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Foreword 
 

 
One of my most despondent memories relates to my first 

encounter with “Mother Country” France, where it was dis-

tressingly tacit that I am “other” than French, that I am 

fundamentally an islander from Guadeloupe, a French woman 

sure, but from overseas, from – “over there”. Yes, from 

“over there” where I am equally quite unfit. It is “over there” 

that I challenge local traditional sexual identity and gender 

roles, “over there” that I am French but not quite, African 

but not quite, European but not quite, and quite an alien 

based in North America. This sense of départenance and 

complex negotiations of identities that are quite mine and 

that I live within these different localities, which are also 

mine but not quite – have developed my strategies of adapta-

tion and my critical reflection and views. Pain is no stranger 

to these experiences. In fact, the body becomes a landmine 

in which are developed strategies of survival. Károly Sándor 

Pallai’s book Liberty Limited creates a tangible similar sense 

of painful emergency and immediacy inside the reader who is 

on the edge, looking from within, pushed into contact with 

countless “others”, and forced to come out of this vertigo 

with a better understanding of his/her own presence in the 

world.  
 

Quite provoking, Liberty Limited is “a marvelous hiatus” 

that constrains the reader into a nauseous pausing to ques-

tion issues of race, class, gender, and sex; and experience 

feelings of resentment, defeat, optimism, shameful silences, 

or proud resiliencies. Mind your mind! Liberty Limited 
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throws you into this uncomfortable space of self-reflecting. I 

was struck by the many cross-examinations that fluctuate 

within the poems. It seems that everything that touches, gaz-

es, or incites the body is unveiled to show that body within 

its passivity, incredulity, addictions, anger, reticence, or… 

what is it exactly?  What is what after all? Who are we? Do 

we truly know what we should know? Do we want to know? 

And when we know, what do we do? Hooked on social media 

profiles, on oversexualized bodies, menaced by fascist 

states’ politics smearing the limitations of our body’s liber-

ties… What is true? What is meaningful? Do we have the 

luxury to dream when corruption, exploitation, wars haunt 

every breath one’s takes? If this is all a nightmare, when will 

we wake up from it? 
 

The book mirrors scattered bodies, from Europe to South 

Asia, from the margins to the center, from the forest to sky 

high concrete, from sex trafficking to “global conflagration”, 

from pornography to romantic love, from loss to aim, or from 

despair to hope. The poems portray bodies possessed by 

consumerism and wandering within their limitations. They 

unearth silenced painful realities of landmine-bodies. The 

bodies are pandemic, full of hate or wisdom, dreaming in 

nostalgia, they are too late, too much, or not enough. Liberty 

Limited is also romantic, sensitive, and yet ironic and brutal.  
 

For over a decade, my academic, activist, and artistic 

works have all centered on the body, its memory and pain – 

this in visual and performing arts, film and literature works 

of the Francophone Black diaspora. Liberty Limited is one 

the boldest contemporary poetic works I have come across 
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on the theme of bodily pain. The pulse of Károly Sándor 

Pallai’s work rises and falls, images make noise, silences are 

transformed. It is an invitation for us to face the world as our 

own subjects. His style uses images that are realistic and 

mythical, deadly serious and wryly ironic. The book is in its 

time, unique and important. It is an attractive and accessible 

presentation of imperialist and patriarchal issues that the 

reader is invited to confront. Károly attests to Liberty Lim-

ited in Syria, Dakha Bangladesh, across the globe, within 

who we are, and what we believe in. It is not only our lack of 

freedom and our missing will, but also most importantly our 

power to transcend set boundaries and challenge the whole 

realm of human existence. 
 

It is an honor to write this foreword for such an innova-

tive, challenging and poetically entertaining, and 

transgressive book. The amorality, aggression, sadism, and 

voyeurism Károly depicts are exposed through his dry wit, 

poise and elegance, exhibiting a constant capacity to sur-

prise. He attempts to flesh out and induce a wide range of 

emotions from the reader. The poems express the meaning 

arising from simple everyday objects to violent outcomes 

that have all become an unemotional “everyday”. From birds, 

chance encounters, passerby, bodies dying, bodies endan-

gered, memories of his father…  the book is richly 

contextualized and reflective. Károly liberates criticism and 

interpretation from their imprisonment. Liberty Limited is a 

forced encounter with the “other” and a call to continuously 

re-invent ourselves.  
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I vividly remember our first encounter, a mild winter in 

the city of Budapest, as he was presenting his recent re-

search on the contemporary francophone literatures of the 

Indian Ocean and the Pacific. Károly Sándor Pallai is one of 

the very few scholars to focus on literatures emerging from 

the Seychelles and Mauritius; these territories like Guade-

loupe, isolated, almost invisible on the world map, and easily 

forgotten by the mainstream. Liberty Limited is credible and 

relevant to his intercultural and interdisciplinary aspirations 

and his proven understanding of how structural violence can 

create schizophrenic identities. Károly knows what cross-

cultural spaces reveal, it is not the exotic or the fantast that 

captivates him, but rather their efflorescing complex facets. 

He tackles the themes of identity, alienation, and self-

fulfillment with refreshing boldness. 
 

Károly Sándor Pallai describes our unbalanced bodies 

that are similar to the topography of islands like my native 

land of Guadeloupe; their disparate and fragmented disposi-

tion, their unpredictability, their fluxes nourished by socio-

political instabilities. Liberty Limited is a series of bypasses 

and disequilibrium performed through original poetic 

prouesse. Constantly experimenting with both the form and 

content of his work, Pallai calls for the emergence of a 

rhizomic-body that yearns to advocate for social justice, 

peace, and liberty unlimited.  
 

 

Gladys M. Francis, Ph.D 
Professor of Francophone, Theory, and Cultural Studies 

Atlanta, Georgia State University
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angels FAQ 
 

 

do angels have external sex organs, geni-

tals, intestines? 

 is there sexual intercourse among them, 

and how about veneral diseases? 

 Adam’s apple, gullet, pharyngeal tonsils, 

lungs?  

 if not, what kind of sound do they make? 

 if so, do they have lung cancer and need 

x-ray before settling down in paradise to pre-

vent the spread of tuberculosis? 

 are there any homeless angels roaming 

the fetid streets smelling fish and bile? 

 what kind of punishment is inflicted upon 

them if they become hard drinkers, accessory 

to murder or if they rape a human? 

 i can’t imagine angels having a shower. 

 intimate cosmetics and special body lotion 

for the wings? 

can they be blood donors or play the pi-

ano? 

 i’d rather take a plane and stay human. 
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Three - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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choosing silence 
  

 

sounds of a silver-yellow melody fold 

back in the cracks of the window. 

 the notes stumble over my apathy and 

plunge into the drain. 

 i flush the toilet indifferently and creep 

towards the window by stealth to map the 

street and the source of the sound. 

 a fragile little sparrow is ranging with an-

ger, trying to talk back to the frantic blasts of 

wind blowing from parliaments and state 

houses. 

 it’s hit on the mouth, intimidated and de-

prived of the achievements of postmodern 

age. 

we don’t have this courage. 

 we’re all waiting for organ transplants, 

long-awaited promotions, fortune, sex kittens, 

success or silicon breasts. 

 our life is an appendix to energy inter-

ests, market tendencies and the fluctuations 

of power. 
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the necessary but accessory workforce, 

an indolent illustration of decay soothed with 

falling crumbs of ancient glory and the golden 

days of primeval nudity. 

we’re now usufructuary citizens of obedi-

ent subjugation.  

 recharged batteries of the remote control, 

anti-aging creams, a more energy-saving 

food waste grinder, lip augmentation. 

 we choose silence. 
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Like I - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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our generation 
 

  

flexible, pornographic clouds caress my 

ears and my neck.  

