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In ancient literature, verse played a significant role, both in everyday speech and in literary works. As such, verse was a cultural expression that defined an era and characterized both the educated and the uneducated.

Over time, new linguistic resources emerged, and that old verse was relegated to the background, with prose, at a certain point, becoming the primary form of expression for both the speaker and the man of letters. It is common knowledge that within world literature, poetic creation that favors versification has, in many cases, become the highest expression of human thought. 

The new trends brought about by the Renaissance, especially in Spain, set the standard for literature at that time, and prose and verse continued to follow distinct paths, in different guises, yet with the sole purpose of enlightening the mind and moving the soul.

This book presents a handful of poetic compositions in prose, which accompany a select and diverse collection of literary works in verse, whose sole objective is to bring inner joy and exalt the spirit.

The autor


IN VERSE


I wanted

I wanted to touch

the flower’s most intimate part,

but it wouldn’t let me.

It wanted to grow, it told me;

to release its petals first,

to soften its boldness in the dew

and feel the most enchanted

within the garden.

I wanted to kiss

the middle of the night,

but it wouldn’t let me.

It wanted the moon to be gone

and the stars to begin dreaming,

for there to be no light

and for everything to remain in darkness,

within itself.

I wanted to penetrate

to the very heart of the rain,

but she drew back.

She wanted to be denser;

to contain her moans and hide them

until she was finally laid bare,

and harbor no doubt

that she belongs to me.


Jealousy

At times the sun streams in

all the way to the bedroom,

bursting in from afar;

perhaps it’s singing of longing

or perhaps it’s jealous of you.

The wind no longer hides

the passion,

and it keeps trying to caress your hair;

perhaps it’s intoxicated with emotion

or perhaps it’s jealous of you.

Sometimes the sky weeps

with joy,

and reveals its longings;

perhaps its heart would give

or perhaps it feels jealous of you.

The landscape grows gloomy

and pales,

in its bitter despair;

perhaps love deserves it

or perhaps it feels jealous of you.

The sea surges forth impetuously;

unrestrained!

to tell you: that it is no decoy,

that it has poured out its heart to you

and that of you... it feels no jealousy.


I don’t know

Whether it’s the volcanic eroticism

of the ocean’s waves,

or the wayward flight

of birds longing to kiss.

Whether it’s the frenzied rain

pounding ceaselessly,

or the irresistible dew

of the rose yearning to love.

Whether it’s the landscape embraced

by a green in love,

or the hidden path

that winds enchanted up the mountain.

Whether the night undressing

at dawn,

or the afternoon dressing

at dusk.

Whether the deserted sky

finally desecrated,

or the unfathomable divinity

of my bewildered gaze.

Truly I tell you,

with my faithful and sincere heart,

that I do not know

which stirs in me the greatest wildness.


I saw you again today

I saw you again today,

and you are no longer that little girl

who couldn’t quite understand

why she cried and laughed.

Today I saw you again,

and you’re no longer that naive maiden,

who wanted to know about love

and could only be beautiful.

Today I saw you again,

and you’re no longer that determined teenager,

who inflamed and drove mad

the sane part of my mind.

Today I saw you again,

so many years have passed!

And now you’re a full-fledged woman,

and love has disfigured you.

Today I saw you again,

how much you’ve changed!

But I beg for your love,

because I’m still... in love with you.


Little Woman

Like a rose in bloom,

you impressed and captivated me,

and like a rose, one fine day,

you got wet without meaning to;

and you told me you loved me.

Like a bird by the estuary,

you found satisfaction and peace,

you were overcome with passion,

and you desired it until the very end;

and you told me you loved me.

Like a tree that groaned,

you surprised love-struck nightingales

in their revelry,

forgetting your fears;

and you told me you loved me.

Ah, little woman! Who would have thought

life could be so much fun.

But you would never understand

that you are only dreaming, full of yourself.

Little woman... it’s not true that you loved me!


If You Didn't Exist

If you didn't exist,

who would I seek,

who would I think of,

for whom would I sigh,

to whom would I hint.

Who would I mistake for a shooting star,

who would be stirred by the torrential rain,

who would the daring lover court,

who would be blinded by a mad love.

Who would keep me company in my solitude,

who would awaken my slumbering mind,

who would inspire me to live one more day,

to whom would I whisper what baffles me.

Who would be enchanted by your tender gaze,

who would be dazzled by your silky canvas,

who would be bewitched by your peerless waist,

who would be moved by your loving face.

Who would want to be born,

who would want to exist,

who would want to be,

who would want to live,

if you did not exist... woman.


You feel happy

You feel happy

cradled in my arms,

because you find meaning

in spring,

because you appreciate in every embrace

that your whole life breathes.

And so, like spring, you are in bloom,

cherished and protected.

You feel happy

cradled in my arms,

because you discover the secret

of the early morning,

when you slip through my twilight

and unintentionally press against the pillow.

And then you wake up,

and you’re delirious and enchanted.

