Love - because that's the only wordPRIVATE 

May love - because that's the only word -

start my poem and surround it.

May it guide my poem and unite

in it soul, desire, vulva and penis.

Who will ever claim to be purely soul?

Who does not feel his body swell with soul

till it bursts open in sheer shouts

of orgasm, infinite moment?

The body, in body's embrace

melt, dissolved, reaches the source

of beings, which Plato regarded as indivisible:

it is one, completely in two; twofoldness.

Communion in bed, or in the cosmos?

Where does the room end, touches it the stars?

Which lust in our loins drives us

to that distant domain, ethereal, eternal?

One soft touch of the clitoris,

and in a flash everything is different yet.

That one small spot on the body

is the centre of source, fire and honey.

De penetration follows and breaks through the clouds,

discovers suns of a shining

unbearable for the human eye, but

the coitus goes on, inner light.

Goes on and on, and expands, so that

beyond us, beyond life itself

as personification of active abstraction,

the idea of enjoyment is enjoying itself.

And in delightful suffering between words,

less than words, lamentations, sounds, complaints,

reaches one spasm in us the point

where love is dying by love, heavenly.

How many times are people dying in each other,

in the moist security of the sheath,

in that death that is softer than sleep:

the break of senses, yet satisfied.

Peace recovers. De peace of gods,

stretched out in bed, as sculptures

dressed in sweat, thankful for what

earthly love adds to a god.

Thighs bottom thighs
Thighs  bottom thighs

bottom  thighs  bottom

lips tongues  nails,

scents  sheaths  heavenly

earthly

and infernal

in the burning of one hour

spread over so many months

of celibacy and depression.

The bum, oh how nice
The bum, oh how nice

is always laughing, never tragic.

It does not care what

is in front. The bum is self-sufficient.

Is there more? Maybe the breasts.

So what, grumbles the bum,

those boys have a long way to go.

The bum is two twin-moons

in a round rocking. Went smoothly

in its sweet cadence, its miracle

being two in one, completely.

The bum enjoys itself

all by itself. And loves.

In bed its moving. Mountains

rising, descending, dales. Waves

are breaking on the endless seashore.

There it goes, the bum, laughing. Pleased

with the delight of being there, of swinging.

Harmonious spheres far above the chaos.

The bum is the bum,

a(ll a)round.

The flour is bed
The flour is bed when love overcomes.

On deep-pile carpet or on the hardwood parquet,

if love to go to bed can not wait,

we dance person in person the water ballet.

And after lovemaking we go to bed.

Making love under the shower
Making love under the shower, soap and kissing,

or in bath, both dressed in water,

slithering love, sliding, grabbing,

yielding, water in the eyes, mouths,

dancing, sailing, diving, raining,

foam on our belly, and the triangle

of the pubic hair white of water, sperm,

loves course, or are we turned into a source?

I did not ask him, but he was so kind
I did not ask him, but he was so kind

to lengthen my rod

I did not expect it, but you were on bended knees

in pious pose.

What came to pass, does not merely belong to the past.

For ever and for one day

my penis is piously kissed by your mouth.

Now you are not here, nor do I know where you are,

in absolute impotence to make a gesture of leave a message.

I do not see you, hear you, feel you,

only your mouth is here, present, in adoration.

In adoration.

I never knew that I had a god between my thighs.

A woman who is walking nude through the house
A woman who is walking nude through the house

fulfils us of such peace of mind.

It is not a dated, horny nudity.

It is being dressed in nudity.

Innocence a sister alike, a glass of water.

The body is not even noticed

by the rhythm that it leads.

Curves are passing by in a state of purity

calling life `chastity'.

Hair that charmed are not alarming.

Breasts, bud (silent truce)

have a rest of battle. And so do I.

The flesh is sad after the fellatio
The flesh is sad after the fellatio.

After soixante-neuf the flesh is sad.

Is enjoyment no more than sand? Is there nothing

after dizziness? Just waiting

for a next spasm, a next enjoyment,

so seemingly profound, yet superficial

in the electricity of the minute?

In your memory the orgasm yet passes away

and slime streams out of your life.

In the mini-museum of feelings
In the mini-museum of feelings

this hair, loosely held together

with a single bow

is all that remains of the mountains

of the mounts of Venus which I climbed.

I feel, I fondle the black flora

and black she remains in that big white

of past time

when I (past)oral grazed perfumed

curls, black locks and passionate

snakes, near the mirror

which was its shining rhyme.

The movements which were alive

revive in the hair, reborn

in kisses slipped into the abyss of flowers and resin.

And I kiss the memory of those kisses.

I have to think of a slut
I have to think of a slut

who had no equal in bed

so tender, and not even provocative.

But if she was challenged: reacting!

Someone who does not steer a middle course

between two words: warm and cold.

In bath we climbed each other

in the black comb there burned

a cry, a death that spares ones life

a curse, a sigh, someone is coming.

Yes, I have to think of a slut,

a danger to the body

and to the legs of the bed.

She spread her thighs in chastity
She spread her thighs in chastity

and showed me her wild flora.

And how, as gentle as the sheep in the meadow,

she, narrow as she was, opened-closed.

Oh screwing, fucking, death so much alive!

Grave in the green grass, death unsurpassed.

In my wettish, flaming, fleeting shiver

I was nobody, I was a thousand beings

a resurrection in myself. I was Adam,

naked, when in the beginning he set eyes

on the darkness of a woman.

Spread all over the floor the clothes and the time.

Nothing remained of the world, on the edge

of this bloomed brushwood, nor of eternity.

To extinguishing sex
To extinguishing sex I Turn, extinct.

Oh root of my life, hold of my years

love, love, love-firelight which promises

to elucidate the world through orgasm.

Unsatisfied the flesh is finished

but it resists, face to face with death.

I still want to go into the tunnel

where my beloved offered me the greatest joy.

Tomorrow, never again. Or maybe yet today, who knows

the nerve shrivels and the enjoyment evaporates

before life's joys and sorrows have been searched.

Let ejaculation crown my end

and let me go, reconciled to my fate

sprinkling my sperm where the dead are living.

