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Rzucalam nasiona maku

Rzucatam nasiona maku

ostrzegajac tych co w powtokach szli wzdtuz balustrady.
Oszotomiony sylabiczny krzyk

wyszczerzat zeby

plujac btotem adrenaliny.

Bytes$ wieczno$cig we fragmentach zycia.

Byte$ wiecznosScig w konwulsyjnych olénieniach.
Upstrzony ptomieniami

w spalaniu szkodliwego gazu.

Pociag odjezdzat a ja

goscitam na tawce

jak kurz w oczekiwaniu na wode.

Falowate$ w nadmiarze

suchoéci

bytes przejSciem zawieszonej granicy

bytes nadchodzacg wiecznos$cia kiedy cie obserwowatam
niedbale i nieuwaznie

rozbrajajaco i nieprzytomnie.

Rzucatam nasiona maku

ostrzegajac tych co w powtokach szli wzdtuz balustrady.
Oszotomiony sylabiczny krzyk

wyszczerzat zeby

plujac btotem adrenaliny.



Wdowy w Zalobie

Nie istnieje dzien bezwtadny czy porywczy ktéry drgatby konieczno$cia do cna
do szalenistwa

owdowiatych i walecznych matek

utomnej madrosci.

Tam

gdzie spoczywajg wiara i chtod

gdzie to co cztowiecze spotyka sie i odpycha

gdzie pustka jest lekarstwem

amadros$¢ wada.



Niepostuszeristwo

Dotartam na koniec elipsy

rozproszytam sie jak réj pszczoét kaukaskich.
Niejawne niepostuszenstwo przedzierzgnieto w wiare
oburzenie w rewolucje.

Pieén ocieplita sie na Zachodzie.

Mrowity sie instynkty

— zranione.

Roity sie zdarzenia

— zdradzone.



Zycie

Burza rozrzucajac kwiaty.
Odmrazajac

u konca

ocalenie.



Wojujaca

Uscisk ogarnia oddechy
optacam swoja droge
bokiem lezac obok ciebie
bokiem przed tobag

na twojej ukrytej krawedzi.

Wiatr tnie twarze
optacam swoja droge.
Podnosi tancuchy.

Zycie tamie sie

W twojej czystej poscieli.

Za kominami

suchy step

za pewnikami
skrepowanej radosci
w substracie pustki
wiecznej jasnosci
wojujaca bytam
wojujacg bym zostata.
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Po drodze

Otwieram przejscie w moim ciele
nieodtgczne mu opary
ktére kondensuja sie wilgotne.

Twoja skéra bedzie szlakiem podrozy
ptonaca lesng polang
w apoteozie ody.



Jak wir

Rozposcierate$ rece
opadaty kwiaty.
Sciskate$ rece
kruszaty kamienie.

Ruch jak na krawedzi

byt hustawka w nieznanej ciszy.

Wszyscy milczeli

ty krecites sie jak wir.

Kierunek Meksyk i bilet wystajacy z kieszeni
niedaleki $miech i stony zamet

jak fala w niestrudzonym przyptywie.

Byte$ wtasnie tym.
Rozposcierates rece
opadaty kwiaty.
Sciskate$ rece
kruszaty kamienie.

Upat osuszat tzy na asfalcie
wyjatawiat widkna

Sciggat ze stép buty

zakotwiczone w surowym betonie.
Byte$ wtadnie tam.

Rozposcierates rece
opadaty kwiaty.
Sciskate$ rece
kruszaty kamienie.
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Usta o cm

Usta o centymetr

w odzieraniu skory z ciata
przez ciata sie przedzierajac
spragnieni jak ukryte naczynia

ta posciel ktdra nie bedzie wiecej nami zy¢.



Nie chce niczego

Zto$¢ kotysata twojg nadzieje

wszczepiona do szklanych butelek.

Jak skrywane tzy w obawie przed wyrokiem ptaczu

zadnych gestow

stéw w zargonie.

Grzeznac.

Emigrujac spiralami do mojej mantry

na oslep miedzy zbuntowang sylabg a ostatecznym wnioskiem
miedzy podstepnym rymem a podstawionym czasownikiem.
Boso

napotykajac deski podtogi

watpigc w kamienie.

Mobwigc o tobie.

Chodz ze mna

wyjedz ze mna.
13
Ale ja nie chce niczego.

Kruchy wiersz
wtadcze noty.

Pisatam by kosi¢ moje zboze
bo twoje
juz mnie nie obchodzito.



