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whispers of silence

 

 

whispers of silence

around my ear

can i ever rest?

that white finger

so closely near

 

the touch of death

yet moon is rising

hypnotizing

 

a leave that

dark wings scatter

into a million

 

clouds haunting

the air of waiting

so silently clear

 

what does it matter

will i ever rest?

without the reach

of you

 

one and only you

body and soul

 

two last pants

from one candle

in the dark

 

 

bring the white blanket

shine golden handles

my coffin of death

 

embrace me

and i will rest
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