Lash

Best 

   left 

     naked

         long

            black

                 blades

                    of lash

                          frame

                               your 

                                     wide

                                            eyes





   your brown

                             


reflection






      of my brown face.

Dark

   silk

     threads

       lavish

           caresses

                on my 

                      cheek

                             as you

                                   hum 

                                         low

                                               to me

                                                        Soon you

                                     

           fall



                    


      still





                                     ready to write.

I

  watch

       the 


 thin-thick

                   fan

                       chase

                           a race

                
         of words




      from your work

    



        to the inside world






                  and back.

When 

  you

    tire

      your 

         lashes

            crash

                 soundless

       
             etch 


                   wispy



               lines 



                      of languid




                    shadow





                 on your tender

                                bottom lid.
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