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BRAS DE VIDA (Words of

a/ Maarcela Noemi Ruiz
ation Noemara




I nNno longer look for answers at the
end of my life, because they are all
right in front of our noses, among
weeds and weeds, they are there
guiding you like scented flowers to
find them.

A _GgianT who can decide To crush her life
withour considering whether she is worth
iT orR NOT. WhAT inFluence caN her life have
oN MINE? Am | AN ANT IiN ANOTheEr world |
don’t know?

The letter is word made lines and sym-~
bols, it merges with colour and imag-
es. Arbitrarily, without rules and on a

whim, I designed this little world.
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MY LIFE A CRAZY ENDLESS SECONPS



For pleasure

Because | want to

Because it is convenient, positive
Because it is good for me
Because | need it

Because it is good

Because | feel it

Because | am moderately free
Because | want to be here and not
there

Because | am the way | am, | like it
this way

And change when | need to in order
to be happier

Because | don't have to give up, |
have to choose



How much are my memoriecs worth?
My childhood,

the snippets of the childhood [ lived?
My First Riss, my teenage dreams

my {irst caress, my {first sweat.

How much are my affections worth,
the true love

that [ found in my man?

the longing of My womb

made seed that begins te blessem
My future old age,

which | hope to achicve.

How much s my [ife ene all of it worth?
my policy says nothing but meney.



- THE NIGHT: ARRIVES, '
silencg abounds joo much . .
_"[he keyboard sounds intermittently and | listen to you

in your sleep, in the reS’[fuI sigh of your body *
and I'd like to cgress Your hair all nlght long

that’s stilkto come. - , :
*, L ]
-
ol T . .
L ]
]
. [ ] L ]
L] ] )
- a . .



FITFINK OF %0

in The smell distance eFf an Insrantr

The reverie eevers yeur iMage.

End The desire esleep by resliiy

i3 Febern lke @ PHOENIDX

e burn in The sineere fire

afF passion disceavered in orher fimes,
when The sheets

did net yet heve eur Nemes,

and The surprisingly render or alarming ery
er aelerming ery ef eur sen

did naet levingly Invede

our ect ef lave.

New Times Thet seek Te Fned each ether
and They will succeed ke every beauTirul
srory

oF leve and passion.



DELICIOUS WAR OFFERS YOU LIFE

TO BATTLE WITH YOUR SOUL IS THE GOAL

TO WIN THE VICTORY OF THE LIVED

INVALUABLE WARRIOR WHO FACES IT

WITHOUT BENDING HIS SPIRIT IN-SPITE OF THE WOUNDS.
THE PRICE IS HIGH, THE PRIZE INFINITE

OF LIVING AND FEELING THAT ONE LIVES

OF DREAMING AND REALISING DREAMS WITHOUT FUR-
THER ADO.

YOUR NAME BRINGS ME CLOSER TO THE ANCIENT

AND MY HANDS WITH INVISIBLE WOUNDS

CARESS YOUR FACE

IN THAT BATTLE OF SILENT LOVES

AND CARESSES LIKE BREEZES IN THE SOUL.

HE HAS SUPPLANTED YOUR BROTHER ON THE ROAD TO
THE SUN

LONG AND TIRING 1S THIS ENDLESS WAR

LAURELS AND THORNS SURROUND YOUR FAITH.

REST IN MY LAP

LET ME ENCIRCLE YOUR FACE WITH MY KISSES

AND BATHE YOUR MANHOOD WITH MY PEACE.



Ve roun Lrow w
we fove childhood 4@%@&"?

Becande we can /A/Peaﬁ te Q/L;t;tﬁe
oned {ille You wﬂof» ot dounls.
Becande ajthu
lf)wve G @%vﬁwﬁ/&@e, Mo Mﬁ/tee

ot igmehance ot fem
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irixe oY aea}c ' GAA ipa\[é A W}{ ' GAN
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and § am By te Al yon may ehi
Hhat Yo &%ﬁ aﬁwﬁﬂ% Liv enjw/t)tfx
becande At @eﬂc@m 2 )E@ juw»a/r\/utf%’ al

It ib what makes You 4 hooman

@e/i/r\g.



IConw life is 5o full of twists and turns

that when & reread evervthing & have written
& realise that ' m taking stock of my e
And in the end abways the same,

& am legft with the feeling

of having laken yet another cxam

and & ask myself,

Qbomeday 1 graduate from what?

As an incurable foo] an invelorate romanti
idealistic rocket scientisi, neurotic run-ofthe-mill

©r what? Oh dear God!

& have no cure anpmore,



Zzttzrs has my namg that bggins
with the Pying of lovg in gvery sunsgt
Tying my doul to the passionate feeling
Remegmbering always the most beautiful
taking carg without regst of the life
that God has given me.
€tegrnal in love with thg word and the colour
crying many timgs but gvgn morg
laughing sincerely as [ walk,
always walking along thg uncgrtain path,
but only ming.



INAWEICERIEEEIS ION|
FEAUNRATES THEEE MASICAL LOVES

THAT ASTONIER THE SOUL THAT RALLUEINATES
A EARER FRURE,

THEEE ARE TINES OF EHANGE
PEERARPS OF REFLEETION

AND ANMIETY BEEINS TO ASKK [TeELP

WHILE YO PRILOSORHIEE

ANP ENEOURACE YOURSELR TO VG ACAIN
TO BEEIN AN ENP

TO P2 ANP B3 REE0RN

THE EEASONS IN Tz MEANTINE FOLLOW ONE
APTER THE OTHER.



WORDS CAN HIDE
BEHIND THE METAPHORS OF THE MOST EXALTED POET

FEELINGS CAN BE DRAWN ON A YOUNG MAN'S MOST PRECIOUS CANVAS
ILLUSIONS CAN BE KEPT IN A CHEST MADE BY THE FINEST GOLDSMITH
BUT MY SONG AND MY LIGHT, WHICH CANNOT MATCH SO MUCH
MAGNIFICENCE

NONE OF THEM CAN BE HIDDEN, DRAWN OR KEPT.
THEY SIMPLY LIVE UNDER YOUR VERY SUN, THEY GROW IN YOUR EARTH,

THEY SLEEP IN YOUR BED, THEY ARE BORN OF YOU AND ME.

Silence makes them deeper, more sincere and more real.
there is no fame, money or arrogance that can motivate them

because it is my humanity, everyone’s humanity, from which are

born

TROM NATSE VBT 1T Rang HRs mMeien s heen e song SN
ST RO 0TS TSRS NME SHRT Al oty ot of e ot
200 T THUSIC SHAAE ST KT NME 9nE WKL NAINRB S SN S
DY AP, ACNBHNG TR WK TN, W0 GoOB e Senate

So is the light that you think you see in these lines that say

nothing more
but a little of how much life has to tell you,

with your own music illuminated by the light of your soul.




