Some More Poems
Sophie Rinvolucri, late wife of Mario Rinvolucri, UK 
Sophie Rinvolucri (nee Leyris) was born in 1940 and wrote poetry in French and English She was married to Mario for 56 years and her kindness towards Mario’s EFL guests was exceptional. She is greatly missed by all Pilgrims trainers and Mario’s EFL colleagues and associates.
In 2008 HLT published a poem by Sophie called EFL Wife. Now I have found some more poems in my files which I would like to share with you.
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COMPANION OF ALWAYS

O husband faraway

across the Atlantic,

where are you now ?

in which clime do you breathe,
do you work, do you sleep?

do not go away,

there is so much peace here,

the house sighs contentedly

as evening approaches

and the dog stretches out

its brown body in his wicker basket

as Isit and write this poem
as aletter to you ,
my companion of always .......
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JOURNEY TO CYPRUS

#You are away
on an unknown island,

you touch down on a warm beach
carried by a huge silver bird

and new scents, smells and foliage
awaken your mind to a new abode

yet some corner of your being

is still hergwith us, sentimental,

clocks turiting around in different
spheres, as rain falls in one country

and the sun rises in another,

different worlds growing close by thought
that were apart
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I LOOK FOR YOU

Tlook for you
but nowhere are you
to be seen;

emptiness surrounds me

ors it really emptiness?

do we not keep our togetherness
across the sea and miles?

the clock ticks, the boiler groans,
1am here, you are elsewhere,
yet our unity remains ...
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TF ISAID :YOU LOVE ME

£ 1 said :you love me,
you would ignore the fact,

and go on opening letters

that have piled up on your desk;

if Tsaid : I wish that you were here,
you would brush the question
quickly aside with the words :

do you not have friends?

and if Tsaid : this presence

and absence makes me mad ,

you would merely go into the garden
to work before tea.....




image3.png
ALONE

T picture you alone
in that big, across the ocean imumensity,
small, unknown loncly figure,

carrying a bag full of ideas

like some wear clothes,

travelling alone across the Spanish
countryside, while here, we drink

the freshness of the grass brought on
by sudden rain, sudden lightning

in the sky, dividing us from you,
separated by the Adantic ocean,

while we think and read as your bus
rumbles on, a secure point in a sca

of unknown while my heart and soul
turn o you in shared togethernss ...
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YOU FOLLOW ME

You follow me,
you love me,
you cherish me,
you pain and
you hurt me,

you are never here,
you are always away,
you come back when
T have been all alone,
you burst in when

T had forgotten you ..

but I still love you ...

why does the morning come
and our love yet remains,

1 fear the years and cvents

and people,

I fear the wisdom of doctors
who tear your soul apart,

I fear your words and my words,
and the occasions of strife,

yet our love remains, pure
as an unbroken jet, it soars
high into the sky and carries
everything along. .




