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for all the nights

i dont remember enough of

with the people i can never forget

TO ALL OF YOU

who shared warm fanta

and cold kebab

tins of snus and packs of tabs

and cheap jokes

when that was all we had

and TO EVERYONE

too busy keeping

their story alive

to tell it

may we one day

forgive ourselves

for everything

said, done and forgotten

and

to Baba

i wish you could see me now




brother

last night i got woke up by marco ringing, and he was crying, he said, he died ivor, he died, and i didnt need to hear who to know, i just hung up




BRUDDAS




fenelår and everyday racism

today i clocked why people go to war over the dumbest stuff, it all started when we got hungry, so aight, lets go get some munch, but like, what? normally its no problem cos we just eat kebab, share pizza, but now were making paper the opportunities opened up you know, more money more problems

so basically that little question what we gonna eat became the worlds biggest beef about whose country is best, cos first arjan said he wants indian, but marco just went, nah, bariis iyo moos, and then i shook my head, said, boys forget it, today we go croatian, and then the war of words breaks out in the middle of gunerius, and were about to start a new arab spring, when jonas calls out in this tiny little high voice, what about me yeah, i want to have f-f-fenalår, and were like, what you mean fenalår, and he crosses his arms and says, fenalår, its the n-national dish, dont be racist




the ladder 1

and in year ten before i became a proper fiend and still had normal friends we got some xannies, and if you know you know, when you take one, you take another, and then you might as well take them all, and in the end i was on my way through the second tray and fell asleep on the sofa and didnt wake up, and i was meant to be meeting a friend, and he knew i was messing with them things, so when i didnt answer he got a ladder to the window and was banging and saw me lying on the sofa all pale while he was on the phone to marco and was about to call 113

luckily he managed to open one of the windows and climbed in, then shook the life back in me

when i woke up, he was standing over me with tears on his cheeks, he said, ivor, i love you, but i cant take no more




candyflip

marco called in the middle of class like, bro did you hear arjan baxed two wasteman in the classroom, wallah the cops got him, so i asked what happened, and apparently arjan had woke up thought the suns grinning the earths spinning time for a candyflip, cos after first period he was in the pisser for forty minutes, and when he came back, he had no top on and was shouting about everyone being friends and love on earth, then two pakis started shouting fucking homo, and arjan was like, yeah, what if i am, and threw a table at one and dropped the other with a knuckleduster, and then the feds came, and i was facetiming arjan as he sat in the back of the wagon with white walls, airing out his nipples, face one big smirk, i asked, wagwan, but he just shook his head and said, bro, you ever think about how all lives are worth the same, tomorrow ima go vegan




happy families 1

we was in beirut on a lowkey diss battle, and first marco was like, hey jonas you look such a child all you can bang is paedos, and its actually kinda true cos a few times old men came up to him and started chatting, but you know jonas wasnt giving up so he was like, yeah, and your foreheads b-b-blacker and b-bigger than my tv when its t-turned off, and then all the boys shouted ohhhh burn, cos jonas has actually got the biggest tv of anyone, its a 65 inch samsung with built in netflix, so then marco took off his jacket and got fucking serious, but before he could say shit, arjan steps in and goes, yeah, but at least his forehead dont get slapped by his dad, and even then we said oooh burn, but a bit lower cos it was actually kinda harsh, and all the boys looked at jonas like, you gonna let him chat to you like that, so jonas gets up, like, yeah but at least my d-d-dad wanted to have me, and then even ali behind the counter shouted burn, cos everyone knows arjan lives in a home and maybe his dad didnt want him




… this shit is mad, for my guys ive been a brudda, friend and fucking dad

in preschool dad was a goldsmith, soldier, astronaut and pirate, or really he just wasnt there, but pirate was cooler




la familia

arjan and jonas, i dont know them so well yeah, not like marco, but like, to be honest, its a month since marco went college and they started chilling with us, not so weird man dont know their favourite food and that, get me, and anyway, when you a crew like that you get to know each other bare fast, especially with the drugs things go quick, one trip and it feels like you known each other for like five years yeah, and we musta done eleven already, so whats that? at least fifty




the problem

sometimes marco annoys me you know, today he called and woke me up so early it was unreal, he goes, i just seen your story, how much you take yesterday? i told him i took the rest of the e, and he was like, how much, four and a half, he said, ivor, you ever think you might have a problem? i said to him, fucks wrong with you man, people with stones shouldnt throw marbles, youre no better, and he goes, yeah i am, ivor, and the fact you cant see it, thats the problem




ola starr

first time i met jonas was on a stairwell behind the sweet shop at bislett stadium across the street from lille-b

it was right at the start of sixth form, id been there maybe four or five days, and me and marco was sitting on the steps grinding chronic while we waited for a kid he knew from college

