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				This is the free e-book version of this collection.If you happen to enjou my poetry, please considerbuying my collected works or buying one of my artworks. Anything will be really appreciated,thank you, dear reader for taking your time to read this.
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				“To uninvent objects. The comb, for example.

				To give the comb abilities of not combing.

				(..)

				To use some words until they belong to no language.”

				Manoel de Barros
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				Don’t pull that black stocking over your headNever step calmly, moderately into that good night.Don’t go like the meek sheep when you go.Don’t just leave for that obedient other side.Don’t just disappear into the sweet night.Don’t go meekly into that good night.Don’t go willingly into that good night.Don’t become his friend, though the night is also good.Do not enter resignedly into the last sleep.Created from the opening lines of existingDutch Dylan Thomas translations
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				Nothing at sea again tonightJust the drumming of the stars,waves crashing against sloppily painted islets.

				Another captainwith another mile-long turban.

				Tom Waits singing ‘Silent Night’.
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				Standing before our LordHis only question is: how many?How many girls did you manage to sleep with, Benders?And my father would say: one, Mr God.‘Did you like her so much then?’ asks God.‘It was the way supposed to be,’ my father says.’God then bites his lip, confesses he has never slept with anyone.I hide behind a cloudin which a plane full of angels is frozen,all wearing the same wedding dress,missels in their blonde hair and pitch-black glasses,and then comes Jesus, in his nasal announcer’s voice,who puts his hand on my shoulderor no, not a hand. If only it were a hand.
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				The imagination

				Don’t like imagination, it gets in the way.I want to wake up next to you, not to someone else.

				And when I’m alone, I want to be without you.And when I’m lonely, I want to be without you.
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				Pyroversum

				The sun the sun the ever so anxious sunwill one day turn so black, so nickel black, so swarthyThat soon there will be a second, third, fourth, fifthuntil it teems with it, the sun stops, a number appears,you hear the sound of a dying coffee machine.

				The earth turns basket black, pitch black,an Eskimo kid plays with matches, ignites the moon

				and it starts firingas if it’s been doused with sewing machine oilthe earth blackensall the children blacken

				and there stands the luminous moon districtat block 272c, in the earthquarteramong the endless rowsbuzzing black sun chunksin the housing system

				of Great Communist Singers, of Milk Singers.The moon will set everything on fire,until there is nothing, nothing at all,an infinity of burning tuning forks.
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				Elegy for something like ZierikzeeIn the yellow Audi of S.over the night motorway to Kadikoy.Slumpy. Drunk, stoned.Fuck you, I won’t do what you tell me.With E. and a huge rabbit,in the dark forests of the land of flames.Soberon the ring road of Rotterdamwith all the people who hate topology.Zierikzee, Zierikzee.Tearing across the track like crazy.It only becomes something when it agrees with us....There is a town that does not know its place.Somewhere an eternal flame burns.

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			
				13

			

		

		
			
				Gdansk

				Young poets love me,drag me on stage, my headso beautiful it can’t be photosouped.Gdansk, I say, the balls of Gdansk.Gdansk, they shout, Gdansk, Gdansk!Udders of the left pecker Gdansk, Gdansk.Udders of the right spike Gdansk, Gdansk.Gdansk Gdansk Gdansk Gdansk Gdansk Gdansk.

				Then, alwaysthe terrible, whisperingQueen Soup Head of Kopland.Guirlande, Guirlande, a turd has no rande,we run, we storm, the balls out of Gdansk!Gdansk Gdansk, Gdansk Gdansk.Gdansk, Gdansk, Gdansk, Gdansk.
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				Tabula Rasa

				All those wagging souls,faded to people with destitute opinions.

				Who are we? We peer through the thick May light,under a dormant thundercloud.Through the hard skeleton of spring,with a stuttering adults here and there,and all the blackened souls on internet.

				Doll rain without bedroom secrets,steps trotting through the grass. 

				The fatherland will rise again.from a puffy sea of baps,with pancakes, arias, forget-me-nots,a golden party aura that kills humbug,all ganz fucking wubbo halal.
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				Under the hoary wool of the stars

				Under the hoary wool of the starsThe squirrel saps lonely on a beechnut.

				And the tree, his home, spills dead.And the forest, home of his hut, spills dead.

				Further on,A homeless lamb gnawing on a meadow.

