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1.
 DON’T TALK TO ME
 
About the roads,
about the roads
about the white doves
and about the wings of angels
don’t tell me
they have perched on my roof
and keep silent
wearing my weeping,
they’ve shaded the sky and I can’t see
they’ve closed the roads and I expect nothing.
Don’t talk to me about hope built on fear
when my walls stifle me.
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2.  
WHY
 
I fear the void and the empty roads
the solitude that I love
I fear, the smiles
that learned to grow pale in the lamp light
I fear, I constantly fear
at times me, at times you
believe me
I have nothing to hide from you
I don’t want to hide something from you
I don’t have
— and if I had, I wouldn’t be able to and you know it—
I am a man who protests and you know it
who resents his fear
his eventualities
who resents any eventualities
I fear
believe me
and this hand of yours became cold
and those merciless complaints
and those human sensitivities
that have no feeling and love are cruel
I fear and feel lost
and when I ask why, I understand
I understand me, you
I understand your fear
and yet I ask, I ask
I always ask you
why.
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3. 
RAVING
 
You say it doesn’t matter once
you say it doesn’t matter twice
some times you used to say
it doesn’t matter
you are a sad person
who doesn’t talk
and life stooped in front of your balcony
and your flag hanging on its pole
against the blowing North
cut off and reluctant
— beyond its every capitulation—
feeble and alone
as you stare in the sky at
the road of the rain and of the cloud
you say, it doesn’t matter
next time it will be spring
and you think if you will have time to see it
this way
within pretext and within hesitation
always giving performances
—possibly even comic performances—
however,
for you it was a difficult affair
it was no pretext
when you learned,
that nothing matters any longer
………………………..
and you hear the others tell you all sorts of things.
and then still others tell them
that it is already forgotten, gone with the wind
and it doesn’t matter…
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 4. 
ALAS
 
Broken doors, cracked mirrors.
It is the loss pf voice
of fear and of calculation
it’s those kilometers of the national highway
with the dead in its ditches
waiting for the doctor to recognize
the at last death.
In the afternoons they end with handcuffs
and in the morning
they wash themselves with nightmares and tears
again.
Woe to them
that are still hiding in fairy tales
and unfold the life to distances
and to their ruins.
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5. 
FALL ASLEEP
 
Everybody
carrying a misunderstanding
wearing his solitude and his fate
next to the skin
we’ve become accounts
                        and empty names
tidings that travel no longer.
Fall asleep
and if the complaint you’ve embraced
wakes up, tell it nothing.
And again if it’s dead
don’t cry.
It’s the one thousand faces you have
it’s the one thousand words I say
as death is a defense
amid the broken words
and the speechless objects.
Fall asleep
and I, will guard your sleep.
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6.  
ONCE
 
Once
with two false words
you finish your life
and lose it.
Afterwards you learn to speak
about beloved stars
that turned to ashes in your hands.
At the end where you are looking for your laughter,
painted on the figures of the road
you grow used to accept
the game of the hanged ones
yourself as well.
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7. 
ON THE SAME LINE
On the same line
he who sharpens knives
and he who counts the stars,
on the same line
he who kills
and he who pays,
on the same line
one crosses himself
the other curses,
one muzzles you
and the other crucifies you
and laughs with you.
The traffic lights turn on
disciplined soldiers
in the line,
in the cold wind
somebody gets scared
the other gets sarcastic,
you say, it doesn’t matter
on the same line,
one is complaining
the other won’t say a thing
one is a traitor
and the other a Don Quixote
one with knives
and the other with the stars
counting them.
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8.   
IT  IS  NOT
 
It is not
the life you gave me
but the manner
for me to measure people
in the manner they measured it.
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9. 
WHEN A CHILD
 
When a child
draws a window for you
you don’t know in which direction
the world is found…
And if this is life,
where to tell him to look?
And if this is not life
what can you tell him?
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10. 
AGAIN
 
Build the poems again we said
to write our inspirations again
to write down
our meditations again,
in order to include our retrogressions
and our reconsiderations
our locked and bolted excuses
our dignified culpabilities,
our obligatory decency.
Rewrite our poems we said
and in which direction it is imperative
at last,
to bury ourselves
with virtue and prudence.
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11. 
ON A PACK OF CIGARETTES
 
Verses written
on a pack of cigarettes
words broken and cruel
that don’t touch you
nor trust you today.
Verses written
inside silent cubes
in repetitions and vague forms
verses lost like ships
when they were transporting nostalgia
and your abandonment at night
and are now proceeding without compass
or a nearby harbor
with the coordinates of your sadness.
Verses written
on a pack of cigarettes
my verses today.
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12.  
SO MANY ADDITIONS
 
So many additions
and our hopes were ruined
so many additions
and our life became an eventuality
so may additions
and the expectations
that supported the pretexts
were extinguished
and now to zero point.
My God, how to believe
that life isn’t the one we hate
but the one we bring low ourselves.
My God, how to believe
that from the death we carry inside us
we are asking for a loan.
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13. 
PORTRAIT
 
