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On High 
by Paulo Henriques Britto
I
Even the world doesn’t fit
within the slender space 
consigned to it.

All things overflow their borders.
(And so the taut angst of armchairs,
the ashamed cry of faucets.)

Not only you, poet, suffer from 
the stingy work of demiurges.
Even the gods write twisted lines.

Still, one has to attempt. For instance:
“Night is a deep backpack.”
No, not backpack. Maybe bat cave?

Not that either. Far too wild, 
too tiresome, again. And the night, 
plainly, is no longer a child.

              II
Careful, poet: time fattens the soul.
After a certain number of pages
angels no longer rise between the lines. 
And even reason, that modern thing
wears out as well, like any coin.

Having a meaning is a risky game,
and can’t be resolved in a single dice throw.
The precision of a gesture alone isn’t enough.
Even the most catlike movement is nothing 
without the ballast of existence, that 

tired thing, with its texture too thick 
to pass through the timid sieve 
of pale poetry, that ancient thing.
Time is scarce. The dictionary is fat.
Careful: no silence is ever enough.
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