Wi ill these dark-eyed people overshadow my
horizon?
The crystd ball goneinto pieces
Mysdf too
"Gino, un espresso”
New ydlow tieson flowered jackets
They move like Caesar'swarriors
Through the crowded smoky pool-hall

Will these bearded people be my very last horizon?
Lost celedtid scented seasons

Y earsgoneby

Will 1 ever get them back?

Or should | try once moreto fit

In this undefined alien mosaic?

"Gino, un atro espresso”.



