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HARVEST







YOUR VOICE SOUNDED enchanting

on the phone

that warm day in August

and I dreamed of grapevines

and ripen grapes

full of sugar and drunkenness




and in the cool shade

under the plane trees

along the babbling brook

I imagined




your body that I liked to touch

and from your nipples 

that I longed to taste

their sweetness and drunkenness to suckle













THE ACT OF DEATH







THE ACT OF death unique

singular 

errorless, personal

schism in the rock

irreversible incision in time

underscoring valiantness

when you leave the dead flesh

and you enter the whitewashed hallway

on your way to the Elysium 

proud, manly act 

of courage

that dares Hades and

invites Him to dinner 

valiant answer of life

when you walk away from all others

emotional apex

when the soul cries out

open the gates

and as if in delirium it runs 

to the unknown yet familiar path

only the courageous follow

where it’ll meet

its constant companion

the steps of the sun to rediscover

errorless act of death

witness to the courage of the few-begotten

the act of death unique

single-handed, errorless

idiomorphic, individual

when you leave the husk of flesh

to enter your diaphanous self













COFFEE







BOILING HOT AROMATIC coffee

upward whirling fragrance

tiny table

our legs were touching under it

entangling slowly

when your eyes

dived deep in mine

imperceptible movement of your lips

meant your anticipation

for my prodding

of your mind to lustful thoughts

erotic undulation amid

waves of a sea 

angered and passionate 




and leaving the cup of coffee

you put your hand over mine

sign that ready you were

for the transcending rhythm of Eros













SUNDOWN







LAST REFLECTION OF the sunrays

on the leaves of the oleander 

and onto the moist rock that stands 

guard opposite the sea’s slow movement 




life declares its benevolence

transcending earth with its songs

before the night conquers 

the cracks of hours

and the door shuts till morning




stay up, I’ll tell you 




taste the bloom of your emotions

eternal moments 

that only last a short while













BEYOND THE FLESH







REACTION OF YOUR body

with its fear of failure

keeping it on guard




when it becomes one with mine




momentary movement

unrestrained rebellion




one breath

mutual sensation

multi-felt apex

transcends the flesh




totality













VALUES







THE MOTO WAS to teach them 

values of fast food

flashy commercials on tv screens

beer and baseball




America’s past time




moto was to make them believe

in their values

of each pistol carrying citizen




gleaming when one can shoot

the pizza delivery man for being late

and the blind beggar 

walking peacefully in the park




moto was to teach them values

screen filled with flashy commercials 

of naked women 




they needed to civilize

the brutes who lived

in that faraway land






