...february 75, 2077...

- you speak of silliness — and yet
— somewhere inside your words

- the wisdom of a thousand seers

' comes stumbling to my ears —

- a wisdom that breeds laughter —
like childish reviews
| that let a moment happen backwards
. between me’s and you's —

. gradually those hidden sorrows
. that we never quite confessed

evaporate inside a breath
of future promises.
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