				And the meadow, no one lives on it.My land, no one sees the meadows of my land.

				Further on,Four child abusers in a blacked-out Mercedes.

				Blacked-out cars in a deadly street.A whorish road that just wants to be lonely.
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				The garden sprinkler sings in the dark

				Whether he wants to be an ancient bird.I don’t believe in anything. I don’t even believeThat death has the occasional coughing fit.

				I believe in the magic of film andworlds that can shoot each other though, Marie.

				You look like you’ve been on television.I’ve never seen you that beautiful.So I do what they always do in films, I say ‘fuck!’

				Go say something about the sprinkler tomorrow.Now kiss me softly, in an endless take.

			

		

	
		
			
				Aju ParapluA perfume line for suicide bombers.In a beautifully elegant and sober black bottle.Because you still want to smell good even halfopened on the train tracks.As a final statement.Base scent: tax envelopes. A measured bluewith a certain stiffness. A tolerable scent.Then a hint of crushed plastic doorbell, so that an aural edgehovers around the scent which evokes a certain sense of urgency.Nearer also a tone of old, neglected peep boxes.A little further away: the emphasis of chewed-off pencil.Secret ingredient: the elusive aroma of a grab bag.
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				********The sun dangles in the cherry emptiness of the evening,an overripe fruit on the last branch, the horizon.Take another sip from my weathered glassthen we will set out together and the beaconsof the night will let their pinheadson my drunken body like bewitched puppets,they will scrawl your name on my bellywith invisible ink, out of nowhere,The moon will move the stupid hedges,junkies and dealers singing in the emergency toilets,then blow up their bulging cheeks,Luminous sails cover the sea.Milky blackberries fall from the vinefrom the heart like laddered pigeonsand I coo out of the darkness just one word:********, the watchword of death.
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				Dying a brilliant toppopdeathTelevisions start to snow.Spaceships turn black.An ambulance full of white flies fills up with milk.An assholedisguised as a carrot fucks my wifebehind this door.Let’s get Nickelsunned, Nickelsunned.Booby trap the cemetery bingo.
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				Memoirs of a terrace animalI have turned into a terrace animal.A stray piece of lichen, good for the economy.I anthologise existence itself.Think about out-sized vegetables all day.Do my best to populate the place.Planets you can literally hear growing.Especially if you work in one of those tiefus units.On the internet, I’m going to find it crappy, planetswho are dumbfounded and are onlybrusselling through space a bit. 
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				Genesis

				You have no ideahow endless foetuses are pacingto earn daylight,in snow-white rain bootsthrough gouging darkness.Through drizzly stubby light,stomping charges out of snails,in an endless butterfly strokethrough brooding mommonade.
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				KatjaThinking of you under a weak Jansaly moon.In hell it’s always time for bedand it always smells like cherry sweets.The Devil, with his repulsive rainbowbetween endless rows of catnipleaning on his rake, behind himthat rainbow - I can’t think of the colour.An indeterminate colour. The pyjamas of death.
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				How loneliness does its number on us. 

				You wake up from your proppy paper nap,with marzipan eyes that give light in the dark.Death rattles off, with pretty pink eyes, the namesof those who serve to perish against you tonight.You have a doting heart. You wereborn with it, like others with egg skulls.
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				You make me

				A mole overwhelmed by bright sun.An earthworm in a stampede of buffalo.A bat seeing itself on radar.A lanternfish in the Dead Sea.A brainwashed tree-refusing walnut.A centipede in an expensive pen shop.That’s how I feelwhen you pipit into my eyes, love,that’s how I feel when you feel by. 
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				Hand in hand against destructionSee how that moon sticks on my fork. A magnificent duel.A cruel spectacle. A man against the stars.A man starred by the stars.Lands dream nothing.They just lie there landing in boundless nothingness,like you and me, once, hand in hand against the destruction.Soundless against all death. But I exaggerate, you know that.
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				Conflict

				She said to meI read Lucian Freudabout radical individual freedomwhich appeals to me enormously.

				I saidYes, but that man was an artist.You are a smoking therapist.

				She saidIt doesn’t matter.

