
Kasimir Dorn 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The house love  
the light sand. 
The feathers are brushing 
over our lips. 
 
Over our lips 
the feathers are brushing. 
Of light sand 
love the house. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


