
Sanctuary 

 

 

Sanctuary of snow 

of crusts on rocks 

a hollow in October 

a language born 

to lament silence 

that keeps arriving. 

 

In the wonder of  

our heritage 

in the hidden land 

where no one sees us 

 

let us adorn ourselves in solitude 

It is our grace – a space exploding 

where no one came from. 

 


