burned tulip

It only takes one

To make you strong

And

Many more 

To fill your ears with shit.

Nothing in the way

Of clairvoyance,

Little in the way of providence,

We move on

A

Train going

Slower than

Breath moving through 

A 

New beauty.

The night 

In its laughter .. 

Happiness in her toes

Burn off the glances

On

Eyebrows.

