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AUTUMN

Translation: María Victoria Arbués Gállego

Cotton figures on the peaks,
Enigmatic seductive shadows,
With vague nostalgia they recall
The impossible dreams of summer.

The morning woke up with wrinkles
In the damp heart of the forest,
Of maroon, orange, brown and ochre,
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In the warmth of the fire, memories,
Butterflies of the air, come and go,
Reflections of amber, chimeras of light
Crackle incessantly. They won’t return.

Although behind the window the wind stalks,
Closed solitude of the being in suspense,
And like an untamed horse rides
Through the hidden root of anguish,

The evening will sleep an old sun, tender, 
When happiness wraps with its mantle
Of motherly and protective goddess
The steps that inhabited the path.

Routines between doubts and certainties,
Internal architecture of clocks
Confronted in a duel of titans,
Looking for each other without truce, badly wounded,
Beyond desire and pain.						“Adrift, Winter Days” (2005- 2014)
