...may 5, 2012...

¢ a morning toast to the tip of my tongue
& before the bluebells toll the street —
before the lilies are valley-ed out
and lawns are strewn in daisy chains —

_ a midday toast to the mouth of my eyes
with tulips blooming smile wide
creeping into the heart of my skin

. until the air breathes sun again —

an evening toast to the song of my ears
singing its bells to new born birds

\ with flashing stars in an earthly run

W\ flaunting themselves to a giant moon.
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