MARIA MIRAGLIA's

G850 ©05° Bd0eaDERD
Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD



DO TR EDS0
0000
D@5H5 DenSen

Maria Miraglia
Colourful Butterflies

5Dgaz)zdaa°650

g0 wom® BT HDDBPE

Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad



Jocir oeAaiRe 5DE0

BoHBOHO DSES Denisen
(Maria Miraglia's Colourful Butterflies)

Natats
by
Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad

November 2022

Copyright @ 2022
Maria Miraglia

Published by:

Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad
Srijana Lokam / Writer's Corner
Prasanthi Hospital
Sivanagar, WARANGAL-506 002,
Telangana, INDIA
Mobile : 8897849442, 6305677926
Email: lankasrprasad @ gmail.com
www.anuvaadham.com
www.prosetry.in

Copies available at :
All branches of Vishalandhra

Price: 3200 $5

Cover Design & Post Script :
Prakash Pula

Printed at :

Vasavi Printers
J.P.N. Road, Warangal. Ph : 0870-2426364



o
LRIV

37008 Doaxogred, Q.’)ée)é’ééaib ST, [:59263—3‘5&2@
‘éoéaeéleao?é), dﬁwcgo—@o@ (Dgraron SI3S a’m@&é @é‘)és, o8
SEHO Feebn HEreos® HORH FHHIr Taokod (HY)S
ELom(@ 005 HorAcir (26d).

20188° “Teego B reeven” (‘Dancing Winds' Bggrar
EDE0 -~ BONH-BenrDd, SrB DTAT B$5% Beordh wHarEo
(DXE); 20208° "Love, War and Peace" areni®d grsen— aoéa’p,
HPOOHS, Beord, G8r Frhes®~ Love{(i 80D &rdcir
oTACSe, War—o‘ﬁwfgo 80D (DJE, Peace-3°08 HBOD FEIRS
89 ecired pard [Eeohre "Trident” 298¢ (HhdoSadod; 20228°
$0°8a poeRiade ((°RK "Colourful Butterflies" 8D&g SoSeaey
“BoKoBoiie SaesEDenger” HB& &(Sap'f’av Soodonr
(ao&o“p—@enﬁ)) ée)&zéé’séo F0HBHO.

(5508 Koo EDBen EQEYH $85r0B0E a.0e8ES0,
© Joorasy S8 erstnos® Suf meer B (B gpdse,
&P ?So&cﬁsen, Ssde, @336“’@0, @659)%?3 ?8@6’5 & 9209
EIH0UIED, HeE609) HBBONIED, @’Jé&é_@) Do T @ée)%?g“ﬁxﬁjé
R0 EBADBE0ETOD.

“BorhBoihe SHarstEdenten” SEL Sosedost éé)éée)é’b&
S5 DEHBDSZS Voguerder, Hbch erSter ©dHoD B
HoS0d0 Hod KBS0t ééaéﬁe;_goaa.

Beorh Fer8S° 508 $H8%5rE Jrddir HTPAAT QB
(508" wobNd K)@&?Séséo.

- =50 woe BITDBIPE



DNCDOTDE

1. 8500 (@00 & (DF0BDSB .ovveeeeieeieieee e 7
2. BB e 9
3. (Deres éoéeg .................................................................. 11
4. BODBDE .o 15
5. ﬁ)&sgr@) DB s 17
B. C5TPKD DOITETOCD v vieenie ittt 21
7. GPOSTPDE SBODDE v, 23
8. TG0 TENER) B ..vveiiieiciie e 25
O s PRSP 27
10. T SPEYLIPG . o.cecvevvrrireceeeeieiie s 29
11. 2orrsd PR e 31
12 S%5 S0rB8308° @B SRTH wvvvvvrerreirrirrnireinene. 35
13, 30) SROBOBEY «.vvveveveeiieiieiieiei e 39
T4, SO0 weeieieeeee e et 41
15, BIPETERD cevve e 43
16, RPTPOBED «evvnneirneeireeeee e et e et e e e e 45
17, SBTPEEO BED vereerriieeerieeeeitieeeeeiee e et e e e e, 47
18. GBS B8PS DEBED .., 51
19, BBEEO woveeeeeeee e 53
20. DEE® BOCDEIOTR. ... wvevereeiiiriieiiieiieeeie e, 57
21, QOB ZPNRD teneiininii e 61
22. @ OAMWGOEB! ... 65
28, BB <. 67
24, QBBED .ottt 69
25. BB DGO TBEP 1.ttt 71
26. ZIODDBEED cevveeereeeeeee ettt 73
27, SBROBOTTLD vt 75
28, FPLD ettt 77



29. BIPES — DOKED EIPD) cnintie it 79
B0, B . 81
B B Te 1o SO U 83
32, ePERGEIOTPEY 1.vveiieiie ettt 85
33. B0HB0IH HBPEIEDEDED ... vveeieeeieiieeiee e 87
34, S0P8Y) 8ot 89
35. BEBIK) DOBYD 1ottt 93
36. D BBE BOETB..eeieieeieiieiieeeie et 95
B7. QRISED .. 97
38. T° TZPBIED vttt 99
B LS I T o o PP 101
40, QHPOSE® ..o 103
41, 0B BOM® ABED ..oeeurviiieeeeeiiee e 105
R L o I vt PP 107
43, BOBO tuiintiii e 109
44. (S 60655 .............................................................. 111
A5, BAOTIS ceveentieiieeiie ettt 113
S o T o 115
47. TPOK FEETUW wvveeeeiiieiii e 117
48, (B0 ettt 119
49, D0B (3050 cvveeeee et 121
50. €98) DPOLBLO -+venvremvvenniennitaniieniie ittt 123



1. WRITE FOR ME

Write for me a love poem
when the moon

her maids calls to stud

with shining pearls

the dark dome

write for me a love poem
when the winds

gently move the treetops
playing romantic serenades
write for me words of love

when the waves

like joyful children

each other chase

and

at the first lights of dawn

whisper to the finches and sparrows
your most beautiful rhymes of love
like messengers they’ll come

to my window

singing their songs

to tell me of you

collect for me

the sweetest words of love

when the morning dew

gently awaken

with its light touch

the still drowsy flowers

in the endless fields

and still write for me words of love
when the sky

on the horizon

in its endless embrace

the sky kisses
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2. LIFE

[ feel you slipping away
when stars turn on

up there

the birds are silent
asleep the fields

and still is the sea

[ think in the silence

[ can hear its footsteps
and slow the fear

of the eternal night and
the unknown

takes up space

until sleep comes and
then the morning

It's at dawn
with the first colors
of the new coming day

which rekindles the meaning of things that

[ go back to feeling life again
with its perfumes

its flavors

the ancient rhythms of things
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3. IT WAS DAWN

[ decided to go at last

to get out from that house
which had been for so long mine
heavy and grim the atmosphere
divergences and aloofness
great like mountains

never a word of love

never a smile

but...silences

the only deliverance

from the everlasting oppression
to run quickly away

and the day came

It was dawn

the first day-lights peeping
from the horizon

and aimless

I closed behind me that door
only a lean cat in the avenue and
just some streetlights

still lightening the houses
inside me a faint hope

to hear a familiar voice
crying out my name
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Not far the sea and its waves
rhythmically breaking

against the rocks

[ found myself there

shivering with cold

yet could clearly hear

coming from the deep waters

a caressing voice

and I let me go to its inviting call

My heart stopped beating

my lungs breathing

but I could see

shortly after

some passersby

looking at my lifeless body and
from a distance hear

their voices whisper

a drowned man...a drowned man
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4. INADEQUATE

You thought you had learned to accept it
the pain

even because you can’t refuse it

that comes suddenly

when you least expect it

to devastate you inside

break all those mental structures

you have built over the time

to defend yourself

You can’t see it but feel it

as blades tearing those threads
that like a spider’s web

you have woven

and with difficulty

over time

you say | know life by now

you feel prepared

to go through new storms

that are there ready to surprise you again
to make you feel inadequate

to think you have to start over all over again
to understand

comprehend

accept

]
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5. SAY GOODBYE

It doesn’t make you tremble

say goodbye to life

to the well-known paths

long crossed, to the street corners
you walked onfrom child to old
and to the people met

even if careless indifferent

to the dears

that maybe didn’t love you

as you wanted

so much the need for love

that every morning

you wished to see smiling eyes
for the simple factthat they met yours

Few successes you think
you have collected

but many defeats

in what you believed more
sow and reap love

you felt like a shrewd reaper
waiting to see blooming fields
of Peace and Good

but one day a storm

the next on migratory birds
there to destroy your work
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How many times bent on yourself
late at night in your room

or at sunset in front of the horizon
you felt alone

asking yourself a thousand questions

How many strange things in this world
started your life with a scream

and your desire now

to pass away in silence

leave the certainty as a human being
even if in a sad world and

full of pain

Your great fear

to ignore on what

will the door open
after your demise

S
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6. SMOKE CIRCLES

A cigarette lighted

in the dark and

the memories of
some others smoked
surface

a puff after puff

and I let me go
looking at the circles
of smoke rising up
listless

in the evening air

to soon after vanish away
not the memories
flowing in the mind
fresh and clear

as the waters

of a mountain stream
albeit distant

in space and time
faces of beloved
their shapes

their pleased glances
are there with me
and smiles
sometimes sad
sometimes sweet
appear on my face
in the silence of

the quiet night

and I feel the then emotions
and can hear

as from a distant echo
the exchanged words
everything returning
as the sequences

of an old movie

I thought forgotten.

