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Taste Musings 
 
The sky melts into my hand 
not in my mouth 
caffeine 
bitter sour 
without the sweet 
 
sugary clouds 
lemon meringue 
without the lemon 
 
buds salivating 
morning dew 
craving the sun 
that wilts the leaves 
and leaves the stem 
 
the stem is not 
as bitter as 
the tongue 
 
   The Wolf 


