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1 

Her marked 
eroded 
eye cover 

closes 
echoing 

with a m etal sound 

the gentle skin 
of her shadow 

fits snugly against the blossoming 
face 

those soft winters are 

of a frozen 

departing 
to the sky 
and lands 

horse: 

burnt through: 
in the broken 

jug 
ill flowers 

tease a 
moon's wrinkled 

nose: 
a dream 

slides out 
and 

sinks 
into her lonely 
stagnant 

world. 
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2 

Beauty of the flow er dust 
heals 

and reveals 
the reflection 

of the sun's blindness 

when the bird nests 
a re flooded by blood 

mixed 
with the blue hair of the sky 

then 
war 

begins to yawn among the canons 
together with the vortex 

of iron 
feet: 

in the armour 
overgrown with rocks 

over there 
where 

dead gulls 
pray 

and with a scream 
pick 

the last tear 
out of the long 

blue 
aorta 

of the sea. 



3 

This last 
tremble: 

the moon's skin 
refiection 

should be left 
to no one 

the threads 
of her asleep 

movements 
hover crucified 

above 
her torn 

body: 
light steps 

of darkness 
force their way 

through the walls 
and the mirror 

masked with mud 
in the corner: 
in the secret moment of realization that there is no 

dream 

of stillness. 
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