]
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7. PICTURE GALLERY

Not a sound

not a word

only a strange silence
filled those rooms

but I could sense
among the ancient walls
moving presences

with stealthy steps

their heads bent

Those paintings on the walls

of women with ungainly features
pale bejeweled

of men in dusty gray wigs

sabers and sticks

aroused unknown fears

Images left there over time
testimonies of past lives

of stories confined in frames
movements perfumes voices
stolen from time

L

22



7. GROSPDH HONDE

SRBIPER

DS SR

B00 ©H0DS Do

& Kest QodDHH

520 I KooTodd

& o0 e SVl

o) e wthiberdods

oo H0 T8 JENK) BLBIND

o FPEopig) deesd

ORI &) ©ooBsRes LHerFen
oo DES ardsBord Bes” Dt
Een, B(Be, T, aBLD

& T8omran DE° BOJ FPasrd)

58 EDzre aerHere
soEos® LADS e
Pes® (Dwes® DEHDS B0
P00 oY EoNO0NS
E5O8en, HOFPeD, OO,

L

23



8. A LATE AFTERNOON

It is a late afternoon

the weather rainy

the windows closed

for the wind outside

the thunder rumbling loudly
shake me from the slumber
the radio is on

playing old songs

and a veil of melancholy
sweetly touches my heart

the boredom makes me wander
around the house

lonely at this hour of the day
listlessly I sit at the desk

and my gaze falls on a drawer
since long closed

[ feel a sudden urge

of rummaging inside

where small objects

papers and old photos

are grouped with care

a folded letter is there too

as waiting for someone to look inside
it is a poem

a love poem

a poem of sometime before

[ read it and then

againand again

while some tears begin slowly
flowing down my face

had I forgotten him

Thinking of that I hear the doorbell ringing
and quickly wipe my tears
and go to open

Fedesk kK
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9. WORDS

Words like butterflies

I see freely fly

proud of their thousand meanings
aware they seem to be

of their might

I'd grab them now

my thought my intimate emotions
carefully to enclose in verses

but spiteful they escape

like air in the hand

quickly they go

sand through hourglasses

Patiently I'll wait for them
maybe later tonight

they’ll no longer have the will
from bloom to bloom go

in the silence

of my room

the light on

open the window

I'll invite them and

with a deep insight

slight a breath of inspiration
I'll pen some lines

It’s in the deafening quiet
of the late hours

that usually they overlap
each of them aspiring

to be protagonist

but turned off the light

the window closed

a few stays on my page caged
the others are there outside
gleaming stars dust

to fill the night air

of secret messages

of things unsaid.

L
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10. MY MOTHER

The streets have no asphalt

my feet sink into the sand

and with effort I go

along lighted paths

and dark

[ carry on me as a boulder

the pains of a lifetime

dears of ever lost and never forgotten
like shadows in the night the memories
impalpable and fleeting

Tormented my thoughts
looking for unknown truths

My mother

maybe now a child

reborn to new life

somewhere far away

are you oblivious proceeding

along an infinite journey

or did your spirit,

noble and pure,

in the air dissolve as candle smoke

at the same moment of your last breath

But
[ don’t feel your scent
in the breaths of wind

]
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11. PORCELAIN DOLL

You left

one evening in August

the rays of the moon

tinged with clear reflections

your long dark hair

while from afar

my gaze followed

your lithe and familiar gait

fluttered in the light puffs of the wind
your thin dress

You never looked back

your slow but sure pace

towards your tomorrow

and I already felt nostalgia

of your black eyes

pearls of distant and unknown seas
of our nights of love

full of vanished promises

in the sweet air

of a summer evening

Maybe I'll wonder

over time

whether you ever really loved me
why you wanted to be with me
just for a short stretch of your life
to leave me indifferent

to my loneliness
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Shall I ever understand your silences

Beautiful as a porcelain doll
far and cold in front of

the fire that burned me inside
that you wanted to stifle
without a word

turning your back
on the rise of new dawns together
and like a shadow fade away

L
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12. MARTYRS OF HUMAN FOOLISHNESS

(Peshawar Military School:Killed 145 people amongincluding
132 childrenand adolescents December 6, 2014)

Light lamps and candles

to show the way

to the Pakistani children

so they can fly to the Heaven
as a flock of birds

gather around their mothers

to share their pains and sorrows
they will keep close

till the end of their days

bent on their wombs

once shelters of the tender lives

The sky darkened

women and men on earth

in holy silence

for the massacre and the horror
could sense the fear

of the little martyrs

of the human foolishness

hear their cries

imagine the violated bodies

the tears of their mothers

their eternal mourning

in the name of a god

nobody knows

in the name of hate and revenge
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The angels vigorously
flapping their wings

in disapproval

ask men to join

and shout loud

their outrage and indignation

May the sky torn apart

may the mountains move

may the waters of the oceans open
and fall the rain in torrents

ring the bells from everywhere

to awaken men

to peace and brotherhood

S
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13. Take me away

Take me away

where there are no men

but birds and fish

heaven and earth

Where there are no barriers

nor fences

where secrets are not secret
where you can shout your love
to the wind

Away from prying eyes and
malicious whispers

from those who know nothing
of our inner world

and can’t understand love
because never lived it

Take me away

to feel the thrill of being together
where you can kiss my eyes, my lips
in the sunlight

and slowly make your hands slide
over my naked body

Take me away

to tell each other

what we kept silent

fill the time of innocent silences
caressed by the wind

loved by God

The time ever Present

will make us take back
what we had lost

united no longer divided

to dive into the sea

and get lost in its immensity
one drop of water

to be no longer you and me,
but we.
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14. THE SNOW

The snow falls down

Sudden unexpected

And the air fills with small white flakes
Carried by the wind

Which draw faint trifling eddies

In the air

Never seen so many

In this quiet seaside town
Surrounded by long beaches
Edged by blue transparent waters

From the window panes

Just fogged up

[ stay observing

The thin layer of white snow

Alighted on the branches of the trees
In the avenue enshrouded

By an unusual milky light

The windows of the houses are closed
Only silence in the streets

What a show I tell myself
While the snow silently goes on falling

L
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15. A SUITCASE
Poland 1939- 1941

They only gave me twenty minutes

and told me

I could bring a suitcase with me

just one

I was afraid

but that old cardboard object

took away from me

the fear of something terrible and imminent
suggested the idea of continuity

over time

The miserable things

lastly pressed inside

could have been useful tomorrow and
the day after

again

but it didn’t take long

to understand it was the offer

of a fleeting illusion

a lie

to make things easier

It would be of no use

if not to become

a silent testimony

of the occurred tragedy

S
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16. THE ESSENCE

[ will not allow boredom
tomorrow

to bite my soul

pain to tear my heart
nor will I ever more
listen to howling voices
but the birdsong

when light they dance
under starless vaults

the rustle of leaves

at nightfall

or the murmur of water
where the willows are reflected

Then

in the echo of time

[ will hear His voice eternal
and will no more

let life slip away

like candle smoke

that in the blink of wings
disperses in the air

Of my journey

[ will grasp the beauty
of life

its essence

L
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17. 1 CAN’T BREATHE

For George Perry Floyd Jr, the Afro-American murdered
by a police officer, Minneapolis May25, 2020

They look at me

As if I were nothing

Tug me

Arrogant in their uniforms
Pounce against me

Like dogs whose

Leashes have been removed
One of them writhes my arm
I don't resist

Other times it happened

But I feel now

That the worst is in the air

[ can only say and

In a slow voice

[ can’t breathe

But with his face

So close to mine

He pretends not to hear

His eyes don’t change expression
Taken as he is

By the effort to press on my neck

His cronies are there looking
They talk

Sometime laugh

Who knows how many scenes
Like this

Have seen them as witnesses
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[ look at the white man