				I saidWhy doesn’t it matter?
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				Nothing worse

				When I saw her again, she was so white.Not from insomnia, or our bitchingbut from the shit they were firing at herfrom flat Ankara roofs, from scorpion cars,from behind their wretched ant masks.Nothing worsethan the toxic cloud of fascismon the face of new love.
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				QUESTION TETRIS, A RETREATINGLY BORING GAME

				 ?
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				Euphoric white moles

				They wear sunglasses and crumble aroundthrough the baklava of lunar soil.

				Then they burn loose - that krapuul, the beekeeper!Who lures children with his dirty mesh head!

				His poo stinks of jellyfish.

				It is he, hewho snaps rain stalks in the dark
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				Bank

				Sadder than the half-life of kale,you rule, on a shrunken leather cloud,over a kingdom of stumps and over-cycled people.
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				On the Let’s Poo in the Potty-Death of John F. KennedyDobbing is what children’s souls do.Dobbing with Death’s little heart in all the bulbous fuss.Death is called Monsieur Slot, has a paper-thin moustache.Monsieur Slot with the blotchy moustache.Monsieur Slot has nothing at all to do with wonder.
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				World-weird girl with glasses

				Gonna dry those way too big glassesas a butterfly in her little diary.And then full of unworldly glasspick that diary open like a box 

				of one of those Christmas chocolate boxesChristmas boxocolathing. You know what I mean.You are, like me, too unworldly for the real word.
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				BIRDYSMMe, three robins, a whip.

				The black bar your imagination.Not a photocopied koetjesreep. 
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				Terrible poet with caneThere he is. Dreadful fellow.A stool. A suit. That mouthy cane.And that dewdrop.And that tempo.
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				Cuckol fairy

				At a trot she enters the bed, cuckol fairy.The sheets slosh across the bedstead,bottle after bottle slaps across the floor.She creeps up on me with those twinkly eyes.Cuckolfairy on cuckol fairy on cuckol fairy.
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				To the reader 

				I hope you die when you read this.Your mum and dad enter the room with fly swatters, to squash you.Then mop you up and, stylishly,wipe their hands with this paper.Bye bye, scumbag. 

				(I.M. Bill Knott)

				Wachten, lijden, lijden, wachten. Allemaal in naam van de zuivere wetenschap. 
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				Head

				Head.You have a crazy head, baby.Head.Totally sick of it.Head.A different one every day.Head.Jesus sitting on the anthill.Head.Fags dangle between Belinda-coloured angel maws.Head.Head.Goddammit.Head.
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				Nowhereville

				When you are no moremy voice will become a serene, hushed jinxin an avalanche of pondering worlds.

				I will keep quietat endless birthday parties and flatulent funerals,wanting nothing more than endless queuing.This world would be the waiting room of a waiting roomand all hope would have a buzzing voice.

				And I would become that underground atomic clockto whose ticking the turf listens.The white ghost turf, the all-purging grass,the turf that only the just will know.

				Wachten, lijden, lijden, wachten. Allemaal in naam van de zuivere wetenschap. 

			

		

	
		
			
			

		

		
			
				Nothing more pretentious than the dead

				They don’t even exist anymore, you know.Still a namie and a grave and whispering wind.Clattering windows, strangely shifted booksand finally the roll of film.

				Where does the winding path lead.Shall I say. To sleepy truant headswho think they can belittle us with their absencewith their terrible fog banks and howling radio voices.First you let your buddies down.Then irritatingly rustle through treetops.What poseurs, what show-offs.Not to mention the little swashbuckling moon.
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				Cloud Row 6945B

				You walk down the street in the stump of your suit.

				Time slips by. You join the queue. At desk you act tough.

				Writing rules, decrees, laws. The whole goddamn lot

				may reset at its core as far as you’re concerned.

				Il existe des coups de foudre en amour.

				When you die your soul burps through a tunnel of paper.

				A self-written tunnel. A Great Lult Tunnel.

				An angel flies towards you. Your cloud is 

				in cloud row 6945B. You float in the stump of your suit.

				Time shuffles by. Neighbouring angels speak in tongues.

				At the end of time, ever faster there than expected,

				high synthesiser music sounds. Jesus descends, sits next to you

				on the cloud. ‘Why,’ you ask him, opening your hand.

				‘Fuck off to your own cloud,’ Jesus says.

