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It is late in spring 

when the evening sky 


is a swollen orange 

and the night flowers 


whisper their small 

languages to a city 


of  wind. When 

the horizon 


is a drawing in black 

herringbone, I am a stone

painted pink. 


Immovable obsidian 

lives inside me,


even my imagination 

is a dying orchid. 


The light 

of  the moon 

is not a light, 


but a love note 

to a field 

of  cypress trees. 


 


