
Ridiculous Echo


A night like this latticed


 
From the little sting of the blinking fire Cunning like this dread


 
Hidden in the muqarnas ceilings 



The heavenly human:


 
Not the camel driver of God


 
Not the friend of anyone


 
In the thick of the passage of this section of time 


Your precious time 

                He has taken from my love and has given it to emptiness 


               And has given your lively thought to the inquisitor 


You asked what was the secret of the riddle with us


 
You asked what is the color of the flag hung up there


 
You inquired           what is the name of the mother earth here 


Risk it friend           show a sign


 
Perhaps


 
A scroll or something from their book of time 




Which is worthy of reviewing   


Have you read


 
Do you know of


 
Do you recommend 
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