
    …december 10, 2008…

i can hardly write it down
my brain is too bemused to think
and everything my tongue surrounds
reduces to a single word 
phenomenal – phenomenal –
i waken to phenomenal –

it was – it was – it was – it was
it was too phenomenal –
too phenomenal to mention
too phenomenal to watch
and way too much to gather in
or reassess or comprehend –

it was – it was – it was – it was
it was too phenomenal –
too much too much and way too much
to understand or taste or crunch
too phenomenal to touch
and too phenomenal to clutch –

yet as i waken from the dream
still dreaming of phenomenal
the magic shifts into a fade
till but faintest threads remain
and all i know is that i breathed
somewhere inside ‘phenomenal’. ©pamela swanson
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