...september 22, 1985...

a fog of memories —
a midnight mist —

an outside dampness
on the maple trees —

a wintering

of wind and rain —
becomes the silvering
of inward dreams —

. the evening reaches us -

I embraces us |

= in quiet conversations
== out of time

weaving a rareness
and a sharing

that may or may not
ever be again.
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