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(...) a face marked, 
not yet with wrinkles, 
but with paths, 
streets, 
squares, 
like a city. (...)



São Paulo in the m
orning.

The w
eary spirit

D
rags itself in funeral m

arches.

São Paulo at night.
M

y alert spirit
D

ances in party and m
etropolis.
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(...) a face marked, 
not yet with wrinkles, 
but with paths, 
streets, 
squares, 
like a city. (...)
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W
hen I die, I want to stay

        M
y feet buried in Rua Aurora,

        Leave my sex in Paiçandu,
        M

y head in Lopes Chaves
        Forget

                             In the Pátio do Colégio, let them sink
                             M

y São Paulo heart

                                       
                                             Nostalgia...
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