
  Introduction
 

    
      I've wrote these verses when I was having a personal crisis
      quite a few years ago. It was one of the few ways I had of
      expressing my feelings at the time. The feelings are dark and
      self destructing mixed within a fantasy theme at times. These
      are also the first lines of poetry I wrote.
    

    
      There really isn't much else to tell about them other than that
      they helped me overcome the crisis.
    

  


  License
 

    Copyright 2009 Andraž 'ruskie' Levstik

    All of these are also available on my site:
http://ruskie.codemages.net/poetry.html

    Permission is hereby granted to reproduce and distribute this
    work in part or in full for non-commercial purposes provided
    the following conditions are met:
    

    	The copyright notice is preserved


      	A link to the original site is provided


      	This entire notice is preserved

    


    The above must be displayed in such a way as to make no doubt
    who the original author is, what the original site is and what
    rights the reader receives.

 


  1. Alive and dead
 

    
      The reddest light

      as red as a ruby.

      From a dragons mouth

      smiling, torching.


    

      Death all around

      all dead, all alive.

      Living in and out

      never dying, never living.


    

      Forever imprisoned

      never free, always,

      always and forever

      dead and dying.


    

      Incantations reversed

      still not free.

      Chains broken

      still not free.


    

      Forever dead,

      forever dying.

      Always living.

      Never free.


  

   


  2. Riddle
 

    
      For it is

      is it not.


    

      First a speck

      then a blob.


    

      It comes

      it goes.


    

      Above and

      beyond it goes.


    

      Never comes

      never goes.


    

      Forever here

      and now.


    

      The great

      unknown.


    

      But always

      known.


    

      For it is

      is it not.


  

   


  3. Infinite journey
 

    
      Ridding hard,

      ridding low,

      ridding, ridding.


    

      A journey, so far,

      a journey, as far,

      as far as infinity.


    

      Never destined to reach the goal,

      but always, always next to it,

      but it cannot be for it does not exist.


    

      It does not exist,

      never has, never will,

      will forever be out of reach.


  

   


  4. Dance of lights
 

    
      Golden light, from the west,

      blue and red from the east,

      white and black from the south,

      a speck of silver from the north.


    

      When joined all is lost, always has,

      always will be lost, never more to be,

      to be alive, to be dead, never ever be, forever gone never
      was, always was.


    

      Death from above, death from below,

      life above, life below, always life,

      never was, never will be, forever gone.


  

   


  5. Blackness of day
 

    
      Blackest night, black as day,

      as black as a star.


    

      Blackness all around,

      no light, always dark.


    

      A light, shimmering light in the distance,

      a light of hope in the dark.


    

      All hope, all hope is lost,

      a light, red as fire.


    

      A fire, flames, incandescent light,

      nothing more, never more, forever lost.


  

   


  6. Lost day
 

    
      The day is lost,

      never to be found


    

      Forever lost it is,

      lost like hope.


    

      Hope is lost,

      but there is hope.


    

      Hope to live,

      to survive.


    

      To survive,

      day in, day out.


    

      Just to live,

      always alert.


    

      Never to live,

      never to die.


    

      Forever lost,

      never found.


  

   


  7. Finality
 

    
      A crimson light,

      in the distance.

      A light as bright,

      as a star.


    

      No hope remains,

      for it is

      the sensation of finality.


    

      No air to breathe,

      no eyes to see,

      no sound to hear,

      no body to feel.


    

      Nothing,

      the sensation

      of nothing,

      forever to be.


  

   


  8. Resurrection
 

    
      For I know,

      I never will be,

      never to be,

      a hero to return.


    

      To return,

      from the other side,

      is to live,

      not be alive.


    

      For the blackness,

      that surrounds us,

      will soon fade,

      and a new day will be.


    

      A day of rejoice,

      a day of happiness,

      a day of resurrection,

      when all hope is lost.


  

   


  9. Reality, insanity
 

    
      The light is dark,

      darker than the darkest night.

      Nothing to see,

      nothing to sense.

      Sensation of nothingness,

      and nothingness of sensation.


    

      This cannot be, but it is!
NO!
YES!
NOOOOO!

      It is to be, as it is,

      for it cannot be altered.


    

      Reality is altered,

      but it is not,

      it only comes and goes,

      to the edge of conciousness,

      and goes and comes again,

      but is never there.


    

      How can it be?

      It can, because it is.

      Release me from it!
NO!
YES!