It is not me
it is someone else who walks on my road
with the same steps of course
gestures, movements
with the same habits, if you wish.
However
he is someone else
and ugly coincidence
coming from the times and the probabilities,
uninvitedly
with a sharp knife
and a mirror
to imprint on it
my denial and my truth
of the other’s truth
                        that is a lie
no matter how long you listen to it
or lean on it,
and it stays unshakeable
and tragic
fatal
with an unverified identity
cold
to that passing of antitheses
where I struggled to abolish a life
disdaining the elaborate smiles
and the talks of the market.
It is not me, it’s someone else.
If you pay attention to him
you will see
he walks stooping
he talks and is an acrobat in your dreams
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he trades your emotion and fear
mind him
he tells lies
constructs deaths and pays no attention
mind him
when you detect dead ends
when you seek hopes
he suggests your life
in detours.
He has covered his heart
with a thin shirt
lest it beat because he is ashamed
lest it be heard and you get scared
--no matter how sure he is
that it didn’t ever beat
he’s afraid anyway
mind him
it’s he who cut his way
on a thread that gets cut all the time
and restarts all the time.
It is not me
it’s someone else
who walks on my road
I,
learned to speak the language
of those who define life in lamentation
and in death
and do not believe or hope in anything.
Don’t shout my name to him and he hears you
I don’t want it, d’you hear me?
He who shouts with yells
that make you crazy
dressed as a killer and a beggar the same time
that one, the miserable
the opportunist, it is impossible
to be me.
He’s someone else
that one
walking on my road.
He’s someone else
he’s not me.
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14. 
THE CLOWNS
 
Clowns that roam about and forget
chewing words that loans beget
in a shadow theater
we shadows too ahead of them don’t get.
 
We never rule our fate
our life to mud we lead and sate
a bazaar of variations
wherein our dreams we sell out late.
 
They applaud and we applaud as well
and wear relevant smiles and swell
in the law of negotiations
into what we ruined we finally fell.
 
Our wings are broken, we don’t fly
dead in death we grow old and die
always sarcastic on words about values
acrobat-like we go high.
 
Clowns suffering of hunger and thirst
when roaming in cold roads without rest
in the embers of moments you say
to be warmed, we fell.
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15. 
I SPENT MY LIFE
 
I spent my life
as an acrobat in successive dreams
in undetermined expectations
and constant transfers
continuously opening windows
now toward death
and then towards the world.
I spent my life
in the manner of people
who protest
in the manner of people
who insist to walk alive,
tracing time with their blood
from within solitary verses
and stories trapped
without perspectives, correlations and exchanges,
without rules
following the roads
of the heart and of their fate.
I spent my life
drawing circles
that would contain my fairy tales
for me to travel with them
and hide away.
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16. 
IT DOESN’T RAIN
 
It doesn’t rain
and our banners are abandoned
in dusty roads
on discolored poles
wearing scared dreams
and barren protests
exposed
to our fatigue and sadness.
Outside the window time comes and goes
carrying our clothes on a flagpole
a fragmented picture
that weighs down our eyes.
It doesn’t rain
the cloud hooked on the windows
and a feeling of suffocation just stirring
in this city where we constantly
depose silence and death.
It doesn’t rain
and how will our dreams be washed off
as they are waiting?
our banners reborn
as they are waiting
to be reborn.
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17. 
BREATHINGS
When I found you you were counting sunflower leaves.
-- Don’t pluck the daisies
    that we gathered in juvenile moments.
When you found me in the smooth sleep of the vine
    I was leaning against
    the shining bunch of variations.
-- Don’t pluck the waveborne foams to small seagulls.
…Today
    the sun found us
    assembling the grains of the pomegranate
    that was left undressed, unripe
 
We said nothing.
 
   Your road without daisies any longer
   mine without horses.
 
…A handful of sweat
   what can anticipate to tell you, what can anticipate…
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18. 
IN TWO ASPECTS
 
a.
Eagle, you who forgot your wings at sundown,
when is the time of return?
 
b.
The day will come when our silence will protest
and we will feel that we are not alone
in this world.
                                                Wait for it!
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19. 
TOMB INSCRIPTION FOR MARIA
 
My little girl, icon, care and longing of mine.
Hand in hand, for thirty years we held our life.
Once in joy, dreams, hopes,
then our Cavalry, loneliness, the why.
With integrity, proficiency, sensitivity and 
mind, you wanted to struggle for the difficult things
in your short life, the unfortunate, the cruel one.
 
You were justly fortified as a human being
and this way you will be shining forever,
in the light of Christ and the conscience
of those without pettiness and sad humiliations
but noiselessly, with kindness and heroism.
 
You are now returning to the earth and becoming a memory.
 
You high up with God and I low down, alone
with my complaint and my lamentation
for you Maria Life and Wife of mine
you who knew the language of people and of things
about you who lived with reading
with poems, music, paintings,
about you my pride
you who healed people, without getting healed yourself
about you who left me and I was scattered to pieces
and now how can I talk and to whom?
 
Your own George, the lucky one and the unlucky.
 
 
POEMS                                                                 373

20. 
MARIA’S
 
Night covering the open seas
ruling and guiding
the lighting to the sea 
and the tiller of the skipper
who’s learned to live his fate
on the waves and the terror,
night lulling
expectations and longings
dressed in falling starts and moons.
 
Night of unredeemed grief
of fear and of abandonment
my night and my Maria’s night
who’s gone for you
and now rests at your feet,
in my thought and my soul
don’t scare her
don’t frighten her I beg you
protect my little girl
from the cold wind and the rain
call on your angels
call on the full moon and the stars
because we had entrusted them with our hopes and wishes
now they have to ease her pain and her bitterness
for so many things that your sky and God
have unjustly deprived her of.
 
Night of people sleeping wakeful,
forever without the light of this sun
keeping company in unfinished poems and dots
night of promised dreams
night of our Holy Virgin
and of the Christ of this world
the false and unfair one
that is lewd to the destiny
of the heart and the fortune
have mercy on my Maria
who is now lying in the sky and the earth
surrendered to the time of God.
 
 
 
