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Introduction:

Erik Bang Boesen is a well-known author in Denmark with several books to his credit. This book is his first publishing in the English language.

Erik is born on the 4 of July 1947 in a small harbor town, Nykøbing on the island of Falster, in Denmark. He has among other things in his very exciting life, sailed for 10 years as an officer marine engineer in the merchant navy with the Danish worldwide shipping company A. P. Moller, Maersk Line.

In 1976 he and his family immigrated to South Africa where Erik got work as a master instrument technician at one of the world’s largest Steelworks ISCOR situated in Newcastle in the sub-tropical Kwazulu-Natal province. However, he left this position after 10 years to become a Trade Union Boss and later assistant General Secretary in AEU (Amalgamated Engineering Union of South Africa.

He was here, among other things, member of the metalworkers Council, the wood and Forrest workers council, the associated sugar board, the metalworker’s apprentices board and he was eventually appointed to the national peace committee together with at number other important persons, such as Mr. Nelson Mandala, His Royal Highness Zulu Prince Gatsha Buthelezi,and Prime Minister F. W. de Klerk. It was this committee that led to the first multiracial election in 1994.

But, all adventures have an ending, some good, some bad, and Erik and his family vent back to Denmark in 1994, where he was fighting with a severe deep depression, anxiety and heavy alcohol problems, from which he eventually sobered up in 1997, where he began his writing.

Whatever the poems in this collection are strictly biographical, in a true sense of the word, is hard to say. But then again, as many people close to Erik say, “Erik is always writing in a beautiful clear, very honest and strait forward language”. Erik is a different writer, very different.

Happy reading

Copenhagen, Germany and

Svendborg, Denmark 2017


The Poems

The beginning of the travel


To My Son

Son! - I love you so,

you are very special to me,

I hope you know.

With every day that passes by,

you` re more the twinkle in my eye.

So, loving so giving a heart of gold,

always my baby even when I’m old.

Your love shines through for all to see,

I feel so proud you’re a part of me.


The bed of dreams

How sweet that bed seems to me now.

The bed of dreams is in an empty room,

on its own, lonely and forgotten.

I often think what would have been

or could have been

if I still had my childhood bed.

My bed, a soft comfort in times of sorrow,

seemed to envelop me in the warm goose down.

Soft and luxurious, warm and safe

like a silkworm cocoon.

Waiting for the world to become a soft place,

waiting for my country to become a soft place.

I close my ears to the corruption of politics,

to the meaningless jabber of supposed patriots,

to the bigots of our society,

to the cries of the lost children.

I close my eyes to the shameless crime,

to the pain of poverty,

to the crumble of family values,

to the rape of nature.

I close my mouth,

becoming one with the stillness.

I close my mouth,

only my inner senses remain.

I close my mouth.

What dreams can be found inside one’s head

if we just listen.

I wish I had my childhood bed.


My best friend

I have a new friend

he makes me smile

I forget my problems,

and life is worthwhile

I want him there

Every day, every night

fuck everyone else

as long as he stays

I` ll steal off my mum

Ill lie to my dad

so, he now he’s the only

friend that I have

He might make me crazy

he might make me horny

but as long as he’s there

I will be safe alright.

I hear him laugh in the bottle

as I sit in the bar all alone

I’ve got no family, no friends

I’ve lost my self-respect and home.

He calls me a fool

he calls me a mug

I lost all I had, even my soul

cause my friend was a drug!

“King Alcohol”


Booze & Pills

I should wash these pills down the drain,

but it seems easier to prolong my pain,

because I know going through withdrawal

will just about kill me and all.

It seems easier just to go on,

drink booze and popping pills until dawn,

knowing in the end what will be,

will be.

Yet somewhere deep inside,

there's a little bit of pride,

a tiny shaft of light that still reminds me

of the person on the other side.

The person I used to be,

when my brain was clear and free,

Can I ever be that person again?

I`m shit scared as can be.

Wishful silence
I have the deepest affection
for intellectual conversations.
The ability to just sit and talk
about love, about life, about
anything and everything.
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