
 
 

 



 
 

 
Plus some pictures including a few of my drawings and photo montages I 

created using magazines during the mid-90s 

 

 
 

Theme tune: Promenade Sentimentale by Vladimir Cosma (from the film DIVA, 1982) 

 

 

Ø Antraeus Voltage 2016  

 

Warning: the poor quality of writing in this collection is due to low energy & inspiration during certain phases of my life 

https://youtu.be/VS7xqNGpzP8
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Undated 

 

Hold out your hand for a pinch of sand  

Jail the emotions you don t understand. 

Be yourself and live your own life  

But mercy mankind for its suffering and strife  

 

there are some who wish everyone to suffer as they themselves have...  

and there  are some who wish everyone to be free of such that they have 

themselves suffered.  
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The Shoe 
 

1989 

 

there is madness in the silence  

there is madness in the noise  

there is no p eace to be found...  

and the shoe awoke from an afternoon nap  

sniffed and grinne d 

yawned and focused on the room  

not yet aware of itself  

but soon it felt the chill  

and soon it felt the emptiness  

and it lonely was  

and soon a foot filled the shoe  

stifled and sweaty felt the shoe  

and the shoe wished the journey to end  

and the laces were loosened  

and the foot departed  

¬free,º panted the shoe in glee 

but soon it felt the chill  

and soon it felt the emptiness  

and it lonely was  
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Autumnµs End 
 

November 1989 

 

The movement of the stream  

The flowing water of the dream  

The dream of life  

The but terfly  

The song -birds on their branches sing  

Above the dream of life and everything  

 

The strong and soft they laugh to tears upon the breeze  

And the buzzing of some nearby bees  

Buzz the dream of life  

So vast the sky!  

So wonderful the radiance of the summer  sun 

But I must be mature and patient now that winter s come 

 

The earth is cold beneath my feet  

But wi ll I grow then I must know both chill and heat  

O the dream of life!  

The butterfly!  

Of days so bleak I do despair  

But that s the very reason why I care 

 

Wintry shadow whom I fear  
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Are you so harmful as you appear?  

O the flame of life  

Soars free and high  

When warmth within is treasured gold  

When only love and joy I learn to hold!  

 

. 
 

Aware of losing awareness 
 

28 January 1990 

 

The sound of drum beats in my hea rt  

Silent and subtle the devil pounds  

Innocent and sinister I dance  

Torment, to see the spirit but serve the flesh  

To view the way yet follow losing  

To myself I am both sad and amusing  

Free of shame for a change  

For my will cannot bear the strain  

The fight  brings frustration  

And repression cannot rule forever  

All or nothing, spirit or flesh  

I am a shuttlecock between the two  

Never resting for long on any side  
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The court is yin and yang  

The net is mind; there to peace, here to pang  

Terrifying this reality, I sip not gulp  

Upon the verge of unknown lands  

And halfway is eternal quicksand  

Here I sit, belly in pain  

A deviant reflecting on his bane  

We are drops of the same ocean  

Each coated with the dirt of our travels  

Here new dirt and there a wash  

This is growth a nd evolution  

To find we must lose  

To heal we must bear bruise  

To laugh we must shed tears  

To settle we must rustle  

To live we must die  

Wisdom is a precious pearl  

Today my heart is heavy and dry  

Little waves of wisdom in my eye  

Reflect the stars up in the s ky 

. 
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