I wait almost calmly

the future that awaits me
I've tried daydreaming,
I've tried setting my watch bygtheYe
AnNnd smoking an anxious cCi: aret-te

| discovered that the futureliSs)}ceomipe
Why put pressure

To the illusion™?

VWhat must come, will come
That’'s why | dream you so

| hold back the anguish.

| walk rhythmically.

You’ll know me without lies as
| learned to do

on the page before

And we will know friend

in time
VWho we are.
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wawnth ?
tuudged throigh the cold of a win-
Yy midday.
Do, my little Sndian,



Something inside me is rising

is invisible
it says nothing and appears noth-
ing, but there it is
I feel it beating and growing, I
don’t know what it is
I can’t describe it.
I can only draw in words the
strange feelings:
to wait without anxiety, without
fear,
vibrating without suffering for not
knowing
fear without fear of dying
tenderness that lives without over-
flowing
love filled with a passion
constant
memories that do not tear
walking to a destination
but with slow and harmonious

steps

Tik Tok of a clock
that doesn’t go mad to hear
a faucet that loses
and I don’t lose my cool.

I wonder and I have no answer
and I’'m in no hurry to get to it,
stranger still not to know
and I don’t want the now
right now, the sooner the better.
Making wishes and no longer wait-
ing
for them to be fulfilled.

To ask for miracles
without the delusional hope
to dream and know that I am only
dreaming
to laugh and certainly hear my
laughter
dance and feel my feet happy.
Something happens inside me, and

I’'m glad it does.




Danuned huwmanity | can’t abandon

my feet cling and my hands | discover full

and yet-tre need for love exists

Tume 5 tume and UF s so-eternal

wiere | walt for a mivacle for the firsttHme n my shovt Life
One single one Hrat assures me Hrat 4 s not in vaine
we dreanm of the most beautiful castles

nor do- we love witiv the puridy of an angel

Hrat U s notthe clumsiness of desting
Hrattwo- souls meet in a glance

Hrat the passion of lovers s not incolrerence.

A miracle Hrot makes lLight in my roonw



IF" I COUL.D GO BACIK

I WOULD REPEAT MORE TEIAN EALE"
OF WEHEIAT I HAVE EXPERIENCED
IWOULD MULTIFPIL.Y ANOTEHER EAL.E"
AND A SIVMIALIL RENMAINDER

I'DEKEERP I'TIN A CHEST WITH SEVEN
RKEYS

WHICH I WOUL.D THROW INTO T"'EHE
DEEPEST SEA

AND TEHAT CHEST I WOUL.D FORGET
INN ANY CORNER

WITEHOUT PAYING A T'TENTION TO
THE HEIGELT

OR THE NANME OF" ITS STTREE'T.

If I were to go back to the old days
I would no longer take stock
I would walk more attached to your beloved body of a
thousand faces
mother, friend, boyfriend, father, lover, neighbour
beloved teachers.
I would be as I am now, unafraid to embrace
to fill with kisses and look at the sweet ones.
I would hold back so much adolescent anger
to enjoy even more the moments of happiness
I’d silence more than one truth to live the moment in
peace.
I would seal the discussions by opening my heart
so as not to hurt by pride pain
and I would live with the full awareness
that the only immortal thing are feelings
and my blood coursing through the veins of another sim-
ilar being
never equal to me.
I think that this today that I live today
tomorrow will be yesterday, I learn in the meantime
the simple teaching of living today for today
measuring only the consequences
that I can bear and love
of those facts that I don’t refuse to live.
that’s why I know that tomorrow I will want to live again
the beauty I hold in my hands today « and T retain the eternal

orever.
and Vooking for WIFNA I S20 . in my memory §

ob 1 important wise
lglwerewg 10 learn the mos h,[woulll"e“'“
that 1 WOK TE BB - ¢ times 30 WC much youth
ot if Lwere to adjust for 80 @ non being:

and 1 onlty pretend 1o 0¢ ¢



Scef Far from yourself

where the sunlight rises

Getween the gilence of your soul

and the hustle and Gustle of Clife

the reason for 8o much aGsurd sorrow

and the motivation to simply Ge.

J don’t promise eternal answers

Gut J won't give you a single tear

and that, you will digcover, will Ge more val-
uable

than the tangiGle gold in your hands.

The path will Ge lige any other

No one will notice the change of your course
Nor asg for the end of it

Vou alone will feel your Gumanity.

Scef without courage or compulsion,

Forget in turn cowardice and wisdom.

Be only you in 6ody and soul

Ganish thought

and the GCood will return to your veinsg.



IF DREAMS ARE THEUNDERLYING REALITY
AND MY FEELINGS THE VERY EXISTENGE
INVISIBLE TO THE QUTSIDE WORLD
THEN YOU AND| ARE TOGETHER

FROM THE ETERNAL AND THE UNKNOWN.
YOUAND ARE MILLIONS THAT MAKE ONE
THEREISNO MORE MATHEMATICS
ORFORMULAS

NOCGALCULATIONS ORLOGIC

ONLY THEESSENGE AND THE BEING.
THE ONE WHO WAS IS STILLIN YOU

ANDJ AM THE ONE FROMALL TIVES.



COYRNCTE

i5 also to grow slowly

taking root in the same soil

is to feel the daily warmth

of the same loving hand

is to know how to live

the routine of home

searching, inventing

small and big surprises.

It is to write this poem

that does not seek to stir passions
but to remember

that we are human beings

capable of openinﬁ our hearts

and to feel that life has more than just
adventures

necessary and precious moments
as are those of every day.
Gouraﬁe is a simple wor

is to live one’s own life

with our own laws.



.

Can heaven Jive gilont answer

[d lke to Lnow why wan 62X lyve even without seeityp
T ouching oF Lissing the one who moves :
tow i it /a@@/ﬂ& for

£ to stop.

fw///(;'
ln spite of sex and hands That max does not see

What Kind a,f wadness 18 this shsession?

gleps.
How can [ define with words that which [oan't wderstond.
[ keep eilont withoat achnowledping

But / ,fw/ even when
that Chere 18 comething in e that has X0 comparigon.



Friend, if by chance you have
taken this notebook between
your_hands you will Rnow be-
FJorehand that part o{ my life is
between them, I ask you as a
lawyer not to judge it, as a friend
to respect the tears written,

the hopes reborn and shut up the
secrets you discover.

And gfy you are not my friend,
close “it” gently secrets” are like

:?n;;’ts, when they are ripe they
all



iF D The shAbowis F CRIED FOR ygou
ADO D oy BEOROOM | LOVEeD gou

T s TOOAY WIhen The sun

P2 sShIDING ANDD My eyes ARE shining
BECAUSE | WIALK My OIn PACH.

fC's TCOOAY ThALC | REALlse

OF LiFe tTselF,

TbhALC t Love my PASCT

BUC t Love so much moReE

MY PRESENC.



