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LETTER
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My beautiful one, I loved you,

And the moments you gave me

I knew how to cherish them

And I knew how to love you.

Next to you I felt the warmth

Of a sea roaring endlessly,

I felt the pleasure of the night's dream

And of love spoken in whispers.

When the moon is among the stars

You say goodbye to our love?

I don't understand you and I laugh now,

You couldn't find something better to say?

Do you know how much one suffers now

When love stops on the path?

Do you know how many withdraw into their dream

And die longing for a longing?

What questions I've asked you too...

But they belong to a soul like mine

And I end by telling you further:

„Love, the sun is setting!”
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​IMAGINATION
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It's night, late,

And sleep is far away.

In the silence of the night, ever closer,

I hear your voice. But no,

It cannot be,

You cannot possibly be so close.

It's surely a dream,

But your whispers I hear and I feel.

Lord, are they really real?

I feel your breath

And a strange state envelops me all, suddenly.

Are you really next to me?

It's all I wanted,

But I'm afraid I haven't made a mistake.

I feel the caress of your hot hand

You drive me crazy, you drive me out of my mind,

But what is happening?

A moonbeam plays on my eyelids, ever madder

And that was all, a dream of love.

It was again just an "imagination".
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​HARMONY
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Far from the world, far from the sea

I see my simple future on the horizon,

The sky also falls, falls to earth,

The cold soul is a breeze.

I see you in the yellowish and warm light,

Like the sunbeam that bathes my face.

I feel lucky on earth,

You make me happy, you make me sing.

To sing the happiness lived now?...

Love does not turn to ashes

The will to live. Blue, serene,

She is the goddess of dreaming. Love sighs

I beg you, the moment does not wait...

Climb with me one more step,

This word I sing to you:

I love! You make me happy on

Earth.
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​I'M GROWING OLD
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I put the flower at the window,

Only the wind blows hard,

Projected on the blue vault

I turn back - the mirror is large.

Hanging from a beam

I see the mirror from home,

The fire in the stove is about to burn

The years of life, they are leaving me.

I see my eyes of a blue

That shines on the mirror,

Like the light of a star

Up in the sky to ignite.

The skin has become wrinkled,

These are the years, I'm growing old,

The face is no longer of clay,

And I have forgotten to love.
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​THE STORY OF THE FLOWERS
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​To look behind me

After the lucky star

It's like the hardest night

When it becomes furious.

Beginning with the beginning

Of the love left behind,

I made myself from waters the shield

For the flowers in the flock.

They were red and blue,

In an enchanted world,

Attacking ours

Dreams, the stolen love.

I often sit and dream

That I am the prince of flowers

And from them I create

An army of dreams.

And setting out to conquer

I defeated so much sky,

I not having the same nature,

I was an ephemeral young man.

And the earth turned black,

The dust remained bare,

And the sky blossomed

In a rare beauty.
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​SUFFERING
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I wanted so many times

To succeed in my life,

But clear sky and without clouds

Is the wandering that teaches me.

It is it, that taught me

To choose good from evil,

And now it has deprived me

Of the joy of your soul.

I searched for you, my love,

And forever I will always be yours,

In my chest it still beats,

A heart! I am not bad!

And suffering you gave me

Through a simple thought,

And joy you took from me,

Why? Oh... gentle angel!

And I was sad in the night,

And in the soul within me

Even the last whispers cried,

For I loved you.

And I wandered for so long,

And I waited so much longing,

I knew it would call me

The shadow of the only cloud.

I tried a solace

In a true love,

But I know it's no use:

My hope is shattered.

Then wandering I went

Late into the heavy night,

In my thought you are,

And my heart, it likes you.

And dead is my thought now,

And alive is the resurrection,

For the soul had made ashes

Of love and pleasure.
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​FANTASY WITH A STAR
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On a night - clear sky,

a star appeared in the sky:

it was your star and mine.

It shone so brightly

and it was as big as the love

between us.

The star shone in the sky, and we,

the lovers, arm in arm,

walked through the world, without face

and without name,

We didn't ask, but only watched,

for we were dreaming.