On me

While the sight slowly fogs up
And turns off

But not far away

[ still can see that face
He loosens his hold
Light and painless

[ look at my lifeless body
And for a while

[ can’t but go on saying
Cause [ was a black man

EE
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18. TRUNKS WITHOUT PASSIONS

Don’t expect anything from life

so, you will not be disappointed
maybe frustrations vexations

and gray days

pain in you and on the faces

of those around you

never a smile of approval

much less of applause or consent
don'’t believe those who say they love you
take it for granted they are liars and
the winking smiles

how many hypocrisies they hide

if you feel alone

even if among the people

do not allow yourself to suffer

every man is alone

sometimes he himself is an enemy

of his existence

don’t be enchanted by the moon

or the stars

there to hold the game

to see you down here writhing in pain
cry and suffer

and when you wake up in the morning
think that at any time

you can be torn from life

there is no pity or compassion

vain words to give illusions

everyone is closed in on himself
trunks without passions

with legs and arms

and inside the void
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19.SURVIVAL

What a strange thing

Man thought

[ don’t know where I'm from

Why I am nothing I asked that | remember
And to anyone

[ didn’t even know life existed

On this earth

But here [ am

It’s done now, so I find myself with this baggage
On the shoulders

And I don’t know what to do

To move on

Right or left

Nobody who explains

I look around and

Don’t understand the language

Others like me

The same eyes on the forehead

The same mouth to speak

And if sometimes [ seem to grasp
Immediately I realize what they say
Never comes from the heart

But from the mind

So, I find myself in confusion

In a world where there are seasons
Where the day alternates with the night
And something tells me that in the morning
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[ have to get up quickly

Go to such a place

Where [ will be asked to do a job
And stay there until evening

The time of a yawn

And everything starts again

Tired, worn out

In a babel where I hear voices

But no one who stops

To listen to me

And I strive and then again

But for what

Many say for survival

And meanwhile

The last day of this earthly journey arrives
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20. WITHOUT KNOWING WHERE

The sky changes its colors

the fields are dressed in white
and then green

while [ go

in search of meanings

[ look around and it is

as if unknown voices

spoke to me

each from different directions
frompaths that wind

towards dark places

some say

defend the weak and the oppressed
but no

just forget it

others shout

men will always remain so
remember

it all began with Cain

[ stop

and almost closely I hear whispering
only knowledge

leads far

but I realize that

the wise are forgotten

and live wretched lives
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Meanwhile

a music comes from a distance
where men dance

sweating in their colored shirts
and brunette and blond women
with flamboyant clothes

skirts with pinned red and yellow flowers
come with us shout at me
Carpe Diem

what is life

if you don't let you go

The sun goes down

and sitting on a rock

in front of an immense sea
waiting for I don’t know what
[ fall asleep

and then the light returns
to light up the sky

of the waves I listen again
their slow pace

the houses awaken

and on the streets

not yet heated by the sun
people go

without knowing where

S
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21. STRANGE SENSATIONS

[ wander in these rooms

with a strange sense of death

that creepsinside

as if | were an unreal figure

[ look at thedear objects

arranged here and there

with the eyes of the ones who will come after me
and strangely I live the emotions

of those who will observe them

like things of the past

And there | seem to hear them
changed by time

he with white hair

some wrinkles on the forehead
and that air of eternal innocence
of who has a good soul

she with her fawn eyes

that betray the past youth

her face still sweet

waiting for a smile

as ever

They speak of ancient moments
looking at a photograph

there since ever

next to the silver candlestick

on the piano

it too

aged by time
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| seem to perceive in their voices
a tone of melancholic nostalgia
interspersed with pauses

as of those who allow themselves
the time to recall memories

kept in secret chests

And all that has been

passes through the mind

as ariver in flood

that drags feelings and emotions
curtains that open

and close

and the infinite time

that crosses them all

L
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22. IF ONLY

[ could see the star strewn sky
mirrortheir flickering lights

on the vast expanse of the blue
in a stormy night

when angry winds tear off

the last leaves

from the chilly branches

hear in the silence

of gloomy nights

violins playing

if only I could see

still burn in your eyes

the passion of one time and
barefoot walk along desolate moors
climb up mountains

if you were there

waiting for me

go along the paths of the world
like a crusader

in search of the Holy Grail

to win back that love

you gave me once

]
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23. AGAIN

It was about noon

and we were sitting in the shadow
of the willow tree

on the left side of the house

The heat made us talk of the weather
and he asked me

of the colors of the leaves

of the morning light

in that season of the year

of the sea waves we could faintly hear

And the sun
what about the sun he asked

Fuzzy and blurry his memories
for the long time gone by

[ patiently offered him details and descriptions
of the objects and things

that one after the other he mentioned

veiled his voice

by a quite nostalgia

[ don’t fear death

he said unexpectedly
when I'm dead

I'll get back to see again

Feskeskekk
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24. WAITING

Everything remains still
timeless

I don’t hear the breath of the wind
among the leaves

the clouds up there

as painted

stay suspended in the sky
distant the memories

of the harmonious melodies
of the birds in the air

in the morning

the smell of the wet earth
the drops of dew

on the thousand flowers
scattered in the fields

Come from afar

sounds and noises

like of a band

of improvised musicians
the dust of fumes
darkening the air

the acrid smell of bombs
of dead bodies

meal of worms

And silent are Men

closed have their mouths
aware or not

of their guilty silences

without expressions their eyes
looking afar maybe

waiting for a Godot!

L
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25. LIKE A PETAL OF A WHITE ROSE

Light my soul

like a petal of a white rose
suspended between the sky and sea
in the uncertain air

of the early morning

Distant the world noises

still sleeping the birds

the sea is calm

silent the winds

and me freely hovering
curious observe the dim colors
of dawn

The first lights of the day

shyly peeking

through the dark mantle of the night
draw imaginary sceneries

on the expanse of the blue

where like an old wanderer

a boat solitary goes

The silence a divine tune and
in the void full of the immensity
a part of it I feel to be

L
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26. DO NOT BE AFRAID

[ took you by the hand and
together we went through the tunnel
wheredeath

came towards us grinning
slow our steps but careful

we pretended to be deaf

to its evil cries

that wanted us to be yielding
shrewdly avoided

the blows lashed by its scythe
and reached the light

Don’t be afraid anymore

drive away from you the nightmare
of that dark path

look at the sunsets

stained with red and orange

the starry nights

clear dawns will be there

to illuminate your path again

L Y
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27. I WOULD JUST LIKE

You look at me scared
with your big eyes

you are silent say nothing
hiding behind the silence
your anxieties your fears
thinkingto protect me

to show you are a man

But I know everything about you
your thoughts your anguish

your uncertainties

and I would just like to hug you
tell you how much I love you
how much the pain

in seeing you worn out

tears my soul apart

Without hesitation

[ would take for me

all your pains

to find on your face

the same smile of ever

the restraint in seeing you as an adult
keeps me from covering you with kisses
and caresses

today it is as if

you were a child again

and [ would like to buy you gifts

tell you pitiful lies

but your conscious gaze

does not allow untruths

Your every suffering is mine
multiplied magnified

by the love of a mother
that alone knows

the motion of the soul

of a being

she gavelife to
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28. A SONG

[ caress with my gaze

a small red flower

there

bent on its stem

while a music is playing afar

There is a sense of peace
in the air

of intimate quietude

the sky is clear blue

like just a sky

after a summer raincan be
late is the twilight

in showing off its colors

[ would like to stay here

on this wooden bench

to listen to this song

sung in an unknown language

but which slows down the heartbeats
and stop time

]
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29.A DAFFODIL

A small yellow flower

in the grass of your garden
lonely bends its tender stem
to the light wind breaths

of a winter morning

It was there to live its short life
you picked it up and

gave it to me

in the name of your friendship

Now it will stay with me
forever

as a token of my gratitude
for your kindness

and in my heart

find its immortality
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30. THE CROW

A crow woke me up

this morning

loud croaking

he was on the windowsill
where my canary

for ancient time

comes at dawn

with his cheery notes

to wish me good morning

I looked around

and said to myself

he will come and

I'll chase away the black bird
that with defiant eyes

looked at me

while hopping among my plants
up and down

[ told him to go

far among the trees

where his cries would no longer
have disturbed my awakenings
but he is there

calling to the mind his gaze

the evil one

still I will wait for my yellow bird
and for him spread bread crumbs
on the windowsill

Meantime in all its glory
rises the sun at the horizon
while a sense of mourning
gains its way into my chest
what did the crow did

of my dear bird

but he stopped croaking

as if to tell me that

nothing of the little innocent
he wanted to reveal
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31. DISTANCE