				Wachten, lijden, lijden, wachten. Allemaal in naam van de zuivere wetenschap. 
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				Flight

				As you get older you discover it.People are just winging it. Hardly anyone actually flies.Sweethearts just winged.Parents are birding a memory,flapping out a final pardon.Vines overgrowwalls that won’t be torn downbetween galaxies and neighbours.
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				Dead Poets ScoutZombieBloem chases me everywherefor he wants to bribe good songs from me.At the butcher, supermarket or Gal & Gal:that dilapidated head,that wrecking fished-up bike look.‘Lend me something to sing, Benders.Dying is also scrapping, Benders.’And then he always loses something,a phalanx, a finger, an eye.And before the dark ones comewith the slow morrowing broom wagons,to round him up, he haspalmed me a new dream already.

				Wachten, lijden, lijden, wachten. Allemaal in naam van de zuivere wetenschap. 
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				Acrostic

				A dowie moon shines over mossy graves,

				“Every Dead Boy Deserves Fudge” in milky waves.

				Distances hoot into distances,

				The darkness brittles against the unliffed light.

				Love of darkness, from the fat-starry prose

				that baggages the lips with sweet repose. 
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				Do you know what it is

				Saw you in the fireside of my dreams!In the autumn of the wildfire of my dreams!Leaves coffer through air like it’s the bomb.

				The sound a bunker buster makesfalling through a cloudis all I want to hearwhen I kiss your crumpled lips.

				And don’t let that river outsideswing against the window,I know, the jazz, the release, 

				the liberation, the jazz.

				But you know what it is, darling.Half the world is on fire.

				Wachten, lijden, lijden, wachten. Allemaal in naam van de zuivere wetenschap. 
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				The explanation

				I wake up. My hair is on fire.Knock the covers off, run to the mirror.My whole head is ablaze.

				Attempt to put it out with my handsbut feel nothing, no searing heat,just softly shampooed cream-rubbed hair.

				The phone rings. I pick up the receiver.A voice on the other end asks for a quarter.I say I don’t have a quarter.I say a quarter does not suit this time,angrily throw in the receiver. My hair is on fire.

				That’s how it went, Marieke, no different.

				My hair was on fire,all I felt was soft shampooed cream-coated hair,a hussy called over a quarter.
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				CAPTCHAAlways painters of still lifes who off themselves. Fruit can be pretty depressing.Except the melon.With its grin,in its inflated clown suit.When death makes its still life:nothing to spot on it except flowers. 

				Wachten, lijden, lijden, wachten. Allemaal in naam van de zuivere wetenschap. 
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				A city with fine streets

				Give me a city with some fine streets.Big, small, it doesn’t matter, as long as the streetsrun fine. And that in those streets

				People live, real people,fat, thin, it doesn’t matterthey don’t even have to look fine,may buzz, may bellow, may shoutor stay behindas the steeled echo of children’s happinessin an empty swimming paradise.

				Streets, endless streets.Streets whose end no one can predict.Streets you see in a crystal ball.

				Finely meshed, magnificent streets,streets you’d bury in themselvesas they gave their last breath.

				Graceful, meshed up, pleasant streetswith simple people with no future.
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				That last day, the slave girls screamed and ran away -

				a shrill cry still nailed into the shadowy passageway

				like a hefty fishbone in the throat of an unknown guest.

				They ran away

				hands pressed to their expressionless faces

				and when they reached the top of the marble staircase

				they looked small, black and hunchbacked,

				exposing their little faces,

				carefully studying the steps so as not to fall

				although they could dream the whole staircase from head to toe

				with all its pauses, like a poem on the back of

				a calendar page or one of those songs soldiers sing

				when their brothers return from the front.

				Some soldiers, handsome still, but also sad,

				with big feet and hands, with lice in their underwear,

				underground lights and fallen stars in their eyes,

				something hard and ruthless around their mouths, something

				very masculine and at the same time indifferent, as if

				they were kissing too many corpses on crossed hands and foreheads,

				they left their wounded comrades ironing through the ravine

				or, above all, they nicked a sick man’s water bottle

				which he had used as a pillow.

			

		

	
		
			
			

		

		
			
				The soldiers sang in the kitchen at night,

				the scratching of knives against each other

				looming towers of dirty dishes

				huge chipped, bloodied bones of mythical beasts.

