Songs with Zsuzsi’s poems (Csókolom group)
  
 I NEED ONE MAN 

I need one man, 
a real he-man, 
where can he be, 
without love, 
without embrace 
I cant’ live anymore. 

it’s  Saturday, I’m lost, 
I’ve loved every man, 
it’s  Sunday, I’m empty, 
I lie empty alone on the bed 

without a man, a woman is not a woman 
just a bloodless potted plant 
I have no time, I have no plane 
I’m alone, I’m  alone. 

No, no, I can’t see, 
no, no I can only feel it all 
no, no, I can’t live, 
no, no, I just bleed to death. 

No, no, nobody loves me, 
no, no, I have no one to love, 
no, no, dogs are barking, 
no, no, they tear me apart. 

Alt the stupid rules are for nothing, 
a glass of drink and it’s  over at last, 
all is in vain, hopeless, 
I need a man, I need him now. 

no, no, I know nothing, 
no, no, I know everything, 
no, no, I’m not bad, 
no, no, I’m good. 

no, no, I don’t need drunkeness, 
no, no, I don’t need wine,.. 
no, no, I dont need anything, 
no, no, I only need love. 

you don’t have to say it, I know you don’t want it, 
you don’t have to say it, that’s not what your problem is 
all is in vain, I’ve known you for awhille. 

I’ve been running to you all night 
I’ve been trembling for you all night, 
I waited in vain, I waited for you in vain. 

„….you see, this is love 
any bigger feeling than this, I’ll never need…” 
  

* 
  

Víg song  /Merry song/ 
  

The volcano erupted, the lava is flowing, 
I love you, my love, all is vain! 

I’ll abandon myself to the drift, 
nothing matters, no sorrow can come to me, 
I’ll abandon myself to the drift, give in to the current. 

No more trouble can come to me, 
even lost, It’s only you, 
I want you with all I am 
In other’s arms, with cold hearts. 

Together with you the hope has also left me, 
I’m a  pagan, heathen, exile, 
Together with you the hope is lost too, 
I’m rushing after you like a rabid dog, 
I’m innocent, sorrow tears me open, 
you’ve enraged me, this is an outrage! 

Nothing is dear, I have no treasure, 
everything’s lost, let everything be lost! 
My soul is in the dust, trampled in the mud, 
I drop my arms, I have noone to embrace. 

There’s mist over the city, cataracts on my eyes, 
nothing really matters, I can see from inside. 
Those who are brave, come with me, 
so as not to run dry of hope! 

My pot is bubbling, the frogs are screaming, 
snakes are hissing, I’ll give you some snacks, 
I’ll put leeches on your chest, 
You’ll see, my dear, you won’t disagree. 

Skirts are sweeping, breasts are aglow, 
dark pits, they bury me, 
deadly claws embrace me, 
I’ll let you run away, cruel tyrant! 

Bells are sounding, it’s nuptials again, 
new life is being born in eternal mourning, 
bells are sounding, they’re burying again, 
they’re digging my grave, they’re digging the pit! 

Oh, Azezello, it’s a big big trouble! 
Even the Devil doesn’t know what to do with me! 

The Prince has left on his white horse, 
where is my Rogozsin? 
Where is my truant Killer?! 

* 
  

FOUR SEASONS 
  

Oh, it’s autumn again, you always torture me 
even the sight of you hurts, even to see you 
my heart is thumping, I wish you left me, 
ravishing-wicked, you always come again, 
you always torture me, beautiful! 
everything fades away, stinking, green mildew, 
falling leaves, falling leaves, 
rotten corpses, slowly bury me, 
time passes, sluttish sheet, 
I want no one but him, but him! 

and then winter comes again, my heart reaches the sky, 
everything comes to the end, everything comes to the end, 
if the snow is white, death is white, 
it waits just for me, slowly embraces me, 
nicely embraces me, so good! 
sludgy is the spring, filthy bandage, 
all pus and muddy, the secret is eternal, 
I slowly fade away, the way that leads me 
to you is so long, 
how will I find you? 

It’s good when summer comes again, death is hot, 
waiting on the river bank, waiting on the river bank. 
freshen up yourself, it’s only one moment, 
just a short moment, that is all there is, 
just a flash and nothing else! 
the wound is mortal, almost bursts, 
everything is all in blood, empty glasses, 
cheap hits, instead of love, 
miserable hits, dim hits, 
instead of love, you rascal! 
  

