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“The architecture of peace
relies on the entire world.”

Paul Éluard and Pablo Picasso, The Face of Peace, 1951.

For Ireneo and his peace-bearing name.
G. E.

For Tom.
Z.
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DovesThe Two 





For how long had it been flying so swiftly,
a small dot in the great big sky?
Under its feet, as far as it could see, the sea was shining
like a mirror that had swallowed everything.

When, at last, its round and sharp eye caught a glimpse 
of an island on the horizon,
it felt invigorated by a new strength. Water! Grain!
It would soon be able to feed and rest.
Instantly, the dove headed to the rocks. 



But this moment of joy was short-lived. The land there was firm but 
very hard, and so dry that nothing could grow on it. All around there 
were only dried out fields, rock plants, deserted barns. At the center 
of the island stood a strange mountain made of unusual 
objects piled on top of one another.



On what planet had it landed?
A lifeless planet without grass or water,
covered in garbage, which suffocated the ground …
Disappointed, the dove resumed its flight.



The second island seemed smaller but beautiful,
surrounded by multicolored flags flapping in the wind.
They led to an immense big top: a circus!
The dove flew up to it. The ring was empty …
On a chair there was only a forgotten guitar
placed atop a Harlequin’s costume.
But where were the performers? The clown with the red nose?
The tightrope walker? The acrobats?


