György Petri
`This life of ours bled dry' 

This ludicrous life of ours 

bled dry 

this life verging on shame 

De profundis from the depths of a puddle 

friendship turning into its opposite 

betrayal given a shamelessly instant gloss 
the no man's land between disbelief and reason 
the nights between a full and an empty bottle 
if there is no way to shorten all this 
if the hand is too scared to speed an exit 

if the stomach is turned by the smell of gas 
if affected desire for the bathtub of antiquity 

unprincipled hope 

cunningly false promises 

the nearness the memory of a familiar body 
or perhaps sheer curiosity 

which is merely the ingrained craving 

of the mind for facts 

corrupts despair again and again 
if our all-too-human belonging 

to sleep to waking to the beating of the heart 
if the patience of the everyday 

weakens the tragic resolve 

which allowed to mature would no longer have truck 

with the feelings of the average man 

who is but the sum of apologetics and anger 

a mixture of forward lurching and recoil 
if the heating up of the moment 

when tomorrow and the next week turn to ash 

cannot happen 

if over this world of what the eye takes in 
the judgement of fire does not flare with a flame 

then the fight 

then not even an inch 
then backing step by step 
no slither of self-deception 
never the blur 

between silence 
Night song of personal shadow
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