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                                           AND IN THE END. 

 

That rhythm… a beautiful breeze come from everywhere greets the scent of one millions 

of efforts to try to hide the fatal reality: you were not forward enough to get your ultimate aim. 

You were not…  

Not, you where not… 

Not… 

Not… 

Not…  

There  you are… with  your face between the palms  of  your hands.  From the bottom  of 

your heart you beg for repentance, pity, compassion.. Tears as nails slip through your cheeks as a 

homage for all your cowardice… 

The curtain is spread and a hopeless image crosses your mind: being born to succeed and 

all bet on a wrong play… 

Whoever planned everything is far beyond all our understanding… 

Come on! Get up! There’s no time to be lost. 

No regrets. No lamentations. No reproaches!  

Everything will work out… 

And in the end… in the end… just a thin shadow will become just what never meant to 

be: a spirit jailed in a mask, deceitful and deceptive… a spirit, holy spirit… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      3 

 

 


___



  Gabriel Puyó                                                                                                                   Apparitions 

 

 

                                                              PRAY. 

 

One color and one infinite of scents. 

If  your  shadow  becomes  stubborn,  you  should  be  ready  to  leave…  anytime,  anyhow, 

somehow. 

          Later  the  holy  sigh  from  the  soft  goodbye  will  pay  homage  to  all  your  recklessness… 

Once more, apprentice, the last one: when it dawns, that dew will have become your blood and a 

crowd  thirsty  for  corpses  will  surrender  in  order  to  feign  as  if  it  were  the  first  time. 

Go  away!  Go  as  far  as  you  can!  Do  not  dare  to  look  behind!  Keep  going,  straight  ahead!  

Excuses  as  a  magic  elixir.  Defeat  turned  into  victory.  Adoring  fakes  as  the  right  example  to 

become. We are in the promising land. If you don’t lose the last rain… 

Mediocre try… 

Dependency among marionettes… 

Implacable pleas… 

What is your real nourishment? 

 

To whom are your offerings going? 

 

I have no grounds on which to accuse you. 

 

I encountered the fairy and I got scared. 

 

Consoling words to whom is on the edge of all disappointments. 

 

I am leaving… for good. 

 

I am going… not to come back anymore. 

 

I quit on despicable treasures. 

 

No more losses of time. 

 

By and by a eerie solstice will appeal to you. 

 

At most you have one more chance… 

 

As far back as I can remember you are doomed and just one thing left: praying. 
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                                    FREED FROM NEGATIVISM. 

 

Shades around… while magic is flowing through skies of harmony.  

Once you dared to try to touch soft scents… 

That day, keeps very far away and your soul, remains silent in the middle of your weariness. 

Hopes, hopes. What such a beautiful word! They build your spirit all the time. Even when you 

are thinking everything is lost, even on those rare moments where the landscapes are grey and 

there is just an apparent emptiness. 

Symbology. May be that’s the right word. Try to learn about it. Don’t refuse to adore Death 

because Death tastes of Life and you, us, them, are Death. 

Madness, follows us to the Sanctuary. The final station, destination before being able to carry out 

our real path.  

Be mad, become mad, think as a mad, behave like that… 

Oh, God, thanks for everything. I’m so happy. I got it. I was able to read between the lines and 

for the first time, I am nearly able to celebrate any day, any day, as the best to say goodbye… 

I am on my way… on my way…  

Thanks… thanks… 
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                                  HERE, SO FAR… SO CLOSE 

 

In  the  middle  of  one  million shadows…  Just  in  the  pure  core  of  a  bunch  of  lonesome 

illusions made to fade instantly… Somewhere, somehow, a tramp  celebrates his happiness. He 

has the biggest treasure ever: the stars, the contemplation of the solitude as a sister, as a faithful 

comrade, never willing to disappoint you… the true stillness of the sincere feeling of wandering. 

 Out  of  the  blue,  one  memory  comes  to  you, paying  homage  to  those  like you  who  bet 

everything to different scents.  One’s wise man memory called insane because of the dictatorship 

of the ignorance. 
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                                       LIFE, A CELESTIAL GIFT. 

Every moment in life… every dawn and dusk… every speck of dust… every laughter and 

tear…  every  single  instant  is  a  gift…  a  non  casual  gift,  because  nothing  is  trivial,  absolutely 

nothing  happens  by  accident.  We  all  were  born  in  order  to  make  our  lives  big,  luminous, 

meaningful. 

    We were chosen to develop our innate abilities… to fulfil our mission in one existence 

unique, during one marvellous lifetime in which we should not afford to waste the time. Because 

from the beginning our stay here has a concrete deadline, no more of that precious treasure called 

Time. 

    There is a crucial question: how could we identify our correct path in order to carry 

out,  to  come  true  our  specific  destiny  by  which  we  were  marked  from  the  very  first  moment 

when we saw the light? 

    There is one way. There is one answer to it.  By surrounding ourselves with positive 

energy, with  Love, with well meant hearts, with the purpose of wanting to be good looking at 

inside, with  the aim of assimilating that we all are just one, no matter races, colours, cultures, 

religions…  with  the  goal  of  trying  to  understand  the  infinite  potential  we  all  possess  to  walk 

through the generous, lovely, beautiful side of our souls… with the ultimate task of arriving at 

the last duel and being able to smile at… to smile… because you at least tried to become a much 

better spirit, you persevered in not keeping any bad feeling on anyone, on anything -because you 

learned at last, "every bad thought, action, word, produces a negative energy, and a way chained 

by that energy just leads you to the darkest ravine from which you will never be able to come 

back again". 

    Those  ones  are  your  knights  in  bright  armour:  love,  compassion,  forgiveness, 

repentance,  a  thirsty  spirit  for  knowledge  -ignorance  as  the  main  reason  of  the  majority  of 

mindless absurdities on earth-… 

     If  you,  in  every  day  of  you  lifetime,  cultivate  those  elements,  your  soul  will  be  a 

magnificent light through which everyone, everything in touch to it, will improve in order to get 

their fates fulfilled. 

     Like  this,  with  just  positive  energy,  with  the  best  one  ever:  love,  your  genuine  path 

leading to your destiny, will show up and you’ll know it because the illusion of the enthusiasm 

will accompany you all along your pilgrimage. And everything, all the sufferings, those not so 
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good moments, some disappointments, the temporary loss of yours, the apparent confusion.. will 

have been worth. 

   It will have been worth it, my friends, because you bet on your heart. You listened to 

your guardian angels. You understood that you will never walk alone. You made your goodness 

the instrument with which behaving in the best possible way. You intended to become worthy of 

yours every day, every moment, every second, all of them a precious gift dedicated to all of you: 

Life. 

   Thanks, God. For everything. Thanks from the bottom of my heart. Thanks. 
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                                        BELLS IN THE WIND. 

 

One notion in the middle of your guts… 

It might be harmful, but you cannot know if you don’t dare take the plunge… 

A rumor beyond capital fears, announces the conclusion of the parade: your prime is still 

there but you should know time, and is running out… 

One million prophets ask you: do you deserve “the here and now”? 

An  echo  gives  you  back  the  answer  but  you  are  not  ready  to  hear  it,  because  of  your 

attachments, your lack of commitment with Eternity. 

Go! Go in style! It’s about time! You were born to do something special. Your life as a 

gift. Make them feel proud of yourself! 

A bell peals out not so far away. 

Listen up! That sound belongs to you… 

Just calm down and listen… listen… 

 

Prominent treachery… as the gravest indecency in the whole existence… 

A sundial abates with its rhythm the breakdown of your charms. 

Uncover your barren outlooks! 

Oversee the shortness of your munificence! 

Discard that apparent nourishment based on just tumbledown splendors! 
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                                       I’LL BE SEEING YOU. 

 

Crossroad as the continuous succession of decisions to make… Whatever the reason, it’ll 

be for the better. 

When the waterfall is dry, nothing will have changed because its essence is eternal and in 

the middle of that apparent powerlessness there will be hope… 

Winds  of  greatness,  a  blow  of  tenderness…  a  look  lost  into  your  fears…  

Out  there,  it’s  raining.  Anyone  would  dare  to  say,  the  end  of  everything  is  approaching  to 

everything… Those grey clouds threaten your dreams… that cold paralyses your bravery… Do 

not  forget:  you  all  are  much  better  than  you  ever  thought…  You  were  born  to  lead  your  own 

revolution… with words, with drawings, with rainbows, with solitudes, with yourselves… 

Bleak prospects when no beliefs… lonesome who did not dare to fight against an army of 

tyrants… 

Seven seas to be sailed… 

Seven drop rains to fill in the glass of your modest moves… 

Seven seconds to go… or seven centuries… 

Seven… to start the countdown… 

The platter gives you inspiration in times of tight fog. 

A thirsty tramp is searching for beauty while his glory dances in style no beyond three 

lives away… 

I’ll be seeing you, brother… 

I’ll be seeing you, companion… 

I’ll be there, by your side, holding your hand… reaching out… 
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                                                                          TIME. 

Time… just time… as petals in the middle of a beautiful waterfall…  

Velvet voices… and a parade where dew dances with winds from many places… where useless 

desires are banished… where the solitary dreamer took the way to the only destination to which 

everything makes sense: Freedom… 

One more time… just one more time…. 

Perhaps, when the sun is gone and rain shows up in perfect harmony, a soft melody covers that 

fine tragedy chosen by those who inherited all. 

Beyond imagination, beyond the limits of your weakness… there are paradises, golden spots 

where dreams come true, where light is always on, where principles date honour…. 

Later doesn’t matter… Later is fake. Later tastes to sourness. Here, we don’t want to have time 

for later… 

But what is Time, my friend? What is time, someone asks. 

Time is much more than an amount. Time is something we all were gifted with. And when it’s 

over there is no need of explanations. Are there some at the moment of seeing light for the very 

first time? Start and ending, these are the rules. In the middle, yourself… just yourself… alone… 

sometimes lonesome… lonesome for those who are not able yet to read between the lines… 

Because as the quote: "You will never walk alone",   Time has to do with Life and with Death 

but above all things, with the most beautiful word: Hope. 

We are given Time, and not by accident. Time is all we have. 

 Blind and confused we don’t realize or we don’t want to realize how lucky we are… that every 

dawn there is a homage to all of us… a homage, a gift, an extraordinary treasure to give us the 

opportunity to change ourselves and with that, to change the world. 

How many useless things? How many wasted energies on materialistic mirages? How many 

sunsets without adoration? How many broken silences by selfish nonsense? How many tragedies 

as if nothing had happened? How many empty speeches? 

Indeed, my friends. Time is the only thing we have and the best about it is anytime, anyhow… it 

can be over… Out of the blue… all is gone… not all. The "all" I mean has nothing to do with 

what that should be. 

 There is harmony in the world. 

Can not you see it? In the perfection of the rain… In the extraordinary beauty of a starry night… 

 

 

      11 

 

 


___



  Gabriel Puyó                                                                                                                   Apparitions 

 

 

In the smell from dew caressing the winds… In the countenance of those who are free because 

they left everything to have all in exchange… In the metaphor of chimeras and utopias… In the 

naivety of a ray of light waking sighs from fairies. 

 Open your eyes, pilgrim! Open your eyes! 

 Time is the key… to become what you had to at the time when you were born. 

 Don’t be afraid! Is the rose afraid of blossoming? Don’t be afraid! It’s time and Time is the only 

thing you ever had. 

 …how much?... how much? 
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PRIDE. 

 One path… from the beginning… one path just for you. There are fogs but also dawns. There 

are darkness… and blossoming… Who are you? What are you doing? Where are you going? 

Why? How is it possible?  

One million of questions and no answers or at least definitive responses…  

And there, apparently you… surrounded just by yourself…  

There are more options… If you want… You have to reflect your profile in that mirror in which 

there is no room for falseness…  

Are you bold enough? Are you going to keep your stance? Sectarians will come to you offering 

limitless riches… it’ll come one moment when those pillars by which you were built upon will 

seem weak and unreliable… You will try to fathom masks and silhouettes… Immersed on those 

instants maybe you would not bet on your victory… Mermaids will mean deceive you… by 

promising you things and precocious hopes…  

Skies of solitude will call you in order to help you on everything. And sometimes you won’t 

hear them… probably not… from time to time…  

But in the end, you are the only responsible… no matter what… and you know it… despite 

your eternal efforts not to want to recognize it…  

One in charge… from the very start… and that’s just you…  

Whether or not you want it you have to choose… and the truth is you’re doing it… with every 

decision, with every opinion… action… omission… 

Illusions of silk… prides of blindness… trustworthiness of tyranny … demagogy of 

radicalisms… shouts of truth when truth was always silent… 

 Who are you, my friend? Who are you? Which mould you come from? Tell us! Speak up! What 

is your true identity? 

No more subterfuges!  

We are what we dream of… What are your dreams?  

Let me, just for this occasion say to you this: never it is too late while there is time left. 

One second on the right road is enough… much more than enough…  

Don’t you understand yet? Open your hands and find out they are empty! 

My hands are empty and they always will… But I am the richest person in the entire universe… I 

have all one day I could dream of… the perfect beauty of stars… the reliability of loneliness…. 
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the blessed harmony of my chimeras… the company of Faith… the Victory of the most amazing 

created words: Hope.  