 sensual, wet licking while i’m loafing on the 

roofs. we’re secret lovers like in a tale of chiv-

alry. 

 the gleaming genitals of distant painters 

and adult movie actresses overshadow the 

crimson skies. 

 late afternoon of a fading day, charcoal on 

your lips that you kiss on the faces of elders 

passing by, confetti on the branches: leftover 

of a new year’s eve. 

 we polish and chisel each other like luxuri-

ous manicure sets. 

just you and i in the fading afternoon, re-

tired tigers fighting for bodily pleasures. 

 this is our generation. 

a generation of human trafficking and sex 

slavery. 

 you’ll be my stepping stone, my wet and 

hot shelter in these days. 
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 cheap workforce, military use and abuse of 

children, ruined lives as we’re trying to bridge 

all the fiscal cliffs in the world. 

 lung roses sit over our heads like clouds, 

like a bald Caucasus. 

 this world desperately needs a life-saving 

laryngotomy, an infusion of compassion and 

never-ending rains of blessing. 

 we need to recruit immediately the best 

architects of grace. 
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Construction II - (100×70cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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a pelican orgy 
 

 

a lousy, slobbery bird tries to make its 

way in the air traffic, in the crowd of migrat-

ing pelicans. 

i see the violet stains on their tuxedos: 

they must have had a copious caviar dinner 

and a game of cards before the heart attack or 

before losing their virginity. 

we’re standing right under this celestial 

traffic jam, under this birdly upheaval of a 

new renaissance. 

unshaven, we’re standing in the middle of 

a human phalanx gathered to witness a 

shrieking orgy, the flying love-making of a 

black-and-white turmoil. 

 suddenly, we hear a sneeze and then si-

lence. 

 time stands still, the birds grow stiff and 

comes the absolute silence that settles in 

drugstores, bars, sits on our eyelashes and 

oozes into our drinks. 

 the pelicans make no more sound: proba-

bly tuberculosis or a paralysis of the lungs. 
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i’m thinking that they should be hospital-

ized, or sent to a TB sanatorium. 

 is there one for pelicans? maybe birds 

should also undergo pulmonary screening 

from time to time. 

 then the silence was over and the peli-

cans went on tour with their performance. 
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East Timor 
 

 

a mutilated dove of peace writhing like a 

lunatic refugee fleeing vicious militias. 

 after centuries of foreign rule and dec-

ades of recolonization, life is much like a life-

and-death battle with carnivore bacteria, 

withstanding political and humanitarian leu-

kaemia, muddling through putrid, shooting 

clouds. 

 election monitors, forced deportation, 

armed forces bathing in blood and intimida-

tion. 

 a terrorized, plucked, cancerous dove of 

peace putting its wings to the test: a micro-

scopic, raw liberty, a spiral of confession and 

residual fear. 

 sweeping clean, making the political op-

position disappear; flesh torn, undiluted threat 

eating the bones. 

 spiritual and mental endurance was dou-

ble-checked with x-ray and computer 

tomography. 
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undulating wordlessness, unfiltered nidor 

of grilled bodies sacrified in the hallway of 

maturity and tolerance, for the establishment 

of a sustainable economic structure. 

 to stand firm in the embrace of razors, 

picks and axes, to stand bail for the impris-

oned and mangled, to be a sacrificial lamb 

given to the tellers of votes and to UN peace-

keepers in remembrance of the maturity 

exhibited through the electoral process. 

 who will hear these voices?   
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Cry - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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my Bukowski 
 

 

perverseness often seems very seductive 

somehow. 

putridity, depravity, profligacy and free-

dom, the freedom of making the wrong 

choices, going crazy from time to time, cutting 

the rags of our lives amidst hilarious 

laughters. 

 violating taboos like sex, good manners, 

marital intimacy, alcohol and addictions of all 

sorts. 

 a fresco of our age, of our derailed at-

tempts of transgression and narrow-minded 

rebellion. 

 this is false peace before a real breach in 

the tissue of time and space, before a new 

wildfire of negation and contestation. 

 this is my Bukowski turning grey in filth 

but never fading. 

where does life go after death, does it 

creep out of the body through the pores? 

 is it given to someone else? 
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will it go to a cinema or dance half-naked 

and drunk? 

 who gets your life when it’s gone? 

 will this new, reimplanted life take show-

ers, drink beers, write poems on a century-

old typewriter? 

 my Bukowski stroking the bum of a sexy 

girl  and mounting a torrent of existential cri-

sis. 

 strange towers are burning outside in the 

roaring night as he is laughing and shading in-

to the horror vacui. 
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elegy to my father 
 

 

sitting here listening to Ligeti and Kurtág. 

a morning inspiration soaked with 

scorched coffee and some obscenely effer-

vescent milk. 

 being able to entomb the soul under hun-

dreds of layers without knowing whether it 

will rouse up or stay forever buried alive is 

also a kind of freedom. 

 still sitting here, talking to my father. 

 he died twelve years ago. 

 a photo. 

 turning grey at a young age, having a 

hawk-nose and a slightly, sometimes imper-

ceptibly curly hair, we have these things in 

common. 

 and our ridge of the nose, our adoration 

for women. 

a racking, slow cough of sandstone pow-

der bursts out of my chest as a homage to 

love then and now. 
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 talking to my father with music and 

words, an afternoon inspiration in the cross-

walk of a jealous moment absorbed in a 

prayer. 

 i trade my hardly achieved truths and jus-

tifications for lies: the common currency of 

the world. 

 all those childhood afternoons vaguely 

faded in time are now gone, he took them with 

him twelve years ago. 

 sometimes i take a walk around the house 

and glance through the windows of the fist-

floor apartment. 

 memories hanging like featherweight ra-

zors in my heart.  
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X - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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scarlet jeremiad 
 

 

i’m dazzled by the decaying splendour of a 

superannuated, slimy christmas tree. 

 i stand still and have a drink to seize this 

evanescent corporeity touched with grey. 

 i’m inert with the tumours and massacres 

dripping from tv, with the valueless, marketa-

ble, mediatized sex and the cheap erotic 

sweat streaming from billboards. 

we could rave about our nose-blowing fu-

ture or hire professional mourners to comfort 

the swelled veins on our foreheads. 

 but we just tremble for our lives, starved 

into surrender by people of importance. 

 an erotic ambush to raid and sack our 

minds, to reduce us to obedience with unex-

ceptionable politeness. 

let’s become a thunder instead, collecting 

dead loans, making cuts on the skin of ages, 

living in temporary quarters until the end of 

this age of our native land. 
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in the emergency lightening, an obstetri-

cian tries to bring into the world a generation 

of laconic action, the agents of change. 

 who dares to question the heavy narra-

tives of beauty like the chair biting the one 

who sits in it, the air refusing to be the living 

breath of the raw lips waiting for salvation, 

like the blood rising in open revolt against the 

organs and bodily fluids never exchanged and 

united anymore. 

this period of humanity is planless, like a 

promenade concerto washed away by a freez-

ing drizzle in a vale of tears. 

 as a last resort, i cover your neck and 

breasts with lascivious kisses, hoping for a 

springlet of honey to be my power impulse, 

my strengthening food glistening in your in-

flexions: my nourishment of carnal pleasures. 

 stealing ecstasy from your velvet body 

and your throbbing veins to exile the furiously 

galloping death − a climax of suspense in the 

accusatory wilderness. 
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Purple buttons (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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homage to Ai Weiwei 
 

 

this world is pulmonic. 

 cancer of the larynx, metastasis circulat-

ing through the bloodstream, spreading to 

other tissues and organs: paralyzed, poisoned 

and infected by untold words, concealed 

truths. 

 break free, let’s break the silence. 

 this age desperately needs subversive 

creation and social action. 

 the world wriggles convulsively in mental 

and spiritual spasms, with a face covered with 

abscess, towards a new, hopeful philosophy? 

