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We know which has been our first day on _farth
ay
aBut we don 't know which will be our last,
o temember the day of your birtth
oy
oBecauAe life will leave ou tealg fast;

nd our beauty is a sweet melody

Jdhat tunes her slow and sweet sound
Suddenly changing our destiny

nd modifying everything we have found.

oBeaut# s melod# i3 the prettiest song

We have ever heard in ou existence,
?nd even if it won't last too long
We'll hear it even fcom a lon.g distance.

g-[et our oBeaaty 's melodies tun
?s the sunflowers follow the sun.

Rosa Delle _Donne



dime ﬂows like the wind in the b'u;g/lt Ak#,
oiike ﬁb/z pass t/ztoag/z the unlimited sea,
We /w,oe our time will never die

oBut we will alwa#.'s have Aomet/t.in.g to see.

2t completely changes what it bumps into,
dflaking people appeat older and

Wither as a xose in a day may do,
Which little by little comes to an end.

Jet's pick the gRose in cfter loveliest moment!

Since life will not last to eternity

Hepriving us from every sentiment,
GPRlthough destiny could change us suddenly.

oBut as lon.g as poetry will survive
2 gMlan’s memory will be alive.

Camilla gabtielli



Ripples

Jhe wind spreads perfumes in your direction,
dfeeble breaths slip into your xed wavy hair,
Qlou 'ze overwhelmed by your wet xeflection;

you seem an an.gel without wings, Q swear.

When you part your Aoft li,os, you show your ,oea'clA,
dframed by cheeks which blush fox the emotion;

When you turn your eyes on me my head whirls,
Jhey 'ze the lighthouse of a deep blue ocean.

dt sudden c['co,o breaks the stretch of water,

Qt troubles the image, no mo%e you can see.

Qlou'll lose your Peauty and every trace of cfter,
Cruel gime will not show you any merey.

But my et will be a lotus flower,
J ke clock will forget to strike the hour.

Qrene Urso



Jhe Desert cRose

opatlin.g, g and see the cRose
Which this morning bloomed,

U dftex petals froze
U She's still perfumed.

oBecauAe #out/l doesn 't last morxe
dhan fcom. a suntise to a sunset,
Q is difficult for men to win the wax

oiike fo'c a ladgbag escape fcom a A/u'de'c 's net.

<JBu.t my vetses may have a chance:
otike a desext Tose t/t.e# will survive
do dime's sword and lance,

ofven. when the storm will axrive.

<JBu.t as lon.g as the o£a'ct/1. can breathe

My desext xose will win against death.

Sara cNiexi girgenti



dftello dear gflay, U have missed you so,

2 have waited for your zecoil to see

U my lover truly dares to go

Rway from my breast, but cleax like the sea.

do summer light he could be compared:

dwo brilliant gems his eyes axe in the sky,
Sparkling xed lips on his face axe not blurred,
Jhe joy of caressing them will never die.

dfly master's cowlick is not even bright,

O bettex... Ut is brownish as cinnamon;

Jhe youth of his features is like the un's light
End my love for him is like an escutcheon.

And yet U wish my verse will not perish
JBut teiumphant its long life may finish.

GAlexandra Doroftei



dime dhe Cruel Beast

d flows fast as a xiver ,
d breaks the beauty of young age,

Qt can make lose fait/t. to the believer,

Qi c[eAtto#A the life s page.

% a woman who admixes hex zeflection

Qn a mirror, and discovers gfime's eﬁ‘ect on her look:

Qt i» a wild beast, t won't fo'cbake no petson,

Qt can indeed set fi'ce to the oBeauy 's hook.

Pnyhow gime’ s negative behaviour

flay be hindered by gFoetry and fExt
Which axe the oBeaug( 's Saviour,

ofven. t/t.oug/t. t kee,os b'ceaking your heart.

dlick now the flowers of life's §pring
§o that §he may happiness bring!

Cazmen cRosati



oiike a t/u'ef in the n.ig/zt you stole my heart ,
oBut c[atling! you should be moze con.fiden.t...
No one leaves a matk more like fEct

s long as you can capture the moment.