The ﬂight of a bird resembles my dreams

who knows when my being will rest-on the branch
that chooses to tire me

and if the heig}\ts will be an unforgivame vertigo,
So- 1 will fmtl plea'swe, rest, huhger and thirst
on the man-made roads

In the tortuous mountains that inspire respect.
Mﬁ flight will never end, only my bedy

will change the colour of its feathers

and my wings will embrace more stars in the sky.









I wrote o few Iines of poetry

at a time I dont remember buck not oo far away

in Tt 1 spoke o gou of our ephemeral friendship

that has no bricks

nor bridges nor shared dreams.

When was the moment when I thought you were an angel
without wings?

How could I confuse so many emotions?

If T describe gou, you are no more than what you are,
f T discover you by my side I dont know what’s going on
I forget the forgetfulness, I remember the memories, I
dream again

the dreams that from €ime o time come back o life.
What unites us? I don"t know and I don think gou do
Magbe the only thing is my unexpected call

like my appearance hungry for freedom.

You are not my friend bk I love gou as If you were.

If youw'd only give a chance my hand I'd give gou

the stmplictty I honour, the song you lack,



IF | KNEW HOW TO WRITE MY VERSES

THEY WOULD SPEAK TO YOU OF BLLUE MOONS

ON IMMENSE GREEN SEAS

BATHED IN STARS WITHOUT LIGHT.

BUT | DON'T KNOW

HOW THE SYLLABLES ARE COUNTED IN THE VERSES
NOR WHEN A WORD RHYMES AT THE BEGINNING AND
WHEN AT THE END.

IF | KNEW HOW TO WRITE

MY LIFE WOULD BE EVEN GREATER

BECAUSE THOUGHTS BECOME ADULT

WHEN THEY ARE CARRIED OUT AND CAN BE COUNT-
ED.

BUT IT DOESN'T MATTEER

IF SOMEONE KNOWS HOW TO UNDERSTAND

AND ENJOY A MOMENT OF A BADLY WRITTEN VERSE,
A MEDIOCRE HAPPINESS

OR A TEAR THAT FAILS TO BREAK.




New race finds itself

At the point that is the junction of paths of

signs and languages.

Galloping arid lands recall in their blood la

scapes far from this South.

Semitic hours pass on the saddle of young

er.

New race that when looking at the sea dres
having seen it under a Mediterranean sun.

Singing in a language unknown today.

Moors, Turks, blacks, French or English, Catalans or Welsh.
Of you Moor, variable like me in Genesis

You're Turkish, you're black, you're Spanish or like me
Today you are Argentinian and tomorrow who knows.

New race still without a name, without its own unknown
origin,

You remember the mist, a place. an island lost in eternal
battles

Useless as crosses on your back your survival.

Tidy grey streets, superb, superb.

Astonishment hidden behind the ulcer of good manners.

Blue irony | discover mine.

New race your file begins in the New Testament

Like the cover of a book is the fresh earth barely open to other
lands.

It keeps you old pages some written by the open sky and the
true stone

By the absent breeze and the whistling wind. the dry word And
the revénqué pride of its strength.

And by the parsimonious walnut tree the same colour, fruit and

Other pages are interspersed. they are the ones listed here wr

ten with conscience

By the worked stone and the window painted with breeze

By the grey wind lost in the drawn labyrinth

And the word repeated in Shakespearean verse

By the cane companion of the harmonious gait

And by the most beautiful bird that is the first in the girl's house
New race thou shalt have an appellation for a time only,

For thy true name humanity, life.

Living wheel. eternal interbreeding Is, will be, was NEW RACE.
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TO THE DEVIL wiTH everYone 1 DON'T CARE ABOUT
TO HELL WITH €VERYTHING THAT HURTS US

WITH €VERYTHING THAT BLEEDS US

WITH €VEeRYTHING THAT INAKES IN€ CRY

WITH €VEeRYTHING THAT INVADES INE WITH LONELINESS.
AND WELCOME THE FALSCHOOD

THAT SAVES US FROIN STORIMS

AND THE COLDNESS THAT INAKES US WEAKLY STRONG
FALSELY STRONG IN THE FACE OF OTHER PEOPLE’S PAIN
WHICH IS OURS IN A WAY.

WeLcome THeN THE DARK LI

THAT HOLDS BACK REAL HATRED.

AND even IF OuUR LIFe

IS A HUMILIATION FOR OUR conscience

IT WILL ALL B WORTH IT BECAUSE

We WILL HAVE THE ReSPEeCT

OF THOSE WHO DO NOT HAVE IT FOR LIFe

THE STUPID €ENVY OF eMPTY BEINGS

AND We WILL MANAGE TO Be men

WITH €PHEINEGRAL FORTUNE.

BUT WHEN WILL | BE ABLE TO Love,

WHeN WILL | BE ABLE TO BE HAPPY

WITHOUT FEeLING SIALL AND VILe.



You are amazed at myy huumble wisdom
Which is neither so nor so

it is simphy what you see a path like so marty
towards a more fuamane world

is to - want to be oneself without Ges or labels

it is the possibility of drinking in any glass
the affection that gives a helping hand

the love that gives me the knowledge

that you are my brother.

You are astonished but T am even movre astonished
Wwhen I see what I wouldn't like and et it is
the loneliness that imhabits us,

the ambiguity of so many phrases that fawrt us.
I am amazed at the wars we don't dream of
and'we fight every day like little lead soldiers
all in a row armed-with powerfulfears

deaf to so many missiles made words
Imarvelat the sad and the beautiful,

at the dark and the starry night

and of the cloudy day a. to cry.

"We are astonished by looking

at oursetves without realising

that to be dazzled is not to ftve

but just savouring ouwr humanity.




Tad

is th full
al1aNnce

forgetful accountant

who loses listed papers

while my heart adds assets

happy memories of archived childhood
dusts off adolescence

and updates friendships.

My eyes struggle with existing liabilities
cry creditors of love

and discover to sadness

unpaid debts.

Today my busy soul

is my only patrimony

on which I count forever

it is the one that balances my assets and
liabilities

because the sum of them is me.
Tomorrow I must present this balance
sheet

without errors in the calculations
without cheating, without lies.