				Sluggish witches with huge wooden paddles

				ordering above their steaming cauldrons;

				a woman in white robes kneaded from vapour

				or three-masters, heavily rigged, swearing, sailors

				the long beard of a blind man, transparent, a lyre on his knee -

				maybe that’s why mother wouldn’t let us in:

				sometimes we found a handful of salt behind the door

				or the head of a cockerel, its comb

				a mini sunset on a broken tile.
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				So we listened

				behind the doors until well past midnight, until sleep overtook us

				came tucking in red-fingered. Oh, the soldiers sang -

				joked with the girls,

				tore off their boots to rub their rough toes,

				and later wiped wine from their fleshy lips

				or scratched at their hairy chests

				grabbed some tits at random and started

				singing again. Even in our sleep, we heard them. They sang

				the faces hiding behind their greasy hair

				leaning on the wooden table where meat was being diced.

				quietly, very quietly, so that superiors heard nothing,

				then their Adam’s apple went up and down

				like a knot on a thick rope that was being

				was pulled. A knot from a deep well up

				a knot in your guts. And the women

				started crying hysterically at this song,

				tore off their clothes and begged, stark naked.

				to be allowed on their laps, like sick children.
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				In better times, in a whiter house,

				the hushed toys of dead children,

				portraits, wedding dresses, pots and pans, all

				filled, holes, with masks of fresh plaster,

				all increasingly whitewashed by memory.

				The massive soundlessness

				of women’s hair tumbling to their knees or the sound

				of a falling shoe, far from the bed: at last

				a place full of elusive solitude and sincerity.

				A spring landscape, with freshly risen barley

				beside a soured horse and a sweet little ashen donkey

				next to a dog, a cow, two sheep in the lonely

				shadow of a plough. But the soldiers
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				heard nothing, saw nothing, felt nothing

				manly, carefree, drunk with deathly contempt,

				sunk deep in their own songs - a song

				not heroic, but not sad either, not even

				faltering - a song they no doubt learned

				from village women and now taught to girls,

				returned from the front.

				As the dusty messenger

				gasped for air slumped at the step foot

				and kissed the marble and wept and delivered his news

				told in a masculine, slightly gritty tone

				and the girls stood in the doorway with the apron before their eyes

				together with mother, their matron, outside in the forecourt.

				The nanny beside them like an oak into which lightning struck,

				and the teacher, yellow as candle wax behind his thin beard.
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				A long fleshless hand gripped the strings of a harp,

				the young girls whipped silently behind the windows,

				hiding behind their dreams and suspicion.

				Tables prancing

				on their hind legs like horses,

				and galleys glide across the trees at sunset,

				their oarsmen bending and rising, bending and rising,

				in a whipping rhythm and their chips

				naked women, suspended by their hair,

				who wail and shudder, gleaming, in the sea

				until the foam of the galaxy

				scratches behind the ship - and the messenger

				proclaimed that the master had arrived

				with boots and slaves, palanquins and banners,

				and he had a wound in the middle of his forehead,

				like a new, wondrous eye

				from which death was watching us,

				and the master saw the entrails of every landscape,

				object or man, whether they were all transparent;

				he could read the pulse of our blood, our fate,

				the charred branches in the subterranean darkness,

				the nerves of the water ramming the rocks,

				brief throbs of guilt beneath clothes and skin.
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				Hi

				Hi work. Hi beautiful chair full of work. Hi lampshade.

				Hi memo notes, hi typemonster. Hi.

				Hi boss. Hi nice boss full of work. Hi copy

				of the boss, hi copy of the copy. Hi.

				Hi internet. Hi nice internet full of money.

				Hi search engine, hi Martin.

				Hi.

				Hi.

				Hi break. Hi nice break full of heroes.

				Hi pause men, hi P from Parking,

				Hi porn, Hi joke. Hi stump.

				Hi Benders. Hi pause. Hi spit. Hi clock. Hi biscuit.

				Hi bum. Hi ass. Hi comma. Hi comma ass.

				Hi happy ass. Hi boss of the ass.

				Hi hero. Hi beautiful hero full of work.

				Hi.
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				Diva

				Walking out from behind a window,

				with pent-up dreams.

				The latest

				kamikaze attack of her genes,

				the poltergeists of her lashes,

				hunting the light.
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				Beauty

				I am a poet.

				From me, exceptions are allowed.

				From me, not everyone has to join right away.

				I am good.

				I don’t suffer from the kind of jealousy

				with which people pull each other over.

				I don’t let beauty stand in line.

				I don’t make her write lines of punishment.

				With me, she has come to the right place.

