“Out of the ash I rise with my red hair

And I eat men like air”
“For the eyeing of my scars, there is a charge”.

                                Sylvia Plath, “Lady Lazarus”

Lies & Smiles
        To Sylvia, to Time.

I have swallowed your lies and smiles.
What else to expect from hypocrites?

A cannibal I became, 

Devouring anything
Time, men, circumstances

Without the choice of repentance
Shrinking into myself

I am a womb in a shell

elucidating nothingness

Setting fire to old memories

will not guarantee my survival,
I’m the one 

Who always disappears 
before my shadow
Inconsolable
This capacity of reducing 
Everything to minus…
Where is that other side of me 

That’s said to exist?

I unpeel my sorrows

Like a fake paper flower

Lady Lazarus eats her burden-
Waiting, waiting, the end of hours.
Gaël Le Cornec, January 2008 

