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FRAGMENTS (I)
FINDING

Walking through
the bottomless archives
of living memory

I discovered the lost years

Those thirty years
that divided us
those thirty years
that connected us
those thirty years
that made us

into what we are



INCOGNITO

Who was he

who stole my dream?

That man with tired silhouette
body knotted in weak muscle
paper thin skin flesh of age
mischievous sparks in his eyes
shooting arrows of desire

a thunderbolt sneaking in
whispering words of love

I longed to hear

those white hands

touching my sleepy face

a man pretending

to come incognito

into my dream

and left so soon

with spring in his step

out of my reach



Was it an idea?

Was it a cry?

That man who entered on the sly
appeared so briefly in my head
as if he never was

as if he might have been



LONELY MINSTREL

He sat there on an improvised seat

made of a spread of old papers

a shabby overcoat rolled for comfort
surrounded by random possessions

his back against the tiled wall

ignored by the rush-hour crowd

singing a song on top of his shaky voice
hoarse from the force put into being heard

this old man singing into the noisy void
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