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To begin, n'ith, no one in the ton'n slept
as Ocean terraced thougl-rt overlapping
coal seams n'ith night vision surrounded
by a pine-sprLlce forest and soft moss
q'here she could play out her vr-rlva the
edges of lip down a long, wide, u'hite-
rose  ap ron  spo t ted  u - i t h  pu rp le  and
crowned n-ith a plume of yellow hairs
open  t o  t he  spume  and  c rash  o f
shakuhachi the shore distant, sleep.
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