Stan rzeczy

Konfetti pod butem

Zzwir miedzy palcami.
Dezintegracja na Zachodzie
lekkie zaburzenie na Wschodzie.
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Nietknieta sylaba

Wywiad szkodliwy dla ciebie

ze szkodliwo$cig miejscami.

Twoje zdjecie rzucato mi w twarz moim pragnieniem

wraz z deszczem ogatacajacym $ciany i padajacym ciezko miedzy moje prochy.

Nienawidzitam twojego u$miechu nieczystego czy rozmytego.
Nienawidzitam twojego spojrzenia czy twojego palca.
Nienawidzitam nieobojetnosci i przymusu by nie czué
wraz z toba

ktéry oszczedzite$ sobie mojej przysztosci

dlatego ze.

Obwarowany na wschodzie

gdy robaki i §ledzie chwytaty twoja zdobycz.

Moj apokaliptyczny bunt przez ciebie niezrozumiany
twoja gumowata ustepliwos¢

moja niezdolnos¢ do fikcji.

Zyczeniem rewanzu prawdy

flaga Delacroix

kwintesencja nadziei.

Nie chciatam tracié¢ czasu

zakurzona klepsydra

gora ziarenek ztgczonych w apokalipsie

twoja

ciagneta mnie po piasku

po kamieniach

przez zaro$la

z krwawigcymi posladkami

otartym tokciem

zdartg dtonia.
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Ty

bytes tylko kurzem

stoma

ktéra miata sie zapali¢

od rozmigotanej zewnetrznej powierzchni.

Moje zycie nie bytoby zyciem nagradzajacym wérdd silnych
moje ustepstwa nie przezwyciezytyby tapczywosci

mojej woli zycia.

Ty

nie zdobytbys$ mojej ptci w zamian za mojg tozsamos¢.

Bo moje byty moje siniaki
moje — moich 1000 staran na ziemi
moje — km przebiezone w samotnosci na $wiecie.

Ze mnie

nie dotknatby$ nawet ragbka.
Ze mnie

nie pomylitby$ nawet sylaby.



Zlozenie

Porzucitam cig¢ tam.
Ty jak rozedrgana dusza
ja jak rozmtécone koszenie.
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Droga powrotna

Otwieram drzwi

twoje nagie cialo wulu

nektar wszedzie rozlany

na stuch zadnych rymoéw i nagie
twoje ktykcie.

Byto tak

twoje stowa nie mogty tu dotrzeé
zmuszone

do drogi powrotnej.

Zostatam ja.

Wystarcza mi smakowanie
pamieci.



Wieczny

Bytes jak klej
przylepiony do skat.
Twoim byt uptyw czasu jakby$my wstrzymywali sie od zycia

I uktadatam jesien
w nadciagajacym czasie.
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Wypelnites morze

Takim chce cie zapamietac

miedzy fatdami piasku.

Gdy stonce zachodzito dla ciebie na wschodzie
z twojg radoscia zycia i mojg radoscig narodzin.

Moje ostatnie stowa do ciebie
koniec mojego biskupstwa
wiostowanie pod prad.

Nie zdotatabym cie dtuzej zachowad.

Swoim petnym Zyciem
wypelnites morze
unoszac sie na wodzie

o kilka metréw od brzegu.

Twoje zycie
wybrato wode.
Moje

zostato na piasku
Z nami.



Ziemia

I wyniostes sie
do nowej linjki
jak naostrzony otéwek.

[ zostawite$ mnie
w tamtej linijce
jak peing temperéowke.

Nieobecna szklanka — twoja.

Tylko kielich — méj.
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Zastoj

Rozerwac glony

i rozdzieli¢ grad.
Podnie$¢ kotwice
na mieliZnie morza.
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CANC

Bo byt bo twdj sposdb spychania
wspomnien twojego tona
na wrogi strych.
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O nas

Chce zostawic ci co$
mojego

azeby$ nie tkwit

w kieszeni tamtych dni
w smaku dni majowych.

Chce zostawic ci co$

znas

azebys$ mégt przybra¢ wdziecznoéé¢ jakg odczuwam
w kieszeni wszystkich moich dni

w oddechach innego stycznia.



Trasa

Btadzi¢ tam gdzie zabronione

gubiac sie miedzy liniami

stworzonymi do zaskakiwania

w nieprzewidzianych sytuacjach.