Bored with the narrow place

that the Earth offered us

we left for the cosmos

where the wind no longer blows,

but only mystery, thought, roams.

And in the subtle passage we had

among the stars

we settled on one side,

and in memory,

we rummaged among them.

Not great was our amazement,

of all that had been,

luminous was only one,

it was big like the moon, silvery like it,

it was your star and mine.

But from the gentlest star

that was in our hand

was born in the blue night

the hatred that separated us,

and in the dream we were dreaming

was woven a thick

mesh

of needs and pains,

of loves and pleasures,

our dream swelled

and in the multitude of stars

our dream exploded!

And a complete silence over dreams

settled,

and we even forgot that then

we had even dreamed,

but now I remember

a light like a star...

It was your star and mine!
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​LOVE 
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I am romantic,

and

the moon and the night and the forest

will be paths of love

between me and you.

They are words, for deeds will not be

if you treat me how

you know how to ignore me.

I love you and I don't like

to cry.

Oh, gentle angel

and my sweet princess,

you fly through my thought,

you make me happy

and I rejoice,

full of life

in dream.

Descend from the dream, god of pleasure!

ignore the status

the status of man, of mortal man,

and make me know

what is in the world of dreams:

pleasure or silence,

beautiful or ugly.

Frail, delicate!

Yes! Frail is the goal,

I love you... Do you love me?

That's the mystery, and the veil

destroy it at the zenith

so I can wander and sing

with her,

through the forest with the moon,

and the golden night,

frail and cold

sighs and is good.

Love.
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​ENIGMA, HOPE AND DREAM!
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Mystery and enigma, hope, a star,

In the night with the moon, the bad night,

The dream also appears, the dreaming is mine

In the dream there is a hope in the bad world.

Master of hope, master he is of the sea

He also has the force of the storm on the horizon

And the speech and the dream and he also has

The speed of the answer... Which one?

He is the mage master of mystery and of the world

He gathers in the cosmos better dreams.

Surprised in dreaming, dream without a name

In centuries master to sound louder.

Hope appears and the dream at once

In the great world, it seeks its light

But the evil black, darkened day,

Whiter paper eaten by time.

The idyll ends, the idyll remained

From times past, a beautiful world

The enigma from the cosmos was taken out

For a sun, chosen light.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​THE MASTER OF THE MOMENT
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You fly like the wind

When thought departs

You touch the wing

You kiss the moment.

The victory of a day makes it harsher

Forest spring, the blackberry eye,

The moment bends down, embraces the earth,

The spell of the gentle fire ignites,

It comes on the sea, time also comes,

It suppresses cities, on the field the season

And the fire of the moment brings us tenderly

The face of beautiful time.

In the frail summer

When she leaves proudly

Fear embraces you

You kiss the moment.

In the middle of summer, the moment stops,

The god of dreaming soon sets out,

The fire bird embraces the horizon,

The moment of the day ignites the sky,

Surprises in candor the blue clouds

And the white night, starlight,

And the moment of dreaming lulls the land to sleep

From time to time the minute still comes.

You fly like the wind

When thought departs

You touch the wing

You kiss the moment.

I stand in reverie on the seashore

And this call, the call of dreaming

Love ignites and water extinguishes it

It embraces my heart and touches my longing

Beloved girl, sleeping dream,

Eyelash to eyelash, night pressed together,

I stand in my call of a sleeping moment

And the moment brings me the beloved face.

In the frail summer

When she leaves proudly

Fear embraces you

You kiss the moment.

The moment stops time in its course too,

The master to write the last verse,

It stops time too, to kiss his beloved

For he masters the world and the moment

For time also dies, it also dies,

The moment also dies, it dies the same,

In the last hour that says

The word that in time will sound.
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​MEMORY
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When on this earth

It begins to beat slowly

Cold and harsh, a wind,

It is silence like never before.

It is silence in the tomb

In which lies buried,

The forest, the rustling and the thought

That this once existed,

And it existed green,

With birds and springs,

And the sun is lost

In their former grandeur.

A murmur of a crystalline spring

Was a fine music,

The forest with songs and longing

Is alive, today, still in us.

