
Diamond, Black Swan, Black Sun, Drifting 

Senses rubbed out 
one by one: 
candles in a house 
sight harrowing. 
 

Colors lessened ten shades, 
sounds muffled in cotton. 

I visioned all black windows 
hung like crocuses, crosses 
caverns. 
Within, mirrors in these deep rooms 
reflected: 

diamond, black swan, black sun drifting. 
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