
 

 

Lost in time      Translated by Mari Tudor. February 2026. 
 
 
Aeons of guarded secrets, 
treasured thoughts, prayers - 
the words of wandering monks  
resting wearily 
ready to rejoin the pilgrim route. 
 
Spoken words and phrases lost 
through centuries of stormy skies; 
voices vanished, 
messages disturbed, 
hidden, then buried  
in the passages of time; 
forgotten in the furor of foul weathers. 
 
The pious prayers of priests 
pleading for protection; 
Pilgrims seeking the saintly spirits. 
Wounded soldiers their sights on salvation; 
exhausted Roman slaves, victims of soul-less Tyrants, 
Wanly muttering words of worthlessness. 
 
Persistent pleas. 
Undying hopes. 
 
Silently you absorb their presence, 
Outliving all. 
 
Slowly overcome 
by verdant centuries 
you shyly hide from 
unexpected discovery 
and sudden resurrection 
by devoted modern historians. 
 
The travellers of today 
arrive with the shadows 
of the mountain mist 
seeking some kind of solace. 
 
They playfully make a wish, 
laugh and throw their copper coins, 
and soggy spoils for fun 
into your sacred waters. 
 
The power of old traditions 
smothered by the sources 
of our present civilisation. 
 
 