I love you… I love you all… with all my heart… and… my heart is full… because of you… you 

who showed me the way… the sacred Road… the purifying pilgrimage to which you led me… 

Everything because of you… Nothing is meaningless… Every detail forms a part in the 

puzzle… and we force ourselves to keep so limited… when the reason why we were born once 

was to do something unique, big… to improve this world… 

You both were the mirror in which seeing my true own… There is not one single day I do not 

think of you… Getting old without a cause… I know my cause… because of you… 

my cause… my cause…               

is… pride… just pride…                                                                                     

… the pride I feel when at the end of every single and extraordinary day I 

remember you and I thank you for all the things you do for me… for us…                                 

I know… you are there… with me… with us… I know…                                                     

And the cause… the cause… of making you feel proud of myself… I try… 

I try to deserve your pride of me… with your continuous help… support… 

Love… I feel all that… at any time… I am not alone… and never will…                                

I’d like to say thanks again so much for everything… thanks…                               

I am sure we will see each other again…                               

Until then, my cause will be always the same…  

Pride… Just pride… 
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CEASELESSLY. 

There you are… And it is only the beginning of the holocaust. 

Freezing like the hobo without any clothes, you go to the verge of the precipice… with 

your light baggage, with the random smile from someone who chose the sick breeze… 

Clouds of hesitation invade the light of a tumultuous crowd without any passion. 

What is the urge of it?  

What is the sense of this odd succession of hopeless laughters?  

Your  look  is  sad  like  the  kid  who  awaits  the  arrival  of  the  father  that  never  had  and 

realizes at every second that dreams never come true. 

It is not the surface. It was never that way. It is just the whirlwind of some believers over 

the moon. 

It is just that song. It is the taste of that flavorless poison. 

I  will  be  watching  you.  I  will  be  waiting  for  you…  with  you…  close  to  the  horizon… 

dancing with the wind… in ecstasy… probably tempted by one thousand armies of mermaids.. 

and  probably  been  defeated…  over  and  over  again…  to  rise  from  the  ashes  of  someone  who 

found the way by going nowhere, everywhere… 

A  murmur…  a  silent  utterance…  a  prohibited  recognition…  a  debt  to  the  angels…  a 

tragedy at last overcome. 

Just  some  words  that  change  the  world…  your  world…  everyone’s  world:  “I  will  find 

you” 

The magical sentence was uttered… the lights over the obscurity will reign forever. 

When the snow lasts to come, the only thing we all have to do is to believe. Don’t you 

see?  It  is  coming…  it  is  all  around…  Soft,  humble,  simple,  asking  for  nothing  in  return… 

ready… so ready... 

You  made  a  wish…  and  you  were  heard…  we  all  were…  so  blind…  so  fatuous…  so 

ungrateful… 

The first leaves fell down… Is it not so wonderful? They wandered until touching their 

destiny… seeming lost and broken… when in  the end… there is  just harmony in  the apparent 

nonsensical events. 

It  is  about  time!  The  eyelids  of  your  hopes  came  to  kneel  before  your  greatness.  You 

notice it: it was snowing since ever… so beautifully, ceaselessly… ceaselessly… 
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DARKNESS. 

"Our  business  in  this  world  is  not  to  succeed,  but  to  continue  to  fail  in  good 

spirits." R.L.Stevenson. 

Why darkness? I can’t understand. Why?  

Is it not enough the perfection of a starry night? The humility of the air all around? The 

purity of a sunrise? The honesty of a meadow? Or the trustworthiness of a dessert?  

How  come  did  you  choose  darkness?  What  happened  to  you?  What  did  you  do  to 

yourself? 

That path just leads you to perdition… 

Why darkness? What is your heart filled with? 

As long as you are here, there is time to be joyful, to fulfill what you deserve… 

Listen to the breeze, embrace the nature, plunge into the greatness of generosity… be the 

richest  person  on  earth  by  having  nothing…  defeat  by  being  defeated…  go  for  dinner  where 

there is just starvation… 

Come on! You have time left…  

Bells ring and I am afraid it could be your last call… 

Just some more steps… so close… so close… it’s the light… awaiting you… 
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SUPERTRAMPS. 

“Open up my hands and find out they are empty”. Aqualung. 

I  am  on  my  way…  on  my  way  to  accomplish  what  it  was  always  there…  in  patient 

waiting… silent but louder than any possible sound ever uttered… 

It’s the tree of my utopias, the breath of thousands lives… the miracle of letting yourself 

go…  the  honesty  of  recognizing  how  lucky  I  am…  the  gratitude  of  whom  just  needs  to  keep 

going alert by the notion of a probable ending anyhow… 

Tramp, you consider yourself just a tramp… 

Is there any better option than that? 

Tramp,  vagabond,  hobo…  here  I  am…  That’s  my  blessing,  that’s  my  salvation…  my 

cure… 

A parade of Horizons, a performance of daylights… a commitment to Eternity… 

Eternity is just now, and now you can be everything… 

Supertramp… it is your time… 
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JUST A SIGH. 

Just a sigh… 

     …tell  me  what  being  you  is…  tell  me  the  taste  of  your  illusions, 

the  sourness  of  your  most  recondite  longings…  whisper  on  my  ears  you 

are  alive  and  your  only  plan  is  to  stay  young  forever…  tell  me  that  you 

are  humble  like  the  anonymous  wind  that  wonders  giving  everything  and  not 

asking  anything  in  exchange…  tell  me  that  you  possess  all  the  treasures  in 

the 

world: 

the 

stars, 

the 

skies, 

the 

blessing 

of 

being 

able 

to 

appreciate  the  greatness  of  this  life…  tell  me  please  that  your  heart  is 

full… 

full 

of 

tenderness, 

of 

softness, 

of 

sentiment… 

but 

also 

is 

filled 

with 

bravery, 

boldness, 

determination, 

principles, 

values… 

tell  me  my  princess…  that  you  care  so  much  that  your  daily  suffering  is  your 

happiness…  tell  me…  tell  me…  where  you  are…  I  am  going…  I  am 

there with you… I was always there…  
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UNDER YOUR SKIN. 

What is there… there, under you skin? A regular guy? 

What? Show your fears to the entire world! It’s about time.  

What do you hide there? It’s now… your moment… 

I want you to be bold, to be brave, to be just yourself… 

However every deception, the stage is set in homage to you… 

On  it,  there  is  a  pulpit  and  a  grave.  Is  it  time to  write  your  epitaph?  Is  it?  Answer  my 

question! 

Like the melody born to take over your chimeras, your disdain is now your death penalty. 

Awake once and for all! Resuscitate your willingness to be able to smile forever! 

You can fly like the wind!  

You can flow like those waters caressing the dew in the soft morning! 

You can take your solitude like the most precious jewel ever seen! 

The lake of your values is waiting for you. Stop it! Embrace this moment! 

I can see you, vagabond! Your skin is transparent! You are invisible no more! 

You decide to drink from the well of wisdom… you dared to fight against the ghosts of 

your chains… 

Ah, my friend! I can see what there is under your skin..  

I can see it… at last… 
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GO. 

“There is always an alternative to the faith we lose”. Graham Greene. 

There you are… the plateau and the scent… the light and the repentance… the cliff and 

the rose… the pureness and the weakness… 

The glass of your fears controls the flames of your bravery… Don’t talk to the infinity… 

just wander towards it…  

The only way to reach your fate is by immersing yourself into the vapor of silence… 

Like the soldier who went to war to defend a much better world, you decide to pursue the 

aim of the lost crusades… only a bunch of dreamers… a series of lonely pilgrims… just some… 

some who devote yourselves just to live… 

Sweet discrepancy… holy decay… beautiful sadness… 

The rainbows are set for the event… far beyond one thousand tries, the princess quiets 

the pantomime… 

Everything tastes of now… nowness heading to the battlefield… the only thing that really 

matters in there… in the inside… your heart… 

The oracle is simple: one life, one mystery, one truth.  

Go where the perennial tree is blossoming and the river runs forever.  

Where you were supposed to be, will… what you always longed for, will not… what you 

never expected, will…  

Just…go… go…go… 
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STEPS. 

"I know how men in exile feed on 

dreams of hope". Agamemnon. 

      

Whirlwinds of  doubts… and there just so close… so far… that 

melody… that one that reminds you all the lives to complete, all the 

wrinkles on your spirit.       

A soft tinge of compassion is carved in your breath as if the best sculptor 

ever known had paid the most generous homage to you… 

 Clouds all around mixed with beliefs… hesitations… insecurities… 

weaknesses… certainties… but above all things illusions, chimeras, 

utopias, the most beautiful dream like sceneries… 

 Where are you going pilgrim? What do you want from me? Are you ready? Would 

you be able to draw a smile? Are you willing to renounce? Could you swim 

through the waters of your fears? Can you see the hidden truths? Do you pray 

for your temerity? The battle of trustworthiness is about to start… my 

friend… And it’s the moment to decide:  

Who do you want to be? Who do you wish to become? Whom do you dare to 

protect?…  

No! Don’t say anything! Your answer has to be the foundations of your 

silence… the taste of your look… the determination of your aura… The 

generosity of your attachments… 

 I know… I always did… you feel alone… lonesome most of the time… but 

not anymore! Don’t be! "Now and forever" responded the visionary thousands 

of existences ago.  

Now is Eternity, now is the key. Yesterday and tomorrow 

are deceitful like the magician who plays out the realist trick in the 

world… Now is the ingredient to fill in your eagerness… now should be 

the armor with which beating all the giants… just now…now… 

No more wasted time… Every single moment is 

now! Don’t procrastinate! Later will be too late! Now has to do with your 

dreams! Now is the real guide to become yourself! Now! Be the accomplice of 

your beloved beings! Now is the only thing we all do have! Now… 

 

The coat of your destiny… the alibi of your errors… the pardon of your insolences…  
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  The  day  is  about  to  end…  Beautiful  rays  of  light  are  going  to  yield  the 

stage  to  the  next  guest…  Out  of  focus  it’s  yourself…  But  you  are  there, 

you  are  there…  Only  a  few  steps  from  the  place  you  always  meant  to  be… 

Nobody  around…  as  usual…  Something  happens…  A  breeze  came  to  caress 

your instincts… Is that possible? Is this a dream?  

A  succession  of  pictures  appears  in  front  of  you…  No!  You  were  never  alone! 

Ever! How come you were so blind! How come!  

Silence…  A  crepuscular  atmosphere  is  feeding  your  eyes…  Now,  now 

again… you can see… for the first time… you can see…  

 One  step  ahead…  slowly  but  with  determination…  another  one…  another… 

another…  
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SUNSET’S REVOLUTION. 

Like the old toy abandoned in a dirty corner… like the person who thought never again 

would fit in this world… like the precious song not anymore played… 

like the once sumptuous garden ruined by oblivion… like who many 

lives ago was the queen of one hundred kingdoms… 

that’s the feeling that freed you… 

that’s the feeling that made you what you meant to be… 

  

a majestic silence from eternal paradises took out the cobwebs from 

your eyes and your gloomy tendencies became the most luminous stars in 

the entire universe… 

you were touched by greatness… you were chosen because you dared the worst tyrants: those who hid 

their cowardice in the people ignorance… 

you saw the way… you identified the light… just on the precise moment when everything seemed lost…  

  

you fathomed the mystery: so simple, so plain: the truth is in the Sunset… the answer is in the dusk, the 

truth dwells in the twilight… 

No more wasting time… backtracks not more…  

A loyal angel whispers to you: somewhere there is a place where it’s always and forever Sunset Time… 

You need no more words… 

Just actions…  

  

That’s the boost, that’s the end… the end that is just the real 

beginning of the rest of your Sunsets… the Sunset Revolution… 
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BEING. 

Most of I want is not to want anything… 

Most of what I long for is to get desireless… 

Most of what I possess is nothingness… 

Most of what I envy is to want emptiness… 

Most of my biggest treasures are despised by others… 

Most of what I would like to become is meaningless to masses… 

This is the rhythm of my night… 

            The rhythm of the silence… 

            This is the echoes from tramps… 

            This is what you meant to be… 

            Most of it… 

                        Most of it is just to be, to be… 
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SUFFER WELL. 

"An angel led me when I was blind 

I said take me back, I’ve changed my mind 

Now I believe 

From the blackest room, I was torn 

You called my name, our love was born 

So I believe…" Depeche Mode. Suffer Well. 

 

As the ashes that just I while could defeat anything and now are only the wind of a recent past… 

As the breeze that comes with the breath from armies of dreamers… 

As the sunset that shows you how to do its best just before becoming a memory… 

As those cold eyes that were not able to appreciate the greatness of hardships… 

As that scent from where nobody wants to see: your heart… 

 It’s time… It was always…  

 It’s time to… suffer well… 

       Suffer well pilgrim… 

          Suffer well my friend… 

             Suffer until the next season, and after that, keeping suffering… 

 Every drop of your suffering is purifying your soul…  

 Keep suffering well… 

 Your spirit is shining more and more… 

 Those cold eyes will be next… the most beautiful ones… because they al last understand… 

 You paid the price… you abandoned the useless chains… 

 You plunged into the Paradise… you touched the stars… 

 You caressed the utopias… 

 You just suffered well… my friend… 
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FOOTSTEPS IN THE INFINITE. 

 

Tell me… tell me please… Tell me why nobody hears that sweet symphony that 

embraces solitude... 

