decide and hop off the nest In the area around; They
still do not rest; Eaglet Katalea still has not had enough; She flaps her wings, Hops around And
goes from one place to another; Observing and looking around; Later that day, This is what the alien
scientists wrote on their diary; «We noticed earth habitants, Eaglets, Move around and explore a lot,
Since they are at fledging time.» It looks like a born, Innate nature to them; For sure Earth is and will
be a busy and noisy place’;
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Pyjamas

| write in my pyjamas for my boyfriend | want to tell him places | have been In simple words.
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Oh

Oh you are back
| missed you.
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Sleep

| want to suck your dick
And put you to sleep.
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Whisky

| wish | was your bottle of whisky

So that being a heavy drinker you are

You would consume me every time

She says she wants to be consumed

But | dare not drink her

Because | am already doomed

Maybe she was intrigued by some words that she read
Maybe she wants just a glimpse into the darkness hidden in my head
Maybe she gets turned on when | write and scream and cuss
Maybe some day her and | will just become us

Maybe... just maybe

Some day we will see

If you really want to be consumed

Then take my hand and come with me.

Collaboration with VID3O_GAMER
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Unlovable

You said | miss you

And | did not believe it

| do not know what is the matter

But | feel unlovable these days

If only you knew how lovable you are

How big of a mark you leave on me

Like a jagged twisted bloody scar

That | display proudly for the world to see

You think that you are not missed?

Why is it you do not understand?

| would lay down my life for a chance to be kissed

| would give you the world if it meant | could hold your hand
| wish you could see yourself the way that | do

So you would know how perfect you really are

| hope someday | can hold your hand and walk beside you
My beautiful, jagged, twisted, bloody little scar.
Collaboration with VID3O_GAMER
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autumn

much the dew clinging to grass
dawn's breath on the clover
diamond's without gruff
sparking the wind chimes

in the autumn's glades

as the sun begins to climb

a familiar face to see

a hello

a new day to live

as you take the first day walk
smooth and bitter

in autumn
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Poetry

If | disappear
And you do not know where to find me

| will be in a lonely corner
Thinking about poetry.
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T,J,H

Remember that day when you were with T. On the street.
Nearby a bar with shining windows.

On an autumn day.

You were both travelling with his car.

Then remember when you were with J. His big blue eyes
And handsome presence.

His thirsty soul.

His appetite for life.

Then remember H.

In Barcelona.

All those underground places you saw. His face when he was making love
Today In my reality | want all these experiences.

The next two days

With which and one of them.
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Earthlings

Sometimes we just remember things;
Don't we?

For example | have stamped in my memory.
A moment where my boyfriend and |

Had just arrived in Corfu

And had just entered in Corfu Hotel,

After we paid,

The receptionist came with us,
To show us the room,

Going to the ground -2,

As the hotel was on top of a rock;

At the moment

When the three of us were inside
The small spaced elevator,

| was thinking

«...Here we are
...Earthlings,
Each one engaged in our affairs»

Imagine what an alien would think?

Right now,
Looking at us;

Page 266/291



%de ().2, Anthology of amethyste

Eagle language

Here they are, The female eagle standing by the nest; And the male splashing his wings in the
water In the pond nearby; Itis interesting, From one point of view though; They have not said a
single word to each other Their entire lives; Yet this does not stop the male eagle, From coming
each day And standing nearby his female;
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Pattern

| had an obsession with the eternal.
| saw patterns of it.

On girs faces.

On boys hands.

On the garbage bin.

On the wheels of the bus.

Look at that man's face in it.

And it was the only time,

| felt like we are lucky,

we do not understand the eternal.
Well, nobody can lock it.

So | had this source that pumped me up.

Every damn morning.
And it had no owner.
Nobody could lock it away from me.
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The edge

A little a bit on the edge
But still stunning.

Still lucky.

