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Butterfly’s wings are my wings. With it i can fly to the infinite. 
In the infinite there aren’t never dark. 
But is winter, forever, winter.  
There isn’t a snow, a sun, any clouds, any planet. 
There are only stars.Icy stars. 
It lights. It screams. With butterfly wings. 
There is one love, one life, one dream, one music, one poison, 
one nightmare, one mistery, one hearth, one mind, 
one gospel. 
But there are milion of infinite thoughts. 
Wings and bullet; sunny and rain; lots of colours and black or white; road of good and 
river of blood: 
there aren’t in cosmos. It is like butterfly wings. 
They are only infinite. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

  
  
  
  
  
  

EEccccooccii  ddii  nnuuoovvoo  qquuaa,,  ffaannttaassmmii  ddeell  ffiiuummee,,  
vvaaggaannttii  ccoommee  iill  ffiiaattoo  ddeell  ssoonnnnoo  eetteerrnnoo,,  

aadd  aassppeettttaarree  llaa  nnoottttee,,  cchhee  aarrrriivvii  ccoonn  ttuuttttaa  llaa  ssuuaa  ggrraazziiaa,,  llaa  
ppiiooggggiiaa..  

FFiinneessttrree  ddii  uunn  mmoonnddoo  cchhee  nnoonn  eessiissttee,,  
uucccceellllii  ddii  uunn  ppaarraaddiissoo  sseennzzaa  iinnffeerrnnoo,,  

iinneessiisstteennttii  eedd  eetteerrnnaammeennttee  ccoonnddaannnnaattii..  
EEccccooccii  ddii  nnuuoovvoo  qquuaa,,  ffaannttaassmmii  ddeell  ffiiuummee,,  

aa  ssppeerraarree  ddii  nnoonn  ttoorrnnaarree  ppiiùù  
iinnccoonnssaappeevvoollii  ddeell  ddoolloorree,,  cchhiiuussii  iinn  uunnaa  vviittaa  ddii  ppllaassttiiccaa,,  

mmiiddoolllloo  ffiittttiizziioo  ddeell  nnuullllaa..  
UUnn’’eessiisstteennzzaa  vveeggeettaallee,,  lluunnggoo  iill  ffiiuummee,,  

ccoommee  ppiiaannttee  ddii  llaaccrriimmee..  
EEccccooccii  ddii  nnuuoovvoo  qquuaa,,  nnooii  iinnuuttiillmmeennttee  iinnddiissppeennssaabbiillii,,  

aadd  aassppeettttaarree  iill  mmoommeennttoo,,  
ppootteessssee  nnoonn  aarrrriivvaarree  mmaaii……......  
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2VFXUD��DQFRUD�QHOOD�PHQWH�XQ�SHQVLHUR�IUXVFLDQWH��SDFH��
4XHO�OLGR�G·DFLGR�JHOR��FKH�UDIIUHGGD�OH�PHPEUD��

6XO�PDUH��GL�FRUUHQWH�WRUWXRVD��HQWXVLDVWD��ULFRUGD�XQD�YLWD�
IUXVWDWD��

%XLR��DQFRUD�QHO�FXRUH��RUPDL�YXRWR��
/·DQLPD�YDJD�QHOO·RVFXUR��VHQ]D�DOFXQD�YRFH�GL�YHQWR��

$OOD�ULFHUFD�GL�XQ�1LUYDQD��
2VFXULWj��GHQWUR�XQ·LQILQLWD�VWUDGD�FXSD��

/LEHUD�LO�SHQVLHUR��
&RPH�LO�IXRFR�VFDWHQD�OD�VXD�IXULD�H��

,PPDJLQD�XQ�PRQGR�GRYH�QRQ�HVLVWRQR�OH�WHQHEUH«�
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In  th e la s t  t im e… 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In  th e en d , in  th e la s t  t im e: don ’t  th in k  you  do. 
Th e world  b rea th  with  a  s n orkel: you  ca n  ru n , ru n  a wa y. 
Th e peop le don ’t  fly n ow. 
We don ’t  fly forever : you  ca n . 
In  th e la s t  t im e of you r  life: don ’t  los t  in  s u n ’s  s a dn es s . 
Don ’t  lis ten  th e la m en ts  of ju p iter  bu t  th e s in g of th e clou ds . 
Ta ke yu or love. We don ’t .  
You  Live. Forever . 
 Fly to th e la s t  t im e. 
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Non chiedere perché. 
 
 

Osserva le stelle e fai silenzio.  
Contempla l’orizzonte e respira l’odore del sale. 