Tell me why they are so lonesome in the middle of the crowd… 

 Tell me how it is possible not to dream in direction to the eternal twilight… 

 Tell me why sometimes I do feel so weak… so vulnerable… so defeated… 

so hopeless… so misplaced… so invisible… so powerless… 

Tell me… why wearing masks is the pantomime at which everybody pays homage to… 

Tell me where I do have to go… because I am tired… tired of this 

uncertainty… of so many believed starts and so many heartbreaking 

endings… tired of calling all doors and not being given a simple 

opportunity…  

 Tired of looking for greatness and goodness and 

chimeras, and utopias and the only thing I find is emptiness… and 

superficiality… 

Where are you? Where? I kneel before the wind and 

the horizon… I beg you… tell me… Where are you? Because I don’t 

have much left to keep going…  

 Where are you? Where to go? Give me a sign! Am I so blind that I  can not see you? Am 

I?  

I feel like I lived one thousand lives before… so worn out… so ignored…  

 Is there something which to struggle for?  

 What is life? A mirage? An illusion? A tragedy? A blessing? 

 What is behind the scenes?  

 Another day… more deceptions… more events pending in the kingdom of your 

naivety… 

How many days more? How many more?  

What for? What for… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      26 

 

 


___



  Gabriel Puyó                                                                                                                   Apparitions 

 

 

ROOFS OF OBLIVION. 

 

Flowers of cowardice… heavens of cardboard…. a world built upon a 

rotten beauty… It will come a time in which there will be colored 

winds…  

Once upon a time there was a vagabond who vowed to defend the 

clouds… someone who dared an army of giants… he used to go at 

the time of sunset to meet the angels… alone… doing everything 

without expecting anything in exchange… there… in the beach of your 

hopes… in the eagerness of your weaknesses… in the stimulus of your 

obsessions… 

A hobo whom everybody dragged into the greatness… that sort of greatness unknown by 

the parade that controls this illusion… 

 It´s time to be true! What’s going to be? 

 Your slavery could have seen an anecdote, and now it will be running forever in your 

veins… 

 The decision  you made… you bet on vulgarity… on hypocrisy… you bet on tyranny… 

 You could have been happy… 

 You could… 

 Your kingdom is fake, your status a lie… your entire existence a loss of time… 

 And there, really close to you, yours crying for you… whispering soft 

words to heal your internal abyss… awaiting the time when the sunrise 

comes and you start the definite journey… to those recondite areas in 

which there is not possible escape… the jail of your miseries… the 

blindness of your forwardness… 
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ONE DAY. 

 

One day my dear… One day the wind will be roses… the sun a precious 

fun with which to cool my longing for poverty… One day the carpet of 

your hopes will become the celestial tune forgotten no more… 

  

One day your smile will be carved on my veins for the next thousand lives 

and I will find you in every single one of those… I won’t let you be 

without me… because you and I are meant to be just one… like many 

others without wanting to know it… 

  

One day the bravery of my panaceas will take over the silence and then, on 

that precise moment, the saddest song in the world will have been 

created… and the entire universe will understand how it is possible 

to be eternally happy in the most profound melancholy… 

 

One day Destiny will join us… and from then on, harmony and pureness will 

be the shield and the spear, the flower and the dew… 

 One day, there won’t be more one day… because I will be with you…  

 One day, like this beautiful day covered with the snow of my solitude, with 

the  power of  my  weaknesses , with the renounce of my disbelieves, I 

will be prepared…  

 

One day… one day… my dear… 
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CROSSROADS. 

 

A miracle… the dawn holding your breath… 

It 

is not so difficult: thousands generations ago the river of your 

humility covered the entire horizon… please let that music play and 

don’t go away… 

This 

humble tribute is mine just for you… I want you because of the peace 

in your soul… I adore the wealth of your sincerity… the treasure of 

your goodness… the softness of your principles… the kingdom of your 

ethics… 

 Let that music play and come here to dance with me… 

Are you not listening to my calling? 

I am by your side… at the bank in the river of your most precious goodbyes… 

I am there… awaiting the encounter of the final separation… 

In patient wait… embracing whom is alone and hopeless… misunderstood and filled with the 

happiness of sorrow… 

There will be a crossroad… close to the clearest and cleanest river that ever existed… 

An 

eternal crossroad… with limitless paths… I am there… in the heart 

of your hesitations… in the core of your mistakes… in the surface 

of your dreams… 

Crossroads… like the branches of a tree lost in the middle of nowhere… 

Crossroads… like the faith of whom has everything by having a little… 

Crossroads… like the child who cries imagining a world without him… 

Crossroads… like the toy so many times abandoned… 

Crossroads… like the eagerness for being just what you were born for… 

Holly Crossroads… 
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NOW. 

 

Luminous 

arms to reach the tact… 

The door is ajar and a fine line divides the horizon from the eclipse… 

It is been a long walk… 

How is your halo? 

How is the charisma of your depth? 

Sooner 

rather than later that rehearsal will become a delicate performance… 

And the blueness of your temperament will soak the entire Universe… 

No forgiveness to whom is truly repented… 

No sorry when the guilt impregnates your innocence… 

No regrets when we will never know anything… 

Along 

the precipice there was a call… 

It was the echo from your disbelieves 

It was the land from your previous existences… 

It was, the rain dancing with the future… 

It was you, it was now and always, it was now and never… it was just now… 
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SEQUENCES. 

 

The drops of wind drenching this tact of your miseries… 

In the other side, far beyond the Antipodes, the ancient rain is coming from the stars… you are 

there… alone… trying desperately to get time… but sadness too…  

You are getting dust and dancing, past and forever… 

On the stage, under the shield of your halo, so pure… so perennial… there you are… absent 

from what chains and drags… indifferent to those shadows just willing to choose the coloured 

paintings… 

More vivid than ever, in perpetual wait, crying for not being able to flourish… 

The wrinkles of your illusion trapped the desires in another dimension…  

Maybe in previous lives… Perhaps it never happened…  

Probably you were prince and slave…  

The course of your hesitations feeds the souls of some believers and in the meantime, it 

dawned…  

The spectacle is over… and you… you… just want to fly… 

Don’t you notice? You are wind! You are ashes! You started the definite journey! 
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                                                              HOLY ROAD 

This poem is by Teo Van Ruffo. It was dedicated to the author of this compilation. Thanks great 

friend!      

 

 

 

 

  Jorge is going out of town 

    

 

 

 

  Jorge is going with the underground 

      

 

 

 

  Jorge is going right now 

    

 

 

 

  Jorge is going over clouds 

     

 

 

 

  Holy Road cleans me 

      

 

 

 

  Sun straight to my face 

       

 

 

 

 Never get bored 

     

 

 

 

 Holy Road cleans me 

     

 

 

 

 Let me lose the false securities 

     

 

 

 

 Let me be weak at the perfect level 

     

 

 

 

  if there is a bed 

    

 

 

 

  just a crib of dreams 

    

 

 

 

  it seems the right thing 

     

 

 

 

  it’s a pleasure to be forever young 

     

 

 

 

  nothing left to decide 

      

 

 

 

  everything is all right, is all right 

     

 

 

 

   Jorge is going out of town 

     

 

 

 

   Jorge is going with the underground 

    

 

 

 

   Jorge is going right now 

    

 

 

 

   Jorge is going over clouds 

      

 

 

 

  I wanna be Jorge 

  the ecstasy of tiredness 

  

 

 

 

  feeds me 

   

 

 

 

  everyday I’m on the road 

      

 

 

 

  everyday I’m  the road 

     

 

 

 

  Jorge is going out of town 

      

 

 

 

  Jorge is going with the underground 

    

 

 

 

  Jorge is going right now 

       

 

 

 

  Jorge is going over clouds 
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THE SOUND OF THE CONSPIRACY. 

 

The flavour of a rain that purifies even the transparency of all your nightmares… 

Far beyond your hopes, in the recondite areas of your hesitations… a 

tremulous sigh from a tramp, collects the core of millions of hearts… 

unknown, abandoned… cold as the most beautiful snow…  

 It is another parallel kingdom… it’s the festivity of the Greatest Souls… 

apart… alone… wasted flowers of a performance so many times repeated… 

Out there, the music is played… the stage set… the farce ready…  

What are you going to do my friend? Are you going to be wind or dust? Flower or Goodbye? Melody or 

fear? Hope or surrender?  

 Dreams as your soul mates… before dawn… The sunset always comes back and 

then, the succession of masks takes over  the poor herd… the 

dictatorship of the cowardice… 

 Every single thing that matters… 

that ever mattered has been ignored… everything! And now, what is it 

going to be? Look inside: emptiness. Perhaps outside: fakeness. 

Listen to the horizon! Listen now! It’s the last chance! A rumour is brought to 

you by your angels: there is a conspiracy. A conspiracy to be able to 

become big… to do something unique… to fulfill what you were born 

for… to walk over the seas and flow with the wind… A conspiracy 

hidden for those who are shadow… embittered existences which let 

their arms lower its illusions… 

What is there under your skin? 

What is there under your veins? 

 It’s time to take the lead! 

 A soft but healing breeze is whispering something to you… 

 Just listen, listen my friend… 
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HOPE. 

 

Far beyond tomorrows or yesterdays… when the breeze of now comes and caresses the silence 

of your hesitations, something amazing… something extraordinary happens… 

 It’s like that feeling, so familiar… when everything seems to be lost and you would not bet on 

you in any case because the only thing you are capable of seeing is the precipice… 

Someone said once: “the darkest hour comes just before dawn”. 

 It is that type of illumination that lights the fire of your dreams… making you believe… believe 

in the idea that everything is possible, that there is beauty from pain… there is something 

magical in that sentiment by which you are sure the next miracle comes from that smile that you 

can not forget… and out of the blue, your eyes are directed to the place that gives you the sign, 

directed who knows by whom… probably by angels, probably by coincidence… probably by 

fate… 

And that sign, makes you realize about the whole thing… that sign feeds your entire own… and 

for the first time in your life, you do feel there is something really special around… something 

made of sighs, dews, faith and trust… all at the same time… 

And deep inside that is what helps you to go on, carrying out the daily tasks, having energy to 

look at the newly born sunset and thank God for that unique opportunity that is Life. 

You were touched and you saw it… you belong to it… despite the deceptions, despite the errors 

and non wanted flaws, you were able to appreciate greatness, goodness, a beautiful gleam from 

the purest streams of noble wishes come true… 

It is there, just around the corner… and if you open your heart and your mind… the world made 

of magic conspires to let you touch the stars… It was always there… by your side… awaiting to 

be recognized…  

There will not be darkness anymore… nor gloomy moments… you got it… it will always exist 

that element, that chimera… that utopia called Hope by which everything can be possible, and 

the more you believe the more alive you feel… the more you dance with the silence, the happier 

you are… the more you embraces sadness, the more ready you become to appreciate how 

amazing every single moment is… 
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Yes, it is called Hope, and it is inside… no matter what… a new era started… your existence 

makes sense over the certainty that with Hope in your spirit… in your heart, you are more than 

ready for the next season… 

There you are my friend, never alone… so magnificent, so prominent, Hopeful and never 

alone… never alone… 
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IT IS NOT. 

It is not the way you look but the sense of your defeat… 

It is not the eagerness for your decay but the breath of your condolences… 

It is not the glamour of sadness but the majestic hopes… 

It is not the horizon curved into the Eternity but the acceptance of your miseries… 

It is not the reef but the reflex from the void… 

It is not the clouds but Heaven… 

It is not about what you are expecting, but what you dream of… 

It is not about the wings but to flow… 

It is not… It is not… indeed… 
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ANGELS IN TEARS. 

Behind the scenes… in the purest silence… their eyes like diamonds… their semblance, pure 

like the most virgin snow… there… hoping for the best despite this life gives them nothing in 

exchange… How can that have any sense? How is it possible to be banished when you were 

destined for greatness? How is it possible to be exiled when all the Gods wanted you to lead the 

carrying out of the vast meadows of dreams? How come you all are not visible to be adored, to 

be appreciated, embraced? 

Someone in the breeze whispers the answers… someone so many times ignored… so many 

times… 

What is the shape of your heart… the color of your lights… what is the taste of your 

melancholies… the sound of your desperations… 

And I know you are in tears… tears like transparent rivers… beautiful tears that show me the 

way we all can fly… the amazing dusk… the eternal search to be found… the peace and quiet 

where nobody wants to go save just a few… a few apparently so lonesome… so abandoned… 

Holy tears! You are the truth… you are the stars and the winds… the sudden harmony and the 

prosperous loneliness… tears… humble like the beggar who exchanged his tinsels by freedom… 

Lovely tears! Tears from snowy angels… tears from those whose presence nobody seems to 

know… 

Tears! Tears! Why do you refuse to learn to cry? Why are you so afraid? Why not to listen to the 

pureness of the tears? Why not to caress that perfection? 

Yes, I can hear your music… I can feel the landscape… I can see… I am closer… much closer… 

The hurricane of the destinies probably will keep challenging me but… but… I will never open 

my eyes… I will never leave you alone… I am there… now… kneeling… breathing the scent 

from those tears… thanking you for letting me stay there… getting ready being aware about who 

you are and who I do want to become… because your tears are already in my veins… your 

expression already in my soul… your hardships in my entire being… your magnificence… the 

guide one day I would like to deserve… 

Yes… closer… like this snow that embraces the last shadows of the day… like the river flowing 

ceaselessly… like the inevitable successions of dawns and sunsets… closer like time and 
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space… like this certainty which tells me one day… I will unite my own tears to yours… my 

dreams to yours… my existence to yours… 
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DIMPLES OF WISDOM. 

