


I loved her, Bert. 
I traded her in 
on a pool game. 

Too high, Bert - the price is too high. 

Boy, you better, you tell your boys they better kill me, Bert. 
They better go all the way with me, but if they just bust me up, 

I'll put all those pieces back together again, then so help me, 
so help me God, Bert, I'm gonna come back here and 

If I take it,
she never lived. 
She ne ver died. 
And we both know 
that's not true, 
Bert, 
don't we, huh? 

But that wouldn't mean anything to you 
because who did you ever care about.

JUST WIN, WIN!

I’M GONNA KILL YOU

She lived, 
  she died. 

YOU’RE DEAD INSIDE

you said, 'win, 
that's the important thing.

You don't know what winning is, 
Bert. You're a loser. 'Cause 

and ya can't live unless you make everything dead around ya!



We walked him
to the station in the rain

We kissed him
as we put him on the train

And we sang him a song
of times long gone

Though we knew that wed
be seeing him again

sad to say 
I MUST BE ON MY WAY

Id like to think of me returning when I can
To the greatest little boozer

Now Jimmy didn’t
like his place

in this world of ours
Where the elephant man broke strong mens necks
When hed had too many powers

So sad to see the grieving of 
the PEOPLE that hes leaving
And he took the road for God

knows in the morning

So buy me beer 
and whiskey 

cause Im going far away

and to Sally Maclennane



I'm about to give you all of my money

And all I'm askin' in return, HONEY
Is to give me my PROFITS

When you get home
(just a, just a, just a, just a)

Yeah baby
just a, just a, just a, just a)

you want
What

Baby, I got

What you need
Do you know I got it?

All I'm askin'
Is for a little respect when you come home (just a little bit)
Hey baby (just a little bit) when you get home

(just a little bit) mister (just a little bit)

I AIN’T GONNA
DO YOU WRONG

I AIN’T GONNA DO YOU WRONG
 while you're gone

'cause I don't wanna

ALL I’M ASKIN’
Is for a little respect when you come home

 (just a little bit)

BABY
(just a little bit) when you get home

(just a little bit) Yeah (just a little bit)

When you get home (just a little bit)
Yeah (just a little bit)



vedendo se mi riusciva di rintracciare non 

che Hemingway descrive così bene

leggero, scivoloso, passante 

anche presto, a letto,
appena sveglio

appena appena 
abboccato, 

appena appena 
amarognolo, 

(ormai, dopo più di vent’anni, non sarebbe nemmeno più buono)

(ma in realtà lui stesso, identificandosi  nel personaggio) 

“quel vino” 
ma quel “gusto”: 

ne beve

Sono dunque andato 
sui colli della Valpolicella 

che, ancora meglio,
lascia indovinare

giorno e notte, 
sera e mattina,

e per la facilità a berne a tutte le ore, 

per la straordinaria quantità 
che il suo personaggio