Pungent like cups of hemlock
your silences

long as cold winters

your absences

And change the seasons
peeps the moon out

on warm nights

knocks the rain

on the roofs

when autumn comes
and tinges with green
the mantle of the fields
in spring

But immutable is the distance
between you and me

between us

as of planets

orbiting around two distant worlds
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32. APPEARANCES

Perched on a cherry branch
not far away

a sparrow

his wings open

the flight resumes
elegant in his movements
as a dancer

of an opera theater

free to flutter

he has no limit of time
master of the air

ruler of the space

[ think

After a while he is there
on my windowsill

next to a vase of violets
seems to seek protection
in the shade of their leaves
small tender

fragile

Quite a different thing he appeared
from a distance
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33. COLORFUL BUTTERFLIES

Words are magic

[ love their sound

their meanings

fascinated I am

to see them

composed in expressions
read them and

dwell upon full points and comas
guess from the pauses

the reflections in the minds
of the people who once
penned them

through them grasp

their thoughts and emotions
messengers coming from obscure
unknown paths

conscious orsubconscious
from anything touching
men’s hearts

even just for a while

but that weave bonds
between you and me

among us

and then linger on intonations
that tell what words

failed to say

if visible they ‘d be

colorful butterflies

]
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34. 8th of MARCH

(Women’s day celebration)

Tastes of falsehood

the smell of these flowers
offered by the hands

that so many times

left marks on my body

as many as the clouds in the sky
in a winter day

nor do I recognize

this smile of yours

marked by wrinkles

of a man who faces life
dragging with him

heavy the burden of impiety

Printed in my mind

your evil gaze

say when

you blame me for

things never said or
things never done
pouring over me

your failures your defeats

[ tell my pain

to the wind

the will to go

stifled is inside me

the cold you brought into my heart
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chilly like the wind of Buran
the darkness in my soul

like the arctic nights

and ripped you have my hope
andall my dreams

Of me

of the woman of once

just a portrait remains
hanging on a wall

in this faded-walled house
where I wander as in a limbo
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35. FALLING DROPS

A rainy summer morning
so unusual here

and me at the window
looking at the falling drops
beating on the roofs

of a still sleeping town

Only few people

down in the street

with me my thoughts

[ so often keep

as in a well closed cage

to hold sway over them
but unruly

they go on their own now
freely more than the winds
[ can see them go afar

as feathers filling the air
with imaginary figures
happily hovering

for their conquered freedom
and hear them cry loud
asking the emotions and feelings
to come they too

to the open

get yourself free

they say

and fly high

with us

| stay silently watching
while my face opens up
to a smile
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36. YOUR GUARDIAN ANGEL

Bound to be your guardian angel
invisible as the air

untouchable as the men’s emotions
but close like a green leaf to its branch
so much close to hear your breath
and you the beat of my wings

to be at your side

take your hand

guide your uncertain steps

and alert perceive your sorrows

to dry your tears

Help you to seize the beauty
of a sunset in a summer day
of the seagulls’ flights

their twirls in the endless skies
or the sunflowers when

all together they turn

their heads to the sun

and make you listen to

the waves backwash

when silent is

all the world around

At nightfall

sing for you old melodies

to make you fall asleep

and watchful protect you

from the nightmares that

can disturb your dreams

wake you in the morning
gently caressing your face

with the slight touch of my feathers
and listen to you

telling of your night travel

in the unknown land of dreams

Defend you even
from yourself
and make you smile at life
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37. ONE DAY IN APRIL

The air mild outside

clear the sky

and the house full of roses
giving off a delicate scent
spreading all around

a wonderful dress

was carefully laid on the sofa
white like snowflakes

just fallen down

enriched with pearls

pure as the maiden’s heart
it was embroidered for
and the voices cheerful
wide the smiles

April has still come back

after so many

each bringing with them

soft air and flowers smell

but dark and empty those rooms
now

closed the windows

and deafening the silence
only broken by distant echoes
of the ancient voices that
once filled those spaces

with love and joy
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38. MY FRIEND

To you my friend

who knows my soul

that have learned to penetrate

its darkest depths

and make them sometimes bright
to you who follow me as a shadow
when you feel

I want to be alone

with my doubts my uncertainties
my dreams and nightmares

to you who stay by my side

to share my bitterness

but olso laughter

my joys but

even my melancholies

to you that ask nothing in return
with joy I offer my affection

and friendship with everything
which pertains to it

my loyalty

in all its entirety

[ give to you

without reserve

and without oaths

I'll stay with you

when everyone rowagainst you
and will never barter your trust
neither for money

nor to receive honors

but from a distance

and in the dark of the night

[ will listen to your laments
your calls

to come to you and

take your hand

]
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39.A DISPUTE

[ have no dresses for me

never go out to breathe fresh air
nor ever meet people

complains one day Consciousness

[ also want to take my walks and
see the sun

I'm tired to be silent

and be kept locked inside

Quickly Man replied
everyone knows
you are not used
to wear any clothes

Those are just for me

It’s up to me to face the seasons
stay there, do not claim

what is not for you

Most of the times
it’s windy or rainy
and even in spring
weather can be bad

If you come out

can easily

find yourself

in the midst of storms

L

100



39. S0ero

T den BH
zee PO DT 2cHeH IFSH
aF%HedH Eodsd
BB (HEBF
TPET 600D 20D BB
Sole vtV RoL~LSHY
Q008" R
&%8 2§ o Soed el
éﬁé@éagéaaowﬁ
58 2508 Bevid
DG Hdesvso S8
D 28 otododd
09 850
anEHOL EDDHoHDH
?5@26& B¢ GoRSN,
D9 =0 sareHsts
TPPIEY &S, Hoaed
SKS0SJS rrenen
Shossewod® Eroe
TPEPHBE0 WPrHOLEREH)
aCHLD I
9% Bendod Jeso
éé)&&%@ﬁ?@
BHrd deferye Higy

L

101



40. IN THE SILENCE

It almost scares me

this intimate feeling of peace

that penetrates deep

which gives the sense of suspension
detachment

Noises and anxieties

seem to have vanished

in the sweet evening air

but a sudden thought

like the hoarse croak

of a crow

among the cheerful chirping
of sparrows

disturbs this quiet

How long will it last, | wonder
and in silence

the fear of the elusive

of the unpredictable

poisons the air

and the fear of impending storms
ready to destroy the rose garden
carefully cultivated over time
invades the mind and soul
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41. BRUSHSTROKES

Time tinged your hair
of white

slowed your steps
but did not quench
your long for a love

Yet you stand still
Waiting for what
you believelife
has not given you

Anguish assails me
When | see you

Not to move a step
towards your destiny

your vocation ofa lonely being
deaf to the calls of life
forgotten by the days

and nights

Get out of your limbo

OF COLOR

of those ancient and battered walls

offer yourself to life
welcome its joys

but also its pains

as they were
brushstrokes of colors
on the canvas of time
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42. LOST LIVES

Lives lost in dark waters
nameless bodies

lined up on the shore

unalike the colors of their skins
their faiths their beliefs

united, now

in a common doom

grimaces of pain

among the bystanders
vanishing away

like the dark colors of night
at the first light of dawn

men and women

in far lands

still wait for boats

still will face remote seas

still will die

along their harrowing calvary
towards hope

and the concentrations camps

are still there

spectral places where

you can still hear the moans

of thousand people

victims of the human folly

the bombs on Hiroshima or Nagasaki
are not far memories

the fumes of the burned bodies
can still be smelt in the air

and you and me

and we

blind and deaf in front of

the human miseries
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43. THE CHALICE

No one knows

if the sacred narrative is
like the church fathers
tell us

Collected events

from too distant a past
reported by rumors

that speak of hell and heaven
of Cain and Abel

of the Magdalen

the snake and the apple

Everything suggests
imaginary stories

for foolish and gullible people
told in an archaic language
the modernity refuses

to understand

But when on the altar

the chalice rises

bow the bystanders their heads
in a holy silence
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44. DAWN

Rapt by you Dawn

by your uncertain colors
shyly breaking the deep dark
of the nights

by the first bizarre twirls

of the birds in the light air

of the early morning

with you there

to awaken Men

to a new day

[ could stay for hours

to admire you silently

while wondering about the mystery
of light and gloom

Of how many more sunrises
will [ be a witness

before the unwanted call

of the Grim Reaper

invite me to go

naked and without burdens
but the hidden secrets

kept in my soul

I'll then think back to life

to the world

to the early hours of the mornings
their rose-pink light

and still feel amazement

and a sense of melancholic nostalgia.