Uzbrojona w wiare

ze swoboda zZycia

wciaz kochatas wiatr

ws$rdd metnych ciasnych horyzontéw ktoére ci pokazywano.

Z dala od barierki

wsrdod podmuchéw i nadmorskich drég

wsrod okien

autobuséw bez przesiadki

nocy i ciemnych switdéw ktujacych w oczy

i po przebudzeniu

wsrdd nieznanych jezykow

spirale wtosow uwiezione w wietrze map ktéry wzniecitas.

Nasza byta podréz
Swiat pozostawiony
km przemierzone
obrane zycie.

Suszone mieso o zachodzie
stopy na drodze.

Kobieta

w swoim $rodku

ze soba

niesie zycie.

Tasuj na nowo i od nowa zaczynaj
przebiegnij i przejdz ile ci dano

W wWyznaczonej przestrzeni

iw tej zyskanej.
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Widok

Bytam lodowcowa jak epoka

lecz moja jeszcze sie nie skonczyta.
Zawtadnetam balustrada

tylko po to zeby obserwowac morze.



LAURA CAPRA

Urodzita sie w Genui w 1982 1. Poetka, autorka toméw Nero fittizio
(Puntoacapo editrice, 2020) i Indossare la vita (Ant. Fantascienza,
FantaGenova, Erga edizioni, 2022). Uczestniczka wielu miedzyna-
rodowych festiwali poetyckich. Wspotpracuje z czasopismami, fe-
stiwalami (jest kuratorka sekcji wywiadow z artystami na Miedzy-
narodowym Festiwalu Poezji Parole Spalancate) i wydawnictwami.

KATARZYNA SKORSKA

Adiunktka w Katedrze Italianistyki UW, literaturoznawczyni, thumacz-
ka. Przektadata teksty m.in. Dina Buzzatiego, Itala Calvina, Domenica
Starnonego, Heleny Janeczek, Valerii Parrelli. Jest dwukrotna laureatka
Nagrody Literackiej im. Leopolda Staffa (2016, 2022) za przektad pro-
zy — Limbo Melanii G. Mazzucco i Ulicznikdw Piera Paola Pasoliniego.
Mieszka i pracuje czasem w Warszawie, czasem w Szwajcarii.
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I was planting poppy seeds

I was planting poppy seeds

warning passers-by who in wrappers walked along the balustrade.

The enchanted and syllabic cry
gnashing its teeth
spitting adrenalinic mud.

You were eternity in fragments of life.

You were eternity in convulsive illuminations.
Dressed up in flames

combusting noxious gases.

The train was leaving and I

the guest of the bench

like dust waiting for water.

You swayed in the superfluousness

of dryness

you were the crossing of the suspended boundary
you were the eternity that was arriving while I was watching you
heedless and careless

disarming and inanimate.

I was planting poppy seeds

warning passers-by who in wrappers walked along the balustrade.

The enchanted and syllabic cry
gnashing its teeth
spitting adrenalinic mud.
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Grieving widows

There is no day which is inert or insolent that vibrates with necessity
to the point

of madness

of belligerent widowed mothers

of indistinct wisdom.

There

where faith and cold rest

where humans meet and push away

where emptiness is remedy

and wisdom defect.



Disobedience

Reached the end of the ellipse

dissolved like a swarm of Caucasian bees.
Implicit disobedience was dragged in faith
indignation was dragged in revolution.
The singing waned in the west.

Instincts swarmed

— hurt.

Events teemed

— betrayed.
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Life

Strewing storm-like the flowers.
Defrosting

in the end

salvation.



Militant

A grip embraces the winds
I am paying my way

on my side lying beside you
on my hip in sight

on your hidden ridge.

The wind cuts the faces
I am paying my way.

It lifts the chains.

Life breaks

on your clean sheets.

Beyond the chimneys

the arid steppes

beyond the certainties

of constrained joy

in the substratum of nothingness
of eternal clarity

militant I was

militant I would remain.
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On the road

I open the passage in my flesh
the circumscribed vapour
that being humid condenses.

Your skin will be a road of journeys
glades aflame
in the apotheosis of an ode.



In a whirl

You spread your hands
the flowers fell.

You squeezed your hands
the stones crumbled.

The movement was poised

a swing in an unknown silence.
Everyone fell silent

you were struggling in a whirl.

Your direction Mexico and the ticket protruded from your pocket

the laughter close by and the saline confusion
like a wave in its untiring flow.
You were this.

You spread your hands
and the flowers fell.

