
the air is soft 

 

i adore the way she sees- 

as if everything is alive 

speaking in a poet’s tongue 

all my knots undone. 

 

she hums lullabies while 

her fingers pretend they know 

how to play piano down my spine 

she’s among the divine. 

 

i adore her rainbow mind 

as it leaks out into the atmosphere 

the air is soft up here. 

 

and so is she. 

 

  


