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Jasmine, I am a Roma woman. There is no Roma woman more Roma than me, my dear, my darling Jasmine. The moment I think of you, my skirt billows like a whirlwind, tangles me in its dance, and carries me to the sky. Jasmine, I am yours like the mud on the bare feet of a little Roma child, like the spark flickering in their eyes. I am yours, Jasmine, like the sweaty flanks of a horse, like the stubbornness of a donkey. I am yours like the rain in Roma holes, like juicy curses clinging to walls, like silk shirts on the backs of wedding guests, like the white veil that crowns the bride, like the flash of gold teeth in the mouth of the one striking the tambourine, like the mother’s wail sending her son off to Germany, like the grandfather’s linen handkerchief, in which he tied half his life with a rubber band, and now gifts to his grandchild. I am yours like the tear of a young bride on her first wedding night. I am yours, Jasmine, like a flower torn off with teeth, chewed and spat out with a curse—to God, to father, to mother, to blood and damnation.

I stamped my foot hard into the mud, to get good and muddy, to dirty myself beyond recognition, only my eyes flashing from the mud, for you, my Rom! So muddy, I draped myself in dresses trimmed with silver and gold, so you would see me, my Rom, see me alive and never forget, so you dream of me and never wake from that dream. I slapped my palm against the horses’ flanks and drove the herd so the dust would rise, so the world would choke in dust, cough, fight for life. I mounted the black horse, spurred him with my thighs to ride past you, to scorch you with his breath, to shake your heart. I did it all on purpose, my Rom! On purpose I darkened my eyebrows, on purpose I painted my lips, on purpose I perfumed myself with jasmine, my Rom! All so you would see me, so your soul would dance for me. All so you would desire me for yourself, my Rom, my dark torment, sweet and painful, to the point of staring death in the eyes, to wrestling with bears and wolves, to screaming and biting off your own heart. I colored everything in bright hues. I overturned all the paint buckets at once. Just so the world would look colorful before your eyes, just so I’d stir a scream in your chest, just so I’d dig you out even if I had to dig all the way to China.

My Jasmine, my dark Roma child, my bitter and proud waiting, my only drunkenness, my only dying, my only birth. My Jasmine, my sweet sentence and adultery, my destiny, my journey, early rising, weeping, singing. My everything, only not regret. Jasmine, my madness and belief, my silk and velvet among the poor and barefoot, my treasure among the robbed, my heavenly kingdom and earthly burial, my everything, my Rom!

One day, I will whisper to you like an innocent bride coming to bed to kiss her true love for the first time, my Rom. Then just be silent, let me weep with happiness, and then kiss me.
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Dream


[image: ]


He grabbed my hand and said:

“Now let’s run!”

Then we flew like the wind. A little street to the left, the first turn right. A completely ordinary, old house, with a large wooden door. He opened it and pulled me inside. I look around. The house on the left side, long, ends a few meters in front of me with a small entrance. He hurries me inside. He goes up to the floor. Approaches the door of some apartment and unlocks it. Opens the door, hugs me around the waist and pulls me inside. Locks it while pressing me against the door and kisses me, gently, passionately, painfully sweet. I tremble. I tremble like a twig. I don’t know how I’m standing on my own feet. How long that exchange of lips, tongue, inhales and exhales lasts, I don’t know. In fact, I know nothing after that. Everything turned into a room full of caresses, infinity, sweat, warm fog mixed with muted lights, a room full of whispers and silent screams of pleasure.

I wake up. Down my cheeks slide drops that gnaw at the soul. I fight for breath, for life. Life does not exist without him, it does not. It has turned into a painful and long dying.
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My love...
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“Sit across from me, woman! Sit and tell me, what's wrong with me? Why is this happening to me? Why is it stronger than all the ones I've met before? Why is it stronger than reason?”

“You ask me something I cannot answer. Those are tales for other dimensions of existence. You cannot translate it into words. You can only surrender and let yourself be guided by instinct, by those emotions not of this world. Somewhere, the path itself will write the answers.”

“But, I don't know if I can survive if he rejects me. I don't know. In fact, even now my heart is on the verge of breaking for him. What will happen if he turns his heart to stone, if he runs from me? I can't even accept that in this crazy mind of mine. Everything in me rejects that possibility. Everything in me says that would be the end. The end of everything. I would no longer exist. How did I exist all these years? It's not a short time. It's many years. And yet, today I can't understand how I existed without him nearby. He is my everything, my strength, my waking and sleeping, my will to live. He is all that. I have long been nothing to myself. I don't interest myself. I can only imagine myself as dead. And he... He is the breath of life, the breath of joy, the breath of love. He is my everything.”