EE

110



44. 23S DOLY

Q@Qﬁéﬁgog
@éeggsa)&, & (Dgrd Jogy
wEHS DL BB
I SrOfCtEr -
ool aecindDEee®
Sodoerthdr VRN HHe DT
SPAR, GE5A0TREPR
58 0% 30008 3)6"&@»3@1’263
ErES BT SIHOT
oer Kot S éwS%ﬁeéa
QY S°dore Jody)Boear
HES Jenrde SrBYESESH
©F)BD0LHERP
a@°aQU®ﬁ%éd@@§
FEFee 0!
& SBTPHSD HBIB0) H0685 DI
L @é@éi@ DenH&®
550010, AenH0E B ereigBen 8
22ee08, $rforr, BoHBEH0DE
Errgol S56° i) o0 w8 5
32653033650 S0 eSO
& (D505 ©BE ESTok
SHePs0d QBRI
P -DBE) Borhol
w8508 Srar, 59,
OS° PEH epsren Borberon TS

Feskeskskk

111



45. A NIGHTINGALE

[ met a little bird one day
slowly walking in a meadow
his head bent on the grass
lazily chirping

A strange scene

[ said to myself

and stayed there curious
looking at him

Both his wings were broken

and often

he sadly glancedat the sky,
whereflocks of nightingales

were happily flying

forming large circles and spirals
on the background of the light blue
just dyed of white clouds

[ approached the bird

picked him up in in my hands
talked to him and

said I would have taken care

of his broken wings

he’d have soon come back to fly
and so I did

So much time has gone by

and I cannot say how or why but
he still stays with me

sweetly singing among the treetops
of my garden.

L
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46. A SUNBEAM

An umbrella under the August sun
and a crowded beach

joyful voices of children

swimmers who can’t hide

the discomfort of the summer heat
light the lapping of the waves
along the shoreline

and the two of us chatting

as always

without giving importance towords
sometimes without listening to each other
to the end

so long our life together

that we suppose to understand
even before things are said

A ray of sunshine on your face
stops the flow of things

looking for some shade you approach me
almost touch me

your face in front of mine

[ look at you and seem to see you
after a long time

[ stare at your clear eyes

the features of your face

listen to your voice

and ancient emotions crop up

Merged into each other

we almost forgot our identities
and with them our turmoil

the desire to discover

the other.

that ray of sunshine

gave us back our past
brightened our present

FkkK
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47. PASSERBY

Don’t make judgments

nor come up with ideas on me
my lightness my smiles

don’t believe me always

when [ tell that

everything will be fine

that the sun will come back

to shine again

[ dress in many faces

to hide my sweet secrets
and those that hurt the most
[ once offered you

the key of my heart

but you stayed outside

to watch intoxicated

the color of my eyes

the perfection of my nose
my graceful movements
This is what I want to show to life
to that of others

lover as [ am

of my private world

my feelings, my emotions
when they caress my soul
or lacerate my heart

Passerby as many
curious to observe the flower corolla
not caring of its stem

L
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48.LIKE LOVE

Love me as the first time

and of you I will remember that face
I'll take it with me like your memory
like Love

of my yesterdays and my tomorrows

I'll think of you at night

when in the silence

I'll feel the will of your cuddles

of the light touch of your hand

of your breath when blending with mine

Always love me like then
and from afar

[ will feel your perfume,
hold it in my hand

keep it with me

as a secret

until the morning

no more | will be awakened
by the melodious songs

of the birds that play

hide and seek

among the tree-tops

in my garden

FkK
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49. What is this love

Getting lost is also dying
breaking bonds of love

to which bound you daily rites
exchanges of thoughts of words
sharing that lightened

the weight of life

customs that marked the pace

You had built everything

brick by brick

and you find yourself wondering what you did wrong
loneliness grips you

even among the people

and time never passes

you miss its smell

his slow pace

even the hours of boredom with him

now seem beautiful to you

What is this love
that passes and then goes
that dies

FkkK
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50. THE ROUGE OF THE SOUL

You fear to expose your soul
its truths

and look in the mirror
staring at your image

but almost frightens you

to investigate to the bottom

Your soul is there

well hidden

you yourself can hardly
recognize itand

soon realize

of it you feel a little ashamed
so immediately get organized
to find remedies

not to make it come out
asitis

and invent strategies

to cover it with rouge

you dress your face with smiles

your language becomes courteous
and polished

your lips always open to compliments
or in defense of the weakest

always the first to condemn injustices
and hypocrisies

You love applauses

and for this

take care of appearances
but sooner or later

you'll find again

alone with your Self

]
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MARIA MIRAGLIA - Biography

Poet, essayist, translator, peace
activist. She graduated in Foreign Languages
and Literatures at the Aldo Moro University
of Bari where she also obtained a Masters in
Evaluation followed by a Masters in Modular
Didactics, at the Roma Tre University. She has
achievedlinguistic certifications of merit at
theTrinity College in Edinburgh and the
International House in London. She is
ministerial trainer for the English language.

For a long a member of Amnesty

’ International and then of Ican, of the
International Observatory for Human Rights, Vice President of the World
Movement for the Defense of Children - UWMC, she herself was the
founder of WFP, a World Peace Foundation-

Dr. Miraglia is a cosmopolitan Italian writer with a relevant
academic curriculum, which places her in the firmament of
contemporary literature. She is the founder and Literary Director of the
Pablo Neruda Association; Vice President of the International Association
of Writers—Kosovo; honorary member of NationesUnidas de las Letras,
Bolivia; director and managing director of the Poetry Society of India and
editor of several other international literary magazines.

She writes in Italian, English or in both languages, her poems have
been translated into many foreign languages and occupy a prominent
place in numerous international anthologies. Her work that made her
known to a wide audience of readers is Dancing Winds,also translated
into Telugu language. Among her most recent bilingual anthologies
Stardust, Confluence and Masks.

Miraglia is a writer with multiple skills. She has an exquisite
imagination, her style is lucid, transparent in thought, philosophical and
meaningful in substance. She has been able to skillfully intertwine
emotions and imagination, philosophy, logic and reason, giving her poems
an air of new beauty. The reader is inspired by her various traits and
values that express her humanity, magnanimity, aesthetic abilities,
delicate sensitivity and concern for global peace and harmony. Her
extraordinary originality makes her a truly brilliant writer

She has been awarded numerous prizes and awards in Italy and
in various countries around the world.

Recently she was elected to the European Academy of Arts and
Sciences in Salzburg.
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Colourful Butterflies

In the literary criticism community, there is a form ofwriting
defined poetry. This has an aesthetic value thatis related to the realization
of the emotional function oflanguage. The author evokespoetic
situations, ideas and feelings through thelanguage, through emotional
expressions. These arethe elements that make this form of writing
onespecific literary art. The poem focuses on thelanguage and its
evocative semantics, withparticular attention to the organizing principles
of soundand rhythm. The poetry or art of oracles is the expressionhigher
than the aesthetic sublime, it exceeds dimensionsusual of human speech
and functionally enters theuniversal plan, to embody and transcend
eternal,figurative, philosophical meanings. The poet, acting asoracle,
evokes with the language of beauty andsublime perceptions of life and
of the universe.

We find these poetic perceptions and observationsin Colored
Butterflies by Maria Miraglia, where arepresent the basic principles of
an aesthetic poeticsconsolidated. The poetry of this poet remainsan
arena of frescoes, where the “beauty and thepleasant”(Dulce et Utule,
according to Horace), the messageand the semantics of the text, sound
and functional rhythm,elements that give dynamics to the poetic text, in
ideological terms, create special rhythms also in terms of poetic form.

This poetic style, in addition to reflecting the conceptions of
thecreation, this magical act, forces the creative act to acultural,
universal code and beyond.Miragliaadds to the divine creation her

“and I let me go to its inviting call
my heart stopped beating

my lungs breathing

but I could see

shortly after

some passersby

looking at my lifeless body and
hear from a distance

their voices whisper

a drowned man... a drowned man
( It was Dawn)

For the simple fact that poetry is “barefoot to the soul” and “emits
dizzying sounds from the contact of philosophy with feeling”
(GjekéMarinaj), it causes the necessary literary catharsis, because the
poet’s mission is to “ guide the people towards a better world:
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“a folded letter is there too
as if waiting for someone
to look inside “-( A Late Afternoon)

Among the important elements of Miraglia’s poetics remain the
imaginative acts combined with empirical signs and symbols, which
give the poetic text a pronounced tonality and a create, specific textual
dynamic. This poetic aspect is fully consolidated and realized through a
structured figurative system with strong creative power, inspiration,
intellectual and cultural overtones. This means that her poetry
automatically presupposes or is dedicated to the educated reader, a
synthesis of the “empirical reader and model of literature” (Umberto
Eco). Inits essence, Miraglia’s poetry was born with a vocation cultivated
with deep sensitivity and strong tension and makes this poet a special
voice and model in contemporary poetry. The poem in this anthology is
organized into poetic themes, the principles of which are based on the
uniformity of the thematic topography. Furthermore, in terms of form,
Miraglia’s texts carry with them the concept of rhythmic perfection, of a
symmetrical organizing principle, where the poetic gradation and
allusions of the verses are intricately intertwined with the harmony
between the form and theartist in its entirety:

“tormentedmy thoughts
looking for unknown truths”
From My Mother

or:

“theblows lashed by its scythe”.

