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Kasaa ceupu

sionally,
ed with its honey.
a sweet breath.

Then,
r random day arrives.

sun spreads across the land,
oon hides behind the brush.

A sour wind,
arrying something dead,
or dying.

he firefly give me a kiss,
then give me the bites.

he mycelium softens,
spreads,
ots in silence.

succade.

a stone
and throw it
into the gorge.

No echo returns.

This is a garden of rot.
Still breathing

Tasting the a
Still h

And somewhre,
The flute is calling.
Kaval decided to blow the whistle.
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Silk Tree in Ruins







Breathe—

..breathe...

Liquid air

Imagine me:

melting
smooth
surface.
No feet.
No fiction.
No form.

1 am dust.

I am drift.

1 am sand
falling sideways.

Here—
Time folds,
slips,
returns,

a loop,
again.

We are now
in Section Four.
The first drum
strikes.

And still—
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Hour of Noon




2rpoems

2)
A realist caught an idealist.

He wrapped her gently

he blade of lies glinting, edge by edgg.

ed her bod

She was forced to rself being drained,

, awaiting to wither.

"

»
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Aerial Vessel

the edge
of breath.

The Alter wa,




Cric ymphony

ed a black moon.

1 foreign land,

at all I see
he barren soil
ar far place.

ing monument
n of so-called power,

et all I see
the ideals
since fallen.




At dusk ....

a buzzzzzzzzzzzzzing symphony of flies. ...

The conductor is a cicada underground,

mosquitoes thay take the strings.

Sir,
6« may [ have a bite 2
of your flesh?

I'm still savoring
€€ asip of blood-red wine 2’
from 1939.

Across the river,
beyond the shore,

1 often keep tasting
the flavor of fear
again and again.

It clings
in memory.

It hasn’t
faded yet.

1 wish one day, it
won't bring back
those shadows
in the salted wind and waves.
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Staghorn Sumac in 1948



