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Floating	in	the	flood	

of	sharpsweet	scent	

filling	the	dry	valleys,	

it	seems	possible		

to	wash	the	dust	from		

worn	shoes,	

dark	folds	of	memory,	

the	last	century	

	

but	even	blossoms	of	
such	purity	

must	fade	away	

with	their	shining	
perfume	

in	the	harsh	judgement	

of	the	hours	

and	days	