 

I will reach the aisle of your breath… I will walk over the genuineness of your tender solitude… 

I will go without wanting to learn to be just an anecdote in the ecstasy of the horizons… 

It is the singing of the echo or maybe the greatness of a future so enthralling what makes you feel 

so safe… like the child at the time to go to bed tucked in by his parents… It is the flavor of so 

many defeats and the shelter of so many countless deceptions what gives you the perfect image 

of the next station… so close… so vivid… 

Your wings might be broken but the sunset is already set. It is the time… You can still flow… 

you can still kiss utopias goodbye… you probably have some time left to plug it away… 

The lake of your presence gives eternity to this vulgar daily grind… 

It is hope the most pretty world in all the possible existences ever… 

Homage to the unknown and loss of the greatness… 

Some never called are the chosen despite this absurdity… 

The ones who see the river are depicted as shadows and the others, empty like any jar, 

considered guides of a tremendous meadow… the meadow of a mere fake. 

Bravo my friend! You saw it! I will be with you… if you want me… if you need me… 
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READINESS. 

 

There will be more… all along the way… ceaselessly… over and over again… same story… 

same shadows… the same parade… darkness taking over what was given to shine… to 

blossom… to reign… dictatorships of fear, ignorance, of tyranny… 

There will be more… and more… it is a tragedy, a betrayal, an eternal heartbreaking… 

Maybe the answers are in the skies, or in the wind… probably in their halo… or there were never 

any answers… 

And then, when everything seems to be lost… when the boat is about to sink… when the darkest 

hour comes… you understand once more… it is about to dawn… you feel… you are exactly 

where you were supposed to be… that nothing… nothing and none will ever be able to change 

the way you were made… despite those who worship respect to hollow jars and futile tinsels… 

Yes! You will keep walking to the sunshine! Proud and humble… faithful and alone, conscious 

about the Salvation of your path… the greatness of an apparent hopelessness, aware that we need 

to concentrate on more than meets the eye… 

Weightless… bare… determined… so far from most… so far… and so close in those lands of 

holy Exile, in those territories caressed by the scent of perpetual values and principles, so 

despised and ignored… 

There will be more… but you are already not there… not anymore… and you realized, at last… 

you were never there… and all of a sudden everything starts to make sense… everything… 

feeling that readiness… that readiness to… fuse yourself with flowers and Times… with breezes 

and Goodbyes… with Melancholies and chimeras… with the beautiful delicacies of your 

dreams… because we are just what we are capable of dreaming… 

There will be more… but you have been saved… saved Forever… 
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WALLS AND GOLD. 

 

The Rainbow is taking me… I can sense this… in the shape of the breeze… in the scent from my 

chimeras… in the greatness of those so many times forgotten… in the majesty of a decay more 

princess than serf… 

You were born with the gift of the eternal awareness… and you know the silence sounds much 

better with you… 

But there are places without bridges among them… Is it possible to save someone who chose 

blindness? Is it possible to fight against walls of impenetrable hopes? Is it possible to refuse to 

learn how to caress the twilight? Is it possible to walk in an eternal renounce without having 

even tried it? 

You see everything… because you chased the footsteps from golden hearts… 

It is painful… so painful sometimes… but pain whispers you over and over again that it is in the 

appreciation of the darkness where the consciousness of Gods is… and the skies… and 

goodbyes… and the evergreen will of trying to pay homage to the abandoned ones… 

How can they reproach what they want? How can make their obnoxious fears the source of their 

purity? How can they ruin the magnificence of something as big as a new born day? 

I am strolling… with them… by the hand of sun, and the stars… bare and faithful… in the 

presence of those who dared giants and Cyclops… dancing on watery meadows and crying for 

being so happy… 

I am on my way… no matter what… I am arriving at lands of regrets no more… 

It was worth it… And now… the only thing I can say… is… thank you… 
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DEBTS IN RAIN. 

"…Keep Ithaca always in your mind. 

Arriving there is what you’re destined for. 

But don’t hurry the journey at all. 

Better if it lasts for years, 

so you’re old by the time you reach the island, 

wealthy with all you’ve gained on the way, 

not expecting Ithaca to make you rich…" 

KAVAFIS. Ithaca. 

 

Sounds from the ground… from ever-empty mermaids… sounds from hypocritical scribbles… 

sounds from distressing caricatures… 

So many times you stumble… 

So many times you fall… 

So many times you bet on the wrong waterfall… 

So many times you kiss the fake… 

So many times you dance with the fallacious… 

So many times…the frog is never the prince… 

And you just smile… and thank… and embraces the greatness that surrounds the apparent 

nonsensical dream-like melody… 

Because not far, in those lands of Hope and Faithfulness… in the sacred places in which our 

brave brothers gave everything asking nothing in return… in those prairies… the sunshine is still 

forever… and detachment is the most precious way to become rooted… 

By going there… you leave… with wide-open wings… willing to take everything with you: the 

solitude and the companionship of the stars… the sorrow and the joy… the grief and the ecstasy 
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from the colorful skies… the heartbreaking condition of those who decided not to flow and your 

guardian angels… the battle and the truce… the consistency and the honor… the melancholy and 

the dew… the dawn and the dusk… 

Up above the salutation from the oceans and the deserts… It’s time to let them go… It always 

was… No room for unworthy empty jars… for corrosive caprices… for one-hundred faced 

fashionable icons… no room for simple anecdotes in a vulgar mural… 

Because you are in an eternal debt to those who made the way you are… because you are this 

sunset and the one million previous twilights… because you have to make them feel proud of 

yourself… with the bravery of your soul… with the generosity of your heart… with the pureness 

of the truth… with the company of your loneliness… with the certainty that every single second 

of waiting has been worth it… 

Below… It is starting to rain… but you know raindrops are ecstasy… and you know this world 

needs more poetry in the shape of a reflex self-aware… 

You are getting it… don’t you see? You are almost breeze… and scent… and beginning and 

end… 
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PEACE. 

 

Miracles happen every day… every single second… just there… for us all… we are not 

lonesome… or alone… or forgotten or lost… 

If we look beyond the dictatorship of the appearance, there is harmony… equilibrium… 

rapture… ecstasy… there is an eternal Rainbow coloring everything… So many treasures… 

Extraordinary sunrises, given to remind us the another station… the flying of the breeze… the 

nostalgia made of dreams… the Faith in our sighs… 

Because there is greatness all around… the smile of the tear… the embrace of your longings… 

the complicity of your utopias… 

Somewhere, not far beyond, someone somehow discovered the last path… the one that lead to 

your Destiny… made of greatness and bravery… It is written in the wind that "Fortune just 

favors the brave ones" 

Waters of Eternity… The seed of the Horizons… You are… Peace… Made of Grace… of tender 

silences… of soft daydreams… of conscious acknowledgments… Peace for my spirit, to beat 

dragons and ghosts… to make me much taller than you are… 

It is so peaceful… like home… a harmless destination, an indestructible shelter… the sanctuary 

of my soul… 

Peace… the relief from your Muse…. Peace in my veins… Peace tasting of recognition… 

Peace… Peace… Peace… 
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17.18 

 

There he was… caressed by the precious hands of breezes in an eternal procession… 

There… kneeled before the most precious gift ever: to be chosen… to be given the opportunity 

to flow, to fly… to be able to absorb the harmony and perfection of every dusk… the embrace of 

a just borne new day… the calm of holding the hand of 17 green petals, each of them, in his heart 

until the end of times… 

There… looking at the skies… blue as never before… so hopeful… and alone no more… 

He felt everything… everything… as if a hurricane of feelings took over his entire soul… 

sensing and trying to fathom answers waited for so long… 

Because the journey was there to be bold, to chase utopias and the snowy summits from the 

greatest paradises… and once more, he realized… touched by his guardian angels… there were 

not any endings… it was just the succession of opportunities to paint our paths choosing the 

softest watercolors… 

17 green petals like the most amazing treasures in the whole universe… 

17 green petals to 18 tender and magnificent gifts from Heaven… 

Yes, he has identified the ways to arrive at lands in which all his dreams came true… where 

waters of purity, honesty, truth and renounce danced with the air… where the princess became 

evergreen showing to the world that having a precious heart is the best wealth anyone can ever 

have… 

17 green petals and 18 sighs in the course of the Eternity… 

Ahhhh!!!! He felt all at the same time… 18 steps to reach the Kingdom he has been waiting so 

many lives ago… 18 steps… They could be many more than those… He saw the light in the 
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middle of the darkness… He would wait another 18 lifetimes to fuse himself to the Glorious 

dawn… 

17 green petals to 18 Golden Hearts united in just one… 

He was ready… the Conspiracy of Dreams had been successful… 

The skies showed their admiration in the shape of tasty raindrops… the fairies sang their favorite 

melodies… and there… very close… he could see the timeless revelation… a wonderful phrase 

curved on the walls of Fate: 

17 green petals to a region called Forever through 18 shooting stars… 
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FLAGS OF ECHOES. 

Beyond your  imagination the purple aura of someone grieving decorates the air… 

Now more than ever, the river sounds like gold and your heart knows that the waiting was so 

worth it… 

Pantomimes of deceiving events try to chain the way to touch the skies… Follow your dreams 

and you will find yourself… 

The hobo grins… the rose blossoms… the mountain stands… and you… you… just want to 

thank… for all the gifts you were given… 

It is more than a simple feeling… it is the confirmation… the sweet verification… like when you 

know, -even in the darkest hour-, it is about to dawn… 

It is the truth, in the shape of thousands hesitations… it is the victory under the homage to so 

many defeats… it is the hope that, despite all the ordeals… all the unpleasant sighs… there is 

light all around…  

And you, there… faithful and alone, persevere when others so long ago surrendered victims of 

cruel fears and the dictator ignorance…    

Probably it is the end of the ritual… the sacred epitaph… the holy desperation… or… maybe… 

maybe… it is just the beginning… because everything is consumed by rush… because close to 

the rainbow, there is just peace… caresses from souls just like yours… once upon a time… 

victors over the wicked routines… 

Somewhere it is your flag… made of ceaselessly melodies… eternal well-meant embraces… 

made of light and sunsets… of wonderful vigils… and loyal abysses… 

The song says Goodbye… the road whispers illusions… the bells ring and you realize once 

more… that the only thing that you have is time… a Time that was always supposed to last until 

the right paragraph would be written… 

And the echo… like the remainder of the most important mission, comes like an appealing 

symphony:  "How much of it do we have?"  
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SPARKLES AND CONSTELLATIONS. 

Look around my friend!!!! I know… it is dark right now… it seems you are surrounded by 

precipices… by bottomless cliffs… by labyrinths with no exit… 

Look, please! Look beyond proximity! Look with other eyes… with the look of those who once, 

not long time ago, were able to defeat the challenge… those who, right now, whisper to your 

ears, that you are about to kiss the rainbow… 

Look with your heart, and with your soul! And there, in these regions you will find the sun… 

you will meet the savior hobo… you will dance with the destined princess… you will embrace 

the golden kiss… 

Look! Look within!!! Within yourself!!! Come on!!! Do it! See the way you were made!  

I know… There are tricks… and wicked wizards wanting you not to do that… The sweet 

singings from the mermaids are loud and appealing… I know… 

There is so much to fight against… so much… but that’s why you are the star of this scene… 

That’s why you are there… you… and nobody else… You were chosen… to be tested… you are 

the one to overcome the apparent mire… holy duel… 

It is you and the world… it is you and yours… it is you and… you are not alone… 

Reflect yourself on the water of the Eternity! On those constellations of purity that never lie… on 

the sparkle of your intentions… 

And… you will see… you will get the truth… 

My honorable knight… at last you recover all the pieces… the puzzle is complete… 

You got the answers… you were caressed by the winds of loyalty… 

…diamonds of truth, honesty and honor decorate your sighs… don’t be afraid my friend! Your 

shield is impenetrable, your spear of shiny heart… your helmet of a clean halo… 

There you are… there and never alone… there… walk tall… with decision… with 

determination… 

You are making your own path… and I can see it is one of the most beautiful ones ever made… 

Soon it will dawn… soon… very soon… and with the light they go away… and you stand… 

you!!! you!!! 

Soon, very soon… Once more… the fictitious defeat becomes the bright victory… and you… 

once more… keep walking to where just a few were destined to go… 
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A BOAT AWAITING. 

 

Ravines of triumphant desires. 

Go! Move on! 

Don’t wait for the right moment! 

There are not right moments, 

just dreams to fulfill, 

whirlwinds of utopias to dive into, 

waves of chimeras to be caressed… 

Look at the horizon! 

A special parade of stars 

and coloured clouds. 

Tomorrows and yesterdays like rigged bets. 

True life tastes of now, right away. 

Every illusion postponed vanishes immediately after. 

The daily grind prods you in order to make you feel petty. 

Come on! Listen to the angels’ whispers! 

Close your eyes and lock your senses. 

Seeing and feeling don’t have nothing to do with tinsels. 

There, it’s the boat. 

It’s not an ordinary one. 

It’s called courage and by means of braveness 

will lead you to lands of Paradise, 

that so forgotten for most people: Freedom. 
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SWEET SOURNESS. 

 

Horizons…Illusions…Faith…Hope…Chimera…Utopias…Exiles…Loneliness…Sorrow…Grief

…Love… 
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ON THE COUNT OF 2. 