 how old, weary, parched, infertile, poi-

soned, unintelligent, meaningless and sick can 

we become of all these artificial ingredients, 

colouring matters, emulsifiers, stabilizers and 

gelling agents?  

 are we accidental pure fantasies ruining 

our ardently loved or abhorred cities. 

life can be an act of concealment or of 

revelation and radiation. 
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we’re struggling in the shower and sham-

bles of flesh-eating insects, bombs and faked, 

mediatized angelic salutations. 

 in the earthquakes of China, in your 

earthquakes. 

 some say that there is an ever-growing 

feminization of men. 

 is there a mysterious, secret inverse pro-

portionality between the increase of life 

expectancy and unconscious being, dementia 

and the ever-growing stupidity? 

 touch screens, fast food restaurants and 

insecurities replace philosophy and conscious, 

critical living. 

 no need to put more energy into it? 

 only to drive to the nearest mall, to reach 

for the remote control and chill out. 

 no protest, no cursing, no resistance, just 

keep touching little screens. 

 and if, despite all the precautions, the ac-

tivity of the brain manifests on our face, we’ll 

have an instant lunch-time procedure, a lipo-

suction and an internationally certified “no 

neuronal activity chip” implant. 
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just to make sure that we join the crowd 

of collective mildew, that we won’t have a 

cerebral hemorrhage after having been beaten 

by the police, just like you, that we won’t go 

missing, arrested, detained and secretly inter-

rogated, just like you. 

 to make sure that we’re vaccinated 

against critical thinking and that we’ll only 

remember you in our farest, hidden cerebral 

convolutions. 

 don’t we all have to be just like you if we 

want to reconquer the lost meaning? 
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Boredom - (100×70cm, mixed technique, 2012)
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scent of breast-milk 

 

 

a group of pigeons hovers over a plate of 

lung stew. 

 it’s like politics: wet, steaming, bloody 

and seems tasty only from the outside. 

 only afternoon, but for the rest of the day 

i’m stuck in the lazy, wordless vacuum of the 

merciless brainwash in vogue these days. 

 writing poetry, but who will pay the gas 

bill next year? 

 who will remember us, when our bodies, 

dreams and pleasures will be gone? 

 and our warmth, laughs, muscles and 

kisses. 

 writing poetry but who will fight this 

meat-grinder, aggressive present? 

 who will come when our agonies, sensual 

experiences and our perfumes will long be 

gone? 

here comes the age of intellectual beg-

gars suing for the peace of mind and some 

doses of mental bulking agents edged out of 
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the market long ago by some horror-stricken 

governments. 

 will there be a future without machines of 

sustentation? 

 a future where instead of trade with or-

gans, institutionalized humiliation and mental 

mutilation we could be bewitched by the 

charms of sunsets and songs. 

a future where we would not have to suck 

the acids of postmodern love from blown-up 

silicone breasts, but we could unite in a daze 

smelling of fresh seminal fluid and breast-

milk. 

 in times of bodily contact, we’ll be sweat-

ing repentance, looking at the incandescent 

glowing of the late afternoon colors over the 

wheat fields we once used to wander through. 

 what kind of malady or indisposition lives 

in me, trying to melt the words off my skin 

and draw ethereal worlds fluttering in the 

breeze of the setting night. 



42 
 

   

Glass - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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interYou 
 

homage to Liu Xiaobo 
 
 

life is sometimes like a badly shaved 

worm casting its slough.  

 like a mental insect eating itself in your 

brain, like a blood-sucking political regime 

demanding victims with its ideology-driven 

teeth munching scrunching creaking cracking 

bodies, ideas, initiatives, dreams. human 

skulls. 

 life is then like a fetid, stinking vegetarian 

roll left to decay under the back seat of a car, 

rolled in a newspaper. 

 without even a proper hot and piquant 

sauce to cover the taste. 

 we’ve only got a disposable plastic knife. 

 all ideas prohibited. 

 poems. 

are they anti- or pro-government texts, 

or political ones because of reflecting on free 

action and the ontological and social condi-

tions of the individual? 
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or are they of apolitical intention with the 

stipulation of an engagement for universal 

human values, with a strikingly sharp stand-

point against suffering? 

 we’re flying extra discount, in crisis mode 

and we’re trying hard to be silent just like an 

orchid planted out in the desert, consumed by 

the fire of its volition to act, by the responsi-

bilities of its talent and by the fear and terror. 

 you must be feeling like a poor worker 

burning tires, whose lungs are full of cancer, 

like a starving librarian confined in a base-

ment without any company interested in his 

words. 

it’s hard not to become a whimpering, la-

menting bald old woman whose clothes and 

underwear have been confiscated because of 

her engagement, her free mind and expres-

sion, her instigating activity and now she has 

to spend the rest of her life as a naked excla-

mation mark, as a high-voltage enclosure 

reminding of the deadly perils of this age. 
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Freedom - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012)
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epiphany of a violated body 
 

 

it’s snowing outside and she’s standing at 

the door of my room naked. 

 she’s a skyward statue of carnal lust, a 

hymn to the agony of pleasure. 

sometimes she dances in g-string, waiting 

for the next easter, for the salvation and 

epiphany of her abused, exploited and violated 

body. 

 how many times we think that we can’t 

take it anymore, and still other times come: 

living times, times of amber sighs and hyalite 

lakes of love. 

when it comes to dark haired girls, we 

tend to be more confidential – that’s what she 

thinks while she exposes the curves of her 

worn body and desolate breasts in a never-

ending lustful litany of winding and wrapping 

movements. 

 she remembers those nights spent work-

ing in the bar, bodies tied together, the 

sounds, the drinks and all the craving and 
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brutal looks penetrating her skin, entering her 

bloodstream like a corrosive, lacerating poi-

son. 

 her desecrated, demilitarized flesh craves 

for a sacred transubstantiation so that it may 

not serve as a pontoon bridge in the struggle 

of heaven and hell anymore. 

 will the skies forget her tongue-tied vir-

tues, her rasping abortions taking away more 

and more? 

 less and less remained. 

her soul is an outcrop mine of consuming 

existential tensions, a worldly superstructure 

of unearthly stakes; her womb will be made 

home for fallen angels: headquarters in an age 

of new revolutions. 

 and there she is day after day selling her 

body as the holy grail of purchasable pleas-

ures to fulfill her mission: she’s an extreme 

saint whose apotheosis is our disgrace. 

 she’s an AIDS-infected saint, a sexual 

angel waiting for her death-sentence in these 

times when love is a leap to death. 
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Untitled (100×100cm, mixed technique) 
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solitary lockdown 
 

 

sitting in a fast food restaurant or a take-

away, watching a girl making out with his man 

at the other table. 

 oh, how purple these late winter mornings 

seem sometimes. 

 Sartre was right saying “hell is other 

people”, yet stepping up a level: we are the 

most secure and protected prison for our-

selves. 