i remember i said, is that him, my voice kinda shocked, cos this boy was so little and pale with white hair, and real nervous like he was about to speak in front of the class, but marco went yeah, and walaalkay – give him a chance, cos even if hes a little different, when you get to know him, wallahi billahi, you gonna feel him

i said aight, cos i trust marco, and if you look at us now, you see marco was right




polo

and actually marcos name aint marco, its liban, liban mohammed ali, which i actually think is kinda messed up, cos if hed been a boxer hed have had almost the same name as the goat, but like everyone just calls marco marco, and i aint gonna lie i think a lot of people dont even know his real name, like jonas and arjan know now for sure, cos we told them the whole story, but for a long time they didnt know shit

what happened was that i was in the first class of little school, and one day marco came to norway and started school in the same class as me, and cos at the start he didnt really speak much norwegian, he was kind of an outsider that not many people chatted to, and cos of that he was trying to get people to laugh, but getting laughs aint too easy when you dont chat the same language, so one day when we was sitting in class he stood up and shouted marco! like from that vine of two people standing in the sunflowers, and one shouts marco, and the other one jumps in the air and shouts polo, so out in real life when someone shouts marco, someone else gotta be like polo, and i knew everyone had seen the video cos when it first came out everyone would call out, but now no one was making a sound, so in the end i got up and was like POLO! so loud it made the teacher jump for real, and even if we was on the way to the headteacher, the brother smiled so wide the hallways didnt need no lamp, and after that when i saw him in gym class, i was like marco! and he called back polo! and from then on instead of saying hi, every morning i called out marco! and he answered polo! and thats how we got to be brothers, and how he got his name




el chapo

we was gonna be 2pac and zlatan and jordan and tyson and elden and banksy and founders like musk so it wasnt dreams we was lacking but hope and so here we are turning into chapo




jonas lil bro 1

jonas dad was off boozing again, so we was at his yard, drinking, and after a bit marco was like, jonas, why dont you live at your mums instead, with your lil bro, and jonas got serious and said, we used to unt-t-til i was like fourteen, but then he m-m-moved out and mum couldnt handle having both of us, so i came with him, and one time my nose g-got broke, and i said i got smacked by a football in pe, but when i was with mum at maccie ds i was crying i said, mum i want to come home, and she actually said fine you can come, and i was so happy like the world glowed a thousand c-colours at once, and i said ill always tidy my room and take the rubbish out, even without you asking, and then mum said, youre a good boy, tomorrow well get your things, and it was better than ecstasy i swear, the whole of maccie ds was like a d-disco




jonas lil bro 2

arjan was like, so fam, you was gonna move home, escape that shit, what happened? jonas took a sip, he said, m-mum came with the car, i ran out with my backpack and then in again to get my pokemon cards, but when i came out, l-lil bro was going in yeah, he was like, hi, i said, m-mum w-whats he doing here, she said, come on jonas, you know i cant have both of you, so i said, nah its cool, id rather live with d-dad




ive seen babies being born and ive seen my friends die

after that we all had a silent agreement, enough family chat and instead we talked about music and jonas went, hey you know who larsiveli is? i started listening to him, and we was like, yeah, everyone knows who veli is bro, are you dumb, your dad knows who veli is, but he just went, n-no, i shown h-h-him yesterday and he didnt know, and then marco facepalmed and sent a secret #pray4jonas in the chat, but he put lullaby freestyle on and all the man got emotional




i [image: heart emoji] school 1

not gonna lie school is such a messed up business, like sixth form just started and mans already done you know, and every morning i wake up and think maybe it was all just some fucked up bad dream and im actually twenty years old in croatia with five baddies, baby oil and three pepperoni pizzas, but nah, i still have to go school and learn why some stones are different colours




shottas

we had nothing to do so we linked by the station, and marco teefed some booze so we all had a few sips except jonas cos marco refused to pass him the bottle, and jonas said it wasnt fair he didnt get none, but marco said nah, shots are for shottas




hopeless to be hopeless

we bumped into the headteacher from our old school, and he remembered us, no surprises there, so we said hello and were actually bout to bounce when he asked me, you were going to be a lawyer, hows it looking, and i didnt know what to say, but marco saved me, he said, its hopeless, and were not giving up




the net under the sun over the water

between the national museum and aker brygge, on the waterfront in front of the city hall, theres this little corner of the oslo fjord called pipervika, and theres this pier there, or theres bare piers, but its this one thats special, cos theyve cut big holes in it, and in the holes they put nets, like for fishing, except these are for people, and the water laps underneath, and the sun shines above, so almost every time were tripping on acid or e, we take a little tour down to the net and float over the sea
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