%}m&@gcﬁ%, MWJM
MWMWWMJWMMM

gt%%mm}&wm@fmmwﬂ@m%&m
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I@m%éﬁméa%w/m%ﬁy%.

the maodt wounded woméb.
%&%MW&%MWWW

that fissed my forehead, cared for my dhechs.

the hands that sheltered me when the cold was intense

in gpite of imagining that the lfe



TBELIEVE NSOV AND T BELIEVE INME
BECAUSE TWAS LOVED AND T LOVED
TWAS CARED FOR AND CARED FOR
THEY FORGAVE ME AND T FORGAVE
THEYLATEDWME AND T HATED

THEY FORGOT- ME AND T.RORGOT
THEY) ABANDONED ME AND 1 ABANDONED
THEY DENED VE AND T DENED

THEY TAUGHT ME AND T LEARNED
THEYLEDTOME AND I TOLDMY TRUTH
THEY BOUND ME AND T SET-ME PREE
THEY DIDNOT" LVE AND'YeT 1 EXIST.
THAT'S WS T GELIEVE INUOU),
BELIEVE N WE.
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Moy myg smile Iight op yoor heouse
ond my tedrs be d river in govr soul.
Yoour silence will see
where to rest Iin my drmehair
csllowing ygovr goze
the indifference of losing itself
withoeot coaring dbesvt my presence.
While Kk will weter the flowers
thoat have been planted in my oattic
where the sen
has been able te teke its sieste.
Bleong the wey will come the man
wheoe has Known how te Kkneow me
with few werds dnd meanyg glances.
With whom I have ledrned teo love pecce
ond Tike a King with bis princes
will contain the inneocence
the childish bretality of existing
thoat ouor love
has given s in the freoit of lives
thoat seeon witheet redlising it
will have Ilecdrned

what we have been dble to tecch them.
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I would Iike to malke love
Lo Jou...

tollifteyentifinlivgts
without being Ghe it love

even e joy s continsed in tears
Iwaniomakeloyelioies

as [ malkellowe fto you

with sincerity witheut pretending
Nalked| woitth oy soull

Lyimg i your peace

wrappped in Hhe winidwind off the senses,
to)knoygilra@lifamtawoman

vt Jife amdl wiith you



HERE ARE MY FEELINES

TARE TIHEM OR LEAVE TTHEM

IF YoYU TARE THEM, TAXE CARE OF TIHEM

IF YoU LEAVE THEM, PO [T~ CAREFULLY
WITIHOUT MURTING TTHEM

SO THAT OTHERS MAY TAKE TIHEM.

You SHALL HAYVE IN BOTH CASES AN OPEN HEART
WITHH TIHE NOEILITY WITIH WIKICH & Ve oY
THE SHAPOW OF MY ANCIENT S

AN WITIH YOUR SOUL YOU WILL TELL ME

THE COLOUR OF YOUR HANPS

REMINPING YOURSELF THAT WE LOSE NOTHING
LOOKING INT© EACH OTIHER'S EYES

LETS CARESS THE AR,

I DOESNT MAT TER IF YOU TARE

THEM OR LEAVE TIHEM THE REAL THING IS FIRIENP
ANP TIHE LSOY OF NOT HAVING HURT EACH OTIHIEE

Nl




Poetry that if I think of you you don’t bloom on my lips
You will subtly find me

when my voice falls asleep

in the feeling that overflows from my soul.

And I can’t rent you I'm not a professional in my art
nor do I seek to be in this world

because I am a survivor

of this war that nobody knows when it started
searching inside the hearts

a sincere verse, a true colour, anything

that sometimes tells us I exist and it is not 1n vain.
That’s why I can't sell you poetry

I can only meet you alone

so that you can help me decipher the beat inside me.
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THANK YOU ELISEO SUBIELA FOR
THE DARK SIDE OF YOUR HEART.

Pieces of my encounter in you

modelled in movements

dressed in harmless madness without simplicity
spun one to the other drinking them in a warm liquid
with anaesthetised passion

the newly created world invades me.

While you play at being thousands

you wander in my poetry

appropriating my search

telling me in another voice that is not yours

¢¢j] do not forgive him under any pretext,
and I am in that 1 am irreducible

that he does not know how to fly’’.

a wise poet said it.

| tell you instead that your question is mine,

the one that without written words you suggest in the
light that is in a hurry to be a shadow.

Who assures us that we know how to fly?

(Excerpt from the film “The Dark Side of the Heart”
1992)



Calculations so variable that they

fall into the most intimate unpredictability

Unpaved road

that I seek in the walk without

knowing the final destination

Feelings that become flesh

on my feet And I no longer try to deny

Bridges to be made

between my soul and reality
All of them ae my today ad

I don't really know

ones will be my choice tomorrow



I’@ SOZI knelh PBThat her eyes shoused wme
BGhe forgobten Eendervess

in Bhe dearest hauds

CGhat® need for one

responsibiliBy Bhat love gives us
An awskuwdarduness feur fromw us
cared for by Bhe weaberncl face
And sitting on Bhe Gelevision
she loocks at we sweill

usiBh her catlike eyes

her lHLEEle pdUss

huweanly

rested

Awd 1 recognise wysellf

as yesterdeay c child

waarvelling

by Bhe existence

o€ anocther living being.



THEY LISTEN TO YOU, yOU SPEAK

TRYING TO SEPUCE TRUST:

YOU HOPE AND WHO CAN OF LS

UNDERSTAND WHY YOU DD IT

CLOAKING YOUR ASTONISHMENT IN REASON
AND UNPERSTANDING.

THEY TELL YOU STORIES, YOU LISTEN,

YOU GUIPE THE TALE

COMPLEMENTING STRENGTH AND SOFTINESS
TRYING EVEN WITH BLUNDERS
AND YOU ARE SEEN IN'YOUR GESTURES

THAT PONT PRETEND TO BE THE PROTAGONIST
AND YOUR ANGER CONTAINED IN THE SILENCE
IMPOSED BY RESPECT

SO AS NOT 7O SHOLT

~ LIVE FVEN IF-WE HAVE 7O FIGHT

TO STOP THAT IRRESISTIBLE DEATH.

THAT DECEIVES THEM WITH A FINAL FACE.
THEY LISTEN TO YOU

BECAUSE THEY NEED SOMEONE TO SPEAK TO THEM,
YOU SPEAK BECALSE YOU WISH

THATA FEW CAN HEAR YOU.

THEY TALK TO YOU BECAUSE WE ALL NEED
SOMEONE TOLISTEN. TO US



my lifec ir @ boat today
ars yesterday it was a bird.
a trcec. @ road to be madec

and tomorrow it will be what it shovuld be-
my boat isr sronall 1 am Ieft in the harbor
oricrs.

Jost friendrs. st
ycars thaot will be memoriers.
and tcars make me slip
I°m afraid to fall as 1 7Y goodbyc-
omes bi9
dream’s

But my boat bec
when | nccommodote projccts.
future love’s-

they arc 70 cethercal that only tomorrow
they will matcerialize.
€xcusc me |l must lcave my boat

flicsr ot anchor
on an unknown path.

actually




Today-you — Aask s for HMlmore
thaneess whots iS5 = offered
You havelostthereason formycoming.
Youwantthewholesky full of sunshine
but®E,oyu™ don’'t=seemmto B know
of ™ the - existence "of =the®Mnight.
You llwere™ born m and M |ike™ ¢
childllll youll necedlll cverything.
There are no times or roles or places,
No secrets and no separate times.
| cannot N give puumam VOU,
understand M what =is " not=inmme.
Formyou mwho = today = are—two
and mmm you ===mwaont mmm to == share
whaot s only M belongs == to == you.
Today voulll ask = for = more,
morelllll than mm o = daughter



ho

e Way and other
of you in another

You ma
think of you in o
people who think

way-
and other people who think diskser-
ently about you
think disserently than the sirst group
and neither of them can
sully describe you as you are
same

or love you or hate you in the

way-
And then you can tell yourseli

you are truly

always yourseli.