 

You said, you were ready my friend… look at yourself! How pretentious! How blind! How do 

you dare to provoke Gods and martyrs, saints and innocents? No accident, no randomness… 

there is always the light between the mist… 

It is so peaceful, is it not? There, wrapped by your faithful friend… nothing remains save the soft 

breeze that renews itself every season… like the perpetual leaf dyed so many times… 

…don’t be afraid… it is the natural course of the dawn… one day, the bridge will be unveiled… 

the roses won’t be ashamed of blossoming… soon, despite the apparent perpetual curse, despite 

all of those sleepless nights… 

… don’t you see the greatness… your magnificence… your unique absoluteness? 

…golden dreams… solitary walkings… 

…radiant light… among masses in darkness… 

…one way ticket to the moon… coming back is not an option… 

…the end and the beginning… now and then… always and forever… 

….and that taste… that harmony… that warmth… that peace… it took a while… against 

mirages, pushed to bottomless ravines and curing hardships… 

…heading north… always forward… never to return… the world will take you in… it already 

did… 

…ready? See you in the morning time? On the count of 2? 

-I will see you there my friend… 

…1… 

…2… 
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WHY? 

The breeze stopped and an old beggar woman lies cut by her wrinkles. She mills around an 

indifferent multitude occupied in feeling their own way as she implores with silent shouts a 

smile… a fleeting smile that feeds a barren and withered spirit since forgotten times… 

Her well defined countenance could be just a mask besmirched by tears, come already in 

decomposition, in latent rottenness as a result of a gloomy whip that fools us: life. 

Despite that, two pearls remain pure… they are green and eternal because in their majesty are 

humble, simple… knowing that, like the succession of seasons or the days, everything keeps 

going to the deceitful end. 

A close ending that dyes those bright stars of tiredness and hope at the same time, made of who 

knows, dreams or reality, fear or tender acceptance. 

The inebriation possesses her… calming the pain of an existence in which there was just cross, in 

which somebody forgot to add for her the possibility of the lenitive of a simple present, just 

one… and not even that was granted… like to many others… God! What is happening, ask the 

angels? 

Suddenly, the breeze changes… darkness hides and with a mixture of restlessness, everything 

tastes of magic… and those who in the reign of appearance shone, those who in the 

pretentiousness were the kings, those who in the lie ruled, vanish… and our beggar woman 

becomes queen… her wrinkles turn into soft and silky cheeks and her pearls embrace even the 

remotest miserables… poor of them! Nothing ever lasts more than the necessary and the 

prophesy is carried out at the sacred spot: where the perpetual rainbow lies. 

It is your time Beggar Queen… You are taken before whom in patient wait observes, before 

whom as the last authority, takes care about the encounter between Harmony and Justice and 

then… they walk separated no more. 

Don’t be afraid… Your spirit carried just forgiveness, humility and love. Your rags were pain, 

your starvation, a fleeting butterfly caressing your golden hair, your suffering a holy rose forever 

splendorous… you… your entire being… one of the few chosen… 

Let’s go! The storm has begun and soon everything will get flawless. Thunders and lightnings 

before Peace, a won Peace that in its last verse proclaims: “kissing goodbyes, in eternal 

yesterdays on their way to the light” 
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MIRRORS. 

 

Is it possible to change the world? Can just one person better this amazing opportunity called 

life? Are we able to enhance our existences and others? Your being depends on the person you 

want to be with. Can you accept the duel? Because they are just a few of them to be reflected 

upon.  

     Standing still… at the time of the most amazing twilight… The water of your movements 

gathers dreams and utopias as your daily grind intoxicates mermaids and dwarfs.  

     Because if you are awaiting to get, there is corruption and deterioration… approaching lands 

of perennial decay… Wanting… expecting… wishing…  

     We all are pieces of mirror… and we should try to see ourselves from the outside… plunging 

into it… observing… in an objective way… and then… your own mirror will hand you the 

answer: are you content with what you see? Do you feel at ease with that?  

     The journey is brief… and the knapsack empty… Roads, wanderings, excursions, limitless 

discoveries…  

     Mirrors… which mirrors pagan no believer? Silence… can not you speak? What happens? 

Conflicted gasps… Ruined hearts… Demolished eras… 

     Don’t you all see that there are just chains when you kneel? Don’t you believe? Who are you? 

I don’t want to share anything with you!!! Don’t you see inspiration is all around? Don’t you 

understand that by relying on anything, anyone… you just become a slave… a sad shadow? 

    Mirrors… your eyes… 

       Mirrors… your halos… 

           Mirrors… your auras… 

              Mirrors… in the very core of your tries… 

                  Mirrors… made of eternal melancholies and perpetual tears… 

      It was said… probably by angels… or saints… or maybe just by people like you… that  you 

can only be yourself when you meet the real you… the true dimension of what you are… and to 

get those summits, the curing reflection is necessary… in the form of grace… in the shape of the 

greatness… with the desperation of the newly ended sunset…   with the embrace of the 

heartbreaking lullaby… 

                          Mirrors… to shine… to blossom… to be bigger than you could’ve ever 
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thought…  

                             Mirrors… pieces of heaven… pieces of soul… pieces of you… 
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PEARLS OF TIME. 

 

Several pristine shining shadows… Clouds dance following the rhythm of their goodbyes… 

Wanting permanency… obsessed with a plethora of eternities… with chained hollow toys… with 

everlasting mirages made of fear and hidden winds… 

Is it not in the precious fleeting moment? 

Is it not in the vague beauty previous to the end? 

Is it not just before dawn? 

Is it not when the rain caresses the fragrances of soil? 

Is it not where sadness smiles at its complete perfection? 

Drops of nowness, timeless embraces over the conscious realization of the deceitful longings… 

Because the knight will fight for the freedom of this present breathing… 

Because the purpose of the flower lies in the magical hegemony over the tyranny of the dust… 

Because the possibility of not yielding cleans the guts of the true love… 

Because the only way is by getting lost in moments… 

… moments of joy, happiness, hope, contentment, 

… but also in moments of grief, sadness, disappointment, deception… 

Holly moments… pearls of huge hearts from sentient sighs and forgiving souls… 

Moments in paths, and unknown graceful pearly tears… 

Moments in time… only baggage in the haversack of humble glorious given gifts… 
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AD ASTRA PER ASPERA. 

 

It is said that the only way to find yourself is by getting lost. Probably nothing is what it looks 

like… Most of the biggest certainties are just something inexistent, something from our desires 

to keep blindfolded… wishes of cowardice… fake attempts to be worthy, pretending to 

be righteous… all is about shell… dedicating the most precious treasure, -time-,  to 

useless maneuvers for the sake of our pusillanimity… 

 We always choose the shortest way to anything, anywhere… but the shortest way home is the 

longest one…  

"Ad astra per aspera" said the Romans… They, so many years ago, saw the light… the path 

leading to the upper levels of our sailing.  

 There is so much harmony in the difficulties… so much peace… it is like the perfect recipe to 

placate the insane rage, the dark side of the moon…  

 Difficulties are not incompatible with struggle… because the greatest thing is to face the truth 

without fighting… because that means we do accept and understand the natural course of this 

dream… because to live, is a dream…   

  Despite all the tragedies, all the misfortunes… all the apparent injustices and woes, difficulties 

are always showing us the right way to go to the stars… to touch them, to embrace them…  

     "Ad astra per aspera"… we go… we go waking tall, grateful and humbly, treasuring every 

single instant…being conscious about the fact that this is just borrowed time, and the next station 

could be just a few steps away… 

    Good luck, my friends. God luck. Enjoy the ride!  
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DIFFERENCES. 

 

Identical drops of intoxicated cowardices… together in the silent treachery towards the eternal 

misery… "No rest for the wicked", whispered by winds and crying rains… 

Is it possible to remain unmasked and at the same time accompanied? Is it possible to 

contemplate sunrises and sunsets at the same precise moment? 

One you decided to board your boat, the destination is already set… and you, deep inside, know 

it… because there is certainty in the way the ray of light cleans the fictitious darkness… the 

same way, there is acknowledgment in the route to where we all are going… every passing 

second… every precious dawn… 

Yes! It is just a gigantic heartbreaking parade… where implicitly everybody surrendered upon… 

that is the material you are made… that’s the only baggage… your biggest realization… 

And that’s the reason why you will never fit… you will never be a part of it… that’s the 

explanation… you understood the beauty of it… the majestic necessary isolation among the 

multitude… 

No chances to give up… Is it even possible when you owe your own breath to your beloved 

ones? How did they do it? How? 

Blindness… perpetual wanted ignorance… when all the amazing things generated in the bottom 

of your soul, remain forever… they are heard… cared… admired… helped… in loud silence… 

in perfect harmony… 

Different worlds… the apparent and the real… most chained and caged… wingless and made 

just a simple accident in the glorious successions of being selected… selected to blossom, to 

discover, to flow, to love, to live not just to exist… 

The worst of it is that they do know… and they just walk dead… eat dead… pretend dead… 

make excuses dead… exist dead… they are just the dead… "You are alive when you are living" 

Life tests us all the time… is it not beautiful? And it tests us because this is the most amazing 

and extraordinary of all the event that might occur: life. You took it for granted, did not you? 

The seed of you greatness is in the way you express and conduct yourself… is in the projected 

image from the relation between you and the world… let yourself be worthy… let yourself go to 

the stars… let yourself be what you are… 
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Patience, pilgrim… the decor is just that, fakeness. It is your path… you are on your way… you 

are flying… making so many much better… your grace is dying of hope the echoes of found 

destinies… 

Patience, brother… time is just the illusion… what you are becoming is timeless… while 

readiness nears you… while the deceitful truths are just barred forever… 
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THAT LOOK. 

 

That look… that beautiful and glorious look… containing all the blessings and tragedies 

throughout the Eternity… 

That look… because we are losing ourselves… because we gave up on trying to catch the 

sunsets… 

That look… that feeds souls and spirits… in the course of a magnificent itinerary… 

We are letting ourselves be just anecdotes… simply accidents… vulgar creations… 

…when we are gods… able to conquer hearts and dreams… invincible knights and princesses… 

we are made of dawns and flowers, breezes and scented winds… solitudes and rainbows… 

… and you look around… and contemplate… because you want to… because the most horrible 

betrayal is in the negation of taking part of the true journey to our hearts… 

…and there are and there will be times in which everything seems to be abandoned… and you 

cry… in silence… taking all of it with you… all of it… and there… in the very core of your 

wonderful and curing sorrow, you can see the true face of eternity… because you know, no 

matter where I go, you will find me… and all those fictitious moments of hopelessness, dead 

ends… desperations and anguish will mean nothing in comparison to the evergreen joy that will 

embrace your breath… 

…that look… inspiration for the angels… source of goodness… of light in your eyes… salvation 

to all the enigmas that have to accompany us along the way… 

…that look… that changes the world for the better… that make yourself worthy of them, who 

never, ever, ceased of protecting us… 
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ISOLATIONISM. 

 

When the savior dawn arrives, I will not be there… At least in the way you might think. Your 

countenance will have clung to your own everlasting trivialities and the old man will start 

singing that secular chant with which he veneers all the gods in a delusional desperation. 

Because what seems to be sobs, are timid grins, wrapped with an infinite sorrow… from a dyed 

contentment, shallow and empty like the precious jar, whose only aim has just been to pretend. It 

will be the moment… the moment when the music will play no more… the moment… when at 

last, the tears will be honest, liquid stars falling with the sea of a pure sentiment… the moment 

when the echoes and the eclipses will unveil the postponed liberation… mixed with pain and 

exile making your guts feel in harmony for the very first time in the succession of your mistaken 

waits. The pain that will tear you apart… in one million of pieces… pieces that will not be part 

of you anymore… 

Each kiss, each word… each dedicated rictus, become the greatest torments because I can’t chase 

the wind… The battle is uneven… I am disarmed… already surrendered… The victory does not 

matter, because soon, my breath will be banished and my cape will not let my fly anymore… 

Heaven dances with hell. The harmless little birds will never sing again. There is a huge sadness 

that made them be non believers. They understood that no matter how many lullabies are sung, 

everything goes in the wrong direction, all the things will end even before they started… 

And surrounded by irrefutable proves that we try to destroy, we continue staring at something we 

can’t see and so lost imagining a better future, aware though that in truth, the only event awaiting 

us is called: decadence.    
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THE SMILE’S CONSPIRACY. 

 

Have you ever contemplated the passion of those musicians in complete ecstasy while playing? 

How they live those moments to the fullest? Have you seen the wonderful bright in the eyes of 

the person so deeply in love? Or the immense joy of the parents observing the baby sleeping? 

What about the bliss of the sportsmen or women after winning an Olympics final? 

These are just some examples where we can behold pieces of great happiness, when we feel 

ourselves so complete, in perfect harmony with the entire world and the humankind. 

And the question, the essential question here is: are those moments habitual or on the contrary, 

are the exception, those rare events that happen once in a while? Or from another perspective: 

should not we live every single moment of our lives or at least, most of them with that 

contentment from our inner joy? 

Because the truth of the matter is, using a lenitive, very heartbreaking. Looking around… where 

is that joy? Where is the passion, the rapture, the crazy and marvelous happiness? Where in 

matrimonies, in works, in relationships, in walkings, dancings, vacations… where? Where is it? 

