On Hearing Italian Spoken in a Cafeteria

No matter how low,

how whispered

its susurration may be —

it always is crystal-clear to me,
and I can gaze in it

like a seeress foretelling
undecipherable messages.

That rolled R that sounds like
a crackling of scattered Murano beads
an unwary foot is treading on.

The subtle hiss of the S that makes
me dream of the strewn leaves
of Sybil’s vaticinations.

And the muffled sound of the shy GL,
as impalpable as haze wrapping

the plains in the winter

like tarpaulin sliding snowflakes off
of cypresses and bare grapevines.

Someone drops the word castagna

within my earreach: I pick this

valuable so carelessly thrown away

to let the scent of my father’s roast chestnuts
tickle my numbed nostrils.

Nothing will ever be to me

more precious than these
Hesperian golden fruits —

these words that ripen

in the mountain-walled garden
where my own roots have grown.



