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persempre, ora 
 
Si scioglie il buio 
cola sui nostri pensieri assopiti 
la paura scivola, piano, 
sotto la mia pelle  
s’insinua nelle confuse pupille  
deforma i sorrisi 
e distorce le parole. 
Palpita il vento 
di gelido diamante 
mentre stringe i miei sospiri 
e le tue mani di farfalla 
li renderanno al cielo. 
  
  
seine Hände 
 
Entrano 
nella mia sfera di cristallo 
molle, e non s'incrina. 
L'accarezzano, 
cadono i ghiaccioli, 
e non ci sono crepe 
ma tintinnio di sorrisi increduli. 
Le tue dita fioriscono luce, 
e spero. 
  

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
THANKYOU 
 
Everything turns,twists,fast falls 
this piercing singsong 
stains my ears with blood 
and rends my brain. 
Ashes my eyes cry 
torn in dark dead rotten skin 
holes spitting liquid spiders 
I drop on my knees 
and pray them to choke me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My 
 
Like shivering rain 
to this bruising skin, 
the blowing wind that calls me 
while I cant escape this room. 
pushing hands against the lonely walls, 
this thoughtful tear 
hiding under my cheeks, 
the healing touch 
so far. 
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Xiannu 
 
Crepuscolo lunare carezzava questi occhi 
stillanti profumo di sangue 
assaporato dal suo sorriso 
  
Le sue mani vuote ricoprirono le mie ali 
con petali di porpora 
  
There we were, 
floating 
...pure lunacy... 
  
D’improvviso, ecco 
giù, nel profondo 
-under the hiding bloody blooms- 
graffiare via le mie sacre piume 
  
I cant find my breath to scream 
  
And here I am, 
sinking. 
  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Behind the hill 
 
Laying down 
in my gray lake 
I slowly opened my eyelids 
to find relief in the sighing stars 
  
Sky tears 
melting with my chocked pain 
washed my soul away 
  
As I stretched my arms 
to hold his laugh untrue 
my blank eyes perceived it 
  
tearing this tired chest 
  
and he tied my heart in ribbons 
      he tied my heart in ribbons 
      he tied my heart in ribbons 
of barbed wire.  
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