But today we stand in the cold wind,

And on this deserted earth

We die with the passing time,

In thought with that living forest.
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​THE BALLAD OF LOVE, WINTER
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It was snowing lightly and the soft flakes

Were falling from the sky in a jumble,

The passion in us had grown old,

Everything had turned white, for winter had come.

You were walking on the whitened field,

And your steps were wounding the snow,

The beloved was crying for a lover

Singing softly the ballad.

It was a ballad of loves,

Grown old slowly in winter,

I was loving even the sad gazes

In the parting that sifts with snowflakes.

Heavy flakes were falling from the sky,

And we were forgetting ourselves,

We felt the coldness from them

In the moment in which we existed.

But the snow melted,

Love ceased in us,

The ballad perished slowly

Like the fall of the soft flakes.
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​SUMMER
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In the morning, the proud sun rises above the clouds

Steaming warmly like the perfume of a flower,

It intersects a breath of the sleeping garden

With a charm of steaming loaves.

On the plain, birds chirp constantly,

And to the sound of a violin flies heavily

The eagle from the high heavens, and on the way,

From so much sun, a beetle perished now.

On the green plot and with the fattest grass

Stands a gentle bull and moos: "I want to go home"

But a strong young man, blond and with freckles

Says: "Hush" and struggles with a nail.

It is a warm and serene summer day

And the whole horizon burns and is full of embers

The blackbird sings in a weeping willow

And steaming, the beautiful water hides.
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​YOU ARE GONE, MY LOVE!
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My dearest, I'm by the sea's shore,

And the wind blows gently, mild,

I stand sad and silent, as evening's lore

Fills my thoughts, so piled.

Do you recall our love, so true,

In times long past and gone?

We had a life, serene and blue:

It's the love I still hear on.

It's the love I carry always inside,

So that my sentiment's art

May reach, from here, to where you reside:

Adoring you, always, in heart.

You are gone, now, enchanted by God's own grace,

From here, to up above,

And I remain, with my thoughts in this place,

Where you are enshrined, my love.

We swore fidelity until death's call,

And now, what should I do?

That we did not share the same fate at all,

Must I forever be silent and rue?

And I shall pray for your good life's sake,

Up there, in paradise's gleam,

And I eagerly await my own time's break,

So we may meet again, it would seem.

You, may happiness beam!

And the wind blows gently, and the sea is cool and deep,

I stand sad and silent, no longer care to weep,

For my thoughts are carried, flown above,

To you, my dearest, up there, my love!
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​THE PLEIAD OF THE WORLD
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In a time not far away,

A star was born in the sky's array,

It was small, like a part, they say,

Of a world resembling my own, today.

There was complete and utter peace

On the newly born planet's release,

The crystalline river sighs with ease,

And the horizon, silent, finds its peace.

Over years and years, not many a one,

If you stop a while and listen, son,

A great noise is heard, all said and done,

And the smoke penetrates, everyone.

Where these things are, you will know,

There are humans, thousands in a row,

Passing generations that come and go,

Over destructive worlds, to and fro.

And from the complete tranquility

That once was there, eternally,

A world was born, full and free,

Of garbage and of light, you see.

And in the years that have remained,

We wage a fierce battle, unrestrained,

So that we too may have, well-maintained,

A sweet world, carefully ordained.

Above all these hardships, sore and grand,

In a corner of the world, forgotten by man,

Sits, pondering them, close at hand,

The nameless genius of the land.

He would have liked to rush ahead,

Over the tangled world, widespread,

To unravel a pleiad, instead,

Of advanced foolishness, widespread.

But the great genius, ever so vast,

Kept thinking, holding steadfast:

"This world has no worth, downcast,

You wouldn't give a penny for it, at last."

Therefore, he turned back to his place,

And with eyes towards the stars, embrace:

"I believe that one day I'll have the grace

To master them all, in time and space."

The years until then will pass and flee,

And in the world that lives, you'll see,

The genius will be cold, eternally,

Whom a world is chasing, relentlessly.