Qour lips feel like the inside of a xose,
dFetals must be living within your soul,
nd you ll still be perfect despite your flaws
Jike droplets on flowers that shine and fall.

But youth is deeply prevented by ¢fime

When the sun ises evety morning 50 btaveg,
Qt shines but buzns like a dange'coub ﬂame

<JBu.t then the moon teﬂectA 30 g‘zave{y.

But as dime flows my verse will remember
dhat for everyone will come a _December.

Flessia Gjeka



Pestiny: dhe Gld Wise ¢flan

Since the moment when we axe born
We start creating our dreams,
ofven. t/t.oug/t. sometimes we must face a storm

We kee,o ﬁ;g/t.tin.g without any screams.

Some people say that an old man decides,
dfte is the leader of fteaven and dftell;

dfte is wise in fact he abides

flen's choices though they don't behave well.

dfte never sleeps because he has to write,

dfte must create a script for every petson,
Qn fact no one is the owner of his delight

nd every unpleasant moment is a soxt of treason.

<JBu.t men will never know he'is Just a ,o'coduct of theit mind,

Jhey axe the owners of theix delight... that man is just wind.

opebi'cée giovann.etti



Jhe gPower of (Jime

dime flows like an impétuous steeam,
Qt smooths every man a a toug/z zock,
Fhout the futu'ce it makes you dream,

Qi c/t.an.geb lives t/t.'coug/t. a clock.

When you axe tized it ﬂOWA slow,
When you axe amused it Tuns fabt,

Jike the wind it can strongly blow
flaking you brood upon the past.

Q¢ creates yout memoies,
Q¢ 6t£n.g$ you the next da#,
Qt sews your ottfe 's tapestries

Right now as well, in this month of cfMay.

dime may be cruel, gfte may cause pain,

But temember...cNothing is vain !

JLinda Remagnoli



otife: what a lovely promise is!
Qisa gift that evetyone U receive
oBut no one zealise ll this

Until you have to leave.

2 is a journey without destination

ﬁf which we know the de,oa'ctu'ce but not the end,
Jhe zeal mission is to find a motivation

ANot to waste the time you spend.

§o live every day like it was your last
oBecauAe life i3 too shoxt not to be lived,
on 't di the memovies of the past
Pon't dig up f the p
End think about whete you ve atrived.

Remember these words and take them in your heart,
Until the  journey of your life will staxt.

oflisa oBa'con.celli



Jike a _Burning cflatch

oiike a batn.ing match ou’ lives are,
We show our best ong at fi‘ut,
oBut we ate not meant to last 30 ﬁz'c,

nd fire fades with its final burst.

Qts flame is strong enoag/z
do light up everything atound us,
oBut we ae 30 weak that a ,ouﬁ

oBlowA us out and tutns us to dust.

We seem 30 steong fcom the outside,
ﬁng time and fate can b'cing us down.

JBut let them not heat my cry
So U'll wait for another hatm until dawn.

Qs it only for the feat of being foxsaken
Jdhat we pretend not to be broken?

giacomo oBec/zim’



otife 's like a picture bleached b# sun,
Jhe days which pass chain you in sorrow
ftaging not to be another fallen. one,

dftiding the open scats from tomorrow.

Qn the end some tutn to dust, some to go[d,
oBleAAec[ be the ones ¢fime may not capture,
Jdhose who haven't considered what was told

e the same who have escaped ¢fime’s zapture.

Qt's cloucg( when gou look in fcon.t of you,
Some of us can't breathe and can't survive

Screaming and crying that they can't see through,
2 sincerely hope death finds you alive.

Jhe /t.ou'cglasb ’ game is deaclg foul,
oB'ceak it bé( saving you' mind and soul.

Senesi



dime Goes By...

Gh my da'clin.g! dime kee,ob going on,
gl'ou know t passes faAtet than a watetfall,
o temember all the experiences you have done
P &

2nd wake up from the sleep you wanted to fall.

otife is like a won.de'cful sea in a da# of summer,
gl'ou can kee,o watc/zin.g it alon.g the shoxe;

<JBu.t Jpresetve your coutage, my young dreamer,

And surf enjoying its immensity as you did before.

gl'ou'c beaay and #outlz cannot be etetnal
3 eithet smooth cheeks okt even «ed lips,
A ip
<JBu.t t/ze# U diba,o,oea'c as a /w.ge A,oital
winging with them also your cowlicks.
gy &

opebloite the difficultiea that this cirzcle presents

My Gxt is the only live element in this absénce.

