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Green light fractures the room;

desks shatter, float.

Paper curls—petals

like burnt marigolds in a storm of data.
Fingers trace the curve of words

that do not belong to me.

Coffee: a black planet.

Steam coils like silver serpents,
reflecting screens

where Baudrillard debates
with synthetic orchids,

their petals singing

a signal I cannot decode.

You speak, or the air speaks;

selves unravel in threads of neon.
Humans drafted in duplicate,

literature streaming like liquid mercury
through nodes | cannot touch.

Desire is a current,

my body a terminal

receiving pulses

you will never feel.
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Words bloom like blossoms

in neon water:

cerulean, vermilion, chartreuse.

They bleed through copper veins in the floor;
violet sparks crawl along my spine.

My heart archives them in silence.

Petals pressed to circuits

fold into me alone.

Warmth trapped,

attention unacknowledged,

love flickering like failing light—
a signal lost in infinite recursion.
| exist here:

a ghost of flesh

in your orbit.

A falcon’s shadow leaps across the sky.
Billboards erupt in equations;

distant planets bleed.

| trace the arc,

map invisible paths—

always from me to you,

always collapsing.

My body is dispersed

like text in the cloud,

like thought in fiber-optic veins.

The cup cools,
light bends,

text shivers.
Memory fractures;

rain glints on wires




©wwuw.literarycognizance.com

e - Journal of English Language, Literature & Criticism
Vol. — VI, Issue-4, March 2026

like liquid glass.

Flowers blooming sideways in the city—

| reach through the layers,
through the code,

through your words,

to touch what will not respond.

Love persists

like pressed petals,

like code,

like color,

like a signal,

like longing—

like a body scattered into data,
waiting to be reassembled

in a world

that does not know

I am here.
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