
 
What if I turn? 

 
 
 
What if I turn just on account of a smile? 
  The mad dogs of memory 
that attack me 
under the watchful silk of the tumbling water of time 
would become light with a thousand mocking effigies… 
and I would think I was free. 
 I shake 
my clumsy jewel in the wind of the horizon 
 and think I’m smiling. 
 To be the human being on a cross. 
Some crazed wilted vegetal leaves keep turning… 
 
 What city 
where the winds groan 
 begs me 
with a strange indecisive rocking? 
 Who’s dancing while I suffer? 
 who sings while I scream? 
I want to give its verity 
 to this, my own face 
I want them to call me by my name 
 not disguised in a foreign form 
I want finally to know myself 
right in the midst of my own blood and the plagues 
of my immeasurable naked solitude. 
But 
The flowers I want to smell escape me 
But 
The fruit I taste knocks my head off. 
But 
when I leave this city my hands and heart are empty, 
with the mortal wound 
of a universe living from its death. 
 
 And I’ve cried at the top of my lungs 
 my rebellion to die. 
 I’ve turned my back to the clearing, 
 now I return to the first tree of my life. 



 
 The eyes and the land 
that lead away to the depths of their dark jungle 
I don’t know any more if they still exist 
buried under the snow of my exile. 
Unknown 
noisy about my quartered hopes, 
I defy the sky 
 with accepted scandal. 
And the solitary bird of the forests, dead, 
before the birth in my thoughts 
of other thoughts, 
and the stones, 
and the men, 
and the gone and the missed and the impatient youths, 
none has known me. 
  Now 
my new station 
(is beyond goodbye) 
has taken the road of slow cloud banks 
within the slip of their lazy lies. 
 And that being I think I am 
 comes and goes, sees, dreams, 
 and strays 
in itself until it reaches the silence 
 of that lost child. 
Splattered lace of joy. 
 Words 
 all the words of men 
burned in the fire of their hearts. 
 And then the child 
again picks up the solitary card game of the world. 
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