
 
 
 

            PHILIPPE TANCELIN : 

 

 

                                                                                                                                      Moon is lucky 

 

 

The time has borrowed the lines 

                                                  which the water-bearer copied from his hands 

                                                   made heavy with stars 

 

here we still keep the obscure recepies 

which suggest the mixing of flames of all our prayers 

those which used to be our speedy thoughts 

of the one who will predict the indifference 

all of them imprisoned at the level of a single being 

 

The times whisper the languages which don't talk back to them any longer 

only the blisters of memory repeat eternally 

the truth that had been already inscribed in them : 

                                                                              this earthly stay without childhood among ghoasts 

                                                                              where all will disappear 

 

the big whiteness 

                            between the lines 



 

carries gold from that silent water-bearer 

and finds his distant hands 

whose veins are made of water 

 

 



 

                                                                                                                                   Spiritual Issue 

 

Do we know                                                                             something we hear every so often 

in the proximity of the suffering 

and so far away from where they actually live 

 

 

We're walking through the night 

                                                                                                 covered by the  expected colour 

of the sliced star 

the city was fractured                                                               in the shape of the ancient signs 

on tired Earth  calling for help 

the birds had kept their wings                                                  and kept their secret of losing them 

The shadow of those who disappeared before dawn 

had a great respect for their humiliated presence 

the wind was murmuring solitude 

was turning around the roses of desert 

                                                                                               when the source of the poem survived 

at the crossing of an event of love 

we are walking through the night                                          over the break of the eyelashes 

when a sudden gesture puts over its mask                            to hide behind the evil omen 

reality was marching and keeping the pace                         unforeseeable to us 

 

 

 



 

                                                                                                                                       To the Invisible 

At the roundabout 

Elbow to an elbow 

Hip to hip 

Palms of our hands open up… 

                                                   Water of an era of the infinite passions 

                                                    Day which was drunk from nomadic traces 

                                                    This Daily bread 

                                                    Cut over the circle of laws 

                                                    Chopped over the separations 

                                                     Final unknown 

                                                     In the archives of freedom 

One should not lie 

One should not either keep quiet 

Fragile verticality of an instant 

During public strikes which fill us 

With the unforgettable joy 

 

Beyond the revolutions 

There is a certain impatience with the gods 

Who strip the verb 

From the wetness of the night 

Quarantined in the sky 

Of an invisible beauty 

                                   In the face of the one who has no traits 



Once in a while the regal strike               of whispering forever 

Pliable to its flame 

                 To the rage of its form  

                                                   Never to be thought over 

 

 

 

(Translated from French by Nina Zivancevic) 