To be amidst all this.
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Confessions of a sunflower

In sunlight,
| thrive,
In sunlight;
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Bright spots

Looking at the sky in the night;
Bright spots;

Big suns,

Small suns;

And earths;

Lots of them;

And life;

Alien life;

| wonder how it might be;
Erratic;

Optimist;

Full of hopes;

Or...does it?
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In the mood for

| was in the mood for;

That evening.

| wanted to be in a motel room,

Where | had just finished the first sexual act;

Lightning a cigarette;

Seeing the smoke.

And myself naked in the mirrors;
Waiting for the next one;
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Beauty

He reminded me of beauty;
That place | wanted to go
Again and again and again.

...It looked he weaved it in his hands;
| wanted to look at him from afar

And feel inside me that need to develop;

To get in a better place,
From where | were;
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Lonely

| clinge on to you
| can not let you go

But you leave me lonely.
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Verse

Baby | give you breath

| do not fear that pregnancy is difficult
| write you down

Letter by letter

| look at you intently

You are my child | protect you

With all my force

And you make me whole

You give me blessings.
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Deranged

| am tired of this boring landscape

Take my hand

Teach me how to love

How to make shelter for this deranged self

| will be grateful for all my life

| will never take my eyes off of you
| will follow you in hell.
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Art

In art | find shelter

| go away from the storm
| pour my teacup

And burn, burn, burn.
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Ashtray

The ashtray yells

There is an angry drunk man in front of me
That looks at me

And | avoid him

My body throws acid chemicals

That make my head ache

It is raining

And | am done.
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Frozen ice

We all live for that hand to hold
Don't we

Silly me

| dream of you tonight

Sending me love letters

Offering advice on how | could be better
Whispering me in the ear | love you
Writting me poetry

You write well

But here you are

Colder than stone

How do I know what is inside you
When you do not show it

You leave me alone

When your presence is worshipped
And I clinge to you

| can not let you go

| can imagine anything

But not, not to see you

So | dance inice

With frozen angels.

Page 279/291



cNypoete-cfie B

Anthology of amethyste

Grey

Here it is the grey monster
Sadness

Sticking it tongue
Poisoning my head

But surprisingly

Giving me verses.
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Missing you

| miss you

| want to see your face

When you are in the top of me
Inside.
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A poem

| write verses

One by one

A poem.

Look!

Look what | found.
| made it visible

| made it electric

| caught a glimpse of the eternal.
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Sun

The sun melts in a teapot
And | drink it

When you give me attention.
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Self love

In the fountain of self love
| drink

Unapologetically

| got thirst

And | enjoy it.
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Haunting mignon

A haunting mignon. My sweet Musette,
of darkness. A pale silhouette weeping
on cold stones, in heaven's crypt.
Cracked by the frost of blind angels,
carved from bones, bleeding in the rain
With haloes. Trapped in a holy tomb

of profane.

My eternal call. Half dead, half alive
walking on cracked bones. My reason to
live.

The glitter in the eye, when you are
exhaustly tired. My sweet Musette. My
eternal love. A haunting mignon.
Collaboration with Atticus Abbey
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Maze

The whole Is a radiant beauty
There is nothing else to do here

But look at this enchanting maze.
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Homeless

| felt like a homeless in the banquet of life
| fed on leftovers

Of what angry gods had left.
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Yawn

Days streched and yawned

And | felt bound to an eternal sleep
Wondering

Would it be like that forever.
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Glitters

You are a piece of moon
Strangely living between humans
| can not believe you stand there
Not washed away by the noise

You emit secret light
Not everyone can see
And that is good

| have no competition

| touch you
| fondle you
| play with you

Oh | see

You are there
Real

Oh look

| am touching you.
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Hide and seek

On some days

| want to tell you everything
Where | was

What | did

What | felt

| like you seeing me

And the resonance

On other days

| want to hide in the bathroom for hours
And ignore you

When you call my name.
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Verse

| fear of the verse sometimes

It is like you activate a diver
That goes to the deepest caves
What | have drowned

Mutilated

Muted

In the course of time

What if the current is too much
And diving

| can not find my way back.
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