
















FULL MOON 

Today 

happens 

as a falling down leaf

in a rain of instants

My mind flies to you, Loneliness, 

to survive the full moon with some hope 

Serene, serene word of the wind 

Death babbles its lie among the drops 

Each beginning repeats 

true and not true,

and echoes of birds 

looking the creation in your eyes, 

and the prodigal night 

inspires the aquatic reflex beyond...

Without space 
this day, breaking, runs away 
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Poetry - Rafael Gallardo 

























The dream I'm crossjng 

mirrors everything 

Each step 

has colors 

like a cloud of dust dispersed by rhe wind 

Each one 

is one's own measure and reward 

This moment is ours to dream 

Poetry - Rafael Gallardo 
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