 “i” is an impenetrable P.O.W. cage to me. 

 this is a life sentence to be served, no 

appeal lies, no extenuating circumstances, no 

parole. 

 i’m forever my own limits, my own cor-

rection officer, my own inmate. 

 no way out, forever with me. 

 sometimes i sink into the velvety soft bed 

of comfortable and safe opinion, but i beg to 

differ and misbehave, to think and speak. 

crouching on the coppery edge of time, 

ready to fall. 
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a mumbling daybreak clutters in the hectic 

pearling of the first early morning cars. 

on the edge of time, too afraid to jump. 

 pink buzzing, memories that make the 

heart overflow. 

 still forever alone, still never alone. 

 always confined to my own limits, my own 

fields of resilience and petrifaction, my own 

destinies of mouldy rural cottages. 

 a day like expired, sour milk. 

 i’d rather be an amoeba. 
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Please don't go (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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supercilious gods 
 

 

a frantic exploration of my body cavities 

as the iridescent scenery is flying by. 

 a magenta table, vents of air-condition 

cracking. 

 lights fuse in front of a silent and elegant 

sky. 

 saplings, mirrors, refreshment car: ele-

ments of a forgettable morning. 

 some sexy mouths and legs in the wait-

ing-hall, the fragrance of soft breasts and 

skin, delay. 

 exploring my body cavities in a disconso-

late, screamingly blue compartment: 

sensations of fireworks. 

 this is the monsoon season in India, in 

Bangladesh and on all the tiny islands soaked 

through with the pouring-rushing tears of su-

percilious gods. 

 i fill my stomach and my bowels with torn, 

tarnished words munched and crunched for 

ages. 
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who will bring the redemption to all those 

struggling to express, to give life and thick-

ness, seditious content and verified 

significance? 

 who brings abatement to the bodies bur-

ied by landslides and tidal waves, to the 

finger-sucking destitution overwriting human 

and celestial laws?  
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Future - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012)
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ultramarine craving 
 

 

a train again. 

 a little boy caressing his face with an ori-

gami dragon. 

he asks me if it is so that someone has to 

be repugnant and disgusting so that we can be 

attractive and charming? 

 i’ve never thought about this. 

i’m watching all the luxurious, terribly ex-

pensive cars dragging themselves like worms 

on the steaming and sweating asphalt. driving 

these cars as an act of boosting our self-

confidence. 

yet, smashing them to pieces in a collision 

is just a matter of time as the space they try 

to share is so insignificant. 

 the same goes to people confined and 

jammed in a little space. 

 a horrible water tower comes in front of 

me. 

 an eyesore like an erected, naked igno-

miny. 
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still, somehow it embodies my short-

running desires. 

an ozone or ultramarine craving. cupidity. 

 to well up and ramify. 

 on an existential, metaphysical and on an 

overtly corporeal level equally. 

 to live and ooze into the convulsions of 

the unrelieved and confluent modern nights. 

 to follow with finger-tips the fissure run-

ning along the texture of infinity and making it 

splinter. 

 a seductive face sitting facing me, two 

long, alluring legs diagonally. 

 how can we meditate on a biblical passage 

with runaway fantasies? 
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Panni in Csongrád (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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hauling city of mine 
 

 

a city of distant echoes, a millenary herit-

age.  

 we’ve navigated these imaginary streets 

dusted with pain for so long.  

  a city of waterfall whispers and rosaries 

told cautiously.  

glimmery eternity: flickering sunlight of a 

pheasant shearing through the rainless ash of 

the sky.  

a city of forgotten thriving.  

cold drifts of love recited in unbearable, 

recurring invasions of an uneasy persistence. 

what do we mumble under the auburn fir-

mament flecked with the bristles and whispers 

of the forgetful past. 

thousands of lives sinking into oblivion.  

a memory of an unbearable desolation, a 

whirlpool of sorrow swirling over the tenuous 

horizon. 

a former industrial town stands replen-

ished with vacuous enormity, hectares of  

gaping chimneys. 
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thunders voyage soundlessly through the 

propane memories of the meandering thou-

sands, lining in front of the factory gates 

spawning in a ruminative waltz as fixtures of a 

tardily expiring mortal loan.  

 city of steel, exhaling a mesh of industrial 

wilderness.  

 wasted generations gobbled up by vacu-

ous hangars, we’re the titaniously agitated 

offal of out-of-fashion ages.  

 we’re the statuette of mimicked inspira-

tion and reinforced concrete contemplating 

our ravaged beauty.  

shorelines of bitumen malformation and 

insidious solitude.  
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Dream - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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aflamed lameness 
 

 

drying my hair, fantasizing about a bright-

er future of this country: a fine, mature 

woman whispering childish lullabies in our 

ears. 

 a deadly hypnosis of a future of uncov-

ered breasts never coming. 

 a neon congelation of the nervous paths, 

hibernated and aflamed lameness of the pre-

sent. 

 to fantasize about a brighter future 

steaming like the warm calling of heart-

shaped fried eggs. 

 the next moment: laying with you in bed, 

watching the rays of the setting sun stabbing 

the struggling and wriggling shutters. 

i’m breaking the ice on your body in order 

to clamber farther in. 

i won’t wait for replacement buses, i’m a 

pioneer blazing a trail. 

 i scribble the delicious thoughts so that 

they may excite me when i gallop in snow up 

to the knees. 
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they’ll exist to fire me up in this country 

of fallen skies and eclipsed rigidity. 

 still, this land gives me a movie-like, vo-

luptuous kiss every once in a while with those 

eyes of amber streams and yearning virgins, 

that teasing, flirting glance that says: i know 

you’ll never leave me or that you’ll come 

back. 
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Dotted hat (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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seal on my forehead 
 

 

the land is covered with chocolate snow, 

soaked by the memories of lustful embraces, 

with fantasies riding wide. 

cymbals interrupt the erotic idyll. 

 i don’t know how to continue after what 

happened yesterday. 

 existence is like a vine with meandering 

roots, withered by the frost of an early winter. 

 an intellectual winter, a cultural privation. 

a literature in desperate need of a blood 

transfusion or a new mental donor. 

 yesterday i had some drinks at the lounge 

of a five star hotel, i was lionized, i was a 

star. 

 what to do next, how about now? 

 i had photo shoots, video interviews, i 

was called a poet yesterday. 

 now all that i have is life locked in the 

basement, smelling of dank clothes and 

unexploitable moments. 

 yesterday. 
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luxurious surroundings, members of the 

upper crust, make-up, cocktails. 

 they danced attendance on me. 

 today i’m washed away in the livid grey 

crowd, my words trace the limits of an empty 

cup. 

 they’re only a fading clattering and the 

hollow sound of void vee cuts. 

 what kind of seal will that night be on my 

forehead? 

 will i become a stele stuffed with insect 

powder, bandaged with terrifying images to 

serve as a warning? 
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 I miss u I. (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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white trash 
 

 

who will stand security for me at the end 

of times? 

 i will stand there without protective hel-

met, without the army of defense of guardian 

spirits or perverted angels, without shields in 

the shaking of scaremongering, drunken mel-

odies. 

 alone at the end of the world without the 

salvation airlines to rescue me, without any 

personal scribe to render an account of my 

good deeds, my incapacities and malcontent 

agitations against the heavens. 

 about my disenchantments, failed orgasms 

and ingratitudes. who will stand beside me 

like a grateful, cracked old trawler, coble or 

whaler? 

 i often dream about a yellow whaler set-

ting out for high-seas fishery, for an 

unmerciful massacre of the resigned subma-

rine crowds forced into unconditional 

surrender. 
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my existence is not well-founded, it can 

easily be taxed by agony, torment or grieve 

any time. 

 my life can rise in revolt against me, like 

a well-prepared assassin disguised as a porn 

star throwing herself into my arms. 

my city appears to me sometimes as a 

professional beggar waiting for me to be cast 

as a bone to quarrelling dogs. 

 sometimes she’s a devoted professional 

lover selling carnal pleasures as an ultimate 

recompense for the years of indignity. 

 who will see me through to the very end 

after all my fails and defenseless hideous-

ness? 

 oil lives, gas lives traded, bargained by 

powers: a modern torment, a luxurious op-

pression.  
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Far - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2013) 
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shampoo in the gutter 
 

 

polyurethane joys and neon wisdoms: sti-

pends of today’s world. 

 i usually feel like living in an ocean that 

dies in the fluids of ecstasy. 

 does the devil really live in sexual pleas-

ures and in the longings of the flesh? 

we’re the new age cannibals of highly 

sexualized bodies. 

but how should we love and incorporate 

the diverse features and dimensions of our 

human existence and corporeity? 

