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I dream the moon 
drops its white quintessence on a niJ 

before the full moon. My thirsty 
heart absorbs it, and I feel 

waxing one more time. On the fourt 
night, I read an anthology. 

When poets composed 
their words - sharp leaves and a flan 

seed - they looked at the moon with 
hope. I sip the last drop of white 

green tea and I sit 
down on the porch. Pale wind blow~ 

the anthology flutters through pages 

cup under the fourteenth moon. 