 Guarda il cielo mentre piove e bagnati di saggezza. 
 Bacia la terra e alza gli occhi verso il mondo.  

Fissa intensamente la luna e ascolta i suoi rumori.  
Ottempera le nuvole, ogni nuvola, e pensa al niente.  

Piangi la tua tristezza e ridi della tua allegria mentre il vento 
soffia. 

Raggiungi la tua anima. 
Fai ciò e non chiedere perché… 

Chiederesti perché stai realmente Vivendo. 
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I  loved the murderer of my heart.  
And now? 

These aren’t my dreams, they died  in a nightmare. 
This isn’t my blood, it runs in the veins of my love. 

I t isn’t my happines: it lives in the obscured sadness. 
Another question. Another problem. 

But these are another silences. 
Theese aren’t my dreams, they died in a nightmare. 

This isn’t my mind, it live in a grumbling life. 
This isn’t my heart, it is lost in a wall of tears. 

I ’m not myself, it loved a murderer, 
A murderer of love. 

Theese aren’t my dreams, they died  in a nightmare, 
where I  died too. 
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3HQRPEUD��JHOR�H�XQ�RVFXUR�VLOHQ]LR���
1XYROH�QHUH�VRVSHVH�GDO�ILDWR�GHO�YHQWR��
,O�FLSUHVVR�ID�RPEUD�DG�XQD�WLHSLGD�QRVWDOJLD���
/D�PLD�PDOLQFRQLD�VRIIUH�GL�XQ¶RSSUHVVD�WULVWH]]D����
&KLXVD�LQ�TXHVWD�YXRWD�DSSDUHQ]D�OD�PLD�DQLPD�
FUHD�PRQGL�GRYH�LO�WXR�IXWLOH�HJR�ULQDVFH��
,O�FLHOR�q�OXJXEUH�SHUFKp�XQ�VROH�QRQ�q�PDL�QDWR��LR�
QRQ� OR�DVSHWWHUz��VR�FKH�QRQ�DUULYHUj�� ILQFKH� LO� WXR�
UHPRWR�VHQWLUj�H�DVFROWHUj�LO�SLDQWR�GHO�VLOHQ]LR��
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/DVFLR�OD�PLD�PHQWH�LPSUHVVD�VX�TXHVWD�VDEELD�G¶DSULOH��
FDPPLQR�ORQWDQR�GRYH�OD�IROOLD�QRQ�SXz�UDJJLXQJHUPL��GRYH�PL�

VSHQJR��
3HQVR�VROR�DO�SDUDGLVR�H�DO�FLHOR�EOX�GHO�GRORUH��

5DFFROJR�FRQFKLJOLH�H�OH�EXWWR�LQ�PDUH�GRYH�LO�VROH�QRQ�OH�SXz�
LOOXPLQDUH�

�H�VFULYR�VXOOD�VDEELD�QRPL��IUDVL��DOLHQD]LRQL��
8UOR�ODFULPH�H�LO�UXPRUH�GHL�PLHL�SDVVL�ULPERPED��

GRYH�OD�VFKL]RIUHQLD�GHO�PLR�SHQVLHUR�QRQ�SXz�UDJJLXQJHUPL��
�SDUOR�FRQ�OH�RQGH�

�FKH�PL�GLFRQR�GL�FDPPLQDUH�ORQWDQR�GRYH�QRQ�SRVVR�VHQWLUPL��
8Q¶LPSURQWD�GL�PH�VWHVVD�JXDUGD�OH�LQILQLWH�ULVDWH�GHO�PRQGR�

�PD�OD�OXQD�GHO�JLRUQR�OD�EUXFLD��
&RUURGR�OD�VROLWXGLQH�H�SHQVR�DO�PLR�LQIHUQR��

SURFUHDWR�GD�OXL��GD�ORUR��GD�QRL��
0L�ODVFLR�VROD�H�GHVRODWD�FRPH�L�GHVHUWL�SL��DULGL��VSROSDWD�GHOOD�

PLD�VHQWHQ]D���
LPPXQH�DOOD�YLROHQ]D�GHOOH�D]LRQL��WURSSR�JUDQGL�GD�VRIIULUH���

ODVFLR�LPSUHVVR�LO�PLR�GHVLGHULR�VXOOD�VDEELD���
VSHUDQGR�FKH�LO�PDUH�OR�EDJQL�H�OR�IDFFLD�OHJJHUH�

FKLDUR�H�OLPSLGR�D�PH�VWHVVD��
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