You squeezed your hands
and the stones crumbled.

The heat dried the tears on the asphalt
disinfected the fabrics

deprived your feet of shoes

anchored as they were to the rough concrete.
You were this.

You spread your hands
and the flowers fell.

You squeezed your hands
and the stones crumbled.
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Mouths to the cm

Mouths by the centimetre

in the stripping of the skin

from here we make our way through the flesh
thirsty as clandestine ampoules

these sheets that will never live again.



I don’t want anything

Anger cradled your hope

inoculated in glass bottles.

Like furtive tears dreading the sentence of tears
not gesture

not jargon.

Mired.

Emigrating to curls suspended in my mantra
headfirst between a syllable in revolt and a final conclusion
between a sly rhyme and a supplanted verb.
Barefoot

crossing the floorboards

doubting the stones.

Talking about you.

Come with me

leave with me.

But I don’t want anything.

A fragile poem
authoritative notes.

I was writing to reap my grain
because of yours
nothing mattered to me anymore.
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State of affairs

Confetti under shoes

gravel between fingers.
Disintegration in the west
slight disturbance in the east.
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Intact syllable

The noxious interview for you
Noxiously at times.
Your photo slammed my desire in my face

with the rain that shaved the walls and fell heavily among my ashes.

I hated your smile faecal or blurry.

I hated your gaze or your finger.

I hated the non-indifference and the compulsion to not feel
with you

that you skimped on my future

because.

Perched in the east

while worms and herring grabbed your prey.
My apocalyptic revolt not understood by you
your rubbery acquiescence

my incapacity for pretense.

To wish for the revenge of truth

Delacroix’s flag

the quintessence of hope.

I'had no desire to waste time

dusty hourglass

dust made of grains joined in the apocalypse
yours

that dragged me along the sand

along the stones

through brambles

with my bleeding behind

my elbows peeled

my palm worn.

41
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You

were just dust

straw

that would catch fire

from the brilliant outer surface.

Mine would not have been a rewarding life among the powerful
my compromises would not have conquered greediness

my lust for life.

You

would not have won my sex in exchange for my identity.

For mine were my bruises
mine, my 1000 attempts in the earth
mine, the kms grinded in the world alone.

Of me

you would not have touched a single piece.

Of me

you would not have confused a single syllable.



Deposition

I left you there.
You like a trembling soul
Me like a thrashing thresher.
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The road back

I open the door

your naked body in the beehive
nectar scattered everywhere

no rhyme listens and your phalanxes
naked flesh.

It was like that

your words didn’t manage to arrive
forced

onto the road of return.

I remained.

It’s enough for me to know

about the memory.



Eternal

You were like glue
stuck to the rocks.
Yours was the passing of time as if we were fasting from life.

And I was putting in place the autumn
in the incurring of time.
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You filled the sea

I want to remember you like this
between the folds of sand.

As the sun was setting for you in the east
with your joy of life and my joy of birth

My last words to you
the end of my diocese
rowing against the tide.

I would no longer be able to hold you.

With your full life

you filled the sea

floating

a few metres from the shore.

Your life

chose water.

Mine

stayed on the sand
with us.



The land

It was like that that you left
going to the next beginning
like a sharpened pencil.

That was how you left me
going to the next beginning
like a full pencil sharpener.

Absent the glass, yours
Only the goblet, mine.
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Stasis

Break up the algae

and split the hailstones.
Weigh anchor

in the stranding sea.
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CANC

Because this was your way of denying
the memory of your womb
in a hostile attic.
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Of us

I want to leave you something

of mine

so that you can not-remain

inside the pocket of those days
inside the taste of those days in May.

I want to leave you something

of us

so that you can clothe yourself in the gratitude that I feel
inside the pocket of all my days

inside the breaths of another January.



Journey

Wandering in the uncertain

losing yourself between the lines

trained to surprise yourself

among the unforeseen.

Armed with faith

nonchalant in life

you went on loving the wind

in the murky constrained horizons that others had to offer you.

Far from the railings

between dandelions and coastal roads

between windows

buses that didn’t require to change

dark nights and dawns that poked your eyes

and on awakening

among unknown tongues

curls caught in the wind of the maps you wrestled with.

Ours was the journey
the world left behind
the kms reached

the life chosen.

Dried meat at sunset
feet on the road.

A woman

in her centre
carries life
along with her.

Reshuffle and start again

run and walk as far as you can
in the space given

and that which is gained.
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View

I was as glacial as the era

but mine was not yet over.