Jaday J discevered a lie,
ane of many
nao ane will love without time o1 space

Ne Cove waits without pramise,
etennity does not exist for him.

Tt needs to live in pains and in éne
it dies slowly

ta be rweborn in twao.
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Good morning Oream of an instant

@Dfat joy in your eyes

though your lips murmur melancholy.

L don't know if you stay, go or are alone

L just enjoy the moement when you come.
Goodnight Dream it seems you're leaving
without a why of another dream you'll Ge.
@-eo%oqe Z want to tell you but T keep quiet
because I feel that another day

gou'/l come Back.
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CatamarcaiIgloyedfyou
andgyouRwercRunfaithful
todayighaveRwoundshthativearRyourgname
andffothershtoos

IRlovedRyouRbutRwhengigsa

id¥fs00doye

Eﬂ@@fhﬁﬂ@t@@lﬁhﬂﬁﬂﬂ[@@w
becauseRyoulishowedRyourseligwhole

M%EME\J@E

thatRyourNchild

it hRyourRbeautics!
wiithRyourkyesterday

"ﬂ]gm@m

eriest

EG]] W

withiyourlsilhouettesgongtheRho
withWaRfuturcRthatiwill§heNaysreyMcity?

lIgsoongforget

201!
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F THEY WILL BE ABLE TO MINE THE FIELDS, . .
‘ SILENCE FOR MORE THAN AN INSTANT ' ::I(‘ .
THE MOST BEAUTIFUL SONGBIRDS : :_
TO SULLY THE MOST PRECIOUS COLOURS - -

Li ¥ OF ANY _PAINTER

e I,
oL
IMPRISONTHE MOST VIVID MEMORIES ) i&
TO LET'A CHILD’S TEARS FALL ; : "T"'
DENY THE MOST. AWAITED CARESS. 1 _
BUTTHEY CAN NEVER KILL DREAMS i# ‘ -
THEY KNOW HOW TO FIND THE LIGHT / &,
OR ENCOURAGE THE SUICIDE OF HOPE
- SHE ALWAYS LIVES
NOR CAN THEY SILENCE/THE AS’I‘()\‘ISH“I"N’I‘,‘*{‘ &
OF A DRIZZLE ON THE WINDOW.
'l‘ll]*Y CA\Y DO MANY THINGS BUT MORE CAN . _' #

b . " Lo

. /3
$ ;Ln«;.,.k 3
!1- ~
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Words

You ynibe souls

You sepdrcte desbinies
In Biwme you dre born
You Ylee disloyedl.

Word

Don’B overflow uselessly
On wmy lips

Arises in Pecdce

end for my love.



a few thousand photos

And advice that once
disregarded

But I will let you hear them in a surprise.

Those days will come when you need

them.
I leave you some dreams fulfilled
A future with almost no ups and downs.

Don’t blame yourself or feel anguish for

what you didn’t do.

Everything was as it should be.

| take with me days,
months and years

filled with sweet memories
and sincere words.

Go on with your life ahead

With the dreams you sowed, the
future that awaits you.

| take the harvest with me

Proud to see you

my greatest delight,

the satisfaction of the task
accomplished.

You’ll discover me perfect and forget
my imperfections

You will see all my successes

built on mistakes.

After the tears

memories will remain.

Treasure them, be thankful for

for having them

Don’t be angry because life goes on
around you.

That’s the way it should be.
I’m off to other adventures.
adventures.

With my soul in its right place.
You must illuminate even more
your days
Learn all you can
about life.

You’'ll let me go one day when
you're ready.

And there will be peace in your
eyes.

After you discover me,

you will discover yourself.



eome lo me

mem%é daughtors of tho air
mwmmwﬂ

tiredness cloded to useless haste
m m/m&
WWWWWM
O)% WMMWW%
MMMWW

o G



J want to find myself without stories,
without pasts

without inherited tears.

J want to find myself

in a place in my heart

to greet me in a friendCy way

and chat with me

coffee after coffee to feep

what is already worn out from 80 much uge
digcover the Latent under my skin,
feel my carth Geneath my feet.
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Oblivion- TOTAL-I turn back

L CET L (4 now=-old- BUSCO ALEO MAS

Go Eo-FORGET ME- LIFE.oream
I WANT YOU OUT- TOMORROW

& donCewanlle-Calk- NOT TODAY

X cannot spean- Y EO | ERRDAY

I hide my handwriting- RiDDLES

D Glll lL “TAKE ME TO YOUR WORLD

Wam Ceqelt oo me woe
Wd‘g‘ff[fﬁ HIDE ME IN YOUR CLOTH

POI“T mE TO in silence

¥ daor closes
Tbe earntt omaves
e sby cracks
e noads evade
Py bodey trembles.
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Art]ianfec xprerrionfofllifc)

[ Ay @ ey &4 tealing and cacsiing) 03
Itlizlthcle xclamationfoflithatjuwhich
thatimakeZlunvibrate
InfpainforliTnmenzcljoy
ItlizlthelrearchliforlGeauty
injthelinviziblc)

toimalicclitfrcal
infournitimmclandlisypaces
ArtlidthatlinzZtant
capturcdlfromilifc
Gutlitlizinotllifc)itzclF
ItliJalpartloflouric RiZstencC
Ncithergdmorclnoricrrlimmportant

Itlizinotlthclprimmaryfobljjective
cflhumanity
Itlidpecrhapylthclpurestic xpression
cflourifcelingws
Butlifluweldolnotllivelournhumanity
infalllitZfaypccty,

IflthclartiztfdocinotiaddihimnyclF
tolthclerirstenccloflhiZipcery,
Helhazinothingltolzay)
andlhiZdworidizlanifemptincrs,
shhatlinltimmclcraZcwlits



Coloured mornings

in an open sky

that becomes a homeland
In the absent eyes seem to be
the afternoons of mate

In the Indian land
longed-~for solitude

that is not a tear

it is the conscience

of my existence

the nights of stars

the dirt roads

lined with shadows

with their mysteries
intertwined with nature.



