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1.

 OUR HOUSES

We will build our houses

without windows and yards,

so that the rain doesn’t carry us away

and we gaze,

so that the spring doesn’t carry us away

and we wonder.
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2.  
A PRIORI

One Sunday morning

while in the sun you will be spreading 

your drenched dreams out to dry,

some Sunday morning—

mind these words—

the touch of a leaf that has fallen,

suddenly, will weigh down

on your shoulder. 
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3. 
WARNING

If you mean

the warped door

leading to my night,

hands off from it,

don’t you dare

touch the knob,

don’t even try

to turn the key,

a storm of bloody revelations

will fill you with wrinkles.
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4. 
BY CHANCE

Coincidental the contradictions of our life,
they cannot make clear to you

any of the processes
which intervened
and determined.

Both our hopes and our desperations

this way, by chance, always occurred

in all their possible variations

and coincidentally transposed

our functions,

to the border delineating the void

that waved –banners– our cries.
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5. 
WE LOST

Behind this window

we don’t even have a piece of cloud

we

who played heads or tails

and lost the sky
that used to be ours.
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6. 
SILENCE

We don’t have the keys ourselves,

we can’t open it for you 

this silence,

we don’t even know what it contains.
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7. 
SOMEWHAT DIFFERENTLY

If you were to abolish, I say, my God

the nights,

if you were to withdraw the scared shadows from
the streets

and the verses that insist

at any cost to be recorded,

if you were to formulate them

somewhat differently after all...

384                                                MARIA  LOGOTHETI

8. 
THE OTHER SIDE OF LIFE

In my place sat

deposed kings

and generals fallen

during peace time.

My oath was recited

by parentheses and imperfect tenses,

punctuation marks

bearing no weight,

my voice was put on

by unsigned statements,

I don’t have where to kneel.

I keep the tailwind in my pockets,

it will never blow,

seaweed has sprouted in my hair.

Once I wanted to talk to you about me,
the other side of life anticipated me,

never mind that it is meaningless now,

You should remember

that the last full moon

of last summer,

dripped the little it had

the kiss I had asked from you

and haunted it.
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9. 
THE COMPLETION OF TIME

And even later on

came the completion of time

something like a new opportunity

a successive experience

analgesic

in hypoglossal administrations
of one milligram.

And, certainly, I won’t omit


telling you

that the intermediary stages

had evolved in absentia,

I would say without planning

if you excuse a few insignificant

unsigned anemic moments.

And now that it’s all over
and now that you are gone
the hint of a remainder
without any baggage

he maintains,

I charge him with

whatever, by mistake,
was left behind, 

I am dizzied by them
those left behind by mistake,

Calchas the soothsayer

has helped the tailwind escape for you,

anyway I wouldn’t have been able

to sail.

We shall meet again

at the edge of the half-mast season
you to enumerate



belated concerns
and I to bend my head.
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10. 
SIX AND ONE SHORT POEMS

1.
Don’t forget the door open,

our tears may be seen 

from the road

whoever passes by

stoops and takes a look.

2. 
These careless seagulls

typeset you,

load themselves with your name

and draw circles

over the open sea.

3.
 Now that your smiles

are hanging maimed

on the Nows that your voice silenced,

the aged winter branches,

now that you have scattered your care

on the angry horizon,

all my harbors

were loaded with their ships

and with their lighthouses

the lees as well

and left.

4.
 And if you want to know

I have turned the moon off,

I ambushed it last night

at the corner

and turned it off.
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5. 
When the rain

starts from our umbrella,

exactly under our umbrella,

what do you want us to do?

6.
I say

I owe you 
this prolonged silence,

this melting moon

I have borrowed it for you

nailed this way over the window

you opened for me

at the precipice

for me to bend now and then

and stare.
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11. 
AND WE ARE LEFT

We didn’t hear the bells

we didn’t expect them so early.

And you are resurrected, Lord,

and we are left on the frozen road

with our candle extinguished,

with our joy extinguished,

with a Good Friday.
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12.  
UNTITLED
Be afraid to walk around



those ruins,

small wreaths of thorn

in the thirst of May,

wire crosses full of insinuations

about the voyage that just ended

in nostalgia and fatigue.

Rest your courage

on the earthquakes,

on the gaps of memory

on the dust that settled undisturbed,
on the positive ions of the atmosphere

that prevailed

and deconstructed the joints.

Find a way

to exorcise the polluted times

with the moisture

of the morning fog,

they are exclusively to blame,

the known lees dislocated them

and the south winds remained

to strengthen themselves unimpeded.

Raise your collar 
while scrutinizing the tears of years,

the depth of wrinkles,

the piles of soul falsifications,

the treasured letters

whose sender you don’t remember,

that you don’t remember who received them

who wept on the ledge.

Winter is going to be long,

you should wear a new overcoat

a synthetic one,

with layers of insulation,

to do what you can after all.

And the brandy,

always in your pocket

the irresponsibility of brandy

and always on your mind

your good voyage.