“theclear dawns will be there

to light up your path again “(Do not be Afraid)

We can therefore say that Miraglia is more specific than anyone
else, unparalleled in the forms and in the way in which she organizes
the poetic material, she conceives the theme and embodies the lines
with figures and rhythm. These elements give her texts a multifaceted
gradation, while the verses transmit universal messages. The poetic
dimension varies in the different forms of poetic discourse, within an
elaborate system of verses, while it assumes tragic semantic dimensions,
for example in the poem “Martyrs of Human Foolishness”. The essence
of this poem is not an apocalyptic pressure that the poet gives to the
reader, but a galaxy of images and voices that try to keep alive the sense
of survival, based on faith in man and his right to a free and happy life.
Furthermore, in the poem “Lost Lives”, Miraglia carves the most painful
verses of the human dimension. She delves into the spiritual aspects of
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her poetics, to make us meditate on the idea that all human experience
can be recorded in the memory system in maps carved from the still
unhealed wounds. This vision is not a poeticized opinion, but a painful
historical fact, interpreted by an anthropological poetess, by a woman
who deeply understands the fact that incurable wounds have their roots
in the foundations of human love. In reality, Miraglia’s poetry in its entirety
has her reference in the very being of poetry, in the art of writing, in
empirical and universal art, where, as Umberto Eco says, “the great world
of the book” is found. .

Indeed, this is the Olympus of poetry, where Miraglia expands
and touches the depths of the world with the magic of human love and
the perceptions of beauty that her sensitivity brings. It must be said that
the poetry of the last decades has freed itself from the dogmas created
in art and literature, it has marked a significant rise, both quantitatively
and qualitatively. We now have a majority of poets who have entered
the world of literature, with strong innovative stylistic tendencies,
expanding poetic communication. And, precisely in this context, Miraglia
brings new poetic, original, contemporary and specific elements of the
chorus of literature. The elegant poet, Miraglia in her art blends the
dogmas for art towards a sublime poetic intention. And she perceives
these essences with subtle aesthetic taste, she looks at them from the
most sensitive and emotional angles, to synthesize them with the
language of “beauty and pleasure” (Horace). Her poetry thus marks a
legitimate and semantic relationship between the semantics of language
and the search for the right word, which then compresses the figure
and realizes the poetic purpose. These nuances are drawn with evocative
language in the poem “I'd just like”, in which, in wonderful variations,
the world of profane love explodes:

“and would just like to hug you
tell you how much I love you
how much the pain

tears my soul apart

in seeing you worn out “

The author goes beyond the dimension of this miracle and
reaches the pedestal in the poem” Take Me Away “, thus fulfilling the
function of an intertextual network:”

Take me away

“where you can kiss my eyes my lips
slowly slide your hands
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on my naked body

in the sunlight

and tell each other

what we kept silent

fill the time with innocent silences
caressed by the wind

loved by God ...

united no longer divided

to dive into the sea

like a drop of water

and get lost in the immensity
to no longer be you and 1
but we ... “

A qualitative aspect detectable in the framework of this poetic
anthology consists of poems on natural art and those with social themes,
such as;” The snow in the city “,”A Suitcases a “,” The Crow “,”Colorful
Butterflies”,” Raindrops “... poems imbued with profound inspiration,
with artistic forms and a special harmonious style. Thus, this collection
of Miraglia, however modern, is postmodern, wandering between the
classic and the symbolic, between the lyric and the epic, between the
literary school and the poetic art. The poetics of this anthology remains
a point of reference for many readers and literary scholars. The author’s
poetic principle is built on sound experiences and multiple perceptions
of art and man as the epicenter of the world. To force the great thematic
codes, the poet was shaped and beaten with the art of writing, she
communicates with concepts on the art of literature. The connection
between the natural, social and spiritual world, as a function of the
“poetic catharsis”, is felt everywhere as a characteristic of the strings of
the poetic message. Finally, Miraglia’s Colored Butterflies remains an
anthology of art that does not demonstrate, but is itself the most beautiful
reflection of the art of the word.

- Aleksander Culaj
Academic at the University of Bari.
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FOURTH OF COVER

This extraordinarily vibrant poetic collection presents a myriad of
subtle literary devices, interspersed with aesthetic and lyrical beauties,
which flow freely from the pen of this brilliant author. Some poems are
highly philosophical, others psychological, metaphysical, metaphorical,
mystical, pictorial or colloquial. Characteristics that give a deeper meaning
and impact to the tone and tenor of the lines. Miraglia’s powerful imagination
and creative capacity are such that even a tiny and thin volume of her takes
the form of a work of great significance and artistic value. Each poem in
this collection expresses something new, fascinating that captivates the
reader down to the last verse.

Most of this author’s poems are in the first person. They take on the
color of the interior monologue that portrays certain events, characters and
things, unfolding the consciousness of the poetess in the process
andrevealing the myriad of mental states in a more lyrical way, or they take
the form of a dramatic monologue as in “Passerby”, “Distance”,
“Inadequate”.

This poetic anthology is strewn with exquisite similes and metaphors
that embellish it with rare charm, beauty and grace but also with images
that recall the technique of the flow of consciousness. In Colored Butterflies
the author touches the heights of aestheticism and metaphysics by
comparing words to colored butterflies recalling the way in which she
supports the idea of “art for art”.

- Dr. DalipKhetarpal
International Author, Poet, Critic, Editor
Ambala- India

Love: Synonymous with Happiness

Maria Miraglia’s poems are love poems, even the one about the
mother, and what emerges with greater force is the softness of the
expressions that move in a lively lyricism corroborated by strong tensions
and vibrations of meaning. Maria demonstrates that she is aware that writing
about love is like walking on a field subject to landslides and therefore one
must be attentive to every word, measure and circumstance without
overdoing it, without letting oneself be carried away by the infinite song
and much less by rhetoric or rigid classicism.

And it must be said that this awareness helps her to write with a
well-calibrated measure, which synthesizes and removes what could be
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ancient in the resonances and makes a series of dazzling metaphors that
create happiness of expression and summarize the game of fall in love with
references also to the myth.

I never like to attach labels to poetry, but if we really want to place
Maria in a historical moment I think we can make her belong to the hottest
and most fertile season of Spanish opera, to that, so to speak, by Federico
Garcia Lorca, Rafael Alberti, Pedro Salinas.

In short, our poet entrusts the feeling of her heart to the word with a

sort of magical rarefaction to obtain a greater repercussion, a safer outcome.
- Dante Maffia - Italy

Academic, poet, novelist, essayist

DEEP BEAUTY

Beauty and depth are the most important characteristics of Maria
Miraglia’s works. Although these elements are found in some of the
outstanding works of modern writers, blending them together seems like a
challenge for many, where Mary finds herself successful in applying them
to poetry. The passion to seek beauty in the smallest elements of nature, a
sensitive heart that listens to the pains and sufferings of others, a vision of
the world united in love, perhaps these merits make Maria Miraglia one of
the most significant poets of modern literature.

- Prof. Dr Yawchien Fang
Poet, Writer and President of Taiwan’s Taichung University

Exotic nectar

The poems of Doctor Maria Miraglia have the flavor

of an exotic nectar, her verses amaze us like treasures

of the deep sea leaving an indelible mark on

hearts. She is a nature poet of modern times whose poems
reminds us the works of William Wordsworth, Emily Dickinson
and the mystic writer and poet Edgar Allan Poe.

- Dr. LSR Prasad

Works at Karimnagar and Prathima institute of medical sciences.
Poet, Writer Editor, Cartoonist

Warangal, India
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ACCEPTAQNCE OF LIFE

Maria Miraglia is a sensitive poet whose poems weave the patterns
of life in various shades; there is pain balanced with the joy of being; with
words imbued with sweetness and kindness, she sprinkles on life the
stardust of hope and positive affirmation of life. Nothing is to be rejected in
life, not even rejection. Whatever gets there must be accepted. Acceptance
must be man’s ultimate reaction to what happens to him. This is how Dr.
Maria Miraglia plays with words, ideas and their essence, and she makes
very simple life experiences immortal.

