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Oh watchmen! Are you not weary

Of lying in wait for the light in our salt

And of the incandescence of the rose in our wound
Are you not weary, oh watchmen?

*k%k

A little of this absolute and blue infinity
Would be enough

To lighten the burden of these times
And to cleanse the mire of this place.

*k%k

It is up to the soul to come down from its mount
And on its silken feet walk

By my side, hand in hand, like two longtime
Friends who share the ancient bread

And the antique glass of wine

May we walk this road together

And then our days will take different directions:
[, beyond nature, which in turn

Will choose to squat on a high-up rock.

*k*k

On my rubble the shadow grows green,

And the wolf is dozing on the skin of my goat
He dreams as | do, as the angel does

That life is here...not over there.




