I’m looking through the window     
The trees are dancing for me 
The  laurels offer their flowers 
The wind caresses them tirelessly 
An empty iron chair 
Sits there before me
In the present, past, and future 
It stays empty  
A shadow runs from tree to tree 

This shadow looks like me  
It moves like a doubt 
An initial anxiety
Primary and profound
It’s like emptiness and unreality
Using random winds 
To stay close to me
Where will she go 
When the winds cease to blow
Will she keep her promises 
(and whisper to me again) 

That life is a divine gift 
Which must be tasted to the end 
Life spreads and flows 
Between the pain
A shadow runs from tree to tree 
This shadow looks like me  
It moves like a doubt 
An initial anxiety
Primary and profound
It’s like emptiness and unreality

Using random winds 
To stay close to me
