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all poems are typed with an old Groma Kolibri typewriter so all sorts of errors may occur as nothing in this life is perfect.





I


MORE NANCY THAN SID




1. wars are meant to be lost, but battles...


you know it's not too bad


to sit at home alone


boiling eggs or scrubbing the toilet or the floors


or washing linen on a Wednesday afternoon


it is not bad


not fighting and losing wars


they don't like to tell us this but


in war, no one ever really wins


and this took me a long time to get


it is not so bad


just to simply exist.


2. business as usual


I woke up to a bloodcurdling scream


inside my head


I drank a glass of water and


shook the cold sweats


I looked outside


nothing out of ordinary was happening


the world was still burning


I guess it's just the voices in my head getting louder.


3. hydra


I am the last demigod


pacing this arena


but I, still, dream of the others


and the dreams are like the heads of the Hydra


a dream growing after a dream within a dream


a nightmare


Sometimes the night swallows the day


and my days become the dream as well


and beasts in the dark


become reality.
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4. garden of the night


the moon Is stronger tonight


than the shade my curtains can provide


what once was a cry


and a howl


has turned into


thundering laughter


in a garden, full of ripe fruits


nurtured by the night.


5. madness extraordinaire


I've lived an extraordinary life


this far.


Some of it was molded by you.


I've lived with wolves and reptiles


poverty and violence


homelessness and insanity


in rooms without doors


and hidden razorblades.


I have lived outside the society


alienated by normalcy


I have traveled with the 1%


and adored men who died too young


killed by the voices


whispering in their heads.


I've been fueled by alcohol


and narcotics


and full moon,


howling after


what I lost in the fire.


I have lived In madness,


extraordinary


and I regret


well,


maybe a few things.


6. absurd


Out of debt


absurd


Owning a house


a bsurd


Marriage


absurd


Having children


abrurd


Working 8-4


a bsurd


Yeah I can hear the voices talking to me or not to me


but towards me


through me, past me, but I don't receive a single word


the transmitter must be broken


it is just white noise


it's all so absurd


and I want to want them, I think I want to be like them


but the thought atumbles over itself because


the shoelaces are not properly tied or


maybe they are tied together


I recognize this is what should be


and what should be wanted


but I don't want it


I keep living like a rabid dog


chasing cars and bikes and skateboards


feeding on leftovers


and I


am


not


even


unhappy.
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7. pink racehorse


one poem


write just one poem a day to keep it flowing:


to keep the flame burning


it doesn't matter if it is a bad poem


or a poem about pink racehorses or blue Mercedes or clouds


drifting by


or the worst


love


Yeah


it doesn't matter if it is a bad poem


It doesn't matter if


it's a poem


quite like this.


8. 29


I am almost thirty but they still keep asking for my ID every time I buy cigarettes or beer or hard liquor. I donf mind, some people get offended when the clerks ask to show some papers. I just think, well, at least the death prowling inside of me isn't showing on my face yet.


The world bleeds but I might be immortal, stuck at 18 and life forever.


9. sleeping gods


The moss is damp


and the caskets rot in the ground
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