
   …december 22, 1992…

we talked the long night darkly
until the dawn awoke –
until the stars slipped into rain
and streetlights flickered off –

we talked until there were no walls
or clocks or calendars
with only words to shape and form
the faces we explored –

we talked until there was no world
beyond our universe 
of voices weaving mysteries
that redefined our worth.
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