
I.

“Dizzy’s club Coca Cola”

Brasses shine more than windows.
Turkey with pink foulard 
has a trumpet signed Jimmy.
Turtle to tear the gloves out
playing tuba 
and percussions awake glasses.
  Tables dance.
LEGO King Kong drinks a beer.
Amsterdam disappears 
from the face of Earth.
Wine dries on the page 
that I am writing.
   A slow story,
very comfortable shoes.
Everybody in jacket, they sweat.

III.

The first purchase of the year, 
yesterday, at Strand’s: 
The world's WORST poetry, 
an anthology. 
7$50, it is a good title. 
I would like to collect poems 
the most repugnant of contemporary 
Italian poets. 
Poets, whose work is recognized 
- not by friends, relatives and circles; 
people who wrote verses also decent. 
The bullshits, I laugh, 
"For I love bad poetry as much as I 
love good poetry."1

IV.

We die out of thirst 
Breath condenses 
Among poets I am one that rages 
Injuries to brain 
due to art and wine 
We expect someone 
"The perfect aim 
of this wintry air"2

II.

(The deer -) Else, you have flies
in the bra! 
Else! I hang you to the tonsils! 
Else, help me, 
I seem to become real. 

Behind the camera 
there are stars. 

Tonight the lake claimed to be sea

V.

"As if in court I had not enough 
whores."3

My sweetest love, my lovers. 
Lovers at the window, swordsmen 
on the river and nights 
at the lake, I wet 
to walk on your chest. 

A kiss as in that poem by Milosz, 
where under the arch of the air, 
under the gate of the clouds,
- grows this great alliance 
of strength and faith.

VI.

Bar, swing seat.
Jazz players at the harbor, 
Wednesday white
night, Lugana.
My name is Paola Silvia Dolci,
born in Cremona on 11/04/1977
died in Brescia, the first time,
02/09/2008, respiratory arrest,
pneumonia, aspergillosis.
Day 06/05/2013 shined a bomb
at the gates of the house I am guest.
I cry. Die Moritat von Mackie Messer,
it is a wonderful night.
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VIII.

Be silent I'm working. 
i. 
There are many ways to write 
and mine is the most idiot. 
ii. 
Nora in Torvald’s head.
Else the heteronym has water 
in the brain, I sprinkle. 
Thirty-six years of "unceasing jolts." 
It's terrible not being able to force 
them to love me.
iii. 
"Even the graves die"5, is not it? 
iv.
Stay inert. Twist the branches. 
Bring back to the center. 
A lizard speaks in proverbs 
to whole nations of worms.

X.

Today in Venice salt in throat. 
Those days when I sweat, I undress, 
I run, I have cold hands
and tomorrow  fever. 
Seen the exhibition dedicated 
to Dora Maar 
and I am very sad. 
I is just a way to say none 
in particular.   
"I have not been the lover of Picasso. 
He was only my master. "6

VII. 

Pub, Doncaster: "sad, sweet, deep 
(without irritation)."4

He buried the sea in the cemetery. 
The rabid dog 
would not be able in penetrating her, 
he reached orgasm 
only with aggression. 

Else fired three, four 
shots on the ground.

Notes

1 Robins
2 Bishop
3 Milosz
4 Barthes
5 Barthes
6 Dora Maar

Paola Silvia Dolci, Cremona, 
November 4th 1977.
Ex Civil Engeneer. Copywriter.
Graduated at National Center of 
Dramaturgy.
Collaborations with literary 
magazines.
Running the independent magazine of 
poetry and theatre Niederngasse.
http://www.niederngasse.it/
BOOKS
Bagarre – Lietocolle ed., 2007
NuàdeCocò – Manni ed., 2011
Amiral Bragueton - Italic ed., 2013
Cover: Michaela D’Astuto.
paolasilviadolci@gmail.com

IX.

This is the house where I am staying 
on Atlantic Ocean. 
A table on which I can write. 
Two lines of Breton in Nadja 
Nantes where everything can happen  
more than in Paris. 
Around here 
also Les vacances de M. Hulot: 
in the movie the dogs 
ease from the road only 
after the caresses. 
Farewell to those who do not love me 
anymore. 
I would like a cigarette. 
That facility, without correcting.
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