
 
I do not forget her presence for an instant 
 
 
The pain is palpable all around the room 
Impotent i wait for it to stop, 
she kneels with her hands 
on the bed and her head leaning forward 
I wait for the pain to stop. 
 
I do not forget her presence for one instant. 
 
Through the window, a flach illuminates her whole body 
with a white light, she seems transparent. 
It passes over her little body and little disappears 
leaving the whole room in shadow. 
 
I wait still. 
 
I think, i think of so many things! wish they 
would return her jewels, i would feel better, 
it would not be so strange and, passing over her body, 
it would be easier to identify, to order her objects. 
 
I miss her person. 
 
I feel the walls closing  in more and more. 
There are moments when i am suffocating. 
I need to breathe. 
Between my own, i squeeze her hands. 
 
I do not forget her presence for one instant. 
 
I remember; we travelled through time together, 
images become mixed. 
I feel, i am there, the scent of voices 
they become murmurs, i open my eyes and see 
the reflection of the water around me, i feel happy, 
someone calls me, i get up and start running. 
 
She holds my hand strongly between her own, 
dispossessend of everything. 
And i wonder, what am i without her? 
Hold, hold my hand tight. 
She is still here; I hope she never goes. 
Silence. 
 
I travel, through the air 
I rest my head on the train carriage window 
my face is reflected in the glass and, beyond, the 
everyday landscape 
is, for me, like the first time. 
The sea in the background. 
Some children wave and the journey becomes 
flashing images, which make me feel alive. 
I do not forget her presence for one instant. 
 
I feel alone, in the elements. 



Like a great rock, continuously beaten by the great 
waves of the sea and seagulls spinning around me, 
continuously... 
 
An abandoned building, in a desolate landscape, inspires 
in me the thought that there was a time when it was useful. 
they ran along its long corridors, its interiors. 
Someone must have looked out of the windows. 
Maybe, perhaps great things occurred 
and it is still there, unmoving. 
 
I am terrified to leave her alone and come home without her. 
 
I remember ; A night, a magic night, 
it were about to fall into pieces. 
The lightning bolts flooded the darkness with light 
and the thunder was so loud you wanted to shout 
out loud and follow its rhythm. 
We closed the windows and were along, i would 
have liked to share it with. 
 
I do not forget her presence for one instant. 
 
We open the room door again, 
we are content with little, it seems as if the walls, 
for a few days, were further away. 
 
I think, i think of a greenhouse; 
Refuge, prison, almost transparent 
alows glimpses of shapes, colours, 
protector of time, from the exterior, 
artificial air bubble, almost without intimacy. 
 
It becomes white, whit opaque walls which 
do not allow you to imagine through them; a garden 
and the continual coming and going of people and the normal 
passing of time and daily business. 
There is a window, rather like a frame for the ligt, which 
reminds that there is a world outside and that it  
goes on, it goes on continually. 
 
I suffocate, i need to breathe. 
 
I take my leave. 
I open the door, inside is a small washroom, 
I wash my hands, my face, i sigh... 
I open another door, i want to see her again, 
I go to the small window, i strike it with my fingers, 
She looks at me 
I gesture with my hand, 
I do not forget her presence for one instant. 
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