
sirens 

 

 

a bell rings  

(rang … rung …) 

 

a muse 

so not so 

amused 

in a spell 

sings a song  

(sang … sung …) 

 

her story 

foretells 

all along 

a long 

allegory 

 

all about 

being without 

being within 

 

being 

 

all around 

a sound (a)bound 

in silence – 

 

in essence, a nonsense, 

an incense of presence 

in absence … 

 

(I see the sea, 

the sea sees me) 

 

echoes (of reflections) of echoes 

reflections (of echoes) of reflections 

 

 

TO BE OR NOT TO BE . . . 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

in every age 

(I see the sea, 

the sea sees me) 

a sage in a cage 

on a des(s)ert I’sland – 

eyes devoid 

of the void 

 

of     d – e – e – p     s – l – e – e – p  – 

 

there where nowhere seals 

dreams of appeal so real 

the siren seems 

 

surreal or not surreal . . . 
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      me 

           me 

                me 

                     and 

               you 

         you 

   you 

as 

   we 

       we 

we 

                 stand 

              to 

           to 

        to 

           be 

        or 

   not 

        to 

           be 

           

                  free 

           be            be 

                  free 

           be            be   

                  free  


