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Little Flower Sofia
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Almost home again.
Mud on my shoes.
Mist among the flowers.
And a shadow that moves.

I draw a flower at the table,
beneath the yellow light.

I draw its petals slowly
so the world will not turn,
so it will fall silent.
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The portico
02 / 17

The page is still white.
The house begins to darken.

Shadows cross the portico.
Behind the door, I hear his feet.
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The portico · II
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The monster has no claws.
Only leaden shoes.

I count the footsteps,
one by one in the distance.
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Do not look up
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Do not look up.
Do not make a sound.

The pencil breaks.
The line is wounded.
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Do not look up · II
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Why are there people
who can cause harm?

Why do they leave fear
where beauty used to be?
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A drop of water
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A drop of water falls
and stains the page.

It is as though the soul
takes form,
wetting my skin with
sorrow.

A wound my heart
cannot overcome.
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The light in the mist
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The ribbon comes undone.
The path has vanished.

But there is a light in the mist
where no light should be.
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The light in the mist · II
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Beyond the weeds,
beyond the cold ground...

...a watchtower is waiting,
with one eye alight.
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The door
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The door is far too heavy.

But I push it open and go inside.
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The door · II
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Everything is dark and empty.
Everything begins to change.

The walls hold names.
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Places for memory
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The shelves hold what I saw.

The drawers hold my
questions.
The portraits, who I was.
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Places for memory · II
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Every fear finds a place.
Every symbol, a corner.

The memories take shape
into who I am.
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The flower on the wall
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I place the flower on the wall,
where nobody can tear it away.

The watchtower holds the wound...
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The flower on the wall · II
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...and the way to look at it.

Little flower, little flower:
stay here inside with me.
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My watchtower
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What they did to me does not
disappear.

It becomes memory, a sign, a
path.



THE JAILER  /  PORTICO

My watchtower · II
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My watchtower fills with things;
with these things I build my self.

The light looks outward.
But I cannot see myself.
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The shadow and the flower
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A ladybug settles
on the page I kept.

The shadow remains.
So does the flower.

Why do people hurt
others?


