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THE MOMENT BEEFORE TOUCH

The air grows still.
As im an illustrated waekly
I leaf through your eyes.

To hear silence

as it walks in new shoes

and lulls the buzzing bees.

Somebody furicusly addresses us with wings.

It's said that you've sean
burning birds tumble from the sky!

It's just at the base of your breasts
thare’s something making a czaseless hullabaloo.




TO YOU
You come from a scent.
A crumpled flower

I inhale you tangled like smoka,

You inhabit the starry sky
and dials of digital watches.

You stupefy me dependably
and fastar than light.

My head aches from you

and to this momeant I mistaks you for music.

ASTONISHMENT

I stretch out the water
in which you are reflected.

With a shout to stop
all possible outflows.

I address you by breath

such release of spaach.

Until you are glassy with ice before me
as bafore 2 draught.

Tirglessly you quiver under the numb surface
and on the bottom fer a moment gleam

so that I glimpse the day,

which will only light up in you.




