MODULAR CONSTRUCTIONS
            By Aurelia Panait

I have a house to live in,
But I still live up on a scaffold,
Where can I build the walkways
To the world I imagine.

I work uninterruptedly
To build the new level,
Even if here, at height,
The wind blows sometimes frighteningly,

I'm glad when the sun's rays
They bathe me in their light
And I don't want to go down to earth,
Because I owe it to heaven for all its gifts.

I look at those who go down
To live in the architecture of their being:
They seem happy to have fulfilled a beautiful dream,
But forget to live!

They shut themselves up in an ordinary world,
Contained by a state of numbness,
And, when a storm comes,
In a hurry they pull the shutters.

Through windows like a thin steam
They admire the beautiful views,
The smell of grass and flowers does not enter their house,
And living without emotions is not a complete experience

Once they tore down their scaffolding,
These people live only the material evolution of life,
Forget the eternal side,
Forget that they have the power to fly…

They often close with latches
They look through a viewfinder to see the life,
Too often the bed and the TV,
Becomes their paradise.

When homeowners they become,
Prefer to give up the cosmic feelings,
They stop to build other levels
And they live in a space without love.

But I do not close myself,
I agree with the divine existence,
I cling to the stars 
And choose heaven to be my heart.

With lot of will and little courage
I participate in the construction of a modular building
In a beautiful place, in a sacred place:
In the house of my soul.

I know that one day you will tell me
This scaffolding will collapse,
That the life of the mind does not last an eternity,
And everything I thought and wrote will perish.

But I'll answer you at once
That I sheltered my soul
And I moved, with all my lyrics,
In the eternal heaven of poetry.