I had invaded the balustrade
just to be able to observe the sea.
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Piantavo semi di papavero

Piantavo semi di papavero

avvertendo i passanti che in involucri percorrevano la balaustra.

Il grido incantato e sillabico
digrignava i denti
sputando fango adrenalinico.

Eri ’eterno in frammenti di vita.
Eri’eterno in illuminazioni convulse.
Acchittato di filamme
combustionando gas nocivi.

Il treno partiva e io

ospite della panchina

come polvere ad attendere I’acqua.
Ondeggiavi nel superfluo
dell’asciutto

eriil valico del limite sospeso
eri’eterno che giungeva mentre ti osservavo
incurante e incauta

disarmante e inanime.

Piantavo semi di papavero

avvertendo i passanti che in involucri percorrevano la balaustra.

I1 grido incantato e sillabico
digrignava i denti
sputando fango adrenalinico.
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Vedove in lutto

Non ¢’e giorno inerte o insolente che vibri di necessita sino al dunque
alla follia

di madri vedove e bellicose

di saggezza indistinta.

Li

dove si posano la fede ed il freddo

dove ’umano incontra e respinge

dove il vuoto é rimedio

e la saggezza difetto.



Disobbedienza

Giunta alla fine dell’elisse

disciolta come uno sciame di api caucasiche.

La disobbedienza implicita era trascinata in fede
I’indignazione era trascinata in rivoluzione.

Il canto era intiepidito ad ovest.

Pullulavano istinti

— feriti.

Brulicavano eventi

— traditi.
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Vita

Disseminando di tempesta i fiori.
Sbrinando

al termine

la salvezza.
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Militante

Una stretta abbraccia i fiati
sto pagando la mia via
dilato sdraiata accanto a te
sul mio fianco in vista

sul tuo spigolo nascosto.

Il vento taglia i visi

sto pagando la mia via.
Solleva le catene.

La vita si spezza

sulle tue lenzuola pulite.

Oltre le ciminiere

le steppe aride

oltre le certezze

di gioia vincolata

nel substrato del nulla
della chiarezza eterna
militante ero

militante sarei rimasta.
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Sulla strada

Apro il varco della mia carne
il circoscritto vapore
che umido si condensa.

La tua pelle sara strada di viaggi
radure in flamme
nell’apoteosi dell’ode.
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Vorticosamente

Allargavi le mani
cadevano i fiori.
Stringevi le mani

si sbriciolavano i sassi.

Il movimento era in bilico

un’altalena nel silenzio ignoto.

Tutti tacevano

ti dimenavi vorticosamente.

La direzione per il Messico e il biglietto sporgeva dalla tasca
la risata nell’appresso e la confusione salina

come I’onda nel suo instancabile fluire.

Tu eri questo.

Allargavi le mani
e cadevano i fiori.
Stringevi le mani
e si sbriciolavano i sassi.

Il caldo asciugava le lacrime sull’asfalto
disinfettava i tessuti

privava i piedi dalle scarpe

ancorate com’erano al cemento grezzo.
Tu eri questo.

Allargavi le mani
e cadevano i fiori.
Stringevi le mani
e si sbriciolavano i sassi.
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Bocche al cm

Bocche al centimetro

nella scarnificazione della pelle

di qui facciamo strada tra la carne
assetati come ampolle clandestine

queste lenzuola che mai ci vivranno ancora.



Non voglio niente

La rabbia cullava la tua speranza

inoculata in bottiglie di vetro.

Come lacrime furtive temendo la sentenza del pianto
non un gesto

non un gergo.

Impantanata.

Emigrando a ricci sospesi nel mio mantra

a capofitto tra una sillaba in rivolta ed una conclusione definitiva
tra la rima in soppiatto ed il soppiantato verbo.

A piedi nudi

incrociando le assi del pavimento

dubitando dei sassi.

Parlando di te.

Vieni con me

parti con me.

Ma io non voglio niente.

Una poesia fragile
note autoritarie.

Scrivevo per mietere il mio grano
perché del tuo
nulla mi importava pil.
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Stato delle cose

Coriandoli sotto le scarpe
ghiaia tra le dita.
Disintegrazione ad ovest
lieve perturbazione ad est.
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Sillaba intatta

L’intervista nociva per te
nocivamente a tratti.
La tua foto mi sbatteva la mia voglia in faccia

con la pioggia che rasava i muri e piombava netta tra le mie ceneri.

