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Five Poems by Dr. Ivan Pozzoni

CHINESE STABBING: (IS YELLOW BOOK) A MYSTERY

Newspapers, networks, blogs, we all hold the right to write,

without a shred of cultural training, day or night,

we scribble on sensation, slaves to urgency’s call,

brokers of lines played everywhere, never winning, from a PC screen.

Some report a dull news item, dressed in flair,

some set a sorry tale ablaze, claiming excitement there,

some, hungry for fame, on Facebook post each loo-bound stay,
some, precarious in life and thought, fill online news with stray.

Banality lurks, my friend, a crafty, lurking fiend,

half-saved by cheap info, on which they lean,

nn a media loop where only the suicides of famed artists count,
long residents in the mortuary vaults, the final amount.

64



‘ %W Wm Peer-reviewed Multidisciplinary Journal .
ISSN: 3049-4338 [Online]

Vol. 3, No. 11, April-June 2026

SPASMODIC WAITING

I begin my verses with the sentence: waiting is spasmodic,

for if waiting is modest it won’t lead to a spasmic life,

and waiting, i turn into the waiter, a courtly servant of official art,

nibbling surimi sticks and sipping a Bellini,

the rhyme is served, no need at all for Virgil Parole’s rhyming dictionary,

1 jump straight out the window of the verse without having to do somersaults.

Waiting waits for me, and standing at attention, with maximum attention,

1’ve discovered that Mondadori and Einaudi, the major critics, the reader,

would grant me the role of certified artist if i wrote verses of a different thickness,

like De Angelis, mixing senselessly emotion, sensation, erection,

so as to always deliver new little volumes on time and cash checks without the embarrassment
that the signifier of this mixed-up writing is nothing but writing “out of sheer cock”.

Let’s try, then, the new methodology: three lines without meaning, and one of mine,

deceiving the reader is not a crime that shatters the conscience

if 99% of readers nowadays aren’t suffering from immunodeficiency,

i open the dictionary “at random” and, armed with a high dose of androphobia,

1 deconstruct my texts, beginning from a term drawn by lot,

the only snag is that at home i only have an Ancient Greek dictionary,

which means 1’1l graduate, (how the fuck do you spell it?), as a great artist among dead languages.
I open it, and the incipit spits out the term krateo:

I get it now, 1 don’t have the talent to write like a Sadducee.
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MARINETTI WOULD NEVER HAVE WRITTEN THIS
(Dialogue between a thirty-year-old manager and a female university student in a nightclub)

Him
Hey there, how’s it going? I’ve been watching you all night, no slowing.

Her
Hey, uncle! What’s your deal, you some Baldocci, Babbaluga for real?

Him
I’m only looking at you.

Her
Why you shining that light? You trying to chat me up, too?

Him
You’re a beautiful girl.

Her
Thanks, uncle. You got a map for rolling a bomb, for real?

Him
We planning to invade Albania?

Her
Don’t make me freak,we’re out of weed, no dealers nearby, you fried or what, indeed?
Don’t be a T-rex, don’t freeze like that!

Him

I don’t have cash for joints, i don’t get drugs, full stop, that’s that.
Her

Uncle, you bug me. You ain’t a cheapskate, right? You’re Afef as can be!
Him

At worst Tronchetti Provera. Come on, i’m not boring, never.

Her

Nabh, you ain’t a chatterbox or a Fonzie clone, you kind of turn me on.
You’re no Sancarlino drone. You some aristofreak?

My sister says you write books, speak!

Him

Thanks, I’'m just a normal guy. Yes, 'm an artist, don’t ask why.

Her
Nice, bro! You send me spinning, i’m losing it! You know how to DJ, how to get it swinging?
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Him
No, i don’t play, i don’t write tracks. I write verses, that’s the act.

Her
Good thing you’re not some pop sissy freak. You’re a real GMO! How do you call yourself?

Him
I usually come downstairs, ring, then run back up, finding me’s not an easy thing.

Her
That’s desease! You crack me up, at least you don’t piss me off like boys my age, enough.
I like grown men, like you, mature, no need to pretend.

Him
Anyway, my name’s [van.

Her
Nice, i like it madly! You got a tissue? Please, badly.

