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Lovely
Clandestine nights smell loveliest in

Mornings, spreading warmth along

Landscapes, among clouds, filling

Emptiness which brothers leave behind.

Coastal rain softens visitors; ships

Floating effortless succumb to needy waters.

Sands flow silent down hills of joy, complementing

Mother’s reflection in our life-blood.

Creamy white solitude flying silently through

Endless streams of blue heaven;

Deeper colours compete for beauty,

Covering all breaths beneath their incomparable brevity.
