
 

CONVERSATIONS WITH WHITE MAKEUP 
 
 
 
 

Wisdom comes in ambient tones 
Of trees alone 

 
The knowledge I have not uttered saves me 

From the fall - 
 
 

From the rush of oblivious drivel 
My drivel 

 
My little existence in a meaty world 

 
But not my center- 
It stands unfettered 

 
Under all of these guises, distractions and 

Inadequacies 
 
 

Copyright © 2004  Aaron Ross      . 
Edited 2005      . 