i’m standing in the shower of broken 

refugees and we try to reshape our reality 

with metal instruments, old art books and the 

memories of hollow volunteers who fell in the 

violent battle of the last political campaign. 

this is a nervous crisis, a hole-in-the-

wall perspective of an amoral future, the holy 

collapse of a wriggling humanity. 

 how much can a life take and endure be-

fore becoming forlorn like the shampoo 

trickling in the gutter, like the hair bulbs sold 
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in desperate famine and the organs put in 

pawn? 

not everyone gets terribly expensive se-

dans or diamonds for their sweet sixteen. 

 some birthdays are crowned with an ex-

ploding mine, a nuclear test or sexual 

mutilation. 

 when will we stitch the infected, gaping 

wounds of this nation?  
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I hide, I paint (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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sensory adaptation 
 

 

aren’t we all faithless, nonbelievers, 

guilty, wicked having illicit affairs of soul and 

body? 

 that’s one of the things i usually think 

about  while having shower. 

 the other night, i saw a woman in a hood-

ed jacket standing in the tram stop. 

 amazing body. 

 her glance was a world-shaking flash, 

something cold and sinister; some angry love 

and quickly vaporizing passion. 

 her bends inspired pensive discoveries 

about deceased scientists, arterial surgery, 

ardent desire and erotic consummation. 

 she must have been a philosopher, or a 

prostitute: an over-excited tulip, an erudite 

hustler. 

still, i didn’t dare to address her in a pro-

vocative manner: i was afraid that her eyes 

might have discovered my mucous obstinacy, 

my disapproval of this sniveling new world. 
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late afternoon, i’m back at home, sitting 

trapped, writing academic papers, waiting for 

some strange adventure, for kaleidoscopic 

snippets of melody or ragged slimy clouds, for 

the transit of weather-worn, emaciated stars 

fed up with their defenseless destiny of hav-

ing to wash the skies clear of human impurity 

each night. 

 a dishonest joy of carnal desire or an ex-

tra-sensory apotheosis? 
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Hidden tears (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012)
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made in humanity 
 

 

we’re all walking exclamation marks 

quarrelling with the skies. 

where’s the boundary between someone 

living in respectable deep poverty and an un-

desirable, disturbing homeless person? 

 he must be much more disturbed as the 

nervous crowd is walking through his living-

room. 

 your kitchen and bedroom is the sidewalk 

or the garbage dump for others. 
  

does equality mean to be equal in dis-

crimination or to be equally hopeless to 

succeed? 

 or to get equally humiliating wages for 

hard work? 

 today i took a tram on the boulevard and 

in a curve, i saw a huge reinforced concrete 

Jesus, or was it in ugly plastic? 
  

he was placed in a bow-window by some 

bigoted old lady many decades ago. 
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he providently openes wide his arms to-

wards the avenue and fixes his eyes on the 

crowd. 

 is this enough to have a safe journey or is 

it only a concrete manifestation of our wish to 

represent a physical handhold of a vigilant 

providence watching over our fleeting exist-

ence? 
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Missing you (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012)
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let there be a word 
  

 

let’s kill Amazonia, excise and dissect the 

lungs of the world. let’s trade it for highways 

and hydroelectric plants. 

 stretched, tormented landscapes, hazed 

ridges, earthy colours of shrivelled aquifers.  

we’re still a prehistoric species. 

humanity: metamorphoses still in pro-

gress. 

our humanity is under construction.  

an incorrigible, pertinacious carnal ro-

mance, a faulty raw material for the dreams.  

tobacco smell mixed with a whole range 

of the stinky nidors of unwashed bodies.  

who takes care of those falling behind?  

let there be a word for the millenary tra-

ditions trampled underfoot, for the nations 

forced into salvery, for the martyrs and vic-

tims of the European enlightenment and 

missions for the sake of the good.  

let there be a frantic howl cutting to the 

bone, a roar in memory of the stolen genera-



80 
 

tions, for the future and lives granulated, 

mulled, pulverized.  

lives undermined, truncated, discriminat-

ed. 

let there be a deafening thud, a wailing 

boom for the ages of torture, abasement and 

exploitation.  

let there be a word of light, a word of 

apology, a word of penitence.  

for the ravages, the superciliousness, the 

putrescence, the genocides. 

for the envenomed souls, the liquidated 

hopes, the pestilent domination. 

mindset-change, empowering mediators 

and peace innovators: a drifting sea of fatigue, 

apathy, a crepe of palsied sunlight.  

for all the fiery bitterness, anarchic and 

solitary agony and woe, let there be a word of 

compunction.  
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Girl II. (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2013)
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lung lamp 
 

 

who tells me what to do with my justifia-

ble ire? 

where to put my anger, fear and disgust, 

the biting, corroding lust, the hatred, the dis-

contentment? 

should i conserve them in jars, on the 

shelves of the larder in order to always have 

these impressions at hand? 

 just in case. 

 should i bottle them, have them patented 

and sell the cans on the internet as aphrodisi-

acs of a weary, jellified epoch? 

to endure gallantly, shut up, suppress, 

conceal the righteous anger. 

 to bear, suffer and tolerate above all. 

 it’s like thinking of topless old women in 

vermilion lacy stockings in a cheap, reek, 

stinky motel room with view on a desolate 

construction ground.  

 let’s free the skies of the naughty bore-

dom of disenchanted lives until it’s too late. 
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what is the answer to radicalism, new-age 

genocides, civil wars, nuclear armament and 

child prostitution? 

 if you cannot be the laudation of some-

thing, be its ignominy. 

 that’s what i’m thinking of while i’m in the 

elevator. 

 i launch myself to an unknown floor as the 

humanly manifested form of institutionalized 

suspicion, wallowing in a sensual ventilation. 

 i tried to run away from not having a fa-

ther, but this doesn’t seem to make too much 

sense. 

 there’s something of an exotical rough-

ness and fierce brute force in the scenery of 

this country. 

a postmodern struggle, a constant bio-

chemical hazard: that’s what comes after the 

numbersome millennia of whimpering human 

activity. 

 i decided to devote my life to bleeding 

question marks as philosophical, religious and 

historical minefields tear and lancinate our 

flesh and our diminishing capitalist prosperity. 
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how to come to terms with the street mis-

ery, the racial hatred, the bombs, the religious 

murders, the billions disappearing in the 

pockets of the few victorious, the mutilations 

and rapes? 

 i vomit stars of a withered glory, trying to 

suck out the promised life of sagging breasts 

drained, scorched and desiccated by the 

myriad days of never ending wars, embargos 

and famines. 

 we can’t do anything with death: we fall 

into decay like rotten, musty roses deceived 

by hairy, unkempt dictators smelling of impure 

and cheap molten iron.  
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Coffee - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2013) 
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humanity crucified 
 

 

a poet sentenced to life. 

words that could have passed unnoticed 

gained thereby worldwide publicity. 

 words read by tens of thousands. 

 is this an unconscious penitence of a gov-

ernment, or an abortive effort to prevent the 

empowering of words? 

peoples expatriated, nations denational-

ized, living in refugee camps and miserable 

canvas towns, living off international aid and 

the commiseration of the powerless, incompe-

tent and disinterested coalitions, political 

forces. 

on the way back home. 

an organically lamenting mind rages in the 

winter sun: a life sentence in this beautiful 

city, penetrating the wonderful spaces, tasting 

the luscious dunes and heaps. 

frantic erotic gazes were watching over 

me while i was asleep. 
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waking up, i found a sulphurous cross 

suspended in front of me, bloodily glittering 

on the scabrous skies: humanity crucified.  
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It hurts (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012)
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love prostitute 
 

 

it’s a hermaphrodite winter with long, di-

sheveled hair, rumbling in our pores, 

scandalously creeping in under our clothes 

and underwear. 

