COMPROMISES

To decontextualize the event. / Losing its social identity, the geo-political mark. The peculiarities. / Not considering streams or contrast’s positions. / Instrument/sentence as choice of detail... the “time is in act”. / Ready solutions. Heroes. Nothing consecrate to nothing. / Plastic projections. Memories. Vacuous figures. / Ideological purity. Static. Useless. / Everything. Now.

CONTROL/SELF-MANAGEMENT/REFUSAL

Approach. Coherence. Confrontation. / Your fuckin’ flags again. / Inherit form...because it’s “due”. / Your fuckin’ words again. /  We’re faciliting the separation they want to impose on us, / losing sight of the purpose and of the practice. / Flags again. Proclamations again. Machine’s call. / Control/self-management/refusal. / As to repeat oneself in what is missing. / As to justify its lack and unbalanced, precariousness and lie. / Control/self-management/refusal.

REPRESSION

Description and position. Movings, habits, ties of order. / So it begins, or better, repeats. / And the choice represents a false problem. / The implicit order of what looks like the only information. / The complete extradition of an ideal. / Slander. Denigration. Mass media. / Institution. Apparatus. Law-court. / Isolation. Accused. Sentence. / Condemnation. Social life imprisoning. Repression of State. / And it’s a struggle that puts the everyday lived as a presupposed. / The un-complicity. The individual. The un-belonging. / We have felt the blow – still immovable – not ready. / But fortunately something…seems to be ended badly.

HATRED INSIDE YOUR HATRED







Identified. That’s it: identified! / Identified. Out lined inquiry: name/photograph. / State of civil rights. Detains not owing to evidence. / Hate inside your hate. Repression. / -The interrogatory lasts twenty minutes... This is the praxis - 
/ State of civil rights. Detains not owing to an evidence. / Hate inside your hate. While we are burning.
WHILE EVERY INSTANT CHANGES IMMUTABLE

City stones laugh. White walls are still. / In what touches on. As tough it already was, by a dim light. / …perhaps is to move what doesn’t vibrate. / But there’s no breath beyond the door. / Expectation stifles the run. / Quick nothing stifle me. Quick nothing that entangles us. / …while every instant changes immutable.

BY ANY MEANS

New forms of imprisonment. / In what limits the admittance and creates a false welcome. / Expulsion’s policies. / Logic of a system that subtends to control by means of socio-economic pressures. / New trades of death…abomination lived in function of their purpose. / Kindness’ policies and economic speculations. / New forms of detention. / Criminalize the dissent in the adulterated evidence. / The system keeps on producing an excess of risk. / The system legitimates compulsory stay centres. / The system preserves according to the rules of the model/scum scheme. / Kindness’ policies. / New apparatus lagers.

TO RESIST

Not for this peace. Not because we are here. / Not for the system. Not for what has been. / Not for the struggle. Not for flags. / Not for the reform. Not for the machine. / Not for the movement. Not for the State. / Not for the aim. Not for ideals. / Not for the comrades. / To resist.
ON WAR

We’re living in these war times...of static analysis. / Indictment. Context mediation. / Threat or political reason... assimilated detail! / To keep the status-quo through the political blackmail. / Tension strategy. New subversive fronts. / Attack against institutions. Conspiracy. / It’s an obvious agreed resonance. An affair of State. 
NOT A STEP BACKWARDS

To survive. Waiting for what is missing. / Bitter. Acquired. Driven ridicule. / Empty feeling in front of a mirror. / While it’s moving… and quietly keeps silent. / It’s a moment. / Last act. Physical trial. Silent stillness moves. / Empty renouncement. Fleeting shape. / …not a step backwards.
IN THE NAME OF THEIR BLOOD

And it still isn’t enough. / For what disposes to profit. / Rain of July. / - how would it be? - …the time has come. / Shivers with moments if each moment seems to restrain. / A call of life, condemnation silent defeat. / Weak, burns with gazes. / - I could not – / Anger pierces a still surrender. / Sixteen shadows on the denied breath stir a moon already turning into life. / Burns sparkle consumes early while immensely burns the darkest night / …in the name of their blood.

