
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
today i would like to not speak about speaking. 
 
the dew before sunrise holding 
what is left of the moon 
in spider webs 
damp with 
night insect struggles  
sparkling and spreading 
                  a beautiful panic without morals. 
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