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THE IMPATIENT MUSIC

Upon me, exact(y my size

creating new worlds qf enchantment
ﬁfom the }9fea5u1’e qf your [ijos and my kiss,
without tﬁougﬁts about time, evanescent.
Avid, voracious, intmnsigent skin,
addicted and excessive(y secular:

No road exists toward the old and
decadent past.

‘Me[oo{y for two, this concert,

the ﬁarmony cf im}oatient music,

ﬁ’gﬁt’s stave on open s/éy.

The encounter of oﬁfiging ffesﬁ

is an eterna[(y true mystery

that whether syea/éing or in silence

never teﬂ} [1:65.



1T FOLLOW YOU

1 follow you
fike wind follows wind
(ike shadow follows body
(ike night follows day,

7 am tenacious debris,
unencfing maraud,
tremﬁ[ing _passion

without any sense.

7 carry on my back

the ind'ecﬁaﬁemﬁfe tale

cf a §pecia( kind cf cfestroyed' [ove.
7 strive within my sadness
without violence or anger
to yersist,

gmzing you,

sme[ﬁ’ng you,



ﬁcﬁing your steps,
Ereatﬁing your air
ste}a}aing on your foot}orints,
/éissing the faces you kiss

as y[ your aroma still were
in their wrinkles.

‘Untie me from you.



YOUu

You

who Ey my (igﬁt dawn every cfay.
The ﬁgﬁt of spﬁinx’s eyes

reborn

n a unique crucible.

Your voice takes me to vertigo
[ike a toﬁoggcm,

and to blindness

[ike a hidden well

in a grotto in the sea.

You have the stature cf the wind
in which 1 move.

My solstice and my equinox

rest on your breast.

You are the magnet that captures my ﬁfe
im}oassi\/e,

[ike the cold Joear[

that is ﬁanging from your neck.



MY LOVE HURTS ME

‘My love hurts me,
here, rigﬁt inside,
1 crave against the altar cf carriec[—away _passion
born in me By the evoEing touch of YOur presence.
7 ﬁgﬁt and can not
stand against this love that imprisons me
with its jaws around my neck.
The desert cf my bed makes you alive again and again
and this memory
imprisons me [ike snake’s mortal embrace.
7 [ove,
furiousfy 7 love
to possess your smell
and to breathe it in d'ee]ofy,
to imym’son the kiss qf your warm [ips,
such orjoﬁcms without me,
unbeknownst to you

and move in the oveﬁfowing ecstasy



of their corners.

7 love Surrendéring

to the game of repeating your name,
without crying for this furtive [ove,
a mirage without figﬁt

that hurts so.

7 love (iving infectecf Ey your poison
reciting this (itany

on the ﬁigﬁs and lows qf the breeze
that is rocléing us.

But give me at least

the loser’s sad rest.

Pin me with sweet needles

in the case of your collection,
cfefeat all my fortresses.

ﬂccqot my submission,

my surrender,

my Ja(eacfing and my abandon.
Make me die tm’um}oﬁant[y
awarded By the g[ory

cf your eyid’emic.



1T RAINS ON FALLEN FLOWERS

Tt rains on fa[fen ffowers.
Water that ffoocfs and embraces
with a ferti[e embrace

mortal of the lovers.

Water like a su}aja[ier of kisses,

flood and dam,
break for Wafﬁing,

wild, tame,

[essening, overffowing.

Tt rains.

In the wind’s [aﬁyrintﬁs
mul’ttjo[e voices are sﬁjo}oing
[ike a choir

cf ﬁ’ery and misty shadows.
The earth’s yeﬁumeaf soils

Jaierce humid and ardent in the s/éy
[ike ffames.

The evening arrives anointed of mystery.
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The unmistakable aroma 1 recognize
journeys on your skin

and attracts me,

By rejaeal’ing an alarm.

Kisses,

consumed sfowfy,

you Bring them on Your waist.

A broken moment c{isajojoears.

No windows let escape this wonder.
Tt rains

and 1 drown

immersed in your gaze.
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AFAR

ﬂfar

1 guess your unique Jooise, your exclusive gesture,
the famiﬁ’ar rﬁytﬁm of steps.

From near afreacfy

the horizon of the sea in your eyes,

anc{ yOMT teetﬁ’sforesﬁortening COWIJO[QX sweet marlé Cf SMi[iTlg moments,

suggesting me yOUT’ name.

But on(y while T'm Jaressecf against your ﬁjos in the heat and texture cf
your um’que mouth

7 know it’s you.