				Here is my business card.
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				Leaves falling from the trees

				Anyone who claims that leaves

				routinely fall from the trees will be thought insane. 

				But it’s graceful like a cup of coffee.

				The same ritual every day. How can you be graceful

				with a trunk. Another round of birding,

				again that old geezer on that bench

				ogling at far too young girls.

				An average office day

				is more erratic than the life of the tree.

				But people don’t want to hear that.

				And I keep saying it, over and over again.

				In every poem I write it again.

				And they keep calling it poetry.

				They just don’t want anything else, sir.
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				Deceit

				I love you

				but you’re just not finished enough.

				See how your cheeks look,

				they just flush and blush.

				For now

				I think you’re beautiful.

				So beautiful. But not finished.

				Especially in the dark

				you are not complete. 

			

		

	
		
			
			

		

		
			
				Incomprehensible

				Girls don’t understand. Nick Cave polishes my shoes.

				Lou Reed whistles all day long sharpening my billiard cues. 

				Bono scours the skirting boards of my studio and David Bowie

				has been sleeping under my shoulder pads for years.

				Guys don’t get it. Madonna whitewashes my walls

				Nena blows me through the letterbox every morning

				in the early hours. Neunundneunzig, that is.

				How do you do it, Benders?

				How do you improve the world?

				Just blow, blow more?

				Chores for chores.

				That’s the whole eating eggs thing.
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				Paws under sleep

				Hooded forests

				in wide-open girls’ eyes.

				Virtuous as the father forest and the mother forest.

				We play chess on the shirt of the wind

				With an egg.
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				Armchair

				It smells like figs after a rainstorm.

				A long time ago it gave up, but I didn’t listen

				to its croaky song. It has a broad back,

				a territory, and heartbreak, of course.

				It is the last of an ancient lineage

				and so not very adventurous

				but so cosy, caress it and it sighs

				or clatters like an old letterbox,

				heartfelt fatty, warm air octopus.

				Old sorcerer’s dog who only barks

				when the moon manages

				to beat the voodoo

				tangle into skeins.
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				Unrelenting

				Purple people occupy ATMs.

				Grey people push the buttons of alarm systems.

				Pink people draw gallows on the walls everywhere.

				White people grit their teeth in traffic jams.

				O daisy o freesia, o jasmine.

				We are no longer singers of the Old World.
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				Freakshow

				Tombstone, baby, I’m ready to go.

				Hear how the fat slave sings

				from the jungle between Krommenie and Uitgeest.

				What worthless people you were.

				You’d make a saint work from home.
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				Cemetary Gates 

				A dreaded sunny day

				so I meet you at the cemetry gates.

				Bilderdijk and Beets are on your side.

				A dreaded sunny day

				so I meet you at the cemetry gates.

				Bilderdijk and Beets are on your side

				While Herman Gorter is on mine.

				So we go inside and we gravely read the stones

				all those people, all those lives, where are they now?

				With-a loves and hates and passions just like mine

				They were born, and then they lived, and then they died

				Seems so unfair, I want to cry

				You say: “There the light reflects in the blue crystalline

				and you pretend to have thought it up yourself.

				But I have a library subscription, sir,

				and I know whose version I prefer! 
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				You say: “’Ere long done do does did”

				words which could only be your own

				and then produce the text from whence was ripped

				some dizzy whore, 1804.

				A dreaded sunny day, so let’s go where we’re happy

				and I meet you at the cemetry gates.

				Oh, Bilderdijk and Beets are on your side.

				A dreaded sunny day, so let’s go where we’re wanted

				And I meet you at the cemetry gates

				Bilderdijk and Beets are on your side, but you lose

				cause Herman Gorter is on mine. 
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				Lily of the Valley

				Bells sputter against the wind

				Behind the graceful borg of bracts.

				Please take us with you.

				Beautiful wind sail, take us with you.

				From Knokke-le-Zoete to Alphen-Chaam

				where the cradles still ring

				and maypoles are in demand.

				From Loon-op-Zand to Zwammerdam

				unfortunately, of place names

				we have no understanding.

				Hear our pleas,

				music that brings children’s names.

				Clear the delivery rooms.

				Lotte or Nancy, Ludwig or Daan.

				Listen to your field’s hold. 
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				Waar is de Matelbarbie? Probeer maar eens vrijheid te dromen. 
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