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(edited in 1991 on the occasion of a limited edition of 20 copies)

The magic of this collection consists in the images it projects in reader's mind. Annarita's poetry is free from banal remembrances and useless moralism. Fast flash dip the reader in the atmosphere of our days, aware of daily life, and all those modern problem, like drug, for example, superficiality, violence and loneliness. And these twenty-six poetries, all tied by a social background to underline the demand of a lyric adherent to the reality. 

However, in Annarita's poetry, there is also a subtle and destroyer humour: destroyer of false myths, like the modern journalism, the hero's myth, the myth of the all-inclusive  holiday and the society of the consumption and, besides, the rediscovery of the myths, the adolescence, suffering and alienation.  

I personally feel very attached to poetries like “I don't make noise” (subtle sarcasm on the futility of the values of our society, in which the moaner behaviour of many individuals is censured with the condition of a starving baby) and “While the guns are shooting." And if the smart irony of many poetries, which digs the problems created in our society by the common structures (discos, television, pubs), it has a sure profile, this has to make us meditate on our social structures, on our paper-pulp myths, about the way the mass-media push us to accept an opinion. All the poetries of the collection, they invite us to reflect on our values, our actions and myths.  

“We are winged devils...”... “water that corrodes” it says the last poetry, the one I am more intensely attached.

Duilio Chiarle
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He dared to look at the sun. 

They confined him in a dungeon 

but a ray of light filtered 

and he kept on 

looking at the sun. 

They took him in an abandoned mine 

they walled up the opening of it, 

but they didn't win: 

he died, looking at the sun. 
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Tonight I will leave 

walking on my thought. 

I will reach very nice places, 

where nobody suffers without guilt, 

where nobody dies for an ideal. 

I will know only happy people. 

Everybody will smile at me 

and I will smile at everybody. 

I will see high falls 

where water is a rainbow: 

there will be no rotten puddles 

to quench the thirst of whom is without hope. 

I will have only words of joy 

and I will sing, 

and dance 

with all equal men. 

I won't see magnificent architectures  

and not even crumbling huts. 

Only the shine of the sun 

can make someone cry. 

I will leave, 

walking on my thought. 

Tonight... 
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WEEK-END
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Between trees and hotel 

I crush the brief space 

of one weekend 

with the forced game 

of the planner mind. 

I cannot get rid 

of the return to the city chaos 

what separates me from my lost myself. 

This enchanting substitute 

of mountainous landscapes and quiet 

it doesn't prevent my mind 

from preserving the function 

to live 

buried in cement coffins. 
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ADOLESCENCE
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Inexperienced hands, pedantic 

awkward, sincere 

delicate and sharp. 

Troubled thoughts, 

child looks for the man. 

Shed tears 

for so little reasons 

and so big, 

for eternal loves 

lasted an instant. 

Pawing and shady, 

stubborn and inelegant, 

big and innocent eyes 

to embrace 

and change the world. 

Softly terrible 

it is the time of the adolescence: 

illusions that will fall one by one 

like the leaves in autumn, 

shrunken by the cold of the compromises. 
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