WHEN YOU ARE BED-RIDDEN!
HORIZONS ARE STRETCHED - ENDLESSLY.
AND YET.
AS IT WERE, ENSCONCED IN A SHELL,
UNWILLING TO LOOK BEYOND,
THE MIND REVOLVES AROUND ITSELF.
HEIL ICH, MICH UND MEIN!
THOUGH -IT MAY NEVER PRONOUNCE THESE WORDS,
BUT MEANS THEM ALL THE TIME ALL THE SAME.
FACTS ARE TREMENDOUS AND SIMPLE.
WHAT HAPPENS, IF YOU STAY STILL,
LIKE SOME FIELDS IN THE COUNTRYSIDE
AFTER A SERIES OF HARVESTS
LYING FALLOW
LETTING THE BREEZE KISS THEM GENTLY
THE SUN SMILE OVER THEM
AND THE RAINS FALL
TO QUENCH THE THIRST OF THE SOIL
AND REGENERATE EMACIATED LIFE PRINCIPLE.

LEST THE CORE SHOULD BE BURNT.
ABYSMAL EMPTINESS IS RESTLESS 
AND YOU WALLOW IN FRAGRANCE 
BUT YOU CANNOT SMELL!

YOU WALLOW IN EMPTINESS. 

BUT -YOU CANNOT FATHOM IT! 

WHO CARES TO SMELL WHO CARES TO FATHOM 

WHY INSIST, ANY-WAY?

FELLOW IS LEARNING TO WALK STRAIGHT.
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