Odiavo il tuo sorriso fecale o sfocato.

Odiavo il tuo sguardo o il tuo dito.

Odiavo la non indifferenza e la costrizione al non sentire
con te

che lesinavi il mio futuro

perché.

Arroccato ad est

mentre vermi ed aringhe impugnavano la tua preda.
La mia apocalittica rivolta da te non compresa
la tua gommosa acquiescenza

la mia incapacita alla finzione.

Ad auspicare la rivincita della verita

la bandiera di Delacroix

la quintessenza della speranza.

Non avevo voglia di perdere tempo

clessidra impolverata

polvere di granelli congiunti nell’apocalisse
latua

che mi trascinava sulla sabbia

sulle pietre

sui rovi

con il sedere sanguinante

i gomiti sbucciati

il palmo logorato.
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Tu

eri solo polvere

paglia

che avrebbe preso fuoco

dalla brillante superficie esterna.

La mia non sarebbe stata la vita premiante tra i potenti

i miei compromessi non avrebbero vinto l'ingordigia

la mia voglia di vita.

Tu

non avresti vinto il mio sesso in cambio della mia identita.

Perché miei erano i miei lividi
miei, i miei 1000 tentativi nella terra
miei, i km macinati nel mondo in solitaria.

Dime

non avresti toccato nemmeno un lembo.
Di me

non avresti confuso nemmeno una sillaba.



Deposizione

Ti lasciavo 1i.
Tu come anima tremante

io come trebbia falciatrice.
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Via del ritorno

Apro la porta

il tuo corpo nudo nell’alveare

nettare disperso ovunque

nessuna rima all’ascolto e delle tue falangi
nuda la carne.

Era cosi

le tue parole non riuscivano a giungere
costrette

sulla via del ritorno.

Restavo io.

Mi basta il saper

di memoria.



L’eterno

Eri come colla
appiccicata alle rocce.
Tuo era il passare del tempo come se fossimo digiuni di vita.

E sistemavo ’autunno
nell’incorrere del tempo.
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Riempisti il mare

Voglio rircordarti cosi

tra le pieghe di sabbia.

Mentre il sole calava per te ad est

con la tua gioia di vita e la mia gioia di nascita.

Le mie ultime parole per te
la fine della mia diocesi
il remare controcorrente.

Non sarei piu riuscita a custodirti.

Con la tua vita piena
riempisti il mare
galleggiando

a pochi metri dalla riva.

La tuavita

scelse I’acqua.

La mia

rimase sulla sabbia
con noi.



La terra

Fu cosi che te ne andasti
a capo
come una matita appuntita.

Fu cosi che mi lasciasti
acapo

come un temperamatite pieno.

Assente il bicchiere, il tuo
Solamente il calice, il mio.

73



Stasi

Rompere le alghe

e dividere la grandine.
Levare ’ancora
nell’incagliarsi del mare.
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CANC

Perché questo era il tuo modo di rinnegare
la rimembranza del tuo ventre
in una soffitta ostile.
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Di noi

Voglio lasciarti qualcosa

dimio

affinché tu possa non restare

dentro la tasca di quei giorni

dentro il sapore dei giorni di maggio.

Voglio lasciarti qualcosa

dinoi

affinché tu possa vestirti della gratitudine che provo
dentro la tasca di tutti i miei giorni

dentro i respiri di un altro gennaio.



Tragitto

Vagare nell’interdetto
perdendosi tra le linee
addestrate a sorprendersi

tra gli imprevisti.

Armata della fede

disinvolta nella vita
proseguivi nell’amare il vento

nei torbidi orizzonti costretti che gli altri avevano da offrirti.

Lontano dalla ringhiera

tra i soffioni e strade a mare

tra i finestrini

autobus che non chiedevano cambio

notti ed albe buie che si conficcavano negli occhi
e al risveglio

tra lingue sconosciute

iricci incastrati nel vento delle cartine che avevi smosso.

Nostro era il viaggio
il mondo lasciato

i km raggiunti

la vita scelta.

Carne essiccata al tramonto
piedi sulla strada.

Una donna
nel suo centro
porta la vita
appresso a sé.

Rimescola e ricomincia

corri e cammina quanto ti € dato
nello spazio concesso

e in quello guadagnato.
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Veduta

Ero glaciale come ’era

ma la mia non era ancora finita.
Avevo invaso la balaustra

soltanto per poter osservare il mare.
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