This was and will continue to be,

In a corner of the universe, free,

You won't even know, probably,

The genius who wrote it in verse, for thee. 
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​WHISPER OF A WHITE FLOWER IN THE WIND
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Whisper of a white flower in the wind,

A tiny thing that grows on earth, akin,

And today is a magnificent day:

It's the first day of my life, I say,

When the tiny thing has bloomed at last,

And before me, a beloved face is cast,

With love, I always remember, clear,

Your simple words, held ever dear,

That urged me to the game of life's own art,

To do as they do: the poets, set apart,

That urged me to run with you, hand in hand,

Through forests full of murmurs, grand,

To love each other, just once, sublime,

When the sun seeks our love, in its prime.

Whisper of a white flower in the wind,

A tiny thing that grows on earth, within,

And today is a magnificent day:

It's the first day of my life, they say,

And this day I was waiting for, you see,

And I'm glad that it belongs to me,

Love has captured sight, complete,

And magic has seized the heart, sweet,

Tenderly towards you my thoughts take flight,

Smiling, from the sky descends the moon's light,

Beautifully fleeing from my dream's art,

I met myself, my very own heart,

Telling me: "My dear, you love, it's true,

But from her, you are far, anew."

Whisper of a white flower in the wind,

A tiny thing that grows on earth, within,

And today is a magnificent day:

It's the first day of your life, they say.
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​WITH... EACH...
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With a sad spring twilight's gleam,

My love is reborn, it would seem,

In a full field of flowers blue,

For the purposes, me and you,

In the blue, clear, serene sky,

Toward your love, I incline, I.

With a warm night in summer's hold,

I see you every evening, bold,

You smile at me, beautiful fairy,

We walk hand in hand, so merry,

Through the beautiful forest, deep:

Lucky blue star, secrets to keep.

With a warm and gentle sun above,

I carry you in my thoughts, my love,

But now you run away from me...

Did I not love you, truly?

You deceive yourself, my dear,

I like you, I want you to know, it is clear.

And in the dream that I have dreamed,

I stayed with you, it always seemed,

But now reality comes near,

And I want to be with you, my dear,

For so it has always been, you see,

Since I've loved you, eternally, me.
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​ROMANTIC DREAM
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From all that I know now, it's clear,

From all that I recall, held dear,

Like you, there is no other one,

Whom I could love, beneath the sun.

Another star ignites, takes flight,

Upon the sky, serene and bright,

And I wish you were mine, my own,

When the wind blows gently, softly blown.

And I love the moment when, it's true,

With your beautiful hair, in view,

You smile within my thoughts, so deep,

And caress me tenderly, secrets to keep.

Nowhere is it better, I confess,

Nor could there ever be, I guess,

Than to have you near me, once again,

To be able to love you, again and again.

To have you near me, by my side,

When the moon shines in the night, we confide,

With thoughts abundant, overflowing, free,

We'll fall asleep in whispers, you and me.
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​THE POWER OF SCIENCE
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I surpass the genius's measure, grand,

And I sink into a cold star's land,

I destroy humanity's hatred, banned,

Through violence and my power, at hand.

For they destroyed a life of mine, you see,

And made me suffer pain, immensely,

Weeping in a dream, I hid from glee,

Creating a vast empire of power, free.

And when the great lightning's impulse, fast,

Gave me the tenderness of a frail tattoo, aghast,

To destroy a world with all it holds, amassed,

I emerged with power from my thoughts, unsurpassed.

And I had the power by my side, so near,

And I destroyed them with cold blood, no fear:

"You, common man, I was with you, here,

In the time of life that passes, year by year."
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​THE WORLD'S SPITE!
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sit in the evening and ponder, deep:

What's the point of living, secrets to keep,

When in this wretched life, I find,

Joy is not mine, left behind?

Happy to say that I am, I strive.

Never, on earth, will I thrive!

Only if, in the future's sway,

I'll live without dying, someday.

My longing and my love, so true,

The wind would make them passion, anew,

And through the world to wander free,

They would always encompass me.

A dreamer I have always been, you see,

I haven't run from myself, from me,

I am a human and I retreat, in sight,

Over the world's sweet threshold, of light.

Reflecting on today and on the morrow,

To live again like a dog, in sorrow?

