Poetry is O.K. when you are over forty
he said while
gobbling a sandwich
and drinking wine from the vineyards of the lake’s border.
She stared at him from
the other side of the table. She was beautiful.
My sister.
And five or six of my close friends, sitting at
a big table. All of them were there
/ my party.
In the open air
under the big cherry tree looking to the valley
wild flowers.
Meanwhile, he kept speaking about literature
(he was drunk)
and she looked at him directly into his eyes and everyone ate / happy.
I tried to remember something about wordless poetry
about the uselessness of art, its futility. I could
have said something important.
But it was good to be there
drinking wine / under the sun
with my friends. For God sake. It was good.