
Flutter 
 
a heart, a hand 
the words that fall from your fingertips 
when lately that’s all I have 
(flutter) 
the wind when I’m waiting  
my palms on the ledge and  
my ankles wrapped 
 
Somewhere between two streets 
the train’s coming 
I think, you’d like it here 
 (flutter) 
an eyelid, a wing 
far-off and borrowed  
unable to bend or break 


