
WORLD-FLIGHT 
 
I want to flee 
Into the boundlessness Of my self. 
It’s almost too late, 
Now that autumn crocus Blooms in my soul. 
O how I perish with you! 
Since you strangle me with yourselves. I’ll wind myself around in 
threads Ending uproar! 
Distracting 
And deterring you, Flee 
Mywards. 

 


