








When death was a little girl
She wanted cternity as a gift

And with her faceless smile

She took my calendar.




[ felt a scream rise up inside me
Like a child"s terror unexplained
My body is an abyss that hunts me again.

And whose eyes could bring me back
When only the vagaries of words know of me?
I scream through the morning hours

Until someone hears me.

The world stales like a barren field.
The sky falls like a brown leaf
Perhaps weakly, perhaps willingly
In the dawn of longing,

The arrow is a paintbrush

But the scream is better
Beacause its touch is soft, vulnerable, and clean.
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Candlelights are diminished CHAPTER ONF :
The Night's wound grows in safety. ¢ A + 1

The Fireplace of Being is waiting A L

Everything is now a touch, everything Cupid
POGLAVLIF PRVO :
And Eyes are scaled with screaming s 1 @+
Like an ocean at sunset
A purple shiver torn from my face

Everything is now a dream, everything Endymion

Darkness gives birth to the feathers of stars
Marches of Coldness give us a flag

Passions goes to Endlessness

And traps the Dead

The Transparent Cosmos is the song of a blind man
Everything is now bordered, everything Rubicon
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Do you know any
forensic doctors who i
arc nccrophiliacs? . Have you ever dreamt of a
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"Under the terms
of our reform,
the Government
proclaims this
' Regulation with pew
. Obligations, Rules
and Sanctions
within the domain of
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I. o, c;l';i't.;.l;iics must now.cxhlbu ﬁlghcr standard of
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And to further reform Death, we require new coffins as well as
new concepts for mourning, if, and only if, thv:y do not contradict
religious beliefs...
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["1, DEar Tou, Byen
Death doesn't want

You anymore,




I sink into the endless night and dream CHAPTFRA TW®

Wordless ashes create my dcstiny

Dusk is sorrow, | am hypnotized by pain
[ write my unchosen grave
AVLIF DARAWG®
Where are my leisure and fireflies,
Whose life destroys my rising?
The visions are shattered screams
And somebody else”s intestines sleep in me

My crown is made of fossils and rocks
Miracles are written on the body
The sun reiterates itself like a siren
I am the being who links everything

Desire is hidden in returning

And it sings a requiem for me
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Easy. I'm the archivist of =
the future, Dave McDonell! 4
. This ncwspaper will be
published in two days. S




George W. Bush 2, Michael Moore 0
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. Tcan tell you're confused. This is very strange. The only
" things | have to sell in this antique shop are "tomorrow’s news'.
. And at the same time, it s uscless to sell these future papers -
W to any of my customers. . -

Simple. Even if you
- took the paper out
into the street, no
_one would believe it.

Just because you know the future doesn’ t necessarily
mean it will be to everyone™s advantage. Your knowledge
, of the things to come distorts the sequence of events. -
revelation comes when it is predestined.
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- Listen, forget everything =
you saw today. And most
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