
The watchmaker 

He came!
Now that the city is no more a strapping bull
and the sky has arrived in many bodies already made of tuff
anxieties and lights have disclosed during these days
of troubled, uncanny mood -
days lacking the working tools
and the wall-dimming roundabout.
I had never heard so many birds in this season,
the silence of the still roundabout lets their songs rise.
The leaves are not yet blooming from the branches
But you can feel the trees are fine.
He came to make us put our hands
inside ourselves, to look down there
at the dusty doll you never talked to,
and at your father that you used as a spear,
look at your son, and your family
hidden with you in the universe,
the bones eroded by the waiting on the top floor of the silent city.
No, it is not an occasion that will make us better people,
the watchmaker is here to fix the time,
and you empty city now learn to feel empty,
and you who used to wander now stay still.
And everybody coming to terms with the Angel and Demon
we host, everybody at home
bent to cultivate our fields,
locked in the human adventure
without deception, and in our daily routine
always a step before death.

So, no matter what you expected yesterday, 
nor what one has ever expected,
it is worth learning these days
by listening to one’s heart.
There is a newscast to listen carefully,
it is our body’s and in this listening you feel better,
you find the barrier to light pains,
the only ones we know;	
We are dying and healing, now.
Now it is really glaring and it is no global matter:
it is just a matter of how you will fit your chin, your ribs,
of how you will set your lips towards others’
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