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PRAISE FOR NO MERCY

“No Mercy offers the reader an extravaganza of bizarre visionary narratives embellished by a veritable cascade of surreal imagery from the pen of a master wordsmith. Recommended to be taken in small doses like a powerful hallucinogenic drug, these poems are as potent and intense as your worst nightmares and wildest dreams. Not for the faint of heart or mind.”

—Bruce Boston, SFPA Grandmaster, author of Surrealities.

“Manzetti’s poems inspire a transcendent reality, a dream reality that slips in and out of nightmares; earthscape ruled by sensory overload, soul underload and imagination that melts into hunger for love, life and music. I loved this unearthly and yet strangely familiar meal laid before my eyes.”

—Linda D. Addison, award-winning author of How to Recognize a Demon Has Become Your Friend

“What a feast of a collection! Marvelous, powerful work! Manzetti fills his canvases with broken souls –such as Janis Joplin, Frida Kahlo whose lives left footprints in our history. He introduces you to others with inspiring imagery, giving the reader much to ponder. Simply outstanding, five stars!”

—Marge Simon, Bram Stoker Award winner
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I dedicate this book to Janis Joplin,

even though I wrote these poems

listening to Kind of Blue by Miles Davis.
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THE PEARL

October 4, 1970

Alcohol and Hollywood.

The futuristic stilt house, its windows too large.

The headlights of cars slam into them,

and the blurry faces of passengers

run away fast, followed by trails of their skin,

always somewhere else.

The procession of the rush

and the heroin’s symphony

with a thousand movements.

The shrink’s diamond ring on her finger,

her mom’s artificial teeth with no one to talk to.

“Jesus!” The music in the ears,

purgatory vomiting on the red dress

and the crapper of the Landmark Motor Hotel.

The mirror, Pearl in there, appearing and disappearing.

Drifts, shards of glass, the soul moving left and right.

Then, she sticks out her tongue. “Fuck you!”

The bottle, that taste of dust and crushed ice

in her mouth, which never goes down.

The hands on the windows, the sign

and its frame of light bulbs, down in the street.

Purgatory is full as usual.

Bessie Smith’s Packard hitting the truck,

her arm torn off,

the ambulance,

a tramp who’s pissing himself.

Always the same scene in her head

when the ghost comes,

that golden bitch with its big tits,

beautiful as she will never be.

Now it’s in the mirror, laughing.

But come on, this isn’t a real crapper,

it’s full of people in there, of borderless memories.

Black out, emergency lights, the ghost lifts its dress

and shows Janis its panties stained with blood.

Thirteen years. Port Arthur.

The thorny coat of adolescence,

the smell of the river and summer,

a bra that’s too big.

The ghost is bringing Janis backward,

where it hurts. “Fuck you!”

The blood that drives the wrong way,

closed eyes, which see farther,

the shapes of the last line, there.

An infinite Texas,

a Nirvana of motionless beaks of oil wells

in a land of intermittent shadows.

Black out, emergency lights.

The carpet on her face and life dripping on the shells of sleeping mites.

No one else knows a thing.
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FRIDA’S MONSTER

September 17, 1925

The iron monster, Xochimilco,

was waiting for me round the bend

with electric wires instead of hair,

and his long, curled tail

nailed to the asphalt like a rail.

When he saw me with my strawberry necklace,

eighteen years around my neck,

so red and soft, so delicious,

he shouted and whistled,

screeching on the road with his nails.

So, he stared at me for five seconds,

while he ate a big peach,

or maybe a woman’s severed yellow head.

Xochimilco turned his eyes,

his headlights, his square muzzle,

toward the San Juan Market,

then he started looking at my dress again,

scattered with red euphorbia flowers,

and the rod between his legs,

a giant erection, a steel pipe,

a handrail for dozens of hands.

You are mine, he whispers in my ear,

stretching his rusty tongue through the window

of my still-intact youth,

only crossed by the sun, so far,

and touched by the colorful parrots

of a virgin imagination

and by the fast drumming-fingers

of curious monkeys

who want to taste my strawberries.

Then he breaks all the windows

overturning my thin-legged life,
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