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Sunset on Tuscany hills.

On the hotel balcony,
poems by Mahmud Darwish.

My cup runneth over.
| do not desire a thing,
but how good it would be to go to Italy.

.N09%5 N1 N7 N7

IXII 0119 ITN 01V

At night, howling on the balcony.

An adorned peacock spreads feathers.
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A huge river flows.

A magic sight becomes a thing,
within the roar of a reduced world.
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Under her skin she is falling.
What is happening over there,
where the grass has spread.
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On the shores of the Bacchiglione,
beside the bicycle path,

where there is still love.
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Trees and the smell of earth.
Much rain.

A king with a white beard.

.UX7 D'>IXNN D'

.D'NDIY .NXINN D'RXI

221 .WUnY IR TN 7Tan

Slow - moving days.

Going out. Forgetting.

A tower reflecting sunlight. Softening.

Zu den Baeumen gehen.

Um ihre Stimmen zu spueren.
To go towards the trees.

To feel their voices.

Tiritaba mucho mas de lo planeado.

Y el mar, el mar, el mar.

| was shivering more than | had planned to.
And the sea, the sea, the sea.
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God. God. God.

| wish the exile returns to his homeland.
Then make me return.

YWt faneko, faneko u Hagonro.
To go far, far away and for a long time.
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A long time ago.

In time, a full half circle | want.



