...october 17, 1996...

i talk to you by telephone

asking weather and the news —

how did you sleep? how was your day?
and then you ask the same of me —

= jwalk to work inside the rain -

you take the bus and catch the sun —
you search at corners wondering

s ifiwill pass you walking home —

i feel your laugh and glimpse your eyes
watching angles of the street —

= j hear your voice and feel your touch

in everyone i chance to meet —

when the evenings fade to night

i call again to hear your voice —
friend — more than a friend — you are
a magic i cannot explain.
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