MYSTERIDUS PATH OF LEARNING TO LOVE
TO LOVE. TO FEAR AND TO LEAVE
THE FIRST THREE VERBS WE LEARN TO CONJUGATE
PERHAPS BECAUSE THEY ARE THE LAST DNES WE LEARN TO USE
TO LOVE- MOM- DAD. YOU'RE NOT THERE. MY LOVE DON'T DESTROY ME
TO LOVE - STRANGE VERB - WILL COME OF PEACE, OF SEA. OF LIME?
LOVING IS ABOUT SILENCING THE \MPDSSIBLE
WHAT IS SEEN [N THE VAIN ATTEMPT TO EXTINGUISH
THE FIRE THAT IS ONE IN SPITE OF ONESELF.
DESIRE - TO BE HIM. TO ENTER INTO HIML AS HE ENTERS ME.
T0O VIOLATE - HER SOUL WITH THE MDST TENDER SONG OF MY EYES
WITH THE AGBRESSIVENESS OF THE WATER THAT FALLS LIKE A WATERFALL
LIKE A SHEET FROM THE SEA THAT RESEMBLES OR IS MY BED.
TO FEAR - TO WANT - TO DRINK THE REMEDY
WILL IT BE THE CURE DR THE PDISDN?WHERE AM 1ZWHO AM 1?
WHD ARE YOU? WHAT DO YOU WANT?
THIS IS HOW THE MOST FEARFUL VERB BEGINS TO BE CONJUGATED
WHY ITIS UNBEARABLE - TEMER - NO SE-NO QUIERD CONJUGARTE
TO KNOW - THE BLEEDING WOUND AND DENY IT WITH THE STRENGTH
OF THE SOUL
THAT FIGHTS THE COLDEST WAR NOT TO DIE IN THE ATTEMPT
T0 GO ON WITH LYING FLAGS.
LEAVING- REAL SUNLIGHT ON MY FACE WITHOUT CRYING
ARRIVING- DARK LONELINESS IN MY BED WITHOUT PRESENCE.
T0 DIE- TO SLEEP
TO LOVE- TO FEAR OR TO LEAVE
CONJUGATED ABGAIN AND AGAIN IN A THOUSAND WAYS
DRESSED IN EACH FAGE LOVED OR HATED.
TO LOVE - THE FIRST ROOT FROM WHIGH MY LIFE WAS BORN.
LIFELESS IN THE BEGINNING DF NOTHINGNESS.
TO FEAR- THE SECOND ROOT ANCHORED IN TIME
THAT PASSES LEAVING MEMORIES. DREAMS AND HOPES.
TO LEAVE - THE THIRD AND LAST STATION WHICH 1S FIRST
N THE WHEEL OF VERBS.
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I BTTIE MNTRERY AANYEIRIR [RANINY
SWIFFRRING NUGLETT [FIRITERNTDS
IDISAN PRI BCOTITION [FIBAV R [HONIE U RNIBESS
CGCOODIBYE IPHICONIE RIBJTRCTITIORY
SIBARCIE! NOTTHETINE JOWIRKRIERY
TIANSTHE @OF IBIKDOID GAN UL

COUD [BXTPTIY [ETBATT

MRIBWUID IDALT IRBECOIER
VISIONARY [BENIWIEEMTNEYED [IDOIOTT
IBEO® IWIEHETT [HTES

RBASOLN WOCATIICRY [TRATTNY
IRIBVIRRITES IDIRIBANTIS

IDIRBANTS [TH WUSHON

IRIBANWITRY IRASSIION THRAVER

IBORNY TRD GIBO\Y TKD IDIIE
IB\VIRIRDY T T YE A INIOSTT WO TGS
TIOIDANY TRONODIRIRTNY NANYTEIE




M

og rancour silence
The fog weighs and its voluminous confusion | notice the ran-
cour
that arises in the listless silence
is my anger symbaol of my pain,
erent that becomes night among friends
And the lovelessness born of fear recognised in this my saoli-
tude
Makes me say out loud - goodbye.
VLhang up the phone that rejects my call
In which | sought to possess nothingness
It was a short trip without taste,
the port to which | returned mixed gall and blood.
from the past one from the present the other
my heart is cold almost empty.
| wander through Freudian lyrics,
by the brushstroke of a not so crazy madman
with Catalan moustaches.
| remember the most romantic and famous poems
of an unknown Becqger.
Who Seeks Love is for some
a visionary in the land of utopias
for others an enlightened man who recognises the source
of all that is beautiful and unique
and for me sometimes I'm just an idiot.
It is my ego that pretends to print on the white paper what it
lives.
It is a drop of human light that | sow on my canvas.
It's lies that | tell to cover the weakness of my being.
There are plenty of reasons in my existence
Vocation of being a human being among so much pain.
Sunsets of dreams | would like to share,
dreams | would like to realise.
And the illusion in the meantime hits me again and againgand
again.
Reality has so many faces but its passionate effect
of feeling the blood running through our veins teagsfisfapait
at each birth of ourselves.
There is no growth if onggdaesihioknaw the mogtianylends
Everythingdfaccept to Seeftoltauchlanditolfeelilalmostisay,










Rest my little clown mask

I discover my slanied brown eyes

with their ieminine mystery

My lips smile hali-open

without irony without harsh silences
With their soit pink and natural colour.
My waist is outlined

and my legs are iree

My hands play with abstract air

that 1ives In them

And my hair makes sense again.

The Image changes

without losing the past strength

It Is only clothed In the soit cloth Kept.
This new present 1ollows its path
common (o all.

My loyal steps want to build

Quiet mornings of mate and toast
Laborious afternoons of the future
Evenings o1 peaceiul chats

Early mornings of known passion

and renewed to the future I go,
Knowing what will be my treasure to adore.






CANM DREAHFAS FLY AS HIGH
AMD AS FRAST

AS THE HOST INTREFID BPIRD
CAMNM AR TERR

TREAYEL AH EHDLESS

OF EHDLESS FOOTFPFRINMTS
CAKNM THE SKY COHTHIHN
HILLIOMNS OF CLOUDS

OF INCREDIBLE

AMD UNIGUE SHRAFPES.

AN HAH WiIH THE HRRDEST
BRATTLES WITH HIHSELF.
HITH HIHSELF

CAMNM EYES READ THARAT WHICH
15 UHNNRITTEHN

AMD 50 CAM BE

SO0 HANHY THIHGS .






If silence had hands

How many bodies would find peace

If looks were accompanied by music

How simple it would be to envelop the air.

If footsteps could speak

New verses and tangos would be born.

If the lips had the gift of reason

How many struggles would cease to be struggles
If arms were chains

How unbreakable love would be

If my strokes were a path to follow

Destiny would not be a mystery to be made.

If so many things were otherwise

If our history were not what it was

We would not be us.

If the smoke of my cigarette were simple air and not poison.
If the ghosts of the past were a tale like

others of my grandmother’s.

If love didn’t have so many faces

How simple it would be to recognise its essence.
If it were reality all this would begin to change.



