
Poemas
BEHIND I\'TY MIND

I
At dawn, the sound of the quiet sea'

Soothes mY mind
As if it weie a sYmPhonY

i{anúeo by the grêat Stokows§'

Down there very far away,

It deepens the horizon,
The distance of its line from me'

h iil;ãm;át itt" áistance 9f my thoushtfulness'

And then, it growsãoiã and móre myioubtfulness'

Little by little, from the horizon line'
It startí to arise a ball of fire,
ii* uáu*t illuminate around side, 

-

ii"iitãóàt not clariff my lost mind'

The peep of the sea-gulls ectrogillhe air'
Perhàpsio announce the summer to me'

Perhails to distract me,
Éerfra'ps to show me the fair sex

In ordêr to make me free

After a tired morning and afternoon'

Ahard whistle of a fierce wind

Mi*"t with the noise of tlte sea'

And takes away mY gloom'
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