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I’m Pissing Over the Candles of Your Vigil
I’m the President, you are not.
You will shit where I allow you to sit.

You trumped over your chance,
now count the days,

bathe in my contagious spit and sneeze.
I rub my snot all over your chest.

Celebrate this healthy nation,
you ungrateful pest.

You will catch what you deserve.
You already have.

I’'m alive, rooting your intestines in the yard.

How could I resist.



Being a Drone

Fucking the queen
would be tedious,

but that’s what I’m supposed to think of:
google, fly in and

bang.

Life.

Hell with the waggle,
I’'m high.

A left-right-wing
rebel.

Can’t I just ladder
grass and cloud,

a prayer
in Rosslyn Chapel,

then die,
a virgin?



Fucking Tr... would be even worse, tragic.
Trapped in polluted air,

The escape routes blocked

by paparazzi.

Zimmm-zimmm is banned,
there’s a fart language,

something new I don’t speak.

Come on, chase him up,
it serves you right.

I can’t get myself to do it.
I could claim the trophy but nope.

Nope and nope.



Bloody Leech

They call me Bloody Leech
but with you, I made friends.
You let me in your holes
(“orifices” in your language)
and I cuddle you in the dark.
Ringdance. You say cheers,
we share your petit rouge.

I drink to your health

faceless, with a bulbous laugh.
You buy lemon and garlic

just in case you want me to drop off —
boy, you would never... Never.
Pootling in your tunnels,

The universe sucks.

I grow.



Perhaps I Remain a Bird

You gave me pace

and a reproach:

I repeat the same mistake.

I should invent my very own sin,
worth being stoned.

I did.

I spat out your name
for the first treat,
ready to bleed out.

Nothing happened,
not to me.

Now I'm circling the air
mute,

by myself.

Shame is a slow chirp
never to come.



For Waltz You Don’t Need a Compass

(the Queen)

Let’s pretend it was a false alarm.
It was all skipping and galumph,
not escape.

But.

We know the way out

yet we stay, for real,

we tame the pain with our dance,
we do not play dead.

For waltz you don’t need a compass.
You just swirl, whoever takes the lead.
Swoon, swoon!

The steps make you feel proud

of living backwards,

as if it were your own choice.

(Alice)

I love my love with a B,

a Borrowful of Scrambled Frog.
He answers the door, fogbound,
I tell him

he owes me the world and a skip.
He must reveal what would become of me
if I taught laughing and grief.

He leaps into a sun-coated body,
his boots are far, far, close, close.
To smash the looking glass,

it was his turn.



(the King)

Coming of age without a name.
I do everything a god does.
Some collect recipes, I cook.

I just play games where I win.

Don’t talk to me, don’t pray, don’t.
Forgive yourself on your own.

It’s not rejection, believe me,

your bless is as good as mine.

I’m casting out the demons.

Ravishing search for the core I lost.

I wouldn’t peel, stonermost stone.
‘Invincible’ says the tattoo I’ve chosen.



Incident at the Tr(ambolino) Hotel

Dear Valued Manager,

My Facebook friends commented how lucky

I was to stay in downtown Washington

(thank god they didn’t say at the HEART of W.),
in The Mall, with art’n’breeze in walking distance.
I wouldn’t call it lucky, in fact, well-dressed ladies
and gents kept spitting in front of the building,

1... P..s... Ave NW, and tourists imitated

them, please don’t hesitate to check out

the spitting selfies of the Japanese, they went viral.

F*ck you, I didn’t dare use the shower for ten days as
your sign “PSYCHO, REMEMBER?” haunted me like

a beheaded hedgehog; I could just splash a bit of soapy
water every day under my barky armpits. So much about
the splendid stay you promised in your glossy brochure,
you naughty Humor Harold of a bastard.

At breakfast there wasn’t a single soul. As I heard
there would’ve been a conference here

for chiropractors but everyone cancelled when they
got the info sheet about the venue. Even the bell-

boy didn’t seem to know his place, he went on and on
projectile vomiting incomprehensible words. A night-
mare of a holiday, full refund would be nice.

Sincerely yours, Dr Laura Lobster



Us and Them

In the need of detecting threat
it’s faster to punch faces first.
Thinking is overrated,
I’d better avoid it at all,
build a cage spanning the width
of a tribal continent.
Danger
keeps streaking into my peripheral vision.

What if I close my eyes?
What if I close your eyes?
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