
The Espresso between Sleep and Wakefulness 

 

“Follow me, someone said, to the urinals 

and then, instead of pissing, we’ll dive in the pool 

and breathe better. I’m daring.” 

He goes before me 

and the stream carries him to a riverbank 

while others, each before a branch or a trunk, 

exercise under watery depths. 

The first wrestling match, the first banana 

goes down the river.  

“Come, here we’ll dive better.” 

 

And peace, the first poem, 

becomes transparent between water and light. 

We’re here among cottons soaked in ink. 

The lime tree branches out against silver air  

and your faith in the day grows with the measured shining 

opening up amidst the whirring of tires on the wet macadam. 

A dog sleeps, breathing with a smooth panting. 

 

At first light 

your fresh senses have not yet fluffed up. 

A breath of air hardly awakens me 

and then another stretch of sleep. 

 

Caboclos protect this beginning of day 

and the dead, in fluffed up silence 

are also alive. 



We keep silent so as not to disturb the peace  

and the uncertain wake. After the car goes by  

a sparkly silence remains and the tick tock  

is part of the peace. Thirst has been quenched  

and the sufferings of the body are over. 

Through the lung’s rootlets freshness  

attends nobody’s body, the wakefulness of the dead 

and the anonymous praying mantis  

on the airplane window at breakfast. 

 

But that barking which I don’t hear 

is a well of shadows excavated into darkness, 

and now horses’ hooves approach slowly 

with the garbage wagon. 

The exhaust of a bus tinkles on the window panes 

but I hear nothing at the beginning of all. 

 

It’s enough to drink from the soaked cotton 

or absorb through the nostrils the peace that doesn’t begin. 

 

Earlier, when I sought to square what I wrote 

and hold it in collections in front of my eyes 

I left off writing for fear of not completing myself 

and slept at dawn in a stupor of forgetting. 

Now I hear what I hear right now, 

a turbid squawk of cranes on the patio. 

No other phalanx or finger drums on the water pipe 

and what is left is a drowsing peace 

and the head turning on the fresh pillow case. 



 

No one here explains all the noises. 

The mezzogiorno is still far off. 

Ink splatters on the walls of sleep. 

We spin inside a bucket of shadows 

and right now and along this belt 

squeals sharpen and the dog wakes up. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rare moments 

                            when the note saws 

the flesh no one knew was here 

while the head on the bedspread aslant  

hardly begins to awaken 



toward the hall in shadows with a tendril of light 

through a background of yellow quinces  

and the “eternal” woman  

who has no shape but is instant feeling, 

a microclimate dug up in a free afternoon, 

she gathers or receives in her house  

let alone that she lived in other houses too 

and even overseas, just before dying  

she had moved again. 

Now she attends the mandatory reception 

visiting a home where it seems she is never absent, 

never dead, from another place 

she allows us to visit her here  

rejuvenated, has consecrated this one 

so it doesn’t fall through, there’s no lack of panacea 

even if we lack everything else, that house that woman 

man or woman, neither man nor woman 

in the end more a place than a person   

quasi innocent, quasi present 

inoculated by a germ that breathes  

and allows us, between startling peals  

to stay in a place that belongs here. 

The exhaust fumes cut through it, 

the tremor of a motor, 

a scooter’s clacking fart.  

When the note saws we’re no longer here, 

then she drags her feet, 

closes a door, 

the inconspicuous engine softly muses  



the first stirring at visiting a place.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Goddess 

 

On each corner, in the distance, through streets that emptied into the 

estuary, he saw a floating flake of white foam. He made out the bulk. 

Someone, Mister Who, was walking in the same direction as the car. He 



saw his back first, a curtain of hair flashing under the street lamp. He 

carried a black knapsack. Where did the mane end? Where did the 

knapsack begin? The self-propelled mane slowed its gait. The driver braked 

trying to discover the snout—of a female? behind the curtain of raw black 

silk. The walker turned at the corner. The car turned after him.  

Standing in the sand, he did not detach his gaze from his obsession, 

imposing on it a white perfume mixed with the smell of the sea. The hair  

loose on the back merged near the rump with black tights rolled up like a 

fisherman’s. That “fisherman” had done all within his power to become a 

goddess, entering the water with such confidence that it made one reel. 

Without dispute it was the goddess going in. The principle of that force hid 

the face with an inscrutable visor, a curtain of strings and pendants made 

according to illustrations of horse hair shaped as a shawl.       

 

His mind, even his memory,  

everything was blank and smooth  

except for the telephone ringing. 

A Mister Who set in the wood,  

was it exoticism? Who can say? 

Exoticism became all the more exotic, 

a foreign lens stuck in the eye. 

Inside the lens, still opaque, the hair surged 

dark like night, smooth and glued to the skull,  

parted in the middle. Then  

the eyes made way, a violet  

dark blue ocean of wet macadam.  

