From the Old house
by Martin Hovadík
The smell of spring, my younger years.
I loved trains, the steaming one was special.
And the SOUNDS!
Squeaking, 
Cracking, 
Buzzing, 
Rustle, 
Who-hoo and cho-choo …

Whistle was my thing, light blue clothes.
In this kind of uniform – my new-born sister.
It was a big thing – a birth of a child.
So how come she was so tiny?! 
Never mind. I will keep her close and look after her. 

Oh, how terrible she was! But just once in a while.
Older brothers have to take care, who else would
on your second secret date? Parents? Ha.

But we don’t need any medals, 
just a sympathetic ear and TRUST.
Don’t tell everything to mom!

GIRLS and SECRETS…
They spot the chink in the armor, get their candy and sell you to the Inquisition!

Next Generation?
A sandal, trodden by Monty Pythons,
sacred, 
taken from those, who once ruled the Realm.

Flowers on their graves!
“Like in that song of…what’s his name, dad?
Oh, yes. Bob Dylan,” my daughter would say.

Sun – in the conjunction with Mars.
T1 – Planet Earth – once called – going to be burnt. 
“Watching LIVE! My God, that’s a show!”



(only too slow)

TRAIN  
by Martin Hovadík
On the train over the horizon,
just a strip of film – final destination.
Sniff, feel, have a chat with a complete stranger. 
Go to the café on the corner.
“Cardamon, isn’t it?”
“Yes, we put in a little bit.”

Markets and bazaars, beautiful tapestries. 
Fire show on the square, flamenco, wine…


Hand to hand we fight – sounds of laughter.
Then falling asleep, together. 

Sit on the train again, waiting for a century.
Finally, you see the blue light.
It’s the sun that tries to warm your rigid bones.

Wine Cellar
by Martin Hovadík
I am empty
as a wine
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You can hear your heart beating.
.. I .. I .. I .. I .. I .. I .. I .. I .. I .. I .. I ..

A heart?
The one I lost many miles ago
on the Pampas, 
soft seas of dried-out grass.
