
morning 
 
you still need the lamp 
that narrow circle 
filled to the rim 
with white light 
 
but the stars have been emptied 
nothing but 
morning embroidery 
on light blue fabric 
 
above the village 
there’s a slight vibrant tone 
the wind reads the news 
from the sleepy leaves all around 
 
through the window 
morning steps in 
both hands 
full of light 
 
 
 


