
Backyard in Brescia 
 
 

The summer sun is baking 
     this terracotta backyard into  
          squared slices of bossolà.  
     The icing is an accretion of jasmine blossoms 
dripping from the balcony above  
     like melting snowflakes. 
          When you clear them out 
     with your toes, 
you unearth a necropolis 
     of ochre frescoes 
         that no rain can wash away. 
     Even the breeze, here, 
must have studied the ancient maestri: 
     it crushes and wields those petals 
          like oil paint 
     on the cracked surface  
of the eternal return. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The Meaning 

 
For Kay Ryan 

 
 
 

Quintessence 
that I distil 
from the petals 
of your words. 
 
In the alembic 
the cucurbit is  
suffused with their 
crystal-clear scents. 
 
I extract the 
fragrance of 
their kernels with 
the enfleurage 
of perusal. 
 
Inhale the  
brewed attar: 
its essence is 
evanescent 
like the sense of 
a still-unuttered  
sentence.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chatoyancy 
 
 
 

The art of being chatoyant 
comes in time  
and is hard to master. 
 
It demands  
skirting flamboyance 
without ever  
dimming the luster. 
 
The toil of learning  
how to unwind  
a spool of silken syllables 
 
and weave them  
into ossified lace 
may not prove enough to earn  
his longed-for embrace. 
 
Albeit a gem, a man may not wish  
a stone to hang from his neck. 
 


