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			Preface 

			“The poet is a faker / Who’s so good at his act /He even fakes the pain / Of pain he feels in fact.”  This is the first verse of the poem from the Portuguese poet Fernando Pessoa,  it's the light that brightens the path of any poet.  The poet lives from the recesses of his soul, his pain, his loves, his memories, his entrances.  From these, he draws inspiration from his verses, his letters, his rhyme, his music.  What he now feels renews and rekindles in a poetic form what he has already felt, that’s why Pessoas’s concept of pretending is exemplary, to explain this time duplicity that surrounds the poet and incarnate in his poetry.    

			Amauri Queiroz’s poetry, in his book “Egotrip”, reflects and reinterprets, in the sensitive aspect, what he already lived, felt, and toured, shows his bequest and deeper cultural experience, his stories, his passions, his straights, and curved lines, advances, setbacks, and his life contours. 

			I met Amauri Queiroz in our beloved Mangueira’s samba court, on a festive Saturday, on a special day, The master Nelson Sargento’s 95-year birthday celebration. There we started an unstoppable conversation, it continued around ideas about new projects to develop, we built an affinity and an identity that has been increasing proximity that guides us to several different places to go through.

			Introducing Amauri Queiroz and his poetry book is an honor because it means presenting an authentic and plural Brazilian, gifted with great capacity, creativity, and versatility in culture, politics, and education.  

			His African roots and his immersion around blackness and the black movement causes are one of his main bases of expression, an identity flag that has already taken him on tours throughout his country and other countries, in the four corners of the planet, Europe, North America, South, Asia, Africa. In official positions, political representations, performances, and experiences shaped his permanent struggle to try to make the world a better place, and make him a more attuned and complete person in understanding the complexity of this world.

			Amauri lived and experienced a little of everything, expressing himself as a journalist, publicist, political activist, unionist, human rights agent, advisor to institutions and governments, educator, writer, cultural producer, and media content producer. He is a humanist thinker, engaged in principles and practices aimed at the transformation. And now, he presents us with a work in poetic language, where he reveals the full capacity to express the pains he has already felt and which he “feels in fact". 

			I invite the readers to enter this book as if passing through a threshold, opening a door and unveiling the emotion of poetic, strong, sensitive, generous texts, which bring out the introspection of an author who travels through times and places, from real and imaginary life, and that offers us his "egotrip". 

			A poet who in his debut invites us to travel with him, taking us through different surroundings, routes, destinations and follies, alleys and suburbs, ghettos, canes and quilombos, suburbs and spiritists houses, laments, pains, wounds, flavors, dreams, romances, desires, delights, passions, revelries and carnivals.

			Amauri Queiroz, “nice guy”, "Cheers the erês1!"Cheers  Mangueira! Cheers, the poetry impressed as a feeling and as a voice, committed to equality, justice, solidarity, humanity. Cheers the poetry and what it brings us as a life message, revolution, faith, and passion.

			Dermeval Netto journalist, documentarist, professor. 

			
				
					1  Iorubá expression refers to spirits connected to Orixás. Afro Brazilian religion related. 

				

			

		

	
		
			Exile Boat

			Cold night, early days of styling 

			Warm breeze, a breath of life, spring.

			No one said that loving is agony 

			On a train that cuts life and does not wait 

			Moths kissing the city lights 

			seeking lost dreams in eternity 

			Love Volcano that turned gray into dead fire under the look of a sad tortuous angel 

			Life that passes mirrored in the showcases 

			where love displays in its reflection 

			Time passes and humanity follows the fortune

			making wars, revolutions, love, and sex 

			No destiny turns out a great love 

			feeling that consumes in perdition 

			strange force shatters like a lightning making the mind captive to the heart 

			Through the channels of existence,

			I follow in front I follow 

			in the flagship of the deserted sea 

			Taking the people without love for the shoal

			Sailing the waters of hope from the past.

			I follow in the denied boat in sad destiny The purgatory sharp portals receive me the exile boat in the current 

			with the exiled of love eternally. 

		

	
		
			Feuilleton Look

			There is no point in weeping what the past service of time once took.

			It was dropping there without two nickels to rub together 

			for the nights out, early birds and drinkers were so many errors, so many marks of love 

			made and suffered 

			Marks of life that rouge is teeming in concealing fulfill my crusade in solitude 

			Rudiose routine toward the bars full of affliction

			I face my windmills without the faithful squire 

			I want a drinking buddy, who knows a partner 

			a body as shelter, who knows a true one 

			Shelter me from torments that torment me 

			in this crazy arena world 

			Be able to hear a tango resolute from Gardel 

			Where the bandoleon covers with his passive symphony 

			my silent and solitary solitaire solution 

			I ask for a dose of support and the waiter tells me that it was over a while ago 

			Even a false bitter kiss makes me believe I can love but what! 

			I follow the fortune of an alone woman 

			in this life without affection 

			Lost in life as a dog without an owner, 

			lost in his own abandonment 

			consuming dreams and desires

			Inhaling men, alcohol, and cigarettes. 

			Loser men’s  degraders with their senile kisses 

			Still, I say yes to the needy proposals 

			I don’t have reason to say no 

			I am my owner, sassy, I’m from life, almost a thug 

			I have no family to embrace on Sundays 

			I accept the mating with delicacy 

			The same delicacy with which a wedding cake was made even invested with fake flair 

			I know we are strange, different, bleak humans 

			Undecent accomplices in our perfidious and yellow smiles 

			Slowly the alcohol heats me slowly and slowly ignites me in fire 

			I surrender to your heat to forget the pain 

			Diving in the false sense of love, that what’s left for me, it is what I have 

			My pains are so present that they never become past 

			Marks of a life without modesty 

			Addict of the lecher and hedonist present 

			I carry glorious marks of fierce rut fights

			I have not been knocked out, I’m not defeated 

			I am smart and clever 

			I know how to pretend pleasure, 

			I know how to be theatrical. 

			I divide dust and sins equally 

			not necessarily in this order 

			The outcast pleasure has a great taste, it is nice 

			The forbidden taste elevates us in torpor to the unimaginable 

			Is so much misfortune, subworld, falsehood 

			That it even seems that it is true love 

			And when the sunrise breaks the room, sassy and curious 

			it scares itself with the environment undruggable flavor

			My body is the invaded, conquered and colonized trojan 

			Rests under the smoke of a fire that consumed it violently 

			The stage life curtains are opened 

			The scene is cruel and terrifying 

			On the battlefield we are wounded warriors 

			Where repentance predominates in a flavorless bed 

			The air is taken by the taste of defeat and pain 

			In hidden tears, I put the cigarette out. 

			Burned in the ashes of your smells 

			Of other women, of your sweat, of your drink 
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