“Yes. He always has been and always will be, there and here.”

“I can't wait there... My heart will burst, I tell you, my heart will burst! I will go there before my time. I will go there just to find him. I will go there to gather the strength to wait for him. I don't care how much life that is, how much pain. I won't endure it here.”

“Hug me, it will make it easier.”

“I don't want to hug you. I can only hug him.”
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Don't be upset, people, I'm not getting off
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Don't be upset, people, I'm not getting off. Don't be upset with my life for not sympathizing with yours. I gave away all of myself long ago and no one even remembers the giver anymore. I don't equalize anything. I don't seek and I have nothing. I am Nothing and the mirror does not recognize me.

And you, don't be upset that I stubbornly love nonexistent time, that I love that You who walked the tightrope with me. I've hung all my dreams on a bird's beak and let them loose into the sky. I don't want to cut patterns. I don't want to leave myself to them as a keepsake, nor envelopes with letters and last wishes. I've given up on everything, I just stand by the window I can't bring myself to move from and watch. I know I cannot touch you. How can those whose time is not measured the same ever touch?

I am finished. I have ceased to exist. I don't count. Don't be upset, I stopped caring long ago where I will lie down and wake up and all of mine has always traveled with me. We are the same package possessing nothing. We are the same fate of passing. I am traveling, my dear, I have always been traveling on that train from which you jumped off to plant something somewhere.

Hey, how expensive it is to know and be silent! Hey, how painful and incurable it is to love You on this journey, from this train that I am not getting off!

My dear, take care. While you build bridges on the other side, I will light my last cigarette and wait for you to tell me if you're going on. My dear, I miss you. My dear...

Hey, my dear, you know I always love you.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Silent Prayers


[image: ]


Come, come and forget about time, about life, about buses, storms, rain, about the autumns of our lives and settling accounts. Forget that life is behind us, that ahead of us lies the obligation to live it further. Just come to me with a day that isn't measured and talk to me. Say:

“I will take your time from you!”

I will open a portal that leads into timelessness and lock the door behind us, I will swallow the key, throw it into the deepest well, the one that grinds time beneath the chains that descend to the center of the earth. Come, just come to me one beautiful, the most beautiful of all my days, and whisper to me:

“This is that moment which is eternity, I bring it to you as a gift.”

Sit with me where nothing exists but us, hold me, tenderly, like a child, and talk to me. Talk to me about whom I love as if they were my home, whom I recognize between eyebrows that hide a heavy line, in palms that clench my happiness. Talk to me, how is it that I can no longer even breathe, how is it that I want nothing, how is it that you are my everything yet I don't have you... Or am I wrong, I do have you, I have you the most in the world. Come and tell me if there is any hope that you will one day hold me and know that all is well, if there is any hope that you will let me go where you will never follow, that you will cry while I kiss you and turn the world upside down for you. Hey, you are my everything! Tell me, why do I love you this much? Tell me, just once, just to me for love's sake, whisper that insolent, that sweet and forbidden thing to me. Then cover me with the silk of your mercy and tenderness. One day, when night and day converge, when everything is just a moment, just our dream that I will never renounce, come. I will tell you everything too.
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A Fool Who Knows Not Where
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I know how old I am, and I know everything falls apart when it shouldn't. I also know I don't care, that what needed to pass has passed. I know I have to go on alone, even if I won't be able to. So what? Who am I? A fool who knows not where, that's who I am. So what? Let me write, let me pour onto paper all that's left of me. Only you remained, only you, Love.
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The Magical Space of All Your Silences
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You enter the magical space of all your silences between the lines. There, on the very edge of waking and dream, stand two Cerberuses. I carry a snake to gift it a home, and it guards me. You have always known where the heart of the queen and the beggar woman is pinned, and whose lapels are proud of a love imprudent, yet inevitable. Love me as much as you can. Love me as you wish. When I knock shyly on your window, freely whisper all those sweet, smooth, and insolent things to me. I will only press into my ribcage the confession that you are mine where you are no one else's. Let me tremble, let my voice betray me, let me take flight in the most beautiful bird-like soar. The white dove, the soul that surrendered to you, will carry you too on its wings to the end of time. I swear, none has loved you like this.
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