You feel happy

cradled in my arms,

because you understand the magic

of the landscape,

when my love at first sight bewitches you

and your courage is naive.

And you keep wishing, full of hope,

that I’ll cradle you, that you’re in love.


The universe is yours

Not yours is 

the bird in flight,

not yours is

the mountain’s rising slope,

not yours is

the daisy longing to be touched,

yours is not

the waterfall roaring with excitement,

yours is not

the moon in twilight, now sated,

yours is not

the night concealing arrows,

yours is not

the flora weary of beauty,

yours is not

the fauna stripped of purity;

yours is not

the portentous and willing sun,

yours is not

the boundless sea,

yours is not

the wind airing out the foundations,

yours is not

the eclipse interposed in your sustenance,

yours is not

the equator divided between two,

yours is not just that:

yours is the universe... woman.

By the Seashore

I could hear

your innocent voice,

as I walked slowly

by the seashore.

I saw

your restless hair get wet,

as the water lapped

at the seashore.

I felt

your soft hands caress me,

wrapped in the sand

by the seashore.

I could see

your gray canvas,

pressed against your belly

by the seashore.

Your innocent face

seemed to ease

my longing to love you

by the seashore.


Triangle

If your obsessive habit

of smelling and gazing at the flower

leaves you spellbound.

If your usual encounter with the night

drives you to distraction.

If, between wanting and not being able to,

your libido threatens to make you explode,

if your peers, sated,

make you feel uneasy.

What is there to fear?

What will people say?

Or your well-known instinct

to consummate pleasure?

Fear not,

and come with me to satisfy

that feverish appetite for love;

for if we must keep silent about it,

I promise you, that of our love,

only you and I will know;

and as a witness... God himself.


What can I write to you, my love?

What can I write to you, my love

if there are no words left,

if so much has been said about the flower,

and almost everyone awaits it today.

What can I write to you, my love

if beauty no longer seems real,

if it has changed color

for a reason so many times.

What can I write to you, my love

if the stars no longer shine,

if they have healed even the pain

with each and every one of them.

What can I write to you, my love

if romance no longer inspires,

if it has filled with fervour

so many faithful who admire each other.

What can I write to you, my love

if I find nothing sufficient,

I no longer know what is best

to quench my burning love.


Who Will I Fall in Love With

Who will I fall in love with;

that one?,

who has the most beautiful hair;

or the other one?,

whose eyes are both soothing and maddening.

Who do you want me to fall in love with;

that one?,

who flaunts her grace and is haughty;

or the other one?,

who is sweeter than syrup.

Who will I set my sights on;

the one who radiates?,

with her tanned, caressing skin;

or the other one,

who is more mistress than lover.

Whom do I implore and beg;

the one with the slender waist?, 

who lifts my delirium to the heights;

or the other?,

who denounces and undoes my torments.


Your Beauty and Nature

I thought I saw the origin of dusk,

but it wasn’t twilight;

it was you.

I thought I felt the winds of the landscape,

but it wasn’t their coolness;

it was you.

I thought I saw the rain falling,

but it wasn’t raindrops;

it was you.

I thought I felt the breath of the fruit,

but it wasn’t its scent;

it was you.

I want you to know,

that your beauty resembles

nature.

And the fact is, they resemble each other so much

that anyone would confuse them;

because your purity is so noble

that you are barely distinguishable

from nature.


How can I

How can the flowers

display their colors,

if the sun no longer offers them

its light and warmth?

How can the winds

blow from time to time,

when the sea fades away

and its waves seem weary?

How can the skies

dispel my sleeplessness,

if the birds have sought

streams as allies.

How can the night

prevent any reproach,

if the full moon is not there

and there is barely any hope.

How can I, in my bed,

hold your chest close to my love,

if your eyes do not stir

my pleasures and desires.


If I Loved You

If I loved you,

I would wander through space celebrating

and whisper in every star’s ear

that there is one brighter

here on Earth.

If I loved you,

I would confess to the enchanted birds

that it is not their fault that the wind

awakened the fury

and bewildered the parsimony.

If I loved you,

I would reveal its true limits

to the purslane,

so that once and for all it might discover

the true dimension of passion.

If I loved you,

I would share with the seafaring fauna

the serenity that remains in the soul

from gazing upon, pleading with, and caressing

the one you desire.


For You, Woman

Your intense hair, sometimes thirsty,

tossed about by the wind.

Your tender, lovely hands,

waiting for insatiable caresses.

Your face, like a seductive angel,

longing to be loved with fervour.

Your sensual, unhurried legs,

traced step by step up to your face.

Your breasts, so unsettling,

revealing and concealing more and more.

Your haughty, suggestive hips,

swaying slowly, at every moment.

Your delirious body, cloaked in pleasure,

and my soul sighing... for you, woman.


I’m afraid of the routine

I’m afraid of the routine,

I want to do something different,

I long to see love,

which sometimes fades, with enthusiasm.

I want to go to the mountains 

and taste their fruits,

to peer into their depths

and converse with their greenery.

I want to walk through the grove

and climb
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