It is sad… but it is necessary to utter the word to break the curse. Maybe it is just that… and 

what we need is to become aware… to rebel against what is the cause of this tremendous loss 

along the way. 

It is about time… it is the moment… now… to start the process to be… to help grow that 

immaculate smile in your heart… 

It is said that the most important thing that we learn when we win, is that we can win. You can 

win. You can be happy, and find true love… and making your job not just a rough daily task but 

your passion, the thing that you would do anyway and you get paid for it. 

That’s the life we all are destined for. Since always… 

We need to see beyond the looks. We have to get in communion with ourselves… peacefully and 

honestly accepting the way we are… 

Sometimes, I think this world is the real paradise. I am sure, it should be and no doubt, we could 

make it that way. Because a world where people found true love, where everybody knows their 

calling, where ignorance is never a bliss… that world has to be the paradise. 
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And we can start to build it right now… now as the real beginning of the eternity… just by 

smiling… smiling in the hope of doing what we just love with our whole hearts… 

 

A conspiracy… the smiles conspiracy… can you see my smile? 
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300. 

 

The sun is falling down with me at the same time… it is not a defeat… it is not a downfall… on 

the contrary… it is the rejuvenation of this decay that wants to make me a slave… 

  The battle for the moon has started… I know… we are just 300… enough… 300 fighting for 

the stars, and the sun… 300 going to meet the gods… and the angels… we are on our way to 

face the barred truths, the singing none wants to listen to…  

  Yes, we are on the road… when everybody stays… afraid and fearful… we go… no turning 

back… no regrets… but joy… in our hearts, in our souls… we go now and forever… because is 

our destiny… is our mission in this life… as everybody leaves, we continue… we go forwards… 

no past land… no trod grounds again…. 

    We are in search of luminous hearts, eternal sunsets… in search of the unfashionable… we 

look for the pariahs, the outcasts of a rotten world based on homages to fake idols and corrupt 

heroes…  

    We go, lost and faithful… lost to be found… faithful to move on for a reason…  

     The ordinary is not an option… we just worship freedom and liberty… honor and 

principles… moral ethics and values… 

     We go masses… we go… 300 against the masses… the journey is brief but wonderful… the 

Ithacas are our ally and now, when the wind blows softly, we just realize once more, that the 

battle, this battle is already won… 
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CLOCKS TICKING IN APOSTASIES. 

Listen! Quiet! Can not you hear it? Now! It is now… it has always been now… Can we be so 

blind? Can we? 

  Beyond all of this hesitation and deceitful uncertainty… far away from the opacity of shallow 

wishes… in the Antipodes of this latent presence that contaminates the purity of virgin prairies 

and jubilant old men ready to dance for the very first time… 

  It is in the water baby! It is in the flames of each search when all exit has been barred… It is in 

the curing sorrow, that cleans our only treasure… our only pure legacy… 

   Goals and aims that never mattered… Parade of pretentious kings with crowns of guilt and 

treachery… One day, sooner rather than later, those who seem to be outcasts… those abandoned 

pariahs… those clandestine banished in perfect silence, will be the ones… the ones that saved us 

so many times… without asking anything in exchange… and… will save us once again… and 

this time… will stay… because nothing lasts forever… because "forever is a long time", said 

once the wise man… 

   I know, you will never leave me… I know… in the same way, I have never left you… holding 

our hands… since we were whispered that time and space are just the alibi  of those who could 

not be touched by the velvet thread of faith… 

   Paralysis of bold campaigns… fatal idiosyncrasy to betray the sunrise of our 

ancestors… putrefied moves towards the dark side of the sun… 

   I have to… walk away… from you… from you all… my veins are getting dry… with no 

dreams in them… with no ecstasy… no salvation… I walk away right now… hoping for you to 

embark into lands of renounce and frugality… 

    How beautiful is the decline of the vulgarity’s apostasy! Trendy shapes are just accidental 

deeds to eliminate pure chants… It is in your broken hearts where the truth lies… It is in your 

inconsolable greed where you can find your redemption… 

    Just an anecdote made of borrowed time… the clock keeps ticking and the horizon awaits… 

What are you going to do? 
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DETACHMENT. 

“Regret comes in all shapes and sizes. Some are small like when we do a bad thing for a good 

reason. Some are bigger like when you let down a friend. Some of us escape the pain of regret by 

making the right choice. Some of us have little time for regret because we’re looking forward to 

the future. Sometimes we have to fight to come to terms with the past, and sometimes we bury our 

regret by promising to change your own ways. 

But, our biggest regrets are not for the things we did — but, for the things we didn’t do. Things 

we didn’t say that could’ve save someone that we care about. Especially when we can see the 

dark storm that’s headed their way." One Tree Hill. Lucas Scott. 

 

 

I believe life is the most precious gift ever… the greatest treasure we all were given once. We are 

just so lucky with the simple fact of being able to open our eyes every single morning… another 

day!, another chance! Life is like a wonderful journey in which all of us, play an unique role… a 

very genuine mission on this borrowed time… 

   … life like a journey, where things are not always easy… where there are difficulties… where 

nothing nor none should be taken for granted… where we struggle, strive for the things we 

consider to be worth it…  where nothing is trivial… where beneath the surface, lies the golden 

armour… where we are tested ceaselessly to be deserving of the last sunset… where we walk 

most of the time so blind and lost, holding on to certainties and thinks, just hollow cases and fake 

venoms that poison the breath of our utopias… 

  Ordinary things don’t last… it is said that nothing lasts forever, but I have to disagree with it. 

There are things that last forever… of course. For instance, true love, friendship… indeed, there 
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are everlasting treasures… 

  When these rare events happen in our lives, we just tend to want to possess them, to have them 

for us, taking them away from the world… as if they belonged to us… 

  But the truth is that none belongs to us. On those special occasions, we just 

become obsessed with the word  "my". 

  However, I think it should be precisely the other way around. The more we love someone, the 

more free we should let them be… the more we truly love, the more we don’t expect nothing in 

exchange. Detachment is the way to free our hearts and to love others. Love has nothing to do 

with ownership… The same way we cannot expect to be loved the same way we love… 

 Detachment… freedom… true love… luxuries… 

  I think we attached ourselves to people or to things because our lives are incomplete… trying to 

hold on to something that is not the way it should… 

  "Because I love you so much, I have let you go…", and if you are loved back, letting someone 

go, is the way to embrace them forever. 

   Detachment, as the way to love without measure, the cover that keeps our hearts warm and 

tranquil, the horizon that keeps closer and closer… 

   Chimeras are there for us to be chased, utopias are the real nourishment, the Paradise is already 

set… detachment the Glory Road towards it… 
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GOODBYES. 

One way... across those experiences, desires, illusions, disappointments, sunsets, dawns, dreams 

that are called from time to time Life. 

From the very moment when we start it exists the compulsory beginning of having to say 

goodbye. 

As dew caress with its softness every clover, the end of something greets you in order to 

encourage you to embrace what it's being sending to you. 

Because nothing is trivial. It does not exist such duds as coincidences.  

All the things you lived, you learnt, saw, experienced... all of them never disappeared, faded... 

The explanation is simple: they made part of yourself, of your soul and after that, created you, in 

the way you are right now during this process so exciting that we are living. 

 Goodbyes as the way to welcome new boosts, new challenges. The way also to thank for 

everything given to us, for having been chosen with the main duty of trying to do something big. 

Oscar Wild said once: "Try to live not just to merely exist". 

 And to live, in my humble opinion consists in developing our spirits by endeavoring for being 

less ignorant and by living different experiences. 

 In the end, when the last station comes to us, those things will remain with us... beyond any 

limits, boundaries, dimensions, because they joined us through our souls. 

 For all these justifications, Goodbyes are so essential if you are able to look on the bright side, if 

you are daring enough to take off from yourself every useless attachment, chains that rust all 

they touch. 

  Goodbyes don't require but silence and consistency. By assimilating them, an important part of 

your journey will be carried out. 

   Look forward. Always! Nothing vanishes! Everything is still with you. The only thing you 

have to do is to open your eyes. 
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TEARS, PIECES OF ETERNITY. 

Tears like waterfalls of velvet from those recondite kingdoms of your soul... Simply a miracle... 

a perfect symphony... flowing through a series of dreams that colour impossible walls... 

One day, you will want to write your own epitaph... built upon those drops of past and 

centuries... those pieces of extraordinary purity... not susceptible... not corruptible... not even 

prone to the least complain... Drops of golden lore... Drops that clean the worst  possible sin... 

There is a question carved in your breath: why people don't cry? It is the prose of your hesitation 

which saves the world... the impetus of your dreams what makes those streams so magical...  

Meadows of sorrow... so many times banished... so many times cursed... but you, you... were 

able to decipher the impossible mystery, the troublesome restlessness... it's the rhythm of 

your courage... the drum sounds broken... and the rant prays to become a giant... 

Take the grieve as a prize, the sorrow as a blessing, the pain of your unhappiness like the 

nourishment to get the stars... the perfection of your sadness as the river towards the new 

destination... the humility of that silence running as the more precious homage... 

It is the road of your deepest cravings which will cure your health... the perennial snow of your 

naivety, the light to darken the bright of yesterday... 

Concentrated essence... a juice made by the Gods of your doubts... the unique ambrosia... the 

quietness vulnerable to vulgarity, to absurdity... the web made with the perpetual thread of the 

golden valleys...  

Tears... tears... faithful and alone... tears... parts of your own... pieces of soul given to the winds 

of hope... silent orchestras louder than one hundred earthquakes at the same time...  

 Tears for fears... tears for tomorrows... don't leave them... caress them... fall in love with them...  

 Why no more tears?   

 

 

      68 

 

 


___



  Gabriel Puyó                                                                                                                   Apparitions 

 

 

The paintings of your tears built upon the bravery of your conquests... 

 Why no more tears? 

 Why no more?  
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A GLEAM. 

It´s not too late. Your heart is full of disappointments but over there, beyond all of your hunches, 

home is awaiting, peacefully, silent... 

The oldest wise men, keep their countenances without a trace of anger, rage, hate, negative 

feelings... They went to remote areas of their spirits in order to find chimeras... 

Now, when everything seems lost, when despite your hopeless efforts no to get drown, a weird 

parade announces the beginning of the end... 

Endings, starts, alphas and omegas... 

Only, the most careless empty-spirited shadows take a step forward... 

But, you remain thinking, immobile, trying to kiss coloured clouds, reach the stars... 

Maybe, tomorrow you´ll find it... 

You may finish right now, when you were about to get crowned... 

Stop! It´s not your fault! It´s not your virus! It´s not your decay! 

The explanation is much simpler: look at the river! look at the shape of the sides! 

Nature, as the key of the jigsaw, as that element to join the labyrinth of this existence so unfair, 

so apparently unjust... 

Go there! Don´t waste your time in empty trifles... 

Go at all costs! 

They are in that place in which it does not matter anything save your own dignity and sincerity! 
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YOURSELF. 

Beyond all your fears... 

Beyond all your tears and wears... 

Beyond dawns and dusks... 

Beyond time and shadows... 

 

There is just yourself 

Just yourself... 
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WHEN IT’S STILL POSSIBLE. 

 

Nervousness before the eternal twilight... 

Gypsies around trying not to be contaminated by so much desperation. 

One day you'll find you way home. Just one day...  

In the meantime you should try to get mad among all those things that are there, to pay homage 

to you.  

Home... what is it? So many eternities wandering... so many dawns in perpetual search of 

yourself! Don't be disappointed in yourself! Don't!  

Despite everything, despite the deceitfulness of the appearances and the apparent meaningless, 

you were chosen as million others but they did not want to be forward enough as you do... 

A melancholy chord comes from defeats that should have been their salvation.  

But the colourless of their skies conned them and the curse became relentless. And once and for 

all when the platter seems to be dry, advocate for being a struggling loser, a lost soul, a rooted 

out dreamer, a idealistic tramp, an utopian bohemian who one day tried to defy the masses, those 

groups that because their cowardice wanted to humiliate the minority by offering it false idols, 

fake rewards... coffins decorated with fancy figures completely empty... 

This is a small sequence of your spirit... 

This is what you are... so different... so pure... so innocent... 

Don't let them to change you... 

Don't my pilgrim...    
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FAKES NEVER WIN. 

 

You can not afford to make a terrible blunder in lands of spirit.  

Once you knew that your layers of stupidity prevented you from being that one who was given to 

light to do something big, you decided to become a mad one, someone who fought by the hand 

of rebellion, completely distant from those who try all the time to make all of us the same: brains 

without thoughts, souls undermined by the dictatorships of the weaks. 

A fragile road... 

A futile path... 

A river in a non stop motion... 

Skies saying to Heaven, "hold on"... 

Marionettes crying in solitude, because they did not dare to carry out their dreams... 

All was presented to you to convince this travel is worthy. 

You decide, you have to take the lead of your life. 

You must survive with honour and above all, in style. 

Are you going to drop the bomb or not? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      73 

 

 


___



  Gabriel Puyó                                                                                                                   Apparitions 

 

 

SIGHS OF HORIZON. 

Once more beyond all your hesitations everything tastes at liberty. 

One day, so many millions of years ago, the pilgrim went along his fears and understood 

recognitions as the first step to overcome of being afraid. 

One platter... one flower... 

A single scent as the way of flowing... 

A illusion as your sanctuary... 

Solitude as your salvation... 

Loneliness one of your attachments... 

Detachment in your blood... 