- Dr Prof Jernail Singh Anand-

Poet Translated from English-

Poet, author of 140 poetry books, of fiction, nonfiction and spirituality. He
received a PhD in English from Panjab University-Chandigarh in 2000

PEARLS OF THE OCEAN

Every single poem of Maria can be considered a whole ocean, only
the daring reader can dive deep to discover the luminous pearls of her
multifaceted nature. Much can be said about her and her poetry. She is the
master of the image, her poetic diction increases the splendor of her verses.
New similes and metaphors make her poems enchanting

- Muhammad Shanazar
Poet and translator Pakistan

FROM A MYSTIC DISTANT JOURNEY

Maria Miraglia is an Italian author who has long appeared in the Olympus
of contemporary poetry. Between lights and shadows of thought, the metaphysical
sense, the eloquence of the word and the profound conceptions, she manifests
the colors of her soul and immediately surprises with her style essentially in free
verses, a structure that offers the opportunity to express artistic symbolism but
also to linger and grasp its meanings. Her poetic art plunges deep into her vision
and feelings and from this other world arise reflections on the model of life that
awakens her passion and the desire to run towards perfection. Miraglia, who
appears to come from a mystic distant journey, descends to the poetic muse’s
banquet to illuminate shadows and whirls that come from the human. The
naturalness and ease in the execution of her art, but also the deep penetration into
the essence of sensory and imaginary phenomena make possible the aesthetic
form of her mind with all its figurative components but also bearers of vital
messages. The careful selection and expressive power, the coding and lighting
through the implicit sub-themes, the metaphysical notion create a tableau that
hides in itself many bright connotations.

- AgronShele, Ohio- USA
Poet, Editor in Chief of Atunis Galaxy Poetry-Begium
Member of World Writers Association
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Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD
M.B.B.S; M.S. GENERAL SURGERY

M.Ch. CARDIOTHORACIC SURGERY

Fellow in VASCULAR SURGERY

Post graduate Diplomate in Human Rights

Post graduate Diplomate in Television Production

Cell animation Specialist- Heart Animation Academy
Computer Animation Specialist- Pentafour- Chennai
Web Engineer and Web Designer- Web City- Hyderabad
Fellow of Indo- Asian Poetry Society

Founder of Writer's Corner / Srijana Lokam

Columnist - Andhra Jyothi (Nivedana)

Founder of Waves (Warangal Aids Voluntary Educational Society)

I Senib 81&0 - Poetry (Telugu)

wS)ab - Alchemy
TPHNO S°o@spc§o - Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam
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. Boné =Sy - Tangeti Junnu
gooea8o - Karakatakam (Cancer)
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MBeazrddo - Marana Saasanam
& 0do S Q8o - Sri Lalitha Sahasranama Stotram
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. B9&-19 axs5&en - Covid-19 Parodies
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. SFarEgo - Mahavaakyam
14. %055 8568 - Kukum Bharine

Il. Poetry (English)

Shades

The Twilight Zone

My Poem is My Birth Certificate

The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone, the pen and the type writer
The Vigilance Whistle!

How to Cook a Delicious Poem

Windows and Apples

The Guerdon of Poesy

9. The Haste Land
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11. Poetravelogue
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12.
13.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
21.

22.

23.
24,
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.

32.
33.

Wow- Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious

The Lost Songs of a Lone Traveler!

Che Guevara

Coffee - Poems

The Tortured Artist

Yuddhopanishad (The Upanishad of War)

The Making of Mahatma - (Collector's Edition)
An Epic of Kashmir

The Legend of Lady Yang Guifei- China
Tjukurpa- (Australian aboriginal stories- poetry)
Dream Time - Every When)

Trident (Love, War and Peace) along with
Maria Miraglia, Ayubkhawar

Journey to Manasa Sarovar

Prima ballerina- Roberta di Lara

The Casket of Vermilion- The legend of Sammakka- Sarakka
Penning with Penguins (Antarctica)

Potana's Bhagavatam

Soundarya Lahari - Sankaracharya's Soundarya Lahari
Modern Bhagavadgita

The Songs of Annamayya

Apoorvam - Limericks

In Search of Truth (Novel)

How to be happy (Philosophy)

. $Fen-SSoo-aren (Benid) - Stories, Novels, Essays... (Telugu)

1.

® N oA WD

88 wodp - Jrowd EPen - Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)
868 88woHp - arowb Egen (Noir Stories)

5 3 5 3 - Qo Ie5He Sdeo (Woman Diseases)
EPen-8%en - Kathalu — kavitalu

(D0 L;J?og 8$en - World Famous Stories

©go°d)S — Akshararchana (philosophical essays)

&% Qoeges Kok (zéae)éa§@) - Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
Jpego-1 - Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)

SyEgo-2 ~Soe-Hissow - Kalalu-PeedaKalalu (Dreams-2)

. dogrgaego - Sankhya Sastram (Numerology)
11.
12.
13.

&85 wahaS seEpxy - Dr. Jayadev Cartoons
e 3ogoqeae38 5% - In Search of Truth (Novel)
23S - $He - Genome (Biotechnology Novel)
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14. 8%95-19 - $He - COVID-19 - Biotechnology Novel
15. Bdoen-&yden - S - VIRUSES - VACCINES

16. won&® w8 - $Po - The fifth horseman

17. o§8 QEErE)-86°> B¢ Egen (Corona Stories)

18. (B0 crasdoh 20D Te@08E - 32 Befen

19. (DHosS0(g EPen - Prapanchatanthra Kathalu

20. Hodso|E E¥en - Panchatanthra Kathalu

21. 1001 &B88cHS ooghe Egen-1 (1001 Arabian Nights-1)

IV. oarres - sofidh $od Benibs®d
Classics (English to Telugu)

(A% e (Greek Literature)

8daeE - lliad (Homer)

&%) - Odyssey (Homer)-

A8 288 - Epic Cycle (Homer

A&HS BE) - Oedipus Rex- Sophocles

DodR*Q - Antigone-- Sophocles-

& (P*2S 9R& - The Trojan Women- Euripides
g® Q&0 - The Poems of Sappho-

38 denddd - The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)
2038 e o8& - Century of Love (Roula Pollard)

o83 F&egso (Latin Literature)

1. &JE-5S - Aeneid (Virgil)

2. &35 s& - wod - Divine Comedy (Dante)
28)S o (German Literature)

1. eaééézéa @8)3&:6 S8y - Faust - Goethe
2. =0 8BS eomasrd - Barefoot to Arcadia - Aprilia Zank

88 r&r&so (Nordic Literature)
1. ?gzgécg BS BFen - Poetic Eddas
%HOcHS Ferdio (Sumerian Literature)
1. AeedR 388 - The Epic of Gilgamesh
2. g - Inanna
(@09 F&e&so (French Literature)
1. (30 8&0 - French Poetry
2. Bo&d Kg)ﬁf;)e» - Le Flures du Mal-- Charles Baudelaire

© N AW
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JQELS Fe&rdso (Persian Literature)
1 aac%‘é:(;g& mwgen - Zoroster- Gathas
2. 5HD-1 wrendS Ero - Masnavi- Rumi
3. HN-2 werendS &rdd - Masnavi- Rumi
4. 5HN-3 werendS Er - Masnavi- Rumi
5. %)0-4 worenddS &rdd - Masnavi- Rumi
6. HN-5 werendS &rdd - Masnavi- Rumi
7. %)0-6 worendS &ro - Masnavi- Rumi
8. e 33 - ééeﬁaéﬁﬁ ©85 - Birds Conference - Attar
9. Moo - Leroven - Omar Khayyam
8 o (Russian Literature)
1. 83600 - Russian Poetry

DS F&egso (Mexican Literature)
1. DES ersso - Mexican Poetry

o8] ©DOER] Fergso (Latin American Literature)

1. oS oR0ES Do - Latin American Poetry - Part-1

2. o83 oDBES EQ&0 - Latin American Poetry - Part-2

3. o8 oDOES EDE0 - Latin American Poetry - Part-3
IR Fe&eEgo (Spanish Literature)

1. &’ Iwe 8DS0 - Pablo Neruda Poetry

2. &) “[ﬁozﬁ;—@@é)eg@” - Frederick Garcia Lorca's "Love-Death"
&8, Ferdso (Turkey Literature)

1. ©6) 8080 - barS 8D - Turkish Poetry

2. &6 dosro - $d% &r§)5 - Nazim Hikmet Poetry
8¢ JF&e&go (Tamil Literature)

1. Bodbseto - Silappadikaram - lllango Adigal

2. dpe - Manimekhala - Sattanar

3. EW¥ 88 wode 859 - Sangam Poetry
40 P50 (Kashmir Literature)

1. oerdd a&en - Lal Ded - Vakhs

&eob r&eg5o (Hindi Literature)
1. Sozee - Madhusala- Harivams Roy Bachchan

adr F&e&so (Urdu Literature)
1. ™S ASL»dE - Ghalib Ghazals
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Pool Frgso (Poland Literature)