January of  2005



Wednesday the 26th .
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13. 
I opened two big holes

in your eyes

during a full moon

and looked through them at

one by one my separations

claiming disinterestedly

an opportunity beyond place and time
Why did I choose you

as an intermediary
why behind your wrinkles

the whole game,

because the zodiac gave in.
Sampling by the gate

uncontested
unhindered.

But it seems

the attempt was tested,

stalactites and iridescent elements

found a way out toward the wound,

the wound healed.

The key of the working

fell into a turbine

at a blameless hour

and no longer.

I don’t accept the responsibility
you attach to me,

I had simply gone out

among expired packages



of armaments

and gathered winds

one for each day,

one for each season,

so that I wouldn’t miss them

so that I would write tonight as well,

before going to bed,

one verse.

                             January 2005



Wednesday the 26th


with full moon too.
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14. 
The last time
I heard you sing

was a Sunday morning

behind a crack

of a slightest farewell

and at exactly that moment

the south wind, that all night long

swept the terraces,

got entangled in its barometric low

and withdrew hesitatingly

trembling lest everything around becomes apparent

and enters the process of negation.

Lately in our parts

a spider circulates as well,

it covers our conversations carefully

lest they get degraded in a northern window

and freeze bloodied

in the light of some tormented moon

that poets grabbed

and yank with force

expecting to get them a verse out of it.

I don’t want you to look at

the moon at late hours

the moon

that poured itself into

your field of vision by mistake

and reminisces of acid dim shadows.

What time you found

to beg for life,
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There is no room for anything,

I explained to you.

Any minute now I will wash

the past,

we will dry it with care

as if it were the future

and youth, that’s all,

you will sing again

for the first time now

behind a crack of approach

to a barmy sound,

revengeful

that will be extinguished little by little

without reciprocation.

                                           February 2005




Friday at 4
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15. 
The verse I was ready to write
were written by others

thus with a distance of a few moments

that I had on my mind

they lined up in anthologies

and pages of periodicals

with signature of unknown people.

Embarrassed sign of punctuation

lifted me by the hands

and tossed me on your roof,

continuous shapes

that I tried to blow them

a breath of future

unexpectedly got into orbit

around my successive mutations

and filled the story with rain and impacts.

I don’t want to stay with you.

Under your askance looks

a flashback of thousands of full moons

stretches its arms to me

and with a masterful stride

restores the road

and the cry

and whatever is left.




July 2005




on the 13th
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16.
In vain we dismember

what we loved

conflicting contacts—rays

of a sun getting ready

to succumb to an eclipse—

the starts that lurk

to enrich the phenomenon

have no relation to us.

We are extinguished as a zodiac.
We have come back

as a river of asteroids.

It’s hard for one

to unravel us.

We have entrusted our

front line warriors to polar cold.

Like scapegoats we roam in heat waves 
begging drops of coolness
for the reserves.

And everything we write

an aimless projection

of our continuous relocations

from one prayer to the next

from one truth to the next

from one eventuality

to all others that do not exist.

              March 2006 on the 29th 




total eclipse of the sun
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17. 

I borrow the first word

to start my prayer

aimless as always,

devout as afterwards.

I am afraid

that the coming summer

will not be reversible,

the silent water in its wells

I fear

the signs of its sun

the burns to the bone,

the tears without sufficient reason,

the tired excuses of the north

everything flocking and abolished

in the first unconditional surrender

of the lifting of secrecy.

And what I was expecting till yesterday

blasphemous armistice

that counts the by chance

and the resulting from coincidences.

No pleading de profundis.

At last comprehend, Lord!

8th August of 2006




Pelion Mountain
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18.

I will remain wakeful all night long

to draw full stops

full stops and dashes
full stops and question marks

full stops and pleadings

repentances and broken associations.

Nothing resembles anything

the new year ready to go,

the old one takes place on the stage

the great calm regulates the space,

the interiors

must take action.

It rains in all succeeding assumptions,

all cataclysms

soaked to the bone,

inalienable dimensions the kilometers
that I gathered in vain

don’t listen to me another time, Lord,

don’t take sides again in my prayers

Your consents have scared me

I suspect

that any minute now

You will retract.

                                     2007



January of the 3rd
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19. .BIOGRAPHY
 

Our life stopped 

Where everybody thought

that a constellation of felicitous deviations

held them underarm

and were on the go.

In the consents that followed

an in the back cut of continuity

invisible to the naked eye

held the reins

and didn’t say a word.

Even further away

a fragmented awareness

of the inadmissible
secured the authenticity of the signature

and collected against.




October 2008




  on the 1st
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20. 
UNHEARD OF TILL YESTERDAY 

Final full moon,

there is no question for me to climb

I am simply studying the phenomenon

before turning the page.

The discussion of opposites

comes back,

I better pass by

without definitions and explanations.

After all

all my words

have taken a one-way direction some time now,

I am not expecting help

from figures of speech

and insinuations

and deliberate errors.

I am in a hurry to exhaust

the extensions

and the deadlines.

I am in a hurry to change neighborhood
everything is already prepared.

You will understand.




October 2008




   on the 10th
