
  REWRITTEN…RÖGESZME

Visual impressions often communicate thus briefly these moments of escape are not to be 
despised and coax into words for some final statement I, who am perpetually making notes in the 
margin of my mind, far from being allowed to spread wider and wider circles of understanding that 
may at last, embrace the entire world, I go through the antics of the individual, and we enjoy this 
momentary alleviation when the walls of the mind become transparent when the streamers of my 
consciousness waver out and are perpetually torn and distressed by their disorder, all tremors 
shake me, and the weight of the earth is pressed against my ribs, my roots go down to the depths 
of the world, my true self breaks off from my assumed, my body lives a life of its own, yet there are 
moments when the walls of the mind grow thin; when nothing is unabsorbed, we go on filled with 
lingering sensations, breasting the world with half finished phrases, these are the things that for 
ever interrupt the process upon which I am eternally engaged of finding some perfect phrase that 
fits this very moment exactly, hence he will reach perfection and I shall fall alone through this thin 
sheet, you will let me fall, and I shall fail and shall leave nothing behind me but imperfect phrases 
littered with sand, I hang suspended without attachment so I dream, falling off the edge of the earth 
at night when my bed floats suspended, we are nothing, I said, and fell drawing myself back into 
my body over the grey, cadaverous space, things we have only dimly perceived draw near, words 
that have lain dormant now lift, now toss their crests, and fall and rise, and fall and rise again, I am 
astonished, as I draw the veil off things with words, how much, how infinitely more that I can say I 
have observed, the earth hangs heavy beneath me, I will sit still for a moment before I emerge into 
that chaos, that tumult, I will not anticipate what is to come, the huge uproar is in my ears, it 
sounds and resounds under this glass roof like the surge of the sea, we are whirled asunder,my 
sense of self almost perishes, I become drawn in, tossed down, thrown sky-high, a leaf falls from 
joy, it’s astonishing look of aptness, suppleness and ability to curl softly or suddenly crash, it’s 
infinite sensibility, immeasurably receptive, holding everything, trembling with fullness, yet clear, 
contained, and in me too the wave rises, this is the eternal renewal, the incessant rise and fall and 
fall and rise again and cloud the fine simplicity of my moment of emotion…………….


