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FLOATING ROSE PETALS

Thinking of you as my rose,
so preciouslly everlasting.
Never realized I'd need to let you go,
disappearing slowly but still way too fast.

Like rose petals—
floating gently in a shimmering sea.
Rose petals—
to a horizon without return.

Wouldn't see your deceptive memory,
'cause I'd known you for so long.
Valuing your wit, love and strength.

Never dreamed you'd become so fragile,
like rose petals—
floating gently in a shimmering sea.
Rose petals—
to a horizon without return.

Was caught up in my own world,
yet longed to save you.
Realized that I, too, lost the battle nobody wins.
Never saw I'd have to watch you leave.

Expressed my love
while missing our spent time
and all the memories
you could no longer share.

Never understood they would fade away,
like rose petals—
floating gently in a shimmering sea.
Rose petals—
to a horizon without return.

I'd see you near and yet so far,
was grateful for your love,
but felt the painful loss by your passing away.
Never imagined I would lose you.

Now that you're gone,
my memories remain, remembering your love, wit and strength
that continue to live within me.

Never believed I could peacefully let go,
your rose petals—
floating gently in a shimmering sea.
Rose petals—
to a horizon with destiny.

The sea knows
how to return
without holding on.




JUST BREATHE

Not quite lightning,
not yet thunder,
only the first quiet gathering of weather.

Thought loses its edges.
Reason drifts from gentleness.
And then—
a rising as blazing light,
a white-hot heat without name,
moving through the hidden rooms of breath.

Do not answer it.
Or give it language too soon.
Let it pass,
as rivers flow through stone,
noticing but letting be.

Just breathe—
in the old, unlearned rhythm that no one ever truly teaches,
but the body remembers anyway.

Like the sea returning to the shore,
a soft repetition—
smoothing every boundary it touches,
in an endless forgiveness of edges.

Some days all creation is in motion,
humming through narrow distances,
voices crossing each other without touching,
the small violence of speed,
of too much, too near, too loud.

The hands tighten.

The heart follows.

Even now—nothing has been broken
that was not already trembling.

Just breathe.

As if the air were older than the urgency,
as if it knew a way through you
that you have forgotten.

Even anger is only weather
that has not yet found its horizon.

Even fire
rises through the night
in search of something beyond itself.
Step back—not away,
but into a deeper stillness,
towards the silence of being alive:
the weight of the ground,
the patient insistence of gravity,
the unnoticed mercy of peace continuing
even when you do not ask for it.

And slowly—
without resolution,
but in a loosening—
the storm begins to untangle itself.
Still there.
Only dissolving into the winds.

Just breathe.
In and out—

as if the world had never asked you
to hold it at all.




PERFECTLY IMPERFECT

No one knows
how the world truly turns—
whether the wind is carrying us away
across the horizons of the earth,
or only deeper
into the unmapped country
within.

Even science,
with its instruments of precision
and its careful measurements,
stands at the edge of what cannot be seen—
like travelers
gazing across deep waters,
searching for a shore
hidden beyond the horizon.

And yet we go on,
moving through our days
with imperfect bodies, imperfect loves,
imperfect silences.
A crack in porcelain.
A tremor beneath the surface.

The child on the wooden school chair
refusing to read from books aloud
because letters will not form to a phrase.

A fisherman in the grey-lit harbor,
resting his hands for a moment
on the hastily wrapped entangled net,
before the tide asks him onward again.

A nurse in the quiet corridor
rushing to her weakening knees
to pick up the remains of a broken cup
after stumbling over her own tired legs.

No one escapes
the slow undoing of destiny.
Yet still
we believe we understand the world,
as though we have risen above failure,
above loneliness,
above the quiet humiliations
of being human.

But at night,
when the houses settle
and the windows become mirrors,
our hidden fractures return to us.

The words we regret.
The tenderness withheld too long.
The grief carried silently
through ordinary mornings.

Perfectly imperfect—
not whole,
not ruined,
only human
in the oldest sense of the word:

wounded by time,
softened by love,
changed by what refuses to stay.

And perhaps
there will come a day
when success is measured differently—
not in wealth,
nor in the speed of ambition,
but in gentleness.

In whether we protected
small living things.
In whether forgiveness arrived
before it was too late.
In whether we learned
to sit beside another person's sorrow
without turning away.

Because beneath all striving,
all performance,
all the careful disguises of strength, there remains
the simplest longing:
to be held in this world
without needing
to be flawless.