 it quivers, trembles and wriggles in 

moans, like a decapitated roasted goose trying 

to make a getaway from the dropped baking 

pan. 

 we cannot live just a little, make a scandal 

just a little, have ringworm only a little bit, be 

just a little sickening, step just a little on a 

mine and live afterwards just a little bit with a 

stump bruised badly and ripped off in shreds. 

 i’m prostituted for love, my rusty soul has 

accidentally been sold to humid, lustful pas-

sions and the words of apocalypse. 

i’m the dubbed voice of rupture and 

schism. 

to accept and cherish myself, i’m by no 

means loved by everyone, and this will only 

get worse.  
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moreover, we must take the risks, de-

stroy, hazard, delexicalize, make dramas, and 

never make a compromise. 

even if there will never be a parade march 

or a glorious procession, but only a rust-

eaten, putrefied, trashy car-body to make my 

way so that i can roll magnificently as a hu-

miliated celestial body, like a colourless, 

unbalanced, self-destructive hurricane. 

this is how it turned out and this will pret-

ty much stay the same. 

in an insincere posture, unconsciously, i’m 

radiating in the shower. 

emitting purple, mauve and lilac rays in 

this shower of verbal vinegar and of mental 

camphor. 

 in retreating and blenching gestures, i 

long to sing of the bends and valleys of a 

woman’s lap. 

under the violet stars are crawling, 

creeping in countless rows the outlawed, 

mentally eviscerated people reduced to im-

pelled approval: they are the prophets of 

these new ages. 
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Spruce-up - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012)
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freedom fighters 
 

 

the Philippines victimized.  

 a million children involved in human traf-

ficking around the world.  

monster-shaped skies clacking like evil 

instruments of the fragile, impotent powers. 

child prostitution, contractual exploitation.  

we levitate in the soft breeze of our 

deadly ignorance while some are fighting for 

the victims of trafficking and sex slavery.  

no sign of repentance of our insatiable 

impetuosity, of our pulsating supremacy.  

youth and virginity are capitalized, traded, 

incessantly repeated in the untranslatable uni-

verse of atrocities crying to heaven.  

who can interpret the mangling and gnaw-

ing language of the endangered lives. 

lives lived in dreadful oblivion, disappear-

ance and unmarked graves. 

crimes are not unraveled, cases are dis-

missed, childhoods reamain stolen, profaned, 

haunted. 
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a flame of shimmering hope dying in the 

restless decay of the kinky afternoon.  

languished willing mourned in torn linge-

rie vibrates terrorized like a mirage of 

unyielding hope.  

teenagers are victimized in the burnt fa-

tigue of pollution, overpopulation and poverty.  

cybersex.  

who provides an enclave, a shelter of 

hope, an oasis far from the ondulating suffo-

cation and obscenity? 
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I miss u II. (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012)
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burning doctors:  
a requiem for Syria  

 

 

a man’s face, covered with deep cuts, 

eyes fixed at an invisible, rosin-shaded future 

seeming unviable. 

 a bleeding man kicked and almost beaten 

to death, a man of sorrow and agony: a tor-

tured Jesus of these days of inveterate hatred. 

 these weeks and months of blood pools 

never running dry. 

he’s condemned and sentenced to death 

by the evil cog-wheels of autocratic judge-

ment, by the despotic death crew.  

he’s been saving lives: this is one of the 

unforgivable sins in this upheaval, in this 

deadly, pestilent turmoil. 

an even greater, utterly inexpiable vice is 

having been trained to think, to examine and 

change the structures of reality, the tissues of 

existence. 

be it physiological or historico-political, 

heaven forbid ideological. 

hospitals are bombed. 
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enfeebled, dust-covered, tragically for-

gotten faces take shelter on street corners, in 

dead-end streets, in drain-pipes. 

saving lives, having and independent, cul-

tivated and critical mind: two times a death-

sentence. 

being a potential actor of change, an agent 

of human love and empathy, being a saviour 

or a last resort of the dying: this is a life-

threatening life. 

to resect splinters and bullets of the flesh, 

to cure and to save lives is a strength, a crea-

tive power and a changing force. 

the power cannot tolerate such an atro-

cious outrage. 

it’s time for a new kind of history written 

by the victims. 

apartments equipped and transformed into 

theatres and surgical facilities, mental, emo-

tional, medicative, healing resistance: 

medication has become a weapon of war. 

throats cut, death follows everyone to 

their house, creeps in under the door. 
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thousands of refugees, trampling in mud, 

begging for drinking water. 

many of them without shoes, staggering 

on their ulcerous feet, falling down in stale 

puddles: an endless hunger march, this is 

mothy, rotten glory of a regime. 

children are waving among the shells and 

corpses entombed by the crumbling houses. 

worn faces of children hardened by war, 

their future has been sold by politicized arro-

gance. 

craters on the head and body of the 

wounded, on the tissue of history and of 

worthless future. 

 they burn doctors in Syria. 

 children without legs, arms. 

 operating 24 hours a day without water, 

electricity, telephone, instruments and devic-

es. 

being a doctor in Syria is a death warrant. 

heroes and saviours are tortured and 

killed today.   
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Born - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2013) 
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recycled karma 
 

 

culture is dying. 

she’s raped, stabbed. the fat, paunchy 

potbellies of great power jump upon and try to 

strangle her. 

 she trembles and bleeds to death. 

 can you hear her rattling agony? 

we’re living the final days of culture. 

 she falls prey to a masterly planned, far-

reaching conspiracy. 

 culture croaks. 

my blood goes out in a amber-shaded, fe-

brile revolt, the nourishing energy bursts out 

of me. 

 life is petrified, the vital throbbing is be-

numbed with cold and terror. 

thousands turned into gray in a fortnight. 

 we’re driven to roar and to go on a ram-

page by our disgruntled anger, by our 

aspirations aiming at bringing salvation, sup-

pressed and butchered. 

they’re keeping us back. 
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we’re treated as a generational trash 

needing to be chopped off. 

 who needs our work? 

 who wants our dreams? 

for whom and how should we bring 

change if we’re all drowning in the drains? 

how to play the piano with our fingers cut 

off? 

how to run with our legs amputated? 

how to make a stay in the raging typhoons 

of cross wind? 

generational trash, a degenerate, forlorn 

group. 

we’re agonizing with a PR smile on our 

face, as we’re trying to infuse hope into each 

other. 

violence gains ground after the initial dis-

obedience. 

 who will be our prophet causing to spring 

forth even on our parched meadows? 

 will there be a new Moses leading us into 

salvation? 
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will there be someone who, among the 

massacred souls and the lives cut into blood, 

will find a way and set us free? 

 or will we only be a litmus paper eroded 

by acids, staking out the course for the com-

ing ages at the cost of our lives? 

 are we going to be a fallen, burnt guide-

post, the wreck and remains of humanity to 

serve as a foundation of a new civilization? 

 is our generation meant to be a fostering 

soil and nothing more than a warning example 

like Easter Island? 

 our generation is a contemporary Rapa 

Nui.  
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Emotions 6 - (50×50cm, mixed technique, 2013) 
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good night Corea 
  

 
on the folds of far-east moutain rages, a 

child is sitting arrogantly and offended. 

 a giant baby playing with atomic lollipop, 

clattering and clinking loudly, rumbling, 

stamping his feet. 

his howling terrifies the world. 

 military exercices and war simulation of 

an extremely dangerous, disturbed power. 

 a desiccated, increasingly instable nation, 

high voltage isolation in a region of strategic 

importance. 

 a state frozen long before, fanatic short-

sightedness ready to blaze forth and erupt. 

 a terrorizing focal point of uranium en-

richment and atomic threat. 

 blocked cellphones, starving masses re-

duced to servility. 

 thermonuclear redemption? 

 intoxicating heaven. 

an ultranationalized, racially biased nation. 
  

