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The Golden Warrior

He only sees whiteness,
he only touches tenuous clouds.
aberrant, What approaches of light.

Clay stones are wet,
steep stairs ascending to prayer.
silence hymns on set.

steadily, he slips back to the beginning.

His palms are tightening at his legs,
staging his great battle,

its dark glare is azure

in his narcissistic rattle.

not bound by a destination,
nor by his arrogant rare existence.

A golden warrior

hears the wind breaks on him,
exposing whiteness.

he drops his weapon.

The fog clears,

revealing the city.
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