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511.FNC.F OF Alrl llMN 

Autumn, you that have undressed all the trees, 

sea~uu tliat l,a~ stult11 lite f, uils ucsllcd rn my arms, 
who can possibly take you on and win ? 
Autumn, yon that have dismantled word oy word 
every sentence that 1 have strung together~in a necklace, 

why have you dissipatr<l in the wind every consonant 

aud lefl eve1y vuwtl dow11twd<let1? 
I owned nothing but words, and words meant all to me, 

fragrant to the touch like the humble rhyme, 

wafling softly through the air like the notes of a flute, 

glancing gracefully like a clJllcJ. 
They were toys of an ageless soul, 
unaware of a looming autumn. 
Autumn, you who hide and count the hours 

to stealthily pounce like a thief, 

]nothing is left except fracturr<l syllables 

receding far into nothingness~ 

Like a nomad bereft of all be had, 

here stand I, my hands raised up, I surrender 

c 'mpletely. I am a poet for evermore speechless. 

Dr. OLIVER FRIGGlERI 
.Malta 
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MY FATHER IN HOSPITAi . 

Eyes sunk ctrrp in rnr.hti; r.ns;ting 11nr.hnrtereci looks 
from nncier n po.ir of glasse:;. faLLu, wl1al 1,;,au yuu see? 

Se:atecl, morbid foct shuffling sufll_y, 
laddng purpose>:. Father, what nrr yon srrkine? 
Ptucbe<.l lips 11wvi11g in silrnce, 
until they Jest ug,ti11. Father, what are you praying for 'l 
Tfo;t\1)1 1,liuuCJ\l\'S of' ti111t·, C()ld 1e1u~•dnf. of yeiilerye:.u, 
a kind he:.irt now tired. Father, what are you waiting for 'l 

THE CENTURY FELL IN ro MY LAP 

12 

The century fell into my lap, like a cllild 
ncc.ustomed tu tlie womb, not willing to be born. 
Young is lhr. erntury, iueuriuted by 3prlng. 
and old is the C',r:11tury

1 
aware 0f n r.reeping ,~.,inter. 

The century is a paradox in the hands of a witch, 
erupting like a long suffering volcano, 
~lit11t:ring like 11 rustle iu the boughs, 
storming like a cyclone which has its ways, 
with one hand nurturing to wreck havoc with the other. 

Too heavy is the century for me to carry 
awaiting a time of deliverance that never arrives. 
There is a tremor that quakes witho-ut destroying, 
fair weather that rumbles with silence. 
The ct:11lury fdl into my lap, ever.ymove 
comes from its will, like a magllct 
with which all rises and falls. 
The worlds revolves 0n :1 loose axle, in hiding 
the century lonh on in pity. 

OLIVER FRIGGIERI 
Malla 