1. ool 8d&0o - Ten Color Rainbow - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
& 3 LS Stoars.... Jak Ziemia Po PierwszymDeszezu
geen - Moments - AlicjaKubreska
©086090% Hare (Hdoo — The World of Extinct Lamps - Izabela Zubko
DS (BS38&0 - Izabela Zubko - The Holy Trinity
e8ren - Krzysztof Kokot - Around the Haiku
£ Bs5egen - Juliusz Erazm Bolek - The Secrets of Life - A Calendarin verse
oK 20eds) — Agnieszka Jarzebowska - The Fifth Season
20 2b8e - Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak's - Blue Longing
10 (see) J° 88 - Alicja Kuberska's (Not) My Poem (Telugu)

11. Jozed e - | am a Troubador - Renata Cygan

aPS Feedso (Japan Literature)

1. adcswe 8Q&0 - Japanese Poetry
2. addoive 8D¥0-2 - Japanese Poetry-2

B85 Feeggo (China Literature)
1. St Sorhe od - China Classical Poetry
2. dseof rygd 8% - The Legend of Lady Yang Guifei

8K Fergso (Taiwan Literature)
1. BarS eidtod - Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang

&g Ferdso (Egypt Literature)

1. (@PO5 &ag e ~ Ancient Egypt Stories

2. B85St wggEudmro - Lets be one in The One - George Onsy
$08Sy &edso (Philippines Literature)

1. $83o Hoeo - Ten Thousand Lines - Edwin Cordevilla

2. &3S Hreo Js=do - Eden Blooms- Eden S. Trinidad

3. 295 @pdes regen - Philippines Folk Tales
o0 FeeS5o (Australia Literature)

1. OGHed o (& - The Wind My Lover- Ade C. Manila

2. & &%59 d8ge - The Inner Quiet - Deepa Chandran Ram

oz P50 (Ghana Literature)
1. £9z°8 @8 ®go - The Real Meaning of Life - Dr. Rashid Pelpuo

Sooes® ©°§‘s°é§o (Morocco Literature)
1. ésg B &% - The Long-Winged Breath- Oulaya Drissiel Bouzadi
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Baxes &5 (Lebanon Literature)
1. >dds 8980 - Naji Naaman Poetry

[r3 >&e&so (Brunei Literature)
1. Q8 Searen - Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan

HTadr Ferde (Malaysia Literature)
1. @s%&ﬁ»@fgw - Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun

83w P&rdso (Canada Literature)
1. w0 5356 - Riding the Tide- Ashok Bhargava

wrdhS Ferdso (Italian Literature)
1. Herd) sre (K60 - The Planet of Pink Clouds - Sergio Camellini
2. Teégo T rreven - Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia

e Feed50 (Nepal Literature)
1. Qdeg83) - Sun Shower- Krishna Prasai

FEPS Fero (Pakistan Literature)
1. &Y é?a":é%‘zéo - Symphony and Other Poems - Ayub Khawar

woif &&so (English Literature)

FEER o - Paradise Lost - John Milton

FEGER BRong - Paradise Regained - John Milton
égoﬁﬁ@’ééoé’o (8538 - Pilgrim's Progress - John Bunyan
&80 - Emily Dickinson Poetry - Part |

(&0 - Emily Dickinson Poetry - Part I

©%)& - Emily Dickinson Poetry - Part Il

srodn - BRESm - Emily Dickinson Poetry - Part IV
2,080 ePAwo - Emily Dickinson Poetry - Part V

9. ddcho S 810 - William Blake Poetry

10. 8.0%. OHE Do - T.S. Eliot Poetry

11. 72088 $rS 8D&0 - NamdeoDhasal Poetry

12. aoardo - Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)

13. ey A% - DabbuManishi (Money Poetry)

14, @o@oﬁwggo - Santi Yuddham (War-Peace)

15. Shoazee - Rubaiyat- Edward Fitzgerald

16. 5068 - Sougandhika (Master Poems in English-1)
17. &rdy)-H80% (Master Poems in English-2)

18. (@ HB%S J¢¥eb... (Master Poems in English-3)

® N OAE WD~
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19.
20.
21.
22.
23.
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34.
35.

36

¥y Lorfoe (Master Poems in English-4)

wod 58red (Master Poems in English-5)

H0% &arS (Master Poems in English-6)

Qowe-a»xr (Master Poems in English-7)

DO Hensd (Master Poems in English-8)

908 &roed & e AX5T) (Master Poems in English-9)
eord HEyen (Master Poems in English-10)

8% SRre 8o (Master Poems in English-11)

2.8 Soghace (Master Poems in English-12)

&% ety¥ Azren (ChristuAdbhutaGeethalu)

&%y %828 & (The Path of Christ)

@90 HoAso - Chamber Music - James Joyce

88 B - The Mystic Mariner- Madan Gandhi
FS88rS - Sataroopa- A.K. Khanna

RS BB 8130 - Basudeb Chakraborti

33050@55 Sfoeéro - Fighting the Flames- Dr. Jernail S. Anand
3o eow - Rippling Moonbeams- Lily Swarn

B Seesore (Leyla Isik Poetry)

Translations (From Telugu to English)

© ©® N AW~
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The Great Battle (Suprasanna) - rosoecho - §3e DRTERLS EDE©
The Tree of Fire (AnumandlaBhoomaiah) - )80 - ghrehaiy &0
The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram) - )0 d8en - deroed 8980
We Need a Language (Sudhakar) - &»&r &8 grid s°ard - $958 den “gesb
The Broken Grammar (Sudhakar) - &8 axggeeo - £ dend aeb
The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao) - @vorres X80 - Srtioees Sorros)
Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli) - o°&i $oE5s3°® 8&0

This is no Streaking (Stories - K.K. Menon) - 8.8, &$8 &gev

The Pool of Blood (Naveen) - 8§ s°80 - wokdoly DS Sk

. Varavara Rao Poetry - $8:80°) 820

. The Enraged Voice- Ravi Maruth - (6% 8o - 68 &r& 880

. ToWhomsoever it may concern -Prasen - 268 587 a68 - DS 80
13.

Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems - @%”ofg Beord Hregen, artoe

Books translated into Multiple Languages
The Casket of Vermilion- English - Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad

The Casket of Vermilion -Telugu - Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad
The Casket of Vermilion -Telugu - aP&r0 S5moedodiy, SolSdTm@es
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iii. The Casket of Vermilion - Urdu- JawaidNaseem
iv. The Casket of Vermilion - Punjabi- Prof. Joginder Singh Jogi
v. The Casket of Vermilion - Malayalam - Sarala Ram Kamal
vi. The Casket of Vermilion- Marathi- Narayana Mudgalkar, Neelima Mudgalkar
vii. The Casket of Vermilion - German - Sabine Stigimayr, Aprilia Zank
viii. The Casket of Vermilion - Polish - Alicja Kubreska
ix. The Casket of Vermilion - Philippines- Eden.S. Trinidad
X. The Casket of Vermilion - Chinese- Tian yu
xi. OchrowaSzkatutka - Polish - Alicja Kubreska
2. Trident- English, Telugu, ltalian, Urdu
3. The Legend of Lady Yang Guifei- English, Telugu, Malayalam, Mandarin

VIil. New Books

1. Borhdorhe SHeessdensen (Maria Miraglia's Colourful Butterflies)
2. o BB sared (Alicja Maria Kuberska's After the Frost)

3. rEren

4, Boorreasn

He won many awards nationally and internationally-
He is the recipient of

1. T.S. Eliot award- 2017,

Global poet Award - CANADA-WIN - 2017,

Life time achievement Award - Ghana- 2017,
Kibatek medal -Turkey - 2017

Rauel international Award - 2017

Poet Laureate Award - Delhi - 2017
SahitiRajahamsa award - Vizag - 2017

Poet Laureate-Kazakhstan - 2017

Pentasi-B Life Time Achievement Award-2017

10. Naji Naaman Poet Laureate Award - Lebanon -2018
11. Poet Laureate Award - China - 2019

12. Sophy Chen - Award - China - 2019

13. Master of Metaphor and Trans Creative Surgery- 2019 and many more....

He was the host, sponsor of World poetree Festival- 2017 under
the banner of Pentasi-B India World Poetry Festival. Attended many
International Poetry Festivals in India and abroad- China, Morocco,
Ghana, Singapore, Australia, Greece, Poland, Italy, and Philippines
as guest of honor.

More than hundred books are available in his free website-

www.anuvaadham.com
www.prosetry.in
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