The world wrinkles faster
than we can smooth it.




LANGUAGE OF CREASES

On a cloud-heavy Sunday afternoon,
when rain writes its curving lines
against the glass of a fogged window,
and shirts surrender their creases
only to gather new ones later,
language itself seems to soften—
as if even words might lose
their sharper intentions.

There are terms that do not weigh lightly.

Ironing out mistakes.

Being ironed down by life.

They carry a certain gravity,
a quiet descent
into the vocabulary of flattening.

And yet cloth resists
in its patient, domestic way.
A pressed shirt holds contradiction:

surface made precise,
while what once moved freely
is held in a temporary denial of itself.

Some rooms preserve the ritual:
an ironing board standing alone,
a modest altar to straightness and control,
where folds are persuaded
into brief obedience.

Steam rises
in fragile, vanishing vapors,
white shapes forming and dissolving
before they can be named.

Elegance appears—
not as freedom,
but as its careful disguise.

Heat enters the fabric
like an argument without sound.
Pressure follows.

Then stillness,
as if nothing had ever been otherwise.

Elsewhere, garments return
carrying the breath of industry—
a scent too insistent
to belong entirely to linen, or silk.

And beneath it all,
an unasked question lingers:
what kind of existence
requires such devotion to smoothness?

There was a time
when fire carried the task—
coal pressed into iron,
metal bearing down on cloth
until modern times took their toll.

Now the work has dispersed
into systems of completion, into hands no longer present
and nothing is quite the same.

Yet even so,
no crease has ever been a verdict.
No wrinkle has barred a doorway.
No fold has truly interrupted the passage of a life.

And even now, the gaze returns
to the idea of the uncreased—
as if stillness on a surface
might promise something like perfection,
or grace,
or being allowed to remain.

But cloth remembers otherwise.
It gathers itself again
in the smallest rebellions of texture,
in lines that reappear without apology.

And what persists
is never flawlessness,

but the gentler truth of return—
that nothing meant to live
ever stays entirely smooth,
only briefly shaped,
then released again
into its own becoming.

The hour gathers itself in the dim,
like breath held too long in the dark




AT FIVE O'CLOCK
IN THE COWSHED

At five o'clock
the world narrows
to one place—
a wooden breath of a barn
where time smells of wet hay
and iron and milk.

Machines speak in metal tongues,
restless, insistent,
as if they too were alive
and hungry.

Cows answer
in slow, earth-deep sounds,
in a language older than history,
older than hunger.

Five in the afternoon.
He is already there.
The day tilting toward evening,
light turning thin in the air.

He kneels
where work begins to speak
without words.
And the body follows—
slowly,
like something remembered.

Warm flank beneath his palm.
A silver fastening.
A brief, almost absent
touch of kindness—
as if tenderness were something
he cannot afford to lose.

He stems from his line—
three generations
pressed into soil and routine, into fences that remember hands,
into fields that rarely forget footsteps.

Fifty acres breathing.
Forty quiet hearts.
Ten wandering balls of woolen sheep.

A dog's sudden voice
cutting through the damp air.
Two cats dissolving
between forgotten corners.

He is young enough
to leave,
but the land has already
marked him.

Dark hair, sun-burnt skin,
eyes that carry a softness
almost mistaken for peace—

until you look closer
and find the other thing
resting beneath it:
a loneliness that does not ask
to be seen.

He speaks gently of animals,
as if they were names
he has known longer than his own,
as if sickness in one body
echoes inside his chest.

But there is another language too:
markets, prices, pressure—
a tightening wire
no hand can untwist.

And sometimes—
a cow turns stubborn
toward the open field,
choosing sky over stall,
something breaks in him
like weather snapping shut.

A shout.

A curse.

A sudden strike of will against will—
not cruelty,
but exhaustion
wearing the face of necessity.

Because the day does not end
it only shifts weight.

Fence posts to fix.

Water to reroute.

Grass to cut before rain remembers it.

A machine that turns summer
into stacked silence for winter.

Milk leaving the yard
in heavy, faithful buckets—
and the farmer standing still
as if watching pieces of himself
being carried away
without ever leaving.

The house waits behind him
like an inherited dream
someone else once arranged:
lace at the windows,
yellowed with patience,
orchids balanced on thin light,
still trying
to be beautiful here.

And in the evening air
everything holds—
the animals,
the machines,
the man, as if the world itself
were briefly
learning how to breathe
without letting go.

The eye learns distance
before it learns peace.
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