
All hands to get dressed, looking for some thing, something that’s fitting and bringing it 

over. 

As magically as possible, so that I don’t have to get up and do it all myself.  

 

Both eyes think collectively, looking and thinking, back and forth 

C – what can I say about that:  

Down, thumbs on my feet, two  

Evidently, a  

Festive and 

Gladsome belt buckle I don’t 

Have 

I 

Just don’t. Nothing to  

Know or to 

Lament, because I don’t want one actually. Never wanted one. 

My morning  

Nightly with- 

Out  

Problems and 

Questionable nonsense 

Really 

Strange 

Truths 

Unswerfing and on the go and on lawns in the room (also called: rug). That’s 

Why 

X-times beloved becomes value through my magical powers. Collected things, which I 

can all see and know and often I don’t even understand, what I could use it for or can. Or 

not? 

Yogurt cups for example can be useful and dumb. Depends what for.  

And wether I’m already a bit older (like the cup) and will have to figure out still what has 

changed? 

Zero timeless stuff  



Hezitation 

Indecizion 

Tweezing 

Fidgeting 

Togethernezz – I put that which I like in my thoughtpockets 

and 

Zgo 

 


