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THE GIRL WILL ONCE MORE LET THEM
DECEIVE HER, 
ABUSE HER, USE HER. 
YOU HAVEN’T MANAGED IT, BASTARDS. 
I AM STILL THE WEAKEST. 
YOU HAVEN’T MANAGED TO PUT AN
END TO MY 
PRECIOUS WEAKNESS. 
I WILL SUCCUMB. 
AND YOU WILL NOT. 
YOU WILL ONLY HAVE AMBITIONS AND
DEBATES. 
NOW I KNOW IT ALL ABOUT THE LUKE-
WARM. 
I KNOW IT ALL. 

THEY DESERVE NOTHING.

THEY HAVE NO RIGHT TO ASK FOR
ANYTHING.

“THE ROAD OF EXCESS LEADS TO THE
PALACE OF WISDOM”. 

WILLIAM BLAKE.

Come to me killers of playwrights
With a Pilsner Urquell in your hands!

THREE POEMS
ANGÉLICA LIDDELL

The wheat field
“I’m here”, I would answer if anyone
called me.
I split the firewood, tied up my most beloved,

lit the bonfire and took up the knife …
I walked for three days towards the desig-
nated place
Anfaegtelse
Anfaegtelse is the Danish word for angst
My love was the greatest. My angst was the
greatest
But nobody had called me
And what I loved most was not returned to
me
But bled to death on the stone
Anfaegtelse
“Abraham, Abraham…where are you?”
“I’m here”, I would answer, if anyone
called me
“Only he who was in anguish finds repose,
only he who descends into the underworld
rescues the beloved, only he who draws
the knife gets Isaac,” says Sören
I knew anguish, I descended into the
underworld, I drew the knife...
But my most beloved was not returned to
me
Anfaegtelse
Anfaegtelse

The rice fields
And I thought that he was the son of pro-
mise, like Isaac
And I drew the knife thinking that he was
the son of promise
And I drew the knife so that the son of pro-
mise would be returned to me
I invested all my strength in my weakness
But he was not the son of promise
No

The angel did not appear
Anfaegtelse
The angel did not appear
Anfaegtelse

The river
“And each of us has been great in our own
way, always in proportion to the greatness
of the object of our love”
So, why do I feel so small?
“One will reach greatness because one
awaited the possible and another because
he waited eternally and another awaited
the impossible, he is the greatest of all”
So, why do I feel so small?
“We will all last in the memory, but each
of us will be great in relation to that with
which he battled. And he who battled with
the world was great because he beat the
world, and he who battled with himself
was great because he beat himself, but he
who battled with God was the greatest of
all”
So, who did I battle with?
“And Abraham was great because of a love
that is self-hatred”
I hate myself.
Anfaegtelse
I hate myself
Mountains, cave in on me.
I don’t understand the fright of life
Anfaegtelse
Why did nobody speak to me about the
pain of the trial?
The whole life is a trial.
Anfaegtelse ■
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Vidala para mi sombra 

A veces sigo mi sombra 
a veces viene detrás, 
pobrecita si me muero 
con quién va a andar. 

Achatadita y callada, 
dónde podrás encontrar 
una sombra compañera 
que sufra igual. 

No es que se vuelque mi vino, 
lo derramo de intención, 
mi sombra bebe y la vida 
es de los dos. 

Sombrita cuidame mucho 
lo que tenga que dejar, 
cuando me moje hasta adentro 
la oscuridad. 

Julio Santos Espinosa
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