And 1 rest.
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1F TIME

1f time had eyes

it would look at my [usting you

and smile mockingly

if it had a mouth.

1t would surround my shoulders and breast
making me eternal

when 1 dream of you,

if it had arms.

But when you are on my side

it escapes from between my fingers and my lips
and - as if it had legs -

Tuns fast. Damn 1it.

If time

had a body,
while it rocks us,
deceitful,

T would kill it.
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O, YOUR DELICATE ARMS

O, your delicate arms,

the slow ]oressing,

the tremﬁ(ing and retreating,
the sqft im]oatience,

the distance to your [i]os

must shorten!

O your obstinate arms
déstroying me

while di’sajojoearing in you

and ﬁna[fy ﬁ’nisﬁed'

my ffesﬁ’s millenarian journey,
a candle’s wick burned out,
without return!

Give me the giﬁ cf your mouth’s corner.
7 would s&aejo in its tigﬁtness

for centuries.
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9 CAN’T TOUCH YOU WITHOUT

POETRY

9 can’t touch you without poetry.
97 touch you and a coryufent verse is born
that vanishes in my mouth, violent,

reciting gm}oing(y your ﬁarmony.

The meta]oﬁor f[ows in the fonf[y tune
cf my tongue’s movement,

your ﬁoney spots are the ﬁ’rmament
and echo qf your ﬁzet is the me[oo@.
Your innocent neck is the (and’ing

for inventing again the story.

Your skin is the summer’s smile

That cﬁanges eterm’ty for a moment.
7 am a sinner gmsyed’ By your hand.
‘Perﬁays 7 should ayofogize. 9 don’t fee( it anymore.
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YOUR MOIST AND CLEAR VOICE

T am fa[fing in love with your moist and clear voice,
T ransparent and audacious, serene and sweet,
without bars or fear or servitude

yOMT VOiC@f(OWS [lE@ water.

Viﬁmting in my waist and on my face
[ike water it yewacfes me and covers me.
Like water Ey waves it seduces me,

Like water, your voice, in my throat.

7 don’t find’ the (igﬁt of your gaze,
or notice your warmth or your Joe1fume.
Onfy your voice cf [ove maﬁing ring[ets

and tang[ing me without end, until notﬁing.
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19 HAVE LOST MYSELTF

7 have lost myseﬁf

on my way towards you.
Not me in you.

Not me as you.

Not me with you.

The agape of our reci]orocity has been uniclue.

Love was in the Jo[ace and in the time cf [ove
use[ess(y
sewing the threads cf broken ﬁcyoe.

On my way towards you

1 am lost in an empty desert.

Not even the l’and’scaye holds my bitterness.
1 have cfisajojoeare(f

in the Eros of denial and notﬁingness.
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7 CAN WALK BAREFOOTED

1 can walk barefooted

on endless roads of sharpened knives,
and me pain only you.

7 can become blind

By looking fixedly at midday sun
and me pain only you.

1 can rip off my heart

and feed it to the hungry

and me pain only you.

You must know it

and cry for me

to pain me more profoundly

and thus,

at least

7 would fee[ alive.
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19 HAVE CROSSED OUT YOUR NAME

7 have crossed out your name

Because 1 love no more to kiss Your eyes,
not to touch your [1ps,

not to draw stars on your breast,

not to Joretenc[ s[eejoing in your arms,
not to give you gofcfen grapes,

not to breathe your breath,

not to undress you s[ow[y,

not to tell you stories,

not to Jo(ait your hair with my ﬁ’ngers.
(But the line 1 have drawn over your name
is thin

so that 1 can read it,

still’)
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1T 98 TIME FOR SMILE TO
TREMBLE

Tt is time for smile to tremble.

Tt is time cf the secret misery.

Tt is time cf this dolor, the blossom cf steppe,
the son cf to me strange dark seed.

Tt is time cf this wall without bars,
more a tomb than the cell of a poet.
Tt is time to cry, c[ry tear,

gme[ blood cf this, my wounded time.
Onfy one warm sy((aﬁfe is missing.
The ﬁfe intrucﬁ’ng and the pain.

My (ife cf this inconsistent time.

Ltfe without God’s afterworcf.

Time is this so%ing hour.

Onfy a dream cf esca}oing within me.
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awards in the ﬁ’e(af of medicine in which yarticiyates active(y yuﬁﬁsﬁing books,
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The impatient music is an a[[egory of love intrigue [imitless insatiable and comjoef[ing.
“Anyone who loves or has loved you, you will ﬁnc[ in its pages an accurate ref(ection of

their emotions.
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