
 

in the image and likeness  

my religion makes no sense 

and does not help me 

therefore I pursue it  

(Anne Carson) 

god is a ball of wool  

which I’ve pulled for years in a row 

until it unraveled itself 

 

my god that is now a part of statistics  

will all the shipwreks  

that history has recorded 

 

   at peace like a child 

that smoothens his wrinkles in the mirror 

seeing that he has started to grow old 

 

god like a voodoo doll 

that hangs by the drapery with its pin head 

taken through the soft polystyrene belly 

 

I’m talking about is powerlessness 

and insecurity falls inside me 

like a stain of oil on a clear water 

 

because he has failed to make me a better man 

now he will fill my mouth with earth 

but before that he will let it bite once again 

 

and my fear will be the fear  

of peacocks that cross the field  

with their eyes wide open on their tails 

 

and have will grow again 

like a potato forgotten in the storeroom  

on the bottom of a cardboard box  

 

god is the glove turned inside out 

in which I shove my hand  

to give the order to retreat 

 



god in my image and my likeness 

sad incapable of loving 

fragile like a pepper bob that whips in the teeth  

 

ready to turn his back on me 

only to enter the dubious parables  

that no one has the patience to listen to 

 

 
 

amanda fucking palmer  
 

 

I opened the trailer’s door and I saw you in front of the mirror 

standing against the wall with your foot a little raised 

amanda fucking palmer coin operated girl 

 

I watched you try to bandage your knee 

you had the look of an exasperated patient  

that refuses other resuscitations  

I saw this scene before but now I was ready 

with vials of ampicillin  

between which I’ve put 

some bottles of something 

 

it was sprinkling and I didn’t know if I should bring into discussion  

the problem of  resistance to antibiotics. 

electric candles and phosphorescent jesuses were lighting your breasts 

the drops of rain were passing through the window as if it were a siege 

I was thinking that if you really cared  

you would have stood in their way you would put your body like an ice bank made of gauze 

over every wound 

 

then came other cheesy scenes  

those moments that press you press you 

they sit with their entire weight on you 
and then leave you immediately 
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