Maybe you'll doubt but in the middle of your reliability... 

Time and Space, Everything or nothingness. 

Some breathings help you to be, to be entirely. 

It's time for you... 

You gotta go... 

You gotta see what is yours... 

Your shadows... your essence... your dreams... my friend...     
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SOMEDAY. 

 

Beyond the ecstasy of your loneliness is where the sacred river dwells. It is written in the 

softness of the water that one day you will arrive there. It'll be an extraordinary pilgrimage, 

accompanied by so many sensations... so many...  

 

A bunch of tears floating carelessly through your innermost boldness. 

 

A chronicle of beautiful expectations follows you wherever you are heading for.  

 

The breeze is your biggest ally. If you listen to it carefully, it is going to lead you to limitless 

paradises where there is no room for cruel falsities.  

 

Simplicity as the way it should have been. 

 

A plain look at the surroundings. Something is getting high. Shadows or eternal delusions... 

Streams of your fears or silky longings... Marvelous utopias or a succession of apparent 

normality... The loss of your beloved ones or the greeting of their new stage... 

 

And you... there you are. So lonesome... but so happy... So silent but in pure harmony... So 

pensive but so close... So gloomy but so full of love... So isolated but with you spirit treading on 

your Salvation: yours. 

 

The chant of your chimeras softens the way you act... the way you dream... the way you meant to 

be...  

 

Someday you'll become what you were born for... 

 

Someday, it would not mind fakes and artificialities... Pretentious maneuvers of being someone 

who you are not. 

 

Someday, you will fuse with yourself and on that precise moment, the correct track will appear 

from the stubborn fog out of the blue... 

 

Someday... Someday... 
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LINES SIDEWAYS. 

 

The crystal of the air touches the most beautiful of your chimeras. It is time to get lost... It is time 

to flow among your despairs… It is time to caress those melodies made from suns and moons... 

Later the sunlight will banish itself and the beggar decides to fight this life and the next one 

hundred ones... 

You and the world... you and the fate... No long ago, the wise men got the light and disappeared 

from regular eyes... 

To find the mist you must become rain... 

To become a traveler you have to be the wind’s accomplice… 

To perform the perfect melody, you have to shed tears and smiles... 

When the echo dances with the silence there will be that that you are looking for... 

When the music is played by those who were freed, harmony will take over your instincts... 

When Time is holding the hand of Space, Eternity will be more than a sigh... 

Tread those silhouettes, lean on your disappointments, get the rumour of the fire... plunge into 

the pressure of the one who was born to be wild... 

Chains and wings... Green deserts with humble desires... Somewhere your conscience is wiping 

for the death of your present... At the same time, the pieces get closer... and the clock of your 

grace is stuck in the hope of a new and wonderful day... 
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DISAPPEAR. 

How is it possible? The kingdom making non believers in their own God-like existence. 

 An eternal song reminds us the greatness we all possess... Blind eyes... magnificent horizons 

banished forever... streams of hope no more summoned... 

Where are you going through that path? What is your destination? Stand still until the Autumn of 

your dreams takes over everything... 

I am different... everybody is... all of us... 

Why do you all behave like the others? Why? 

A convocation... every dawn... A dance when the new born miraculous sunshine comes to you... 

a toast to the greatest moment: now... pay homage to the eternity by going for it! 

The riverside of your soul needs to be shown... 

Let's make a party of souls! 

Let's ruin our masks! 

Let's leave your place for good if you are not yourself! 

Let's go to nowhere to find everything!!! 

I'll leave today… 

Cause there's nothing left to keep me here 

I'll fade away… 

I'll turn my back and disappear... 

Disappear... Disappear...       
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 BEFORE DAWN. 

Probably at that moment you will fear all those moments that were set there to make you the one 

who had to be... wasted moments by wrong bets... moments come holding eternal 

disappointments 

... sour precipices... false tender chimeras...  

Somebody said it had to be that way... And me, in this time of Hope and Rainbow-like 

destinations, shout at the Gods: get me out of this!!!!! 

What is the purpose? What's the goal? What the moral? Tiredness, the deepest deception over 

and over again... even when it dawns... or at the sunset time.... even then...  

Echoes of the blinds.... I don't want to mingle with raged mermaids... I don't want to be part of 

dead pantomimes willing to eradicate the only treasures that exist. 

Once more... wrong... 

Once more... worn... 

Again... so torn... 

And... determined to keep touching the dew... 

Here is not real... Flowers of decay decorate fabulous emptiness... 

The truth is on the reflexes of those who are at the other side... No more petals of hopes never 

carried out... No more sighs from knights of falseness... 

Raise from ashes... Once and one millions times more... The time is about to start and like 

someone said once: the darkest hour comes always just before dawn.      

 

 

 

 

 

      78 

 

 


___



  Gabriel Puyó                                                                                                                   Apparitions 

 

 

JUST YOU. 

It is much more than you could think... Like the snow caressed by the purest breeze still 

untamed...  

It is the wanted side of the moon... Probably just the rumor of thousands of unknown 

vagabonds...  

It is the tunnel of your hesitations... the rhythms of your tremor, the beat of your nostalgias, the 

melody of endings never finished... 

Perhaps, it is just you, the mere reflex from a mirror so many times shattered by those fears that 

prevented you from embracing the eternal dawn... 

Beyond all the determinations and closer than you might think, there is always, -pertinacious and 

stubborn-, the rare pureness of the truth... saving you... whispering you all the futures and pasts 

that make you feel the one that you are... that soulful and lonesome shadow, willing to marry 

solitude because that's the price to be free...  

It is the end whose taste is in beginning... it is the consolation for the reward always refused...  

It is the fate because of your foundations...  

It is the pilgrimage in homage to those who made you the way you are...  

It is, in the end, the glory of countless knights from ancient times in which there were queens and 

kings, princess and princes... times where dreams always came true... 

It is you... just you... the one who can change the world... the one who can rest in peace... the one 

who was blessed in an uncultivated land of jars... just you... you... 
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DANCERS IN VAIN. 

 

Are you ready to live? You get safety from the crowd... even the walls are tired... so tired... this 

is a low life...  

…lonely times like the breeze wandering in the desert... 

You know? Your voice could save the world... a simple whisper in the middle of this 

uncertainty... 

Reflect yourself on the waters of your desperations! There is not any other way to find yourself 

but by getting lost in the confines of the most profound renounce.  

Listen... Listen... The surface is so... noisy... Are you ready to... fly? To where? Just go... You 

will be found...  

There is the place... so quiet... there is peace and quiet... colored clouds and tasty goodbyes... 

The pain means cure and knowing nothing implies wisdom... 

Are you human or just a dancer?   
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LOST AND FOREVER. 

 

Proverbs of a fake lifetime... Are the skies your honorable shelter? Did you ever believe in 

something? There, weather beaten by lacks of worthy battles... defeated and despotic at the same 

time...  

Grasped to smokes... surrounded by decomposition... the ending is just the most precious 

beginning... but not for you... not for you...  

How can be daring when you bet everything on self-destruction?  

Made of a sinister compulsion to slavery, there is nothing left to ascend to the stars... your way is 

downwards... your condemnation is set... no rest for the wicked... no dreams for the living 

anecdotes... no grace for the tyranny... 

The chosen ones becoming nothingness... in trivial quarrels of ignorance and self-

righteousness...  

Possessions all around... ownerships... to justify decays of light...  

Anger for shallow vessels...  

Where are the principles? 

Where are the values? 

Where is the moral? 

Why nobody cares about the ones who died for us? 

How is it possible so much emptiness and tragedy? 

How could we end up like this? 

Lost souls... borne to reflect... to reason... to develop... to be deserving... 

with the vocation to want to be lost...  

Lost and ruined... lost and forever hopeless... just forever dust in the desert...      
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NURTURING HEARTS. 

 

Those illuminations... imprisonments of nostalgias made of spontaneous distortions... 

Your rootlessness as your undying love... 

Your monotonous dejections reconciling tremors and blind visions... 

It's about time... time to feel... time to grasp the air... time to reveal yourself... 

Too much sacred moments pining away... Born to blossom... Instead racking and ruining... 

Angles giving limitless second chances... 

Brooding all the time... How can you dare? It's is the panacea! It is the taste of kissing goodbye... 

it is when the show must not go on... 

Your condemnation is your acceptance... Your misery is your fake happiness... Your dodge is 

just the nourishment of your eternal decay... 

Groundlessness... Groundlessness whisper the skies... Wasting dawns and dusks searching... 

searching for oasis of nothingness... for kingdoms of rotten hearts... 

There is a place... not very far away... not so remote... not in the antipodes... a place where you 

can get freed... once and for all... 

... where there is nothing to hold on to... where everything seems what it looks like... where there 

is bravery and honor... boldness and courage... where nobody is let down... where fearless is the 

only option... 

... a sanctuary... the salvation... the way to the Ithacas... the continuous pilgrimage... your heart... 

your enormous heart... 

... listen to it... let yourself embraced by it... filled with love there is nothing to be afraid of... it is 

the love of your heart which is going to save the world... destined for greatness... 

Nurturing hearts...    
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CHIMERAS. 

“The first step in realizing basic goodness is to appreciate what we have”. Chogyam Trungpa. 

Standing there… in a continuous motion… embracing everything… when everything seems to 

fall apart… when nothing is what one day we thought it would look like…  

Your back is upright… no trace of shyness or embarrassment… not bending to anything… 

Your sadness and tenderness are the seed of your bravery… 

Doubts… hesitations… wells of wisdom or ravines of eternal condemnations? 

It’s there, it was always there… in the heart… that’s your world… 

                    …so full of interest… 

                        …so vulnerable… 

                          …so graceful… 

If I can learn sadness from you, I will have to go…  

If you can fight for the sun, it will always be darkness… 

If I stay, you will never fall in love with me… 

The clouds dance with the wind while the ultimatum of the rain, threatens a truce about to be 

shattered…  

Countless lives before…. 

                     …countless lives again… 

       We must feel the pain… we must renege from the apparent treasures… we must fly and 

flow… flourishing instead of falling… 

                 The reward is in doing… because everything comes from the light… 

It’s just a state of suspension… 

It’s just the dimensions of your fears… 

It’s just your task… to learn… to become God-like… 

   It’s the chimera, the dream… the song made out of your silences… 

 It’s just… life… simply life… 
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RAINBOWS. 

"He persists in the naive belief that smugly grasping at bourgeois strengths can substitute 

entirely for Bohemian freedom". Neal Cassady. Collected Letters.  

 

A storm in your scars... a breeze in your hesitations... a Goodbye in your Hellos... the varnish of 

the present impregnates even the unknown...  

The crack is about to reign... and one humble tinge of despair crosses the labyrinth of tears floods 

the silence no more... 

I like the taste of your pensive looks... the softness of your wanderings... the tumultuous tempest 

of so many resignations... 

The clock keeps going to the Next Destination... Subterfuges no more... The exit is beyond your 

reach...  

Maybe you should have taken the opportunity... Maybe... Nobody will ever know... 

A bell is pealing... a heart is kneeling... a dream is vanishing...  

As soon as the oracle is perennial... there will be a river with the most crystalline hopes... 

As soon as it is not too late, there will be a place by the bank of your desires... 

As soon as the performance has no audience... the rainbow will be perpetual and a new Age will 

have started...  

Cannot you see it? Can you? 
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RAIN IN THE SPRING. 

 

Probably you never thought on the transparency of the snow... Perhaps, the singing of your 

wanderings was just there, latent... as the pools after the storm waiting for the sunshine to fuse 

with Eternity... 

Then, the majestic of solitude became golden pieces of a heart moulded by the dreams of a soul 

so many existences waiting for the perfect dawn... 

The warmth in your spirit heated up the entire universe... You saw the light and after that, there 

were just flowers in a waste land not long ago... 

You can say it was angels, probable muses, or maybe a conspiracy of Gods... who knows if the 

only responsible was yourself... better to say you boldness, your perseverant inclination to lost 

causes...  

A soft breeze caresses everything, even the forgotten ones... even the taciturn squares with sighs 

of refused lovers in love...  

A blessing straight from you fears that at last vanished not to come back anymore... 

The magic exists... you know that now... Magic is there... around... for everybody... for 

everyone...  

Somewhere there is a gray epitaph: "Believe, my friend". 

That’s my message for you: just believe. The real life is hidden from your eyes. The real 

existence is within; inside...  

Do you feel it? Do you? Just listen with your illusions... plunge into your daydreams... get the 

port of your goodbyes, and just let yourself flow...  

You see... Spring is coming... the rain will do the rest... 
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PIECES OF WIND. 

Ashes and scents... 

The wind as your breath 

and the moon holding your heart.. 

It is you aura, it is your halo... 

 

Be the end, and the beginning... 

Be eternal and ever green... 

Be light and shadow... 

By moment and sigh... 

 

The shape of your soul is  

the grandeur of the decay. 

The smell of your defeat is 

just the victory of your dreams. 

 

There will be greatness from pain... 

There is peace in your sorrow... 

There are pleasures in the gloom... 

There is magic all around... 
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MIRRORS AND REFLEXES. 

 

Roots of celestial dawns caught you in the middle of an unlimited distrust... Some will 

accompany other when they could go by their own... It is a huge pity... not to believe in 

yourself... a tremendous waste not to dare to be yourself...  

Instead taking life and chasing your golden dreams, walking on grayish paths... 

