WE CREATURES
Our own shadows make us confess about
what is supposed to stay inside,

for everyone else these hide

also underneath the cover of her face.

Her hair as neat as grass on the meadow,

eyes as deep as a wishing well,

behind the eyelids a complete countryside

of stories that are yet to tell.

The forehead carries troubles of a mother,

even though she´s just the bride-to-be,

with ideas spread in the air like feathers

all spun into the veil of mystery.

But kindness penetrates through every little pore,

from temples to lips, the average ones, and chin,

any decent creature would never wish for more,

the treasure tied up by her cheekily blushing skin.

HOUSE OR HOME
The pavement made of concrete slabs

leads to the front garden,

a little wild, but colourful.

In a village like ours

each household has a garden,
and a lane of field

which is eagered to be farmed on,

to soak the sweat of people´s foreheads.

When you come home,

the rooms cluttered and messy, 

full of the things that
could still be of any use.

And you sit down,

become part of this mess

and the only thing you want to do at that very moment

is to rest.

But you stand up,

pissed off like any other day,

you make yourself some coffee,

trying to turn this house into a home.
You shiver, dreams are long gone,

this can´t be it,

the thing that every adult envies.

Out of the prison, in the back yard,
a dog can be a better friend than a sister,
it is fair to you, listens to you,

unlike all that rubbish in this house.

CAFÉ TERRACE

Lovely night cannot cause creeps

unless upstairs lonely lady sleeps,
because of the hubbub from outside,
slowly the window shutter opens wide.

Stars mirror the yellow terrace curtain

luring the passers-by to sit and breathe in.

Silent music is what they all can hear,

for those who hesitate, the message´s clear.

Either you join their cheerful company

and let yourself – for a while - forget about money,

or fight it, the terrace will disturb your dreams
along with laughter, chatter, screams.

Its mouth is open and its white teeth

carry plates and cups and arms in sleeves,

more people are captivated by

calm atmosphere, no fear, no sigh.

Like a star that has fallen down

among the buildings of this town,

it enlightens corners and wakes up walls

and helps the lady to make that call.
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