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Maybe needless to say, but still to have no misunderstandings about it, this text and other 
poetic texts (or song-texts) do not necessarily represent Azar’s view on things – even though 
of course he must have contact with the worlds he depicts, or else he can’t write about it. 

 
11-9-10 

The City 
Some normal days of a normal life 

 
I’m going out, I leave my home, my lonely safety in the madness  
Going out, even though I can’t stand it outside, can’t bear it inside for too long either 

Like a beggar I am craving, sucking in with my eyes the green 
The last remainders in the city 
Some lost flowers bring a sigh of happiness, forgotten in the stone 
For a moment I don’t hear the killing noise, 24 hours a day rattling on, like a machine gun 
that cannot stop any more, piercing me everywhere although I never gave consent, and still 
going on when I’m dead already 
For a flash my heart forgets it has become concrete, a thing, a form 
I see the people cramped, stuck, angry, bitter and laughing and am caught between laughing 
out like crazy or crying like a willow and letting it all hang down 
I’m biking further through the town and almost faint 
The horns of the cars are too much this time and I vomit on the street 

Above me a seagull circles like a vulture waiting for man’s blindness, for what people do not 
see and do not want to see, for their waste that should be underground, down in the sewer 
I feel I’m dying but my body is still moving 
It can’t give up yet, don’t know why 
Again half a meter green and I almost have to cry 
But I cannot, I’m too stuck from stone and steel and people’s sturdiness 
A frog is overrun by a car, my body falls on the ground 
The driver didn’t notice, like he noticed nothing, only traffic and his crowded mind whining 
on and chewing the rag 
Looking up I see the billboards bigger than elephants, they show us how to be happy, with 
toothpaste, cars and insurances 
The noise-attack goes on, the funeral march for every heart 
The frog 
I feel like an animal, an animal who lost the game, the struggle 
Survival of the fittest, of the most insensitive 
I see a woman, some life-force wants to re-appear, but it doesn’t know how, it seems way too 
far 
I remember making love, lying naked on the moss and later, quickly, standing on concrete, 
clothes still on 
I am shocked not being shocked 
I don’t feel a thing 
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I’m dead but my body doesn’t realize it yet, it still lives in the past somehow 
I stumble on till I reach the borders of the city 
There, bit further on, my body doubts if it will recover now or surrender finally to death 
It stays in between 
And my hand is reaching for the green, it is touching, it has to touch 
The moss, the leaves, the grass, the trunks of trees, the soil 
Depleted of life, of energy, I touch all that I still can  
I notice still some drive in me to survive, to absorb the rests of nature 
I try to smile, like some still can, but nothing comes, only a slight feeling at the corners of my 
mouth, some far itchy something 
And I can’t forget the frog somehow, flat as a pancake 
And the driver, I can’t forget the one who forgets 
And back I go, into the city 
There is the food, I learned 
Back into the stone, the noise, alone… 
They send me to psychiatrists, as I’m not normal, that is obvious, they are worried about me, 
they say 
She asks me what’s my problem, I don’t have problems, I respond, I just can’t stand it all 
Well, that’s problem number one, she says, you have to live here in this world 
It feels like a conviction, that was never pronounced so far 
Suddenly I run out of the room, and look at the painting on the wall, there is grass on it and 
seven little bushes 
I always count them if I come to the one who’s to teach me life, how to live 
I tell the doctor I prefer to look at the painting rather than at her, she shows no emotion but 
goes to the toilet 
When she comes back I tell her frankly: It’s hopeless that I come here, I cannot fuck you, 
you’re too hard and I don’t like women with short hair, it’s not me, it’s bigger than me 
She seems finally shut up  
Although usually she lets me speak I always and constantly feel her mind rattling on and on 
and judging and interrupting and knowing better and attacking ‘my’ heart  
Then she says: ‘It’s about love’ and I have to puke 
Lately my body somehow can’t stand truths evaporating straight from the drought any more  
But nothing comes out this time  
That’s again something, I can’t help to notice, she was the one busy with fucking, not me, I 
just gave words to the situation and now she is the one to talk about love 
Everything in the world is turned around  
When I reveal people’s darkness I seem to be dark 
Unconsciousness is an excuse for everything 
And this is our last meeting somehow, I don’t know why, maybe I am cured now in her view 
I go home, my neighbours make noise and noise and noise, perfecting their homes for ever 
with the newest greatest machines 
My body goes nuts in all honesty and I don’t resist the nutsness 
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I pick up my guitar and try to play a song, a spontaneous text about a frog and how hard it is 
to live 
But the neighbours ring the bell, that if I won’t stop the noise, they’ll call the police, they are 
fed up with my voice 
It reminds them somehow of what should be forgotten by now by everyone 
I have to try to bike to the border of the city again, for some breaths of life, again I get greedy 
for green  
After three days recovering at home I’m exhausted 
First, before the ordeal of going all the way through the city to the end of it I go to the 
graveyard for some rest  
But they are cutting the grass with some monster machine and are blowing away all the 
leaves, the ones that are left, with some supersonic cannon that even beats the monster if it 
comes to producing decibels  
A guy in military outfit is after the very last lousy little leaf, anarchistic in just doing what it 
wants, hanging, feeling like falling, lying, being blown, not knowing rules, not even how to 
fill in tax forms 
He’s got it now 
People who invent these life- and heart-killing machines should be hanged immediately, no 
process 
But first 24 hours exposure to the noise of their own machine, no earplugs, while standing on 
the chair already, rope around the neck 
If after these 24 hours there’s no real sign of regret in their heart, the chair is kicked away, if 
they didn’t step off by themselves by then 
No harmonica for their last day, just their own machine, just the paying back 
I sit down before two wild flowers that grow there by accident, in order to secretly protect 
them, I put my earplugs in and start to pray to Dog 
The workers do not look at me, I don’t exist 
I have to escape anyway, always escape, always on the run, from the city, from the dead, the 
concrete, the asphalt and the noises 
Always the hopeless run with the energy still left 
They’re building everywhere, they go into the air, fifty trees again must die, for the 
undiscovered Lie 
The whole day long cars are parking, much much worse even for the body to bear than 
passing cars 
A car parking means thoughts about killing or suicide 
I’m on my bike again, biking for my life, escaping death again 
The smell of the city almost chokes me for good this time  
Especially I cannot stand now the perfumes that women wear on their unconscious insensitive 
bodies, I get sick and sick and sick from it 
But I make it and I look at snails and birds and worms and spiders, look at the ones who still 
survive 
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I cannot rest, the sun is shining fiercely – too much light at once on the darkness of the city 
that I associated with 
I lie in the prairie under a lonely tree and I sing to the cows 
Highways all around, my throat is blocked and squeezed, suffocated, but I still sing somehow, 
at least some sound is coming out 
They like it, they don’t complain, and even come closer, they stare at me totally at ease  
I won’t kill you, I say, I don’t want to eat you 
They have eyes like deers 
But they are on the list, and there are no volunteers, but soon they will be slaughtered, cause 
their milk production’s getting less 
I sing one more song and then say goodbye 
They see the tears in my eyes 
Back to the city, back to the zombies, back to the stone, back to the crowd, alone... 


