Co innego cebula.

Ona nie ma wnetrznosci.
Jest soba na wskro$ cebula
do stopnia cebulicznosci.
Cebulasta na zewnatrz,
cebulowa do rdzenia,
moglaby wejrze¢ w siebie
cebula bez przerazenia.

W nas obczyzna i dziko$¢
ledwie skora przykryta,
inferno w nas interny,
anatomia gwaltowna,

aw cebuli cebula,

nie pokretne jelita.

Ona wiclekro¢ naga,

do glebi itympodobna.

Byt niesprzeczny cebula,
udany cebula twor.

W jednej po prostu druga,

w wickszej mniejsza zawarta,
aw nastepnej kolejna,

czyli trzecia i czwarta.
Dosrodkowa fuga.

Echo zlozone w chér.

Cebula, to ja rozumiem:

najnadobniejszy brzuch $wiata.

Sam si¢ aureolami

na wilasna chwale oplata.

W nas - thuszcze, nerwy, zyly,
Sluzy i sekretnosci.

I jest nam odméwiony
idiotyzm doskonalo$ci

That is something else, the onion.
She has no real insides.

Within herself, she is purely onion,
to the level of onioness.

Oniony on the outside,

onionified to the nucleus.

Maybe she should gaze into herself
an onion without fear.

‘Within humans, unfamiliar otherness and wilderness.
We are barely covered with skin,

internal inferno,

violent anatomy,

an onion within another onion,

no snarled intestines here.

She is most often naked,

similar into the depths.

The onion is a marvelous creation,
a structure that gets it right.

One within another,

within a larger one, a smaller one,
and next comes a second,

third, and fourth and so on.
Border-line divisions.

A choir made up of echoes.

Onion, that’s what I understand:
on the world’s greatest belly.
She, alone with her halo,

is wrapped up with her glory.

In humans: fats, nerves, veins,
mucus and secrets.

But we humans are denied

toa perfect kind of nonsense
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