* 
  

ROLLING ON 
  

There’s nothing left to do, so I’ll let him go 
I’ll leave him alone, with a rope around his neck, 
I’ll let him cry, fall onto the table, 
I’ll leave him locked in, in the arms of another woman, 
blind in the world, deaf alone, 
I’ll let him go, to love another woman! 
I’ll let him go, embrance not me! 

There’s nothing left any more, but to mate with a snake, 
to fall down, to cling to wine, 
cling to wine, drink sweet poison, 
blow smoke, muse into the fog, 
to drown in sin, to get stuck in the swamp, 
in the lap of another woman, sencented to death! 
in the bed of another woman, waiting for nothing! 

so I’ll let him go, let him love someone else, 
I’ll let him run away, I’ll let him fall down, 
I’ll let him be lost, just let him be somewhere, 
I’ll let someone else have him, I’ll let the dirty night have him, 
in dark horror, gasping for a good word, 
cuddling another woman, drowning in wine, 
in the bed of another woman, in an icy pit, in death! 
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     Zsuzsanna Ujj 
    FROM THE PINK BOOKLET 
  

   Through the steam of the alcohol, my love did not recognize me, did not see me. I am sitting here on my own, in this public place, drinking vodka, thinking about him. They are playing good Rolling songs. I am the only customer in this place. My own customer. New death pictures are about to be born. In any case - in every picture, we must draw up existence. 
   I don`t know how one can reach a venerable age intact and in good health. How should I perceive love? As something divine or as a grievous disaster? How happy I was the day before, and even this afternoon. A joyful walk in the green belt. It has all gone by now. 
   Much more humility, darling! Much more! Let`s stack it up! 
   How beautiful my love is! And what an orphan! And nothing can help anymore, and I should nicely accept it. Oh! When will I see him? 
   Shall I take you home, or shall I help you into a taxi? What do I know? I know nothing. Yes, I might have  been a solace to you in recent days. I clearly say, I love you - but I hold myself back -, and not at any price. Love is the most beautiful thing. All is in vain! It is unquestionable and undeniable. 
  At my age a woman does not spend her time running after a man. Only patience is left. Dreams before the mirror. 
   Wilding. Wildwhore. What a woman am I? I live like a man while my body, my soul is a woman. More and more. I don`t know if I am allowed to live like this. 
   The last twentieth cigarette. The last tenth glass of wine. Inspiration is a lord. Loneliness sprawls on him. 
   A new love grows every summer. Perhaps it is the most beautiful season? 
   Ecstasy and wine. Ecstasy and love. Dirty alcohol! Great need. It`s summer now, very hot. The cunts burn in the night, and impale themselves in a suicidal way. The penises stand, one after another, and praisefully pry. 
   He is as tall as required, and nicely decrepit becoming at his age. My love! My heart breaks over you! You are beautiful and I`d love you deeply! You delight of someone else`s, if you are death`s, I am still yours! 
   It would be easy for me to pass this test too, if I knew what I was standing before, what I had to wait for. 
   I think this is the only way for us to understand that we are tiny little grains of dust, little parts of the great whole. 
   I cannot be of God, I want to be of Man. And if I cannot be of Man, let the devil take me, I drink some more, refill again. 
   If I am patient, I may learn a lot more. Patience and honour. I could be happy because I have the chance to love and there`s nothing better in the whole world than to love. I can say my prayers to myself. Oh, God! Save me from being blinded by one love! Let me see through the mist! 
   My first and last husband, my sweet of that time - who was taking his third diploma at the ELTE Sociology section -, asked me how I could identify, define myself. While I was hanging in the air with no job and no ambitions, I answered that first of all I was a human being, and not least a woman, and I lose my identity when these are damaged, and that is the time, when I can`t feel my place in this world. 
   I don`t know what I will do tomorrow night, either. If I do not love, I will earn money. 
   The problem is that there`s not much left, which also means that there`s not much ahead. And it`s not only that there`s life and we must live. We cannot shirk, cannot diverge. It could be frightening at first sight, but there`s still something satisfying in it. 
   This is how I was getting prepared for this exhibition, on the night of the fourteenth of August. With a clear mind, full of love and vodka. 
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