I will die and I will not do,

What I don't like, it is true.
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​OH, MY LOVE, IF I COULD
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Oh, my love, if I could, you see,

Make you my love, eternally,

See you in a field of flowers, bright:

Blue sky without a cloud in sight,

Admire your grandeur, all the while,

From the sun's rays, in radiant style.

Oh, my love, if I could, this day,

I'd make my love a wind's sweet play,

Your hair to braid, with gentle art,

To love you with my very heart,

To entice it with my aroma's grace,

To make you a second Rome, in this place.

Oh, my love, if I could, I'd strive,

To make myself my thought, alive,

And in the deep sleep of the night,

To envelop you in whispers, light,

Your face I'd enshrine, a sacred art,

To see it in my chase, a brand new start.

Oh, my love, if I could, so free,

I'd become a drop of light, you'd see,

Your house to illuminate, with grace,

Your body to perfume, in this place,

Your face I would light up, so bright,

And dream of you, with all my might.
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​LOVE STORY
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And I hear how it sounds in the night,

The heart, tender in whispers, so light,

And I hear it crying during the day,

When I carry you in my thoughts, always,

For you are my first love, true and deep,

And I am your groom, secrets to keep,

At a wedding in the cold night's air,

Over flowers we will always fare,

Approaching the living light, so near,

For you to be my bride, my dear.

And in the night after the wedding's grace,

I'll cover you in ribbons, in this place,

We'll fall asleep, thought to thought, so kind,

Let the wind blow over us, intertwined:

The warm wind of spring's gentle art,

You to me, to come again, close to my heart,

The warm wind of a summer night, so grand,

You with me, to journey, hand in hand,

The cold wind of a winter's keep,

Letting flakes from the sky fall, so deep.

And beautiful flowers they will sift, down low,

We will love each other, many times, you know,

Until the beautiful sun, so high,

Will unite mountain and sea, nearby,

To do us good, this deed so grand,

A tall house with dew, in this land,

And in rays cold and warm, to reside,

Our child will bathe, with us beside,

When in the night the moon shines bright,

We will love each other, with all our might.
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​WHY DO YOU DECEIVE ME?
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You deceive me? Why, I ask, in despair?

What have I done to you, I swear?

My only fault is that I have

Loved you and liked you, beyond the grave.

Valuing you, above all, near and far,

I withdrew my enchanting reverie, like a star,

Hiding it behind your beauty's gleam,

And you deceived me, it would seem.

I loved you because my heart dictated,

So clear,

And I did not refuse, though complicated,

To accept reality, drawing ever near,

But now I asked you to tell me,

My dear... to give me an answer, truly.

"For what reason?"

You ask for what reason?... No... You plea...

The love for you, it seems to me,

Should disappear. You pretend and you lie,

You deceive my admiration, and I

Ask why,

My devotion too. You won't escape, I vow.

I will have my revenge, here and now.

But still, why do you deceive me? Tell me how!
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​DO YOU LIKE ME AS I AM?
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Leaving silence far behind, I start,

I venture into the unknown, a brand new chart,

I feel pleasure on one side, I impart,

On the other, love, like a shield, a work of art.

I do not love two blue eyes, you see,

But the pleasure of being loved, by thee.

They have the blue color of stars, so bright,

In the night in which I gazed at them, with all my might.

My love, I like you as you are, just so,

I like how you smile, a gentle glow,

I carry you with me in my thoughts, you know.

Do you like me as I am, tell me, though?

To touch you, I like it, I confess,

A kiss I steal from you, perhaps, no less,

I will not leave you in peace, I profess,

Love is in everything, more or less.
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​WHO WILL LOVE YOU?
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In my mind, of a child,

lost through dreams,

I glimpse,

I have the sensation of a subtle stride,

like the game with marbles, side by side,

from the seasonal childhood so free

to one that's ephemeral, you see.

I feel the sentiment of love,

love cries next to me, it's known,

it is in the mentality of what's above

to be loved.

But who will love you, who, I ask you, own?
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​A DREAM IN THE ABYSS
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Mystery and enigma, hope's gleam...

and dream,

perfect love enters the abyss, extreme,
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