glorious crowds march sedated, brain-

washed by gigantic statues, burying the 
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sounds of millions of throats strangled by 

barbed wire. 

the earth is ravaged by the steps of pa-

tients released from hospital to take part in 

compulsory social activities and applauding 

marches for the greater glory of the state. 

the sunset is drawning in the yelling of 

propaganda rhythms and cheering songs glo-

rifying the leader, covering the crackling of 

the wizened skin of the starving millions, the 

wailing of masses in the concentration camps  

the rumbling and clattering of the refugees. 

a falsified and distorted glory, a perilous 

riddle.  
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Walk - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2013)
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a marvelous hiatus 
  

 

torture, brainwash, intimidation, system-

atic exploitation. 

 you name it. we all have it in this world. 

 who would pay me for my thoughts? 

 who would pay me for thinking, for mak-

ing others think, for teaching to be critical? 

 the risk of not taking action is probably 

far greater than making a wrong decision. 

fire ants  squel on my frontal lobe. 

i contemplate the unfolding future in a si-

lent, etiolated, emaciated, effulgent prayer. 

a perching little fatty is sitting on a potty-

chair like a nursery-school child. 

his limbs tucked in the holes of the high 

chair, blazing in an obscene, reproachful way, 

his whole body shingin indecently. 

this little old man radiates: a slovenly, 

toothless fissile material guiding us through 

this shattered world. holding a cigarette in his 

hand, i’m sure his hair has never seen a comb. 

he’s bowing there in the church in that 

absurd, wheeled high chair, a shrunken adult. 
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this is not gonna work. 

judging by the clothes dropped on the way 

towards the doors and windows, i guess that 

others have already set out. 

they’ve already tried to lead us out from 

here, but this grotesque and nonsensical old 

man, smelling of earth, reminding us of our 

frailness, this piece of breathing flesh has 

gone beyond all bounds. 

this fish-like glimpse, this body of col-

lapsed atomic structure calls to our minds our 

disastrous shrinking, our end-oriented exist-

ence. 
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Coin - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2013) 
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chant of self-autopsy 
 

  

i’m proud to be a primitive animal, de-

fending my loved ones with terrifying roars in 

this world swirling with sinister flares of 

disingenous forgetfulness. 

i’m a rudimentary parody of mankind. 

with the demand of external referency of 

the central nervous system, yet with a ravag-

ing absence of willingness and reason. 

many times, i’m an unaccomplished, vain 

Passion, a sprained ontological structure with 

no engagement, a metaphysical micro-

universe without facticity and objectivity. 

a thoughtless absence of existence, a 

wasted intentionality atrociously taken aside. 

lack of consciousness. 

a transparent dissection table. 

i define existence, but its sounds cancel 

me, i’m entwined with words, but i’m not the 

first name of truth. 

my existence is a faithless, abraded, dev-

astated mollusc howling question marks 

between heaven and earth. 
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an empty horizon. 

i fill the disharmonious, out-of-tune ex-

istence with shrilling sounds. 

there’s only one way out: to be a courier 

of the wholeness structured in love and grace. 

or not to be.  
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Emotions 7 - (50×50cm, mixed technique, 2013) 
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lightly exploding trills 
 

  

is poetry political?  

my city is a battlefield.  

every house is a zone of exchange, their 

silhouettes melt into our combat of being and 

non-being, of submissive estrangement and 

intersubjectivity. 
  

sitting in a stylish, pricy hotel room, rear-

ranging the table to write, watching an 

international news channel covering demon-

strations, excessive use of tear gas.  

is there a can, a tinfoil, an omnipresent, 

untearable condom protecting our fragile 

minds, our well-intentioned panick financed 

by drug companies and government-

commanding syndicates? 

sometimes my city is like a striped, torn 

and stitched chair occasionally consuming 

herself in a dirge sang by a congregation of 

birds still hoping for a future breath. 

evacuated, deflated windows gather for a 

violent, heliotrope supper tearing our trusting 

heartbeats to shreds. 
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our city in lingerie, combing kisses scorn-

fully off of her heedlessly dispersed spangles, 

proposing an armistice to the sweating bodies 

craving for consummation, prosecuted and 

hanged for constructive thinking. 

is there an antidote for pathological de-

mentia, for coerced sequestration, for the 

budget cuts on our education.  

questioning everything, trail-blazing, cre-

ative thinking are not in vogue anymore.  

abruptly, the blue of purgatorial insidious-

ness sweeps over me. 

shuddering love.  
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Coffee and filter (100×120cm, mixed technique, 2011) 
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i’m not interested 
  

 

a capitalist horn of plenty, a mendaciously 

sparkling canaan, a land of milk and honey re-

served for the lucky few. 

bleeding bells raging and raving with 

norhtern lights, pouring out as an expiatory 

sacrifice and a peace offering for the sins of 

this world. 

our world struck by apoplexy. 

injustice has become institutionalized, a 

genetic code, a second nature. 

envy, domination, relativization of values. 

our world has become ripe for an all-

destroying Flood, for a torrid global confla-

gration. 

war marks and slits in the face, just like 

the so common everyday hatred, betrayal and 

emotional cannibalism. 

this is the new age anthropophagy of the 

civilized societies. 

torturing slowly, with western intelli-

gence, eating the heart out. 
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we witness a new evolution, the distortion 

of the personality by wrath and vengefulness. 

that’s what i’m thinking of every evening. 

mornings are somewhat different. 

today for instance i ate messily and 

stained the truthlessly promised, vacuously 

gleaming words with a steamingly hot, nause-

ating greasy sauce. 

this was the fluid of enlightenment. 

words have lost all their fake glint in this 

smudgy, stained dirt. 

this was a moment of clash, the proces-

sion of all the dwarfish, lilliputian kingdoms of 

the earth. 

a moment of relevation stuck between the 

interstices of the dirty, desacralized words. 

i meditated on the reasons why perma-

nence and stability weigh heavy on my mind. 

i’m not interested in contentment and sat-

isfaction. 

or in the predictable, safe bits of reality. 

 i care a lot more about deconsecrating 

and violating words and thoughts. 
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this was a moment of endless grace, suc-

ceeding in playing a trick on life that usually 

rams itself down our throat. 

 i don’t care about conventional tranquility 

or beaten tracks. 

 these are short-lived empires of dust. 

i become weary and bored with them. 

i opt for an unconditional libery of mind 

and soul, for a constructive mistrust towards 

the future. 
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Me - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2013)
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Bangladesh hearts 
  

 

Dhaka: desperate search, roaring and 

curses cleave the dirty, sinister skies. 

ignored warnings, because a shutdown is 

a fatal loss, a deficit of the few monthly dol-

lars marking off poverty from life-threatening 

privation and famine. 

Savar: more than eleven hundred lives 

entombed forever in the debris of a forlorn 

complicity, encrypted in fading checkbooks, in 

tangled bank accounts.  

 an iridescence of powdery, crashing col-

ours.  

 the structure of heaven is slowly giving 

in, a crackling, yammering theatre calumniat-

ing, vilifying the bruised bodies: a revolting, 

evil casting of vividly fears and horrors.  

we’re sitting in the sagging Trinity, dis-

mantling remote echoes torn asunder.  

bodily fluids paint stretching beams of 

consternation in the unsuspecting sunrise.  
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a blood-curdling lullaby, a brutally cir-

cumcised redemption that we’re trying to 

cover as an urgent relief. 

canker, hydrocephaly, suspended salva-

tion. 

eyes scared to death harrowedly lost in 

the retching skies, cursorily glancing at the 

blood-stained remains swathed in rugs. 

what is the current price of a life at the 

global stock exchange?  

steel bars are bragging from the storeys 

crumbled into dust, they are peeking ob-

scenely at the woebegone heaven choking in 

the sludge of hollering agony.  