The face was a translation  

of an image long lost, an idiom  

obstinately silent and serene. 



No thought was behind that forehead  

that wasn’t in consonance  

with all his being or so it seemed. 

 

Near hot embers he took that head, 

passing his finger over the parched lips.  

The teeth were white, whole, and the pallid tongue 

made now a fearful signal. 

 

Here they are, getting ready for their pleasures  

suddenly confessed, with the urgency of a storm  

that serves as occasion and stimulus. 

It appeared on the sky, not the exterior of the storm,  

but an interior one belonging to him, or both, 

a projector, a lighthouse,  

the beam rose and descended 

among waves with a highly desirable effect 

piercing the black, uncovering  

a white sheet of foam on top of a cluster 

of pale gray ringlets slipping away with nervous speed. 

 

The hair flew on its own 

as the fetish that it truly was. 

He tugged at those wings, 

he seized that monstrous infibulated prosthesis. 

The absurd graft held no matching relation  

with its point of support, the skull. 

 

Hand on hand, from a movement 



of growing friendship among their parts, 

they touched without letting go, 

breathing almost mouth to mouth. 

The owner of the hair fanned  

him with his respiration 

at the edge of a cataract  of close worship  

that turned him grave. He promised himself  

that this would be the last time to say goodbye. 

 

Now, at the start of summer, at the pitch  

of his enterprise, he felt like sharing with the other 

the same sea air, the same wide roof  

surrendered at one stroke, 

a lung suddenly enlarged 

and how such things ought to be felt  

among the flowerbeds of cactus and laurel. 

 

Big buds were squeezed behind the fence 

and rolled over ceramic tiles, 

were trampled on by dogs, 

a smother thickened  

the onslaught of heat, 

their dizzying smell  

almost a punishment. 

  

The music began. A noisy rumba and with it 

a short lived but overwhelming fancy. 

He felt that only now was he at the point  

of resuming what years ago had been  



so miserably interrupted. That which ought  

to be regretted can only be forgiven by oneself,  

but before the rumba was over 

he had already forgiven himself. 

 

They revolved like fighting fish united by their mouths,  

slipped heavily among the trunks in the attic 

or fell outdoors over the tiled roof. 

Furious cavalcades and cavatinas  

at the hazard of the radio programs. 

The foot of one tangled in the cable  

of a footlight and pulled it out  

of its corner. On falling the bulb  

broke so they were left  

in the dark, outside and inside. 

Galloping and turning 

they risked cracking their heads. 

 

The music sped up. The percussion of dance  

raised them into a trance. 

A swerving phosphorescent stream 

shook them from the bottom,  

from the perineum.  

 

They didn’t know where they were,  

except through sudden collisions 

that reminded them of the angles and outlines  

of their surroundings.  

They burned an energy  



they didn’t know they possessed.  

The pure interior  

turned purely exterior.  

As they blinked they were blinded  

by a sparkling jet: 

a pigeon was pissing in the glare. 

 

At the following morning he leaned  

his head on the buttocks of the goddess,  

enjoying the artifice of a fisherman’s idyll. 

Sitting halfway to look at the sprouting  

of the nape, he admired a boil,  

detected imperfections, violet spots  

that were covered by night  

by anti-acne cream. He scrutinized  

that livid triangular face of a cat,  

the chinese eyelids were pressed  

by the crushing light, the eyes wide shut 

like those of a newborn and still blind puss. 

 

In the distance a procession of brutal tornadoes, 

he took a few staggering steps. 

After eating the fish of the day 

the tables were put aside to clear the area 

and the drums initiated the candombe; 

here the pampa ends, the land crumples itself. 

 

Behind that melted caramel membrane he detected  

summarily, with his open palm, the heart, the liver, 



put a finger inside the belly button, opened the fly,  

and delayed masturbating. He raised his head  

before the double line of whitest teeth 

as he untied the knot of hair  

with his free hand, and felt the whiplash  

of the wet ponytail on his rump. 

He knelt in order to suck his penis. 

The erect nipples of the indian trembled 

as if pierced by a leather thong  

that stretched them, jerking  

them always closer to the fire 

as in a dance of the sun, tearing  

them apart. He thought he would  

burn together like all the rest. 

 

The jade hammer penetrates the region of jade. 

It strikes left and right, like a warrior scattering  

enemy forces; with ascending and descending movements  

like a savage horse it prances, plunges, withdraws, 

and changes rhythm like a sparrow  

pecking left-over rice from a mortar. 

It pauses. A serpent 

sinks into the hole to hibernate. 

In the end it strikes like an eagle  

snatching a rabbit; it rises and falls 

like a sailboat tossing in the storm. 

“Quero a mulher que existe em vocé.” 

It’s not a woman clearly. It’s a body used without inhibitions. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


