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    About the Author and the book  




    Paolo Euron is a professor of History of Western Ideas and Italian Literature at the Chulalongkorn University, Bangkok. He has written several books and essays of aesthetics and philosophy, among them: Art, Beauty and Imitation. An Outline of Aesthetics (2009), Poetry and Knowledge in Romantic Philosophy (2010), Philosophically (2013), and some works of fiction. He has published three books of poetry: Diary in Second Person (1997), Nothing You Learn From Too Slow Defeats (2004) and The Third Book (2014), along with some poems on reviews. These book presents a choice of poems, selected and translated by the author, followed by the Italian text.
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    From Diary in Second Person



  




  

    





    
Maybe it happened since I chose chance or chance






     





    Maybe it happened since I chose chance or chance


    chose me to happen again


    in a souvenir, unfinished and intact


    and living close to me - almost at the threshold,


    


    almost a memory dissolved in things


    which taste the lost interiority


    of landscapes or seasons –


    that I feel uncanny at the half closed door




    


    of mirrors. Again behind the window-case


    of a railway time-table I see two people


    living my life, two fingers


    following the Scriptures’ signs


    


    in whose name, in the vicinity


    of darkness, always and again moves a train


    along the railway line, almost


    repeating the slam of doors;


    


    and then, if the window reflects the face


    against the open night, again and with the same


    shape, I see it lost in the wind


    outside, pale in neon light:


    


    only by mistake, in the divided fruit


    of night, he believed to be inside,


    in the bright dark, and not in the hollow


    dark repeated outside windows;


    


    and I think of that mistake, of those faces


    on a train, confident of being inside


    within the boundary of the glass, while outside


    the wind bites and scatters the reflex.


    


    Therefore I am afraid of the door that you never close,


    in front of you or behind your back,


    of the mirror in which you sink: I am afraid it could creak


    and close you out at the least breath of the lights.


  




  

    





    AFTER A SUDDEN STORM






    





    Who could still recognize in these


    clothes which wrapped your body, which


    lost mine in circumstances, the clothing


    that wrapped us and that, without the kernels


    of our bodies shaped our souls


    in fabric, is now rounded up in the water


    of the tub in a formless hug?


    Who would think then that in fabric


    abides such a delicate life?


    Our clothes, mixed in the tub,


    mingle your cups with my silk


    that you hardly distinguish,


    disguised in its natural-wet color.


    A pale sky stifled by the rain


    binds us in a common fate: me, the vestige of a shape
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