Darkness of myself

My expression

is strident.

like in the whirlpool of a funnel.

I decant

decomposing corps of ideas

into decomposable compositions.

I tear apart

the surface of the Real

and I dive 

into the darkness.

The darkness

The darkness of my feet into my shoes. The darkness.

The darkness of my legs into the trousers.

The darkness of my penis into the pants. The darkness.

The darkness of my kidneys,

of my lever, of my stomach. The darkness.

The darkness of my heart.

The darkness of my blood.

The darkness of my cerebellum. The darkness.

The darkness of my hypothalamus. 

The darkness of my pineal gland. The darkness.

The spark, the Idea, the glowing poem.

