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All the passion and all the
mistery, all the joy and all the pain, all the darkness and all the
shine of an heart who restless beat to follow the loves of a
lifetime are collected in these love poems.
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Born in Rome in 1975, Stefano
Mannucci graduated in the Faculty of Political Science at the
University La Sapienza in Rome with a thesis about the photographic
production of the Institute Luce. After collaborating with some
magazines and Contemporary History sites, it began to publish
several essays about photography during the years of World War II,
the period of Italian colonialism, the history of the Istituto
Luce, trying to find in the official photographs those details and
clues that describe the social reality beyond the propaganda
message. He is also the author of several short stories, a short
noir novel and several poems - written between 1990 and 2010 -
about love, memory and war.
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                    I dreamed of snow

tonight.

Everything was white

around me.

White snow

veined

by pinkish reflections.

Pinkish reflections

of your skin

that colored the unconscious

of my dream.

I desire you.

In body and soul.


                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        Of love and of rage in a time of war
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    Catch this fallen flower,

 my love.

  Catch these tears,

  and throw them into a river,

  over the levees

  of our apologies.

  Catch the years ran away,

  the dreams, the sighs, the thoughts,

  the nostalgia.

  Catch the memories of fun,

  the memories lost in the wind,

  the memories of sadness,

  the memories of bitter violence.

  Catch my kisses

  slipping

  on your skin,

  and you let your hair down

  on my chest,

  and you held me

  in the darkness of the room,

  and we listened to the dawn,

  lighting up

  on our entwined bodies,

  and we heard

  our fragile wings

  quietly whispering  

  in the silence

  of our closed mouths

  waiting  

  to see the riot

  burning and overturning

  apathetic hearts

  and coloring the streets

  of this our neighborhood

  otherwise surrendered.

  Catch this cobblestones

  slipped on our twenty years,

  on this early maturity,

  on this lost innocence.

  Catch these stones

  torn from the street -

  to be thrown

  against the sky

  and against the power,

  over this wall

  in whose shadow

  you kill and you die -

  opening holes on the cobbles

  that rain

  would fill

  and in which the next morning

  the children

  would play

  cheerful and unsuspecting.

  Catch this our resistance,

  the tanks - deployed

  at the bottom of the road -

  ready to advance,

  and we stood on the barricades,

  poised on the limits

  of our adolescent

  terrorism.

  Catch

  our hearts panting

  for the eternal races,

  trying to escape

  from the soldiers,

  from the bullets,

  from ourselves,

  from a stranger destiny

  who persisted in following us.

  Catch the teargas

  that filled in gray the street  

  and glided

  between our hair

  like silver threads.

  Catch the blood

  among the rubble

  of these homes

  razed to the ground

  of our invaded

  land.

  Catch the nights  

  when we wandered along the roads

  rendered empty by the curfew,

  drunk with wine and poetry,

  screaming at the stars

  to break the silence

  that clung the city,

  while it was slowly burning

  of boredom and indifference,

  of their bombs

  and our blood.

  Catch the silence

  of clear days

  started struggling,

  and abandoned

  to slip sad

  in a slow agonizing surrendered.

  Catch another day

  veiled in mourning

  by our flags

  that at half-mast

  are waving

  on a cloudy and gloomy sky.

  Catch this sun

  that died in a white halo,

  a missed stain

  between clouds of soot.

  Catch the hugs

  where we closed ourselves

  to keep away

  the cold of the inertia,

  and ward off the ghosts

  of a past without beauty.

  Catch that night at the harbor,

  when - before

  the scream of a seagull

  took your eyes away -

  you gave me

  one last smile

  painted with melancholy.

  Catch a thousands of lights in the sky,

a thousands of lights in our hands,

  a thousand of stars in our eyes

  enraptured by distant lightning.

  Catch my words

  of love and of rage

  in a time of war.

  Catch  my hand

  and take it to your face,

  and - resting your cheek

  in the hollow of my palm -

  forget sad days

  and bad seasons,

  forget the cold,

  forget the pain,

  forget the mud

  on the boots

  and on the children

  that you was drawing

  on the canvas of your heart,

  forget all the bad things

  and that vague desire to die

  that - when we were young -

  assailed us

  in the darkest moments,

  forget all fears

  and continue

  our fight

  to be alive,

  our life

  to be free.

  And don't be afraid to dream,

  and don't be afraid to hope,

  and don't be afraid to fight,

  because one day

  this war will end,

  and the dust that we raise,

  crawling

  under the injustice,

  it will rise up to the stars,

  it will make them drunk,

  it will make them dance

  and it will make them fall

  upon their thrones,

  up to shoot them down

  forever,

  if not for us,

  then

  for our children.
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