
 

 

MOMENT SUN 

 

what was so bright, a texture 

against fingers this night 

burning comets out, this 

plight of lost stars never 

yet somehow always to be 

renamed again & over my high 

Sabbath strung wrong time 

right place, please accept 

my apology as it comes from 

form, as an extension of my hand 

wrought true, tenured romance 

remain here 
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