WITH DISSAPOINTMENT, HER THROAT RASPY AND DRY, SHE SAYS:) 

There were promises of strolls 

Alongside the channels 

Venice in the twilight 

Oily the womb waters

In the moonlight the gondola sliding

Under The Bridge of Sighs 


(SHE PAUSES)

– Years later you find out that those prisoners “sighed” 

A last stare 

On their way to execution.

