MONOLOGUE


An angel is entering through an open window,

with a reed-pipe in his hand and he's playing and crying and singing …

Angel, tell me a story about who am I,

what do I mean, what I do not know and want to know.

Remains of alcohol are striving for my brain,

and like a silent phobia, they're crawling in the horizon.

Angel, tell me about racism, and about life; about death …

I'm terrified by every step I make,

by every spin of a wheel of a train, that already has left,

which aims for some kind of fatal illusions.

I'm afraid of every thought, 

which grinds my brain into millions of molecules,

I'm scared of barbed wires,

whose thorns are laughing in my face;

I lost my faith …

Sun, who gives hope to darkness by your golden crown;

genuine power, destroying all that's bleak and black,

temporary beatificness;

dazed, you give your power and a chance of departure to the moment.

Tasty frothy potion, I'm drowning all my pains in you,

distant target, long-dreamt goal, burnt love … I'm going crazy!

I'm screaming, I want to scream and I want to laugh;

I want to murder and to retrieve …

Angel, you white fool, imagination in the delirium of sacred wishes;

please, try to understand!

You ask me why? Ask me … you'll find out nothing.

They hurt me, I won't hurt them back;

I will fight for revenge; love them and destroy them!

Fragile, like a glass of wine,

drowning in a blood, dissipated in a battle,

surrounded by love, love and hatred,

phobia of communism and an obscure mafia,

I'm discarding all of my being, everything comes to nothing.

And my soul, free of everything, is flying off …

I'm flying towards the sun, and towards a breeze of spring,

towards a glowing flower's avenue,

as well as snowflakes on the tip of an ice-cream;

towards the hope of an anticipated dream.

Angel, you are the torso of a goodness and the testament, help me!

Please, advise on how to overcome the destruction of human values,

the putrid odour of decaying human personalities.

I'm transforming into a marble statue,

into a monster burning all emotions,

which are trickling languidly from my disrupted arteries,

into a freak from the most disturbing horror movie,

into a tiny little fiber, thrown back and forth by the wind, 

into nothing, nil, desolation, emptiness …

People, get rid of the address of beauty'

and even then, I will always love you, 

and always seek for you in my memories.

Place a broom into my hand and I'll brush it off the table,

lend me a fire, I will burn it,

lend me your heart, I will learn to hate,

your mouth, and I will learn to lie,

lend me your face, and I will learn to feign,

your palms, and just like you, I rise them frivolously …

Lend me a mirror, I will marvel at myself,

like in the darkness of a shineless window … and though!

I love you world, whether you're gray, blue, pink, or white …

I love you mother, my guardian angel,

the song of my childhood without memories,

my love …

Now, I just say goodbye; and again I'm flying away.