There is sunshine, and evergreen dews... wonderful waterfalls... eternal whispers from angels 

awakened to adore the way you look at, or the way you touch your melancholies... 

Temptations of repentance erase the breath of braveries and exultant challenges... 

A beggar fought for a lost cause... faithful and alone... days after days... sometimes you get lost 

and cry... from time to time, the river overflows winds and silence, futures and previous 

existences... just let yourself be great... take the breeze of your hesitations and start flying... with 

no destination... just flow... becoming water... fire.... faith and admiration... 

It is the quality of your principles what sustains the pillars of your spirit... 

Feed it with Horizons and hid sunsets by storm clouds loaded with dreams and flowers from your 

heart... 

Timeless longings will drive you into rotten voids, stagnant fluids with no exit...  

The reflex from the mirror of your soul will tell you what to do next... 

It is in those unique landscapes where the truth lies... it you... it always was... 
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ONE MILLION OF REASONS. 

 

For the breeze... for the quiet... for the silence... for the music and the tress... for the melody and 

the solitude... for the suffering and the happiness... for the illusions and horizons... for the roses 

and the thorns... for the rainbows and rivers... for the time and the eternity... for the day and the 

night... for the rest and the frenzy... for the color of your tears and the taste of your goodbyes... 

for the joy and the smiles... for the dawns and the declines... for the luxury of the humility and 

the victory of the rain... for the halo of your look and the aura of your heart... for the inspiration... 

for the Holy Road... for the dance and the melancholy... for the nostalgias and awakenings... for 

the cracks on the grass... for the solitude of the crowd... for the sun and the mountains... for the 

shade and the twilights... for the profile of chimeras and the majesty of decay... for your 

generosity and goodness... for being able to be part of it... for the imperfection... of the 

succession of chances... for the reluctance to abandon... for so many mornings... for so many 

embraces... for so many cracks and salvations...  

for the caress of the skies... for the stimulus of the fail... for the softness of the rock... for the 

tenderness of memories... for perfection of the imperfection... for the company of 

lonesomeness... for the faithfulness of the defeat... for the teaching from the isolation... for the 

pattern of the unknown... for the errors and certainties... for the Heaven... for opening up my 

hands and find out they are empty... for the touch of the scent from your recondite longings... 

for... 
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THANKS. 

Thanks for the sun... and for the clouds.  

Thanks for the loneliness and for the company. 

Thanks for letting me be... for guiding me to the stars... 

Thanks for sharing the roses of this trip... for paying homage to the skies... 

Thanks for the music... and for the silence... for the wind and the rainbows... 

Thanks for the hopes and the mountains... the water and the mornings... 

Thanks for the friends and the enemies... for the achievements and the fails... 

Thanks for the light and the shadows... for the Happiness and the Holy Sorrow... 

Thanks for everything...  

Thanks... 
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THE WATER OF YOUR SILENCES. 

 

Are you going to bet on the failure?  

Are you going to kiss the water? 

Are you going to abandon the wind? 

Are you going to embrace the dew? 

What are you gonna do?  

Are you a shadow or a flower? 

Are you an anecdote or a verse? 

Are you a sigh or a fake hallucination? 

Deaf ears... tasteless days... flavorless dreams... 

Nobody said it was going to be ideal... 

But it is the music of your regrets what ruins the greatness of your freed roses... 

Play with the lonesome because you will find the one that you are... 

The expectations are the bravest defeats... You could have been more than that... more than that 

melody... more than a random smile... 

Don't sleep... Don't take the silence for granted... don't keep her naivety at bay... 

Simply, be... simply act... simply strive... simply don't surrender... do not retreat... simply listen... 

cannot you heart it?  

It is for you... for you... listen... 
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DIAMONDS. 

And... the car stopped... with all the Universe around at the same time... and within... so 

lonesome... so desperate... a simple person... in the form of thousands of lives fused just in one... 

And he felt the tender caress of the skies as a gray mantle that continued to cry slow and quietly. 

Stiffened by the rotten bravery that used to be their lighthouse many lives ago he understood at 

last the price of his solitude... his compromise with the ecstasy of his search... 

Because beyond all the hesitations, far away from the present eras, sooner rather than later, the 

accessory lapse of eternal certainties will fade away letting the sunshine sparkle... 

One way or another... the fountain of his tribulations floods the barren fears that try to impose 

their fake reign. 

Like a surgeon searching for the tumor in a last minute operation you find yourself... lost there, 

faithful and alone, convinced on the fact that the choice has been the right one... despite 

everything... everything... 

And there you go... once more... with your eyes tires but with your soul eager to keep going... 

with a lack of physical strength but with all the harmony from above... 

with a perennial starvation but with the more than enough nourishment of his longings... 

The music sounds.... the road is ready... the battled settled...  

And you just go for it... letting be found... finding what it is trying to meet you... 

Two sides from the same diamond... 
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ADORATIONS. 

 

Shades around... while magic is flowing through skies of harmony.  

Once, you dared to try to touch soft scents... 

That day  remains very far away and your soul stayes silent in the middle of your weariness. 

Hopes, hopes. What such a beautiful word!  

They build your spirit all the time. Even when you are thinking that everything is lost, even on 

those moments where landscapes are grey and there is just an apparent emptiness. 

Symbology. May be that's the right word. Try to learn about it. Don't refuse to adore Death 

because Death tastes of Life and you, us, them, are Death. 

Madness, follows us to the Sanctuary. The final station, destination before being able to carry out 

our real path. Be mad, become a mad, think as a mad, behave like that... 

Oh, God, thanks for everything. I'm so happy. I got it. I was able to read between the lines and 

for the first time, I am nearly able to celebrate any day, any day, as the best to say goodbye... 

I'm on my way... on my way. 

Thanks, thanks... 
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FREEDOM. 

Attached to tinsels and accessories... is it possible to fight for the sun when you oblige yourself 

to be caged? Once the pilgrim looked at the horizons and understood the magic from the 

renounce. The dance of the hills started and soon the redemption will cure the lost hopes. 

When everything seems to be lost, it is when the right time comes. It is not possible to fly 

burdened with empty hearts... it is not possible to adore the prairie surrounded by walls... 

The labyrinth of your hesitations drowns your magnificence. Time should be your ally and 

becomes the traitor. Walls are crying and the little kids lost their illusions before even starting. 

Destined to flourish... for greatness... in the way to the stars... kissed by decorations of humility, 

goodness and softness...  

Can they see that what we are is what we dream of? 

Can they see that what we are is what we do? 

Can you see that what we are is what we long for? 

Obsessed by permanency and the cult of shallow anecdotes... and at the end of the road, just the 

lethal consequences... 

Are you free? Are you going to the rainbow? Are you in motion like the wind? Keeping yourself 

floating over the early echo? 

Are you able to do what you deep inside feel have to do? 

Are you willing to smile at the beggar and embrace the thorn? 

What do you bet on? So many things to hold on to, right? 

The palace is built, I can see. So many days, so many moments... going where? 

Silence... immense silence... suddenly a question... the question... from so many places... from 

them... a timeless question: can you stand alone? Can you? 

Roofs and alleys, when the sun dances, it is the sound of your poetry that shakes the world... it is 

just the profusion of your braveries the only one able to lead you to the soft catharsis... 

The price of your liberty is the cause of your boldness... There is so much perfection in the 

attempt... so much harmony! One day, by following that path, the dark side of your fear, will 

become the sweetest hankering... 

You decided to strive for the anonymous goodbye... you dared Gods and oracles... and the tidal 

waves accompany you since then... 
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 ...keep dancing... keep going... your breath tastes of illusion and your way is simply 

unstoppable... the rainbows are there with open arms... so close... and your pace is light... 

because at last you just got it: you flow... 
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LUMINISCENCES. 

You were there… impregnating everything. They were moments dyed by millions of hopes that 

heralded just tragic endings. 

Today, in the middle of so much splendor, in this paradise of renaissance and cruel renewal, at 

last, what was so many times suspected, endlessly feared, has been revealed… 

Yes! You were there all the time… silent, in a deafening silence. Now, I can recall the taste of 

that silence, those instants previous to the tragedy. Those conspicuous grains of eternity that will 

accompany me until the perpetual vigil possesses me and you come towards me as well… 

I am seeing the scene… the most transcendent I could ever star… I am there, awaiting… 

awaiting you… Solitude is my most loyal friend, the accomplice, the last ally. It is the time in 

which the tinsels wither, when every lame anecdote melts into Nothingness… when all the 

vicious subterfuges are in decay. 

And… I am seeing you coming… You are not in black. I am not surprised. Not even wrapped in 

mystery. Your expression is serene, your silhouette fills all the reckless certainties… You came 

because you had to… I bless your presence because I need to. You smile at me… humbly… 

majestically. You smile in a way unknown by gods and men… I stare at you… Your eyes… 

green, like immense prairies in perfect springs… And your halo… speechless… 

I assume that the ritual is about to finalize… there are just some sighs to get the circle complete. 

A quiet curtain surrounds us. I stare at you back. How many things I would like to tell you! How 

much left to be done! How many sunsets abandoned! 

Words are accessories between us. Our spirits are fused… and I understand now, why we all are 

just one and the very same thing… 

The soft pressure of your hand speaks for us… the barrier has to be crossed… Music and 

paraphernalia… plains and wonderful humps… concerts and antipodes… senses and atrocities… 

all my pusillanimity and cowardice… 

It is not possible to change the written oath. It is not possible to hide into the open skies… 

My feet start moving… We hold one another hand… together, souls and shells… Darkness… 

Oceans of darkness… My hand is kindly pressed. I look at her: an extraordinary smile floods her 

semblance… I do understand… I start smiling as well… slightly but sincerely… 

 

 

 

      95 

 

 


___



  Gabriel Puyó                                                                                                                   Apparitions 

 

 

ALIBIS OF LIGHT. 

Taking you in my heart, unveils all the diamonds in the world. 

The moonlight accompanies my restless utopias 

while the beggar is kneeling for all the mistakes he never made. 

 Somewhere, the petals of the song hypnotize some inconsolable tears. 

There is not cure for sadness, there is not salvation for melancholy... 

  Your mirror is the sanity of your illusions... 

  the final gift, the initial apocalypse... 

  Swallowing feared uncertainties when there are not any precipices... 

  The walk is the best transit, the air your alibi... 

  It was never too late, the roses flower at the right time 

and we must unlearn the darkness to see the light. 
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NO FEAR. 

 The eternal Rainbow vowed before you. You reached the limit of their shallowness and the price 

for that was your redemption. The walk is fictitious as your bravery gets more luminous. 

 No ends, no final deeds. It is all about continuation, in style... the style of your path through a 

short and wonderful journey. Wherever your dreams are, there lies your destiny... 

   Soon the eclipse of your tears will let the horizons shine. There are not enough clouds to hide 

the stars… there is not enough tragedy to stop the dawn... This day can be as good as any other 

to kiss your regrets goodbye. 

  Nothing fades away... everything is carved on the surface of our hearts... transforming us in 

what we are... whoever we might be... having the borrowed opportunity to better ourselves... 

   Ends that are simply beginnings... 

   On our ways to the the stars... 
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FLOWERS IN THE ROCK. 

Sounds of tears shed by silences with no ownership. 

I like your look when sleeping... 

I like the vertex of your frenzies... 

I like the shout of the wind... 

Paradigms of anonymity... 

Mirror has to be chosen... 

The cave is empty... 

and your heart longs for blossoming... 

Orchards and desserts... 

Curves to nowhere... 

Anguish forgotten... 

Dance me to the deepest of your fears... 

Ghosts are made of golden renounces 

There is water in the rock... 

and roses in the sand... 

There is light in the shadow 

and hope in the failure... 
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LONG, COMPLETELY ETHEREAL. 

Time goes by... we march... march... where? What is your destination, pilgrim? Are you 

conscious about the terms of the deal? What are you breathing for? Your purpose? Your cause? 

What's your ultimate fight? 

Clouds above, solid earth behind... wind, wrapping all the deceptions around, all the dreams that 

so many try to shatter...  

...don't you want to understand that your tomb is just something you just chose? I guess, you do, 

you did... but probable bravery was never one of your choices... 

Look around, look closer… Don't you see so much beauty? So much magic.. So much 

perfection? You just let your miseries take over... but there is a way back... there has always 

been... it is not too late... for those who repent sincerely... not for convenience... but for 

conviction... 

It is the time, your time... what's gonna be? what's gonna happen?  

Allow yourself to trust in yourself, that's the beginning, the start of the rest of a long, complete 

and wonderful life... 
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STANDING. 

When the wind blows, 

When the rain drops, 

When the silence shouts, 

When the skies smile... 

 

 Now, later, always, forever... 

No matter what, no matter what... 

 

Leaves will fall, 

Sunsets will fade, 

Rainbows will disappear, 

Time will pass... 

 

But I will stand, 

close, silent, faithful, 

I will be, breathe, exist... 

 

... for you... now... later... forever 
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COMING HOME. 

 

Blue skies among silky carnations... 

It is you, as always was... 

It will be you, after lifetimes of hopeful dreams... 

One destiny, one wind, same scent... 

 

Roads toward the same steps, 

Future born from the present ecstasies... 

Life, angel, cure, salvation... 

 

Dancing of Rainbows, holding your breath, 

Always sunshine, forever in the air... 

It was always you, with scents of forever... 

With a golden heart with which being at home... 
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