
Lament
I can hear birds sing, 
I can hear bells ring, 
but words,  
words  are a  
different thing.

Ruthe’s Ear
I still hear the world in my ears.
I hear the whoosh of the west 
wind,
The noise of the empty word
And clatter of senses rubbing
Against the body of the wind
As if they are my very bones
That move lazily in my knee.
As I walk in my defunct dreams
I do not need the hearing aid.
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To lose the freshness of the words and sense, 
for us,
Is it same as for an artist to lose vision,
Or for an actor -- voice and motion,
Or for a gorgeous woman -- her finesse?
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It is hard for me to hear you

It is hard for me to hear you It is hard for me to hear you

It is hard for me to hear you

You speak rapidly and 



It is hard for me to hear youIt is hard for me to hear you

It is hard for me to hear youIt is hard for me to hear you

Pretend we are on the stage and enunciate? 
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