Squash - Neil Armstrong in memoriam

Nie rzucam stéw na wiatr
ani tym bardziej na Ksiezyc,
Mr Gorsky

To falszywa pogtoska ze poeci
mierza wyzej niz astronauci
Siedze w swojej jaskini

i gram w squasha stowami
Wracaja do mnie z echem
podbijaja oko

rwia sie do gardia

zadaja by by¢ ze mna

jako na poczatku

tako i na koncu

kazdego wiersza

kazdej mitosci

kazdego dnia

"Squash" - Neil Armstrong in memoriam

I never promise the moon
for no reason, Mr Gorsky
This is a false rumor

that poets aim higher

than astronauts

I'm just sitting in my cave
playing squash with words
They return with an echo
leave bruises under my eyes
rush into my throat

demand that they stay with me
for ever and ever

from the very beginning

to the end of

every poem

every love

every day

26 sierpnia 2012

urban legend o Mr Gorskym: http://blogbiszopa.blog.onet.pl/Good-luck-Mr-Gorsky,2,1D232983830,n

Good luck, Mr Gorsky!
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Van Morrison - "Moondance":

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QVYHSi3HQNg