(FYE VIANDERER ROCIER (W MEMORY
WINNINGNDIRSINGHNEQUARIEASYRE
CAMHEING ON UNGEAINYY (Y SEAREH OF SEQURIY
UOSING MSER AN MANY (FINDING MYSENR,

() ONEOCE THOSE WorEN VWD GIVE oY
SOMETING TO TS AIZOVT

D (OVE OR HAE VHIGIOUN (RUIRIHER A0

AND I DONT DAY MYSELR

AIETHONGH SOMETMES MY (FREEDOM MRS ME
AND MY DERARIBNEES SO EIERAAL,

(RIETRIER (N VAN D GET OUIF OF MY MIND
NTHE EBWR

TO SUENOE MY (REEUNES
INIPAINTINESANDIROETRYATRINIVATAS

& MY NAIRETD SHIVE

0 PERMANENIE DONFT CNBYY WY (B (40 ST
AR SSOLISANIINIEVARTISTAKES
ITHARNK GORFOR SO MUK CONRRERIGNER



Iin e distamee yom villl recogmise e fime amit fin {he v e fadling
Iin (fime yom will recagise yoursdl
Woulwilllknowpyounlimitsfandiyoursfiniteness

Wive essemee Tt you e fis mot yous, it fs af your gandler
Aityem vl veline eray minmie (maming it finio ciamiii
Iouthavejtaughtimelsojmuchtandyouldonjitknowfeyenthing)l{donyiawan3
Thefinconmrdiensiim afadkmowilzilying the fsdling amnd vl nmding i
sihe)pityfofibeinghwhaidwelnevergwaniedtandisunvivel
giheldisappointmentofibelieving)loyelcapablelofihealing;
anyawoundibypmakingjusibettery
ezt e one wio lores s Wl

e meamess almol FEressing vt s
Justandiplungesjusjintojmeaninglessness]

Tielifilien Tifing Tial canmat e Shoum hecanse mo ame
Cangiiundenstandisuchiuselessjloneliness]

e mmilore aflimsiing anesdilamil fie odars
Willinglyfandyunwillinglyg
pihe)vicelihafyivesjusimornelofiwhatwelleas tineed;

Wi pramisaniy ol sdliing cunsdives ftur a coule
ofinoiesjinithelhieafofiihelsireet
ofitheJonewholliesJA¥minutefofipleasurel

Yoou trnglitt me fin &l s fime
\WiadmygtiuthiwasSimygpassionSmyjloyel

ginelinu thfof(eyenyfdaygihia@whernellsmiireelojbelmysels
Tleamiing firom mmy mitstaies oalking fur & mew wey
prollivelevenyaieagandievenyglaughiwithtallisincenitya
Eving & femilar Iiss, leiiing mysdlgo fin a Sea of camesses,
shwuliing outt finjinstice
plodfighidforgsomethingleventoncelaldayfevenyfday

‘e fiwilh Ties my meanile, My rooks, my fiemds, my love
prollivelwithithemtandileanniiojbeargthedwrongs
0)laughtat{eriticismy

Amitfo tale erany nisee dladlice and mat losefit



THE BALANCE 15 INEVITABLE
TO GO THROOUOGH TIME.
TO FIND THE LESSONES
ALREADY LEARNED
TO REMEMBER HAVING BEEN. TO
RECOGNISE STAGES
TO MEET AGAIN THE SOAKED
DREAMES
WALK THROUOGH MEMORY
TO FEEL DISTANTLY
DEEP FEELINGS-
TO REACH TODAY
WITH THE SOFT
SADNESS
OF HOLDING IN MY HANDS YEARS
GONE BY AND sO LONG LIVED.-
1AM WHAT I WANTED
TO BE AS A CHILD
AND I KNOW THAT
WHEN THE TIME COMES AGAIN
1 WILL BE THE OLDER WO M-AN
THAT TODAY AS A YOONG GIRL 1
DREAM WILL BE-



Srecdom that $'se defended

you oo much by bringing you
into my bife

Sn my time, my dreams, in my path.

in her immensce Bands,

in your okin bathed in sunchine.
Sreedom olary in my heact

bive swith my fove.



I’m looking for a love that reflects

With the tranquillity of the khown

And without the scare of adventure
Falling in love with the routine

Of familiar kisses

And the predictable embrace

With the certainty that there is a future
Immense, human,

Of misencounters and encounters sought.
WVWhat is love if not loyalty

Of being pure in every glance

The frankness of being

One and two at the same time

The greys to shade them in every anger
To remember that love exists

In spite of the tears

Of words spoken without thinking

With forgiveness on the lips

Without losing the will to love

Falling in love every day

Of the being that grows by our side

And not khowing how different

From the one we knew long ago.
Searching for the reason before midnight
That warms our souls

To never deny a kiss

To leave old age in her company

Longing together for the peace of a home
A life of two

Sustaining the humanity

of our children

those of our womb and those of our soul.
Loving simply one love.
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TIME OF LIGHT

IN YOUR ANGELIC GAZE

[ BET MY SOUL ON THIS LIFE

(F I WIN | LOSE IT DOESN’'T MATTER
DEATH COMES

AND TAKES THE PRIZE.

THAT'S WHY | BET EVERYTHING

ON THIS DAY

THAT BEGINS EVEN THOUGH

BEING GREY AND RAINY

BECAUSE NOTHING ASSURES ME
THAT SHELTERING IN MY DEN

WILL BRING ME SUNSHINE

THE ANGRY WIND

THE CALM BREEZE

A SUMMER NIGgHT

OR AN AUTUMN EVENING.

MAYBE I'LL BE BRANDED UNCONSCIOUS
BUT I'M USED TO

TO DENY REASONS

AND ENDURE MY PASSIONS.

['LL BET MY SOUL THAT EVERY TIME I'VE
DONE SO

EVEN WHEN I'VE BEEN WRONG

['VE SUCCEEDED (N LIVING

THE WAY | WANT TO.






Let me, my life, land on this earth.

To leave behind my intrepid flights

Torest atlast

On the warmth of my affections

with time as master of my days and nights,
Working unhurriedly,

with the anxieties already calmed.

With the anxieties already calmed,

In the art and consciousness of living.
Reflecting myselfin tranquillity.

Walking even in the silence.

My world recreated and to be made.

Enough of passions with no future, my heart.

I have a sea of anecdotes to paint,

And describe rivers of small and big struggles.
I still have to fight in this painful but mine land.
And flying seems selfish to me.

Indifferent to millions of realities

That can, but what can 1 say!

They are also my reality.



Buenos Aires

you are mine again

in its entirety

Without your astonish-
ment

behind my memories
Freedom of the sad soul
What seeks to revive in
ashes

I no longer fear to walk
In the streets

Because I know

I won'’t find him And I’m back to being my
Dividing my heart own master again
into a jigsaw puzzle With my bohemian music
I can walk through you My paintings to do
Love to wait for again
With the illusion
of being happy

In a home where the sun
Does not ask permission
to enter.
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How do I make the world non-hostile to me and recreate my own world where I can
recreate my own world where I can take refuge in myself?

I find this reality unbearable, this reality that attacks me mercilessly,

Invisibly, silently and without stopping.

How can I escape from this siege created around me?

This one that I myself, brick by brick, have built

denying me another peace, once so much my own.

