Haiku A Trois
I

[ stood shivering
after you bathed me with ice,
lips parted for tea...

11.

Your nails sanded smooth,
hungrily adventurous,
make moons on my skin. ..

111.

Moon slivered the sky...
We rubbed ourselves and made fire.
Ashes flew like moths. ..

38  Tahoma West

Théreése Ferreria-Douglas