      Never, it is forever!


    

      Never is forever,

      is it not,

      if it is,

      then am I not,

      I am, I am,

      I am nothingness.


  

   


  10. Sonnet brave
 

    
      The brave are long gone,

      they are but there are still brave here.

      They move from person to person,

      like a spirit, a spectre, death.


    

      But they do not hurt,

      they help each of us.

      They help us to live,

      from day to day.


    

      The brave,

      lost warriors of the old age,

      cannot, will not and must not sleep.


    

      They cannot for they are neither living nor dead,

      they will not as they do not need sleep,

      and they must not or they will go beyond.


  

   


  11. Passage
 

    
      Open the black gate,

      open upon yourself,

      destroy thy self,

      terminate thy existence.


    

      Let us pass,

      from the past,

      to the future,

      through all time and space.


    

      Release the souls,

      ignore the dead,

      let us pass,

      or be destroyed.


    

      The great dance has started,

      let us leave our mortal selves,

      let us become ourselves,

      let us be eternal.


  

   


  12. Timelessness
 

    
      I am trapped,

      trapped inside myself.

      I have to get out,

      I have to become what I was,

      I was ...

      the great unknown,

      what was I,

      what were we,

      the unknown of the world,

      an ancient world that is gone,

      gone beyond our time,

      time which folds onto itself,

      time which folds space,

      the space that we define,

      we define it by our senses,

      our sensation of time,

      twisted so much we cannot see it,

      but some of it we do,

      we ask ourselves,

      what if this and that happens,

      what if we change the past,

      but we already did,

      every moment that passes,

      we lose to time,

      but time is eternal,

      it goes on and on,

      and on,

      it folds onto itself,

      it starts where it ends,

      so it cannot end,

      we change it every moment,

      in time we are the moment,

      and time is the moment,

      the moment of time itself,

      it never ends it never starts,

      folding onto itself,

      every moment.


  

   


  13. Song 13
 

    
      A whirlwind,

      whirlwind of thoughts.

      Thoughts that spread,

      spread from past

      to future.


    

      Infinite thoughts,

      thoughts of nothingness,

      nothingness and nothing.

      Spreading through infinity,

      spreading through time and space.


    

      Never-ending stream of thoughts,

      flowing at heights through us,

      at lows through animals.

      Thoughts shared by everyone,

      everyone and no-one.


  

   


  14. Infinity
 

    
      Oooooooohh?

      The tragedy...

      The worlds ending...


    

      Ending?

      Yes, ending into infinity...

      A dark infinity...


    

      Infinity?

      Yes, never ending infinity...

      An infinity of thoughts...


    

      Thoughts?

      Yes, dark thoughts...

      Oooooooohh...


  

   


  15. No more
 

    
      No tomorrow will there be.

      No?

      No!

      No. Why?


    

      Never again shall I gaze upon this world.

      Never?

      Never!

      Never. Why?


    

      Lost I shall be in the stream of thought.

      Lost?

      Lost!

      Lost. Why?


    

      Why No?

      Why Never?

      Why Lost?

      Because I shall be no more...


  

   


  16. What
 

    
      What is this?

      What?

      This?

      This stream of thoughts.

      I never felt it before.

      It is new to me.

      New but yet it feels old.

      Old? Yes old.

      But then again it's new.

      But still old...


  

   


  17. A poem
 

    
      A poem is always a poem.

      And a song is always a song.

      But then what is a poem,

      what a song.

      The never-ending story

      one writes it, one sings it,

      one recites it.

      It goes on and on and on...


  

   


  18. Future
 

    
      I look toward the future.

      Far and near.

      I see nothing.

      A darkness at best.


    

      Darkness expanding.

      Expanding, enveloping all.


    

      Yet as I dip into the future.

      Near and far.

      I feel death, destruction and chaos.


    

      The agony of knowing.

      Of knowing but helpless to change.


  

   


  19. Praznina upanja
 

    
      TUP!

      Prvi je padel.

      BANG!

      In bila je vojna.

      BUM!

      Poruši se stavba.


    

      Blisk. Slepeči blisk.

      Tišina.

      Trušč! Obupen trušč!

      Tišina.

      Vakum. Dušljivi vakum.

      Tišina.


    

      Svet, tišina in tema

      prekrila sta.

      Vsega je konec.

      Nikogar ni več.

      Ostaja samo še tišina.

      Tišina in mir.


  

   
