...november 8, 1985...

our voices met and intertwined
in cosmic patterns

of fairy tales and hidden doors
and thought-waves on the wind —

we wove creation out of rain
and heated pots for tea
to laugh till we were born again

in mystic galaxies —

blankets held us fire warm
in evenings of the dawn

o 3 until we slept the galaxy
=% through stars that we had grown.
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