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1. 

The necessity of the day. The incident of the hours in the 
single ray. 

The anxiety of what’s expected is fleeting. Milky, pink light 
of humid dawns—it all seems distant now.

2. 

The January sun impregnates the air with arid ardor. 
I want to start over. It’s an exercise of abstention—to 

develop the sensibility of the air.
“the song of the pines”—as Darío says.
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3. 

Days when the sun opens a dense, somber cloak. And the 
imaginary rain is like a sheet of tinplate. 

Still, sniper of Sundays, I launch myself into the cry of  
the birds. 

Thinning grass. 
I’m drunk on the moon, on the names of grievances.
Silence falls: my mountain, my tower.

4. 

It’s the afternoon which is eternal, which places melancholy 
on our eyelids, which sinks me into this tide of spaces.

The relative point is the veil of pain. I cannot walk anymore 
save between trees.

“Are you new to the invisible bridge?” they say. 
Transform me, my love, make me grow in the perishable, in 

the death of my infancy. 
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5. 

The shape is the cycle of the moon.
I breathe oblivion through your blue eye.

6.

Turning and turning. A crazy illusion and the fear of loss. 
I don’t rest because the gifts have masks. I’m kept up by fate.

I break away in the vertigo, in the suspicious letters. 
That grayish light makes me cry and descend.
And descending, I turn from the dream, from the folds  

of passion.

A promise not to resist, not to submerge myself in the 
waters of waiting.
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7.

I look around and see the subjugation of emptiness—and 
sometimes, nothing more. 

This walk above the small things—their suspension, like the 
seduction of the abyss—can't flatten the primary obstacles. 
The necessity of a teacher?

Silent collapse. To descend to that abyss—of successive 
falls, of a future unhitched from time, like a river of the 
possible.

8. 

Pleasure is an inhuman band on the body, a weightless piece.
The stone is a divinity in the wind, the purity of a coming 

day which sets death aside with an impotent gesture.

To be born, to be truly born, under the sign of wanderers, 
fugitives—to try the diminutive fruits, the unknown alleys.
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9. 

Summer overwhelms with the certainty of movement, from 
which pleasure, to slow time, turns us to elusive birds.

The human is annulled. The prudence of the trees—their 
vibrations please the silence, mixing it with solar vines. 

10. 

Summer pleases a part of the body’s desire—desire that 
wouldn’t exist without the light of eyes on the construction 
of objects. Lakeside objects, earthy tapestry, mirrors. I can 
unite neither parts nor atoms, nor arms. A carnal mire—with 
the weight of the days supplanting the force of the hills, the 
atrophy of speech.

A savage expiration, unmoving.
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11. 

I sleep atop this acrid land.
Grievances—a barrow of ruins from which arises the 

“mouth of the Sphinx.”
Shadows on the border of the sea, while I sleep. 

The impossibility of bearing the frailty of the doorways. 

12. 

Leaves and branches wallow in the mud, and trees grow on 
top of silence—that silence which is the torn human space in 
forests of quiet watching, in holes.

Pleasure in the nation of air.
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13.

I cannot adapt to the beginning—and in fact, only to the 
beginning. The future is like a hole, one that has the illusion 
of filling. But what is it, other than a descent to the end of our 
days, the sinking into that diffuse space, that diffuse time, in 
which we will not be? 

To speak of the finite is a nourishment of obvious gestures, 
of fragile dreams. The experience of the finite frees us from 
possession, from distance, from the idea of continuity, from 
the reaches of pain.

I cannot adapt to the beginning. And I begin again. And I 
begin again. What has changed in the span of these hours, 
these days, these years? I lose the vagueness of oblivion and 
drink down anxiety. 

Sun of vertical roots, doom of the magnet’s crystals.


