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A	clean	winter	morning,	
after	my	bath,	
my	skin	steams.	
	
A	laser	fathers	polyphony,	
my	flushed	body	dances,	
and	I	"sing"	along.	
	
Naked	in	the	sky,	
the	City	spread	below,	
I	consider	lunch.	
	
One	must	add	something	
to	the	arid	gaps	
in	minimalist	music.	