Him
Here.

Her
Thanks. What do you do to live?

Him
I’m a manager in large-scale distribution. You?

Her
Uni, what a grind! Broke as hell, always studying. You got interests, you’re no mushroom, i’m
guessing?

Him

If I were a mushroom, 1’d be a Cortinarius, deadly poison.
Her

Bastard inside. Wanna grab an ape(ritif), ride?

Him

Last time I drank a bee, they hospitalized me.

Her

C’monnnn, don’t be a wimp! I’'m no a stiff pussy.

Him

You get straight to the point?

Her
No-snitch mode.
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Him
With you, I’d go straight there, no detours, no code.

Her
Damn! What a score. Feels like you just wanna fuck, that’s sure!
How’s your Caronte game? Hee-hee!

Him
I can ferry you and all your friends, easily.

Her
Stop clowning! Don’t be gross!

Him
Sorry, you’re right. My loss.

Her
Always thinking with your dick, you guys! Chill out, or i’ll flatten you,surprise!
I don’t toss the frisbee to the first guy i see.

Him
If you toss it, someone throws it back, that’s it.

Her
You’re too dumb, simp! I don’t wanna ghost you.
Wanna meet again, maybe, not right now, not instant, not sloppy?

Him
Yeah, I wanna see you again.
Maybe chinese, a movie, when?

Her
Cool! 'm in. Let’s sync tomorrow, leave your number, then.
Hey! Where’d I put my phone? You seen my phone? Wait, don't get ugly, wait!

Him

I can’t get uglier than this, even if i try, 1’m done.

Her

I’m crashing, uncle, you lost me now. Hey, don’t flake, let’s ring somehow.

Him

Sure, I’ll call. But you’re not taken, right? At all?

Her

Zero, flat, null, what difference does it make, fool?

Him

What difference?! You’re wild. Tomorrow’s Ferragosto, everything’s closed.
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Her
Who cares? We’ll meet at the ATM, maybe end up in bed. Bye, uncle.

Him
Bye, beautiful.
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BABY LOSERS

Baby losers, we’ve got our name,

marching toward futures wild and untame,

from a bizarre mix of acid and molasses,

called to defend the earth through volatile passes,
in deserts of distribution hubs,

in the stickiness of emotional rubs,

where blackmail’s norms rise to the sky,

and fleeting tourists just flutter by.

Losers, tagged like cans of tuna tight,

we don’t pause a moment to light

the gleams of our self-made flames,

to weld with hydro-fires our nasal claims.

The world runs fast, it doesn’t wait,

arriving after every human state,

never letting us grasp, never letting us race,
doubled copies perched on fake-tree grace,
in the carnival dress of a civilization’s feast,
where we’re always behind, never the beast.
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THE DROWNING MAN

Minstrels of old songs,

grandparents on the go,

through Madonna shrines and life’s linear show,
miles on the antemodern grind, step by step,
toil-torn, trail-worn, no moment to prep,
Francigena roads from cradle to tomb,

guided by signs that defy rust and gloom,

steel markers blazing sense in endless fatigue,

a map for the weary, for the drained intrigue.

Boom-tech babies, modern heirs in cars,

marching obedient, obeying all bars,

lights, signs, authority, twist left, twist right,
mass-seated, coddled, wrapped tight in social might,
spoiled from cradle to grave, constant boom decayed,
imploded wealth in every move they made.

We swim the post-modern waves, the fluid reflux,
eternal tides flexing, chaos deluxe,

developing habits, anxieties, panic in sight,
surrounded by water, fight or float, dead or fight,
off careers, off highways, off paths of the sane,
vigorous strokes, “play dead” in vain,

pointless resistance, terror unmasked,

drowning our fear, endlessly tasked.

Bio-note:
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volumes, wrote 1000 essays, founded an avant-garde movement (NéoN-avant-gardisme, approved
by Zygmunt Bauman). His verses are translated into 30 languages. In 2024, after six years of total
retrait of academic studies, he return to the Italian artistic world and melts the NSEAE Kolektivne
(New socio/ethno/aesthetic anthropology), the legal “armed” wing of Italian literary latemodernism.
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