Stop this relentless spinning!

I want to get off!
...to write verses, to look at the world from afar,
to regain the certainty that something eternal lives in me.
How can I stop fighting a war I didn’t choose?
That of being the same in what I want,
to be different even without originality
with no one listening to my words
or marvelling at my shadow.

Let the world go on without me! Please!

I YIELD TO YOU MY LITTLE PLACE OF FAME AND FUTURE GLORY
THE BEAUTY THAT MY YOUTH TOOK, AND EVEN MY NAME,
MY DEEDS | GIVE AWAY, AND TAKE WITH ME:

MY DEFEATS LOVED, BUT MINE AS MY SILENCES;

MY DREAMS, MY POEMS AND MY DRAWINGS;

MY AFFECTIONS OF BLOOD AS OLD AS WINE
AND OF THE NEW HUNGER OF LIFE.

[ KEEP FROM THE WORLD TO SUBSIST HONESTLY,

MY MATE, MY BOOKS, SOME SONGS, MY MORNINGS,

MY DAYS AND MY SHADOWS.

THE DEAD | HAVE BURIED AND THE LIVING | HAVE BEGOTTEN.

I PROTECT MY SOUL FROM THE MISERIES OF OTHERS
AND I FIGHT WITH MY OWN, WHICH I'LL NEVER EVER OVERCOME.
I BREAK THE TIES WITH THE IMPOSED REALITY!
LET THE WORLD RUN - I’'M GETTING OUT!
WITHOUT PRIDE, | SWEAR IT, WITH THE MOST SINCERE HUMILITY.

IF YOU ONLY KNEW HOW VULNERABLE I AM.

Dopdr
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Years will pass and my words
will die little by little

Silence will he more present
andinnocence will cease to be poetry.
Endless will be the wait
foraverse difficult tobe born
Sowounded amlindreaming
that life becomes tooreal for me
toweave melodiously

feelings into words,
reflectillusions

as dreams are drunk
Andwalkinpeace

towards my decided destiny.









The last great gesture of love

towards our children

is to keep silent, without reproach
without reproach oy complaint,

with loving patience

and the ineffable wisdom

of earned old age.

Who can deny them

to live their own mistakes

to walk the paths they choose,

dare to dictate their destinies?

Ido notdare

I am neither judge, nory God, nor party
in this matter of their lives.

They have a right of their own,

as I had over my life.

I chose, I decided, I denied, I took, I took
away,

I gave as often as anyone.

I repented, I blamed myself

and mourned my mistakes

I enjoyed and toasted my successes.

I loved, I hated, I forgave and I was for-
given

so many times that I lost count

Who am I to keep score

of their lives?

Living one’s own life is hard enough
let’s be kind to ourselves

let’s not give ourselves more work

than we deserve.
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What secrets death hides behind its veil.

A month, two months, your absence is lingering

Tears already have visiting hours.

| look for you, | miss you, | find you, | reinvent you.

| seek to control eternity. mould it like clay,

move the stars trying another destiny.

| rummage through history for myths

and legends to make you immaortal.

And | lose my humility trying to convince God

to keep us together even in death.

If the love that is born on earth dies on earth,

| deny my mortality and plead with the universe

for our immartality.

And yet | fear losing you. not being able to find you

in the immensity of the heavenly realm,

That your love belongs to another

and | have to deal with it without time or space

aching in the loneliness of loving you forever.

| ask for freedom for your weary soul

but my heart does not desist from tying you in chains to me
because tied to you | want to die

and live a thousand times for eons.

If | have to come back to life

| wonder haw I'll do, even if | forget you

my soul will always remember that it lived

a great and unique lave.

| will love knowing that you are not you

but an involuntary reflection of my heart.

I'll know without knowing that it's not the one | loved.
Unsatisfied the heart will have an emptiness impossible to fill
and if | find you unaware of the past.

| pray ta have the same will that | have had to wait for you
to see you, to fight for you.

| beg you to feel me, and without knowing why

your soul is certain that | am the one you were waiting for.






UN LOCO SIN CESAR DE SEGUNDOSen que elijo EL VALOR DE MIS RECUERDO.

mientras la noche llega.PIENSO en la guerra que es la vidaY LA INFANCIA en las vueltas
que damos ENTRE LETRAS Y MOMENTOS ocultandonos entre ellos.
ESPERO que la poesia surja AUN EN LA CEGUERA. m

DIME que hay dentro mio EN ESTE BAR DE POETAS. vuelve atras, BUSCA LEJOS en los
suefios con el CORAJE de preguntar AL CIELO como un amigo DESDE LAS SOMBRAS
cual es el vuelo QUE DEBO ANIMARME a vivir entre miles de vidas. ESCRIBI UNOS
VERSOS como SI SUPIERA esta NUEVA RAZA rebelde a la que pertenezco.

a7}

AL DIABLO CON TODO LO MALO déjame la humildad y que MI MENTE acepte

LA MUERTE pero creyendo atn.

SABOREANDO MIS LAGRIMAS que el tiempo ES UN RIO iluminado que SE FUNDE
en la rueda del amor. AQUI TIENES MIS SENTIMIENTOS y mi poesia AUNQUE ME
NIEGUES. si buscas ENCONTRARAS EL SENTIDO, m

AQELLA VIEJA PELICULA DE LOS OCHENTA que me hizo calcular las variables DE MI
VIDA . si pudieras escucharte VERIAS EL BARCO QUE SOY y no me pedirias mas de lo
que hay TAL VEZ encuentres una mentira O RUINAS QUE ESCONDEN un suefio tras
montafas y caminos. EL TIEMPO en aquella Catamarca DONDE LA VIDA de los indios

SE HA PERDIDO. m




WORDS ONE SOULS, you will discover me in old age, they are STORIES and with the
passing of time THE FORGETTING will be total. THE WAY WILL BE a dream OF LIGHT
ARISING from the unconscious in an UNBELIEVABLE ETERNITY of the living centre of
LENDING MAGIC.

AMID FOGS art will be tomorrow THE WAY to learn to love.

THERE IS NO GRAIN NOR BURN NOR PAIN, fog, rancour or silence THAT MAKES
A DREAM IMPOSSIBLE . time seeks time TO REST AND LIVE AGAIN TO FLY AND
BE MORE BEAUTIFUL. silence will have hands AND MEMORY ROOTS . in the distance
THE BALANCE will be good, FREEDOM will be in hearts LIVING WITH LOVE which

will be reflected in spite of everything IN LIFE ITSELE.

I HANGED eternity with its TIME OF LIGHT getting used to it and ALLOWING ME in
this BUENOS AIRES to see RUNNING WOLVES looking for I don't know what in their
TURNING

INCANSABLE AND HOSTILE the years will pass and SOMETHING INSIDE ME asks
GOD FOR HUMILITY to give THE LAST GESTURE OF LOVE in spite of death and its
secrets.
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