Europe, where have you been?  

our wicked hopelessness is sealed by an 

oedematous servitude, a violated Advent.  
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Myanmar ode 
to Aung San Suu Kyi 

 

 

the first non clandestine congress of the 

National League for Democracy for decades.  

a silent mirror, a surface covered with the 

rifts and slits of the vandalized tongues, un-

furling the yawning voids. 

unheeded, suppressed human rights, sem-

aphores of shivering, darkened rooftops of 

naked, frosted wailing. existence has long 

been aggrieved and disheartened by the rapa-

cious tusks of derailed societies. 

child slavery, forced labour, sexual vio-

lence.  

silent fissures after the brutal repres-

sions. 

stateless asylum-seekers troop from My-

anmar, land of riots and dissension, trembling, 

forming churches of their palms to salvage 

faith and the leftovers of a lunatic hope almost 

utterly consumed, exhausted by censorhip and 

the ethnic clashes on the mauve battlefields of 

child soldiers. 
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silenced sutures of the persecuted mi-

norities: a collective memory burying the 

flaming nightmares of systematic rape. 

making space for the lost universes be-

yond rage. 

virgin forests and state-owned clouds 

embraced by bleeding destruction, an after-

noon procession of the sacrified corpses. 

nature is aflood with the slaughtering ig-

norance streaming from the arteries slit open. 

haemorrhage of a nation. 

the symbolic body of a brute covers all, 

ejaculating bruising and hovering death. 

everything has to be named and exposed 

to wipe away the tidal tears of the caustic 

doom lurking in the charcoal oceans of distant 

daybreaks.  

new-old ancestors wondrously gleaming 

in the dirt.  
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Time - (100×100cm, mixed technique, 2012) 
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out of the shadow 
to Josephat Torner 

 

 

being albino: defected melanin metabo-

lism. 

not a definition, not an equation. 

only the beginning of vulnerability, of the 

escalation of mortal discrimination, of deep-

rooted superstition. 

 social exclusion, prejudice, isolation, re-

jection. 

 a wheelbarrow of distress and misfortune. 

 brothers and sisters ostracized, human 

beings brutally exiled, mutilated, babies as-

sassinated. 

 these are histories of opprobrious dehu-

manization, white-skinned stigmatization in 

the fulminant, defiantly graceful birthplace of 

humanity. 

crouching in the shadow, hiding from the 

unmerciful killer: the sun, hastened to cover 

the disdainful and heinous deeds by lowering 

its token obduracy. 
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albinos fearing for their lives in a pale and 

ghosted land. in the shadow of the blistering, 

scorching penetration of ultra-violet rays. 

why do we deprive people of the quies-

cent visage of hope, precipitating souls into 

the perditional darkness of irredeemable 

depths? 

 albinos seeking protection from the hor-

rific practices of witchdoctors, fetid and 

putrescent lies, carcinogenic exposure. 

 each death is an acidiferous, corroding, 

bone-shredding kiss of Judas on the conta-

gious, decomposing body of humanity. 

let there be a word in remembrance for 

the dismembered, tortured, cast-away lives, 

for the graceful, rising souls of uninvestigated 

murders. 

 a word in honour of the men and women, 

the proclaimants of wondrous daybreaks, 

mountaineers, freedom fighters, activists, 

leaping towards soulful tides of gold-cased 

futures. 
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Afterword 

 
Liberty Limited is a collection of poems of great passion 

and compassion, of wonders and shame, of bodies and 

souls. It is a voice for and about the voiceless, for and 

about those who used to have some limited liberty, but 

who have lost it long ago: victims of human trafficking, 

child prostitution, war. It is a voice not easy to attend to, 

it is both profane and metaphysical, painfully clear and 

muddy. It does not bring words of comfort, nor does it of-

fer answers. It is a voice for and about the voiceless. 

 
let there be a frantic howl cutting to the bone, a roar in 
memory of the stolen generations, for the future and lives 
granulated, mulled, pulverized.  

 
lives undermined, truncated, discriminated. 

 
let there be a deafening thud, a wailing boom for the ages 
of torture, abasement and exploitation. (‘let there be a 

word’) 

 

Liberty Limited takes us to places with exotic names but 

mundane and devastating stories. It also takes us to our 

limits: do we want to face these stories, do we want to 

face the characters whose appalling fates and personal 

tragedies have not been and will not be recorded by in-

ternational media or history books. To what extent can we 

resist the easy solution of looking away, of closing this 

very volume. How much of our liberty do we give to these 

fates? And having read a poem, to what extent can we re-
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sist thinking on? Can we not immerse ourselves in the 

voice of the speaker, in the voice of the horrified lyric i? 

 

And it is of no little significance that the lyric i is not 

spelled with a capital letter, that the autocorrective mech-

anisms of my word processor have to be manually re-

corrected or overridden every time I (i) type this word. 

Contemplating the irrational pain makes the lyric i one of 

and one with the victims. In this world every character we 

meet and face is equally holy and lowly.  

 

she’s an aids-infected saint, a sexual angel waiting for her 

death-sentence in these times when love is a leap to 

death. (‘epiphany of a violated body’) 

 

The reader who chooses to accompany the lyric i on this 

liberty limiting journey around the world must step by 

step readjust his or her autocorrective mechanisms and 

experience that there is no exception in trauma. Like the 

lyric i, we have to give up our comfort and convenience 

all epitomized in the capital I. We have to give up our 

claims on capitalization in all the senses of the word: 

grammatical and epistemological, economical and political.  

 

In the final section of the volume we get asked the ques-

tion: “is poetry political?” (‘lightly exploding trills’) This 

line makes one stop and ponder: having followed this vol-

ume of lyrical contemplation, can poetry be anything but 

political? 

 
who provides an enclave, a shelter of hope, an oasis far 
from the ondulating suffocation and obscenity? 
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who needs our work? 
  
who wants our dreams? 
  
for whom and how should we bring change if we’re all 
drowning in the drains? 
  
how to play the piano with our fingers cut off? (‘recycled 

karma’) 

 

Liberty Limited is an autopsy of a highly politicized, 

aestheticized and very sensual world of terror. Here the 

enclosed – and limiting – spaces of city life, like shower 

cubicles, the protection of one’s desk; or non-places of 

the metropolis, like tram-stops or other places of ano-

nymity, offer no consolation and no escape from the 

haunting images of a global humanitarian crisis. 

 
children are waving among the shells and corpses en-
tombed by the crumbling houses. 
  
worn faces of children hardened by war, their future has 
been sold by politicized arrogance. (‘a requiem for Syria’) 

 

No consolation is offered, because Liberty Limited, or 

Liberty Ltd. is not only the condition of the suffering mil-

lions or the pensive lyrical i: it is also a mechanical 

reproduction of violence, a machinery of  interest we are 

all parts of.  

 
our life is an appendix to energy interests, market 
tendencies and the fluctuations of power. (‘choosing si-

lence’) 
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Liberty Limited is a corporation eating away the Amazoni-

an forest (‘let there be a word’), self-sacrificing doctors 

(‘a requiem for Syria’) as well as a possibility for a future 

(‘a marvelous hiatus’). And one, like a poet sentenced to 

life (‘humanity crucified’), just stands there contemplating 

– and feeling. 

 

Eszter Szép 

Eötvös Loránd University – Budapest, Hungary 
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Closing words 

 
In Liberty Limited, Károly Sándor Pallai proves to be 

a versatile and convincing new voice in poetry. Oscillating 

between surrealist images and direct political commen-

tary, Pallai's poems grab you and make you wince and 

think at the same time. His humor, like his anguish, are 

always present, subtly playing off each other and creating 

a poetic space of their own. Liberty Limited is a striking 

collection of a solid new poet. 

 

 

Sébastien Doubinsky 

Aarhus University, Denmark  
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