
 

Madridian Whispers 

 
 
 
I thought you might hate me one day soon.   
We fought each other wildly under the monsoon. 
 
Being loved by someone you do not love is a catastrophe for the soul. 
Bring over some words you cooked, and we’ll make anagrams out of soup. 
 
What is not on your mind but sex at all times. 
Set in stone are your own bite-size battle lines. 
 
There is nothing you can comfort me with, except for the scent of a rose. 
I’m wearing thin, for unconfirmed reports talk of experimenting with centaurs. 
 
What is mostly futile, that is the first question. 
The certainly erectile involves a certain type of steam engine. 
 
You must remember to forget. 
It was in September when you left. 
 
Avoid me if you can. 
Rabies is within my span. 
 
There are things to discover; much worse things to uncover. 
Sufferings underscore it is bad manners to be anal retentive. 
 
My every wish is on demand. 
Micturition is thus designed. 
 
An elephant, big and white, lives in my room and leaves me no place to sleep. 
Your elegance was my beacon light, your sleeves roamed and your gloves ablaze, hence 
we eloped. 
 
It is never enough with sleeping eight hours a night; to get over troubles completely, 
you will need eternal sleep. 
I am but half of what I was since heaping praise on unpredictable events; so 
inscrutable you are in all my dreams. 
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Oh, but tenderness is never rewarded but only fattened up for celebrating at the end of 
the year. 
On tender hooks, your nerves resorted to suppurating heightened fairy souvenirs. 
 
There is nothing I like better than doing nothing. 
Marinating sloth bears are gone a-painting. 
 
The best in the world might be the worst in your world. 
Substantial meteorites require a swear word. 
 
There are rules for everything, even when you don’t want to live out your life. 
You could settle for fire-breathing, depending on how much you want to look warlike. 
 
Think too much at your peril. 
In the sanctum of all things there is nothing but a strawberry. 
 
Madrid is my city, but you are my country. 
It is nothing but stupidity to think that outside of what we are there is something. 
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