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How lovely that this time

How lovely that this time

is like all other times,

that | write poems

the way poems have always been written,

that this cat before me is washing herself

and her time is passing

despite the fact she's alone, almost always alone in the house,
yet she does all that she does and forgets nothing

-- now for instance she is lying down and looking around --
and her time is passing.

How lovely that this time, like every time, will end,

how lovely that we are not eternal,

that we are not different

from anyone else who has lived and died,

who has calmly gone to death

as if on a path that seemed hard and steep at first,

but instead was easy.

(From La mia casa, 1994, translated by John Satriano)
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With my son, five years old

Giovanni, you rightly say

it’s better to be here than in heaven

when we die

because here you ara with those dear to you,

you know where you are, even if you are not always happy,

at times you are sad, at times you are angry,

instead in heaven you do not know who you are with,

it’s hard to understand where and how one would be

and you are a bit afraid to be so high,

and one does not understand where the feet would stand on.

And even | think: Giovanni, in heaven will | see you

or will I not see you?
But of corse, of corse we will see each other,
I will wait for you and you will come,
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(Emanuel di Pasquale)

and then we will stay there, even if we don’t quite know in what way,

even if we don’t quit know how, it does not matter.
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Embraced we walked through the alleys of Rome

Embraced we walked through the alleys of Rome,
damp was the night that echoed your laugh

we stamped our feet on cobblestones and bumped
into columns and corners, and sometimes

we’d walk in a dive to drink some red wine and leave
singinglustily,

observed by old

spirits while shadows approached around us

and to each one we waved and each one

waved back, we spoke

every language,

our feet touched

each stone, the paving played the sound

of our footsteps, we walked upon layers

of ages and lives, maidens making their way to the temple
and we followed every procession of souls

little flames held between their joint hands

the city asleep, abandoned

at certain trivia we stopped still

or at a niche or at fragments set



like precious stones in steaming lava.

The arches widened in openings

that let us pass through,

the alleys were tunnels

more and more narrow that at times would end
on a balcony like a suspended belvedere.
Below us the great city was swarming

an army of small candles like stars in the sky.
We finally reached a big tree

its branches like arms tidy and neat

like a regal figure crowned

with clinking golden leaves, locks divided
equally from one side to the other

all that was in was outside

and all that was out was inside,

| stood at one end, and you at the other
holding a branch in my hand

and you on the other side held in yours

the other branch.

(From Endimione, Interno Poesia, 2019, translated by Giulia Argentieri, Bron Treanor, Jordan
McCord)
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Editorials:

Claudio Damiani's poetry embodies a distinctive form of “New Classicism™: its language is

clear, restrained, and transparent, yet filled with profound human feeling and philosophical



depth. Rather than relying on obscure imagery or complex structures, he reveals the essential
truth of life through everyday moments, family bonds, the passage of time, and the memory of
cities.

In How Lovely That This Time the ordinary acts of a cat washing itself and a poet writing
become meditations on time, mortality, and the quiet acceptance of human finitude. With My
Son, Five Years Old approaches death and reunion through an almost childlike dialogue, giving
ultimate questions a tender and deeply human warmth. mbraced We Walked Through the Alleys
of Rome unfolds like a nocturnal urban elegy filled with historical echoes, weaving together
love, civilization, religion, starlight, and ancient spirits in a manner reminiscent of the Latin
poetic and Renaissance traditions.
Damiani's poetry is serene yet expansive, illuminating eternity through the smallest details and
revealing a lasting spiritual radiance through gentleness and restraint.(By Christine Chen)
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