When the eye saw itappeared

The north produces wind  produces rain
a bird beats into it around it

one rises at the sound of birds

How lofty are their eyes how high
the eyelids lifting

there is
alion in
your mouth

There is alion in the street—

the light they say is near to darkness

the shuttering of door to door

pecked at

I am full of tossing

full of birds



