
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     
in my head i hear crazy voices saying 
                                          there is nothing to sort out here. 
 
                          the first soft petals of spring have 
                                                                 opened up today 
                                                                 a matchless lullaby 
                                                                                                 of primitive angels cultivating the intense… 
                                                                                                                                                              fragile beauty. 
 
 
                                                                                                                                                         i hear crazy voices. 
                                                                                                                                                         wf.h. 
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