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| open my hands
Surrender all the words unsaid
Whispered and wind-carried where | can’t go
My visions of Gideon,
Sinking in the blue riverbed

My heart, dream hoarder
She pours over this haunted city
| plant seeds at every place | have loved and lost
Believing someday they will feed me

Peace is an art, like everything is
Still, there are hands to peel my fruit
Still, there is honey in the kitchen
Still, there is a light on in my house,
Though | keep my door unlocked



And an intense love

and hope. It’s unend













in the blue riverbed




