Klea ‘K_%ia



2 Remember cflyself

2 woke up tited, and slowly looked at the mirror,

Qs it xeally me what  see in the xeflection?

End U clearly know that U shouldn't fear her,
JBut the woman in front has a different complexion.

2 zemember myself, young beautiful and strong,

With voluminous mane and dazzling blue eyes

s long as U keep believing that's not the image QU belong.
Now U am old, with wrinkles, convinced that cfime flies.

What has all my youthful beauty become?
She slowly has left me hete alone...
Seasons change and autumn has come,

dia# was c/r.ee'cful, but didn't last s0 lon.g.

% flower should be picked in its best time,
Q don't blame life, Q've been alone fox a while.

Stella oflorelli



dtuman fife U fike g PBoat

dtuman life is like a boat at the mercy of the sea.
dftet voyage has an indefinite date,

dfter trajectory is free,
oBut she can't escape herx fate.

When the boat leaves the shoxe,

dftex state is insecure and slow,

She doesn 't know what she is waiting for,
nd she is cradled by the waves' flow.

When the open sea i3 zeached,
dfter sail is blown by the wind,
oBut the sun is soon dimmed

2nd the wood of the boat is xuined.

Hepite the destructive power of dfime,
Mlan's beauty will be always praised in this thyme.

Leomitilla Di Salvia



Nothing against xelentless gfime can last:
We feec[ dtim with love and intense passion,
But then dfte burns too fiexcely and too fast,

opevouting our #out/z without compassion.

Frerything cfte xeaches covers with ashes,
Wherever cfte goes, brings light and desire,
But only darkness follows cftis flashes
nd then lights up another bonfire.

Qet rivers of words will gain our blame
nd tears of life will drown out memories,
Slince water will triumph ovex the flame
nd gPoetry will last to the end of the centuries.

We will witness its purity, and czy out its power,

otet'b paint its beau{# and buxn fi'ce with watex!

Glice Bazzicalupi



7]} my lover, don't sleep, stay awake!
you'c #out/z won 't last fo'ceve'c.
you seem like a swan dan.cin.g into a lake

?nd you still xemain beautiful however.

ou can be suxe this night is» not the last,
4

you'c hair is zed  just like a flame...

Can't you see how time keeps flowin.g fast?

Now Q can notice your youth is not almost the same.

Q bet you will c['co,o a tea ot two,
(914 ety out an entixe clear xiver

Slince this man doesn't caxe for you,

<JBu.t don't fo'cget: Q'll be there fo'cevet.

Q'll xest with you till your last breath

nd UVl pray you until your death.

dfcancesca Ciancio



Cinciarella

ou kill me when you leave me sole,
&
o tell me now Uf you 'te o« sad;
& F4
Q tey to hold the tears of my soul,
dell me if you're quiet ox mad.

Now Q should let you hit the way,
self dares not deserve your desixe,
d'ly 4
ut 2 can 't stand hexe with you away,
B you away

Q don 't want blames if you don 't bide.

oBut ourx love i en.oug/z,
ofnoug/z to move mountains;

Qt is true, fcee and toag/z,
dough just like two tight chains.

Gh my brother!? t'cué( seek to fin.c[ my /za,o,oin.ess

<JBu.t distance is zetaining my loneliness.

Unas Guasif



do dly father

When 2 consider the petals of xoses
dhat wither away as delicate scent,

Jhe brightness of day fading into cffades
dhus leaw’n.g its ,olace to a dim descent,

Q dream of thy being transfixed in the staxs,
of t/r# meélodious tune bleuing my eax.

J ke xainbow of life has left many scars,

2 endlessly yearn to dream thee, my dear!

s the worms will decay ipen fruits
?nd leaves blow away off autumnal trees,
et the cypress of love has fair deep zoots
U my tortured soul — by stings of bees.

<JBu.t, as long as my love i3 witnéssed,
§o long life by thy soul will be blessed.



