
   …december  5, 2008…

inside a winter cul-de-sac 
beneath a slivered moon
hazy shadows guide me
into the late of soon –
i meet myself returning
from another avenue 
and we pass each other warily
pretending not to know
that somewhere we had separated –

i think it was last spring –
a night i raged into black stars
hating everything –
now i walk towards a home
of azure fairy lights
while a someone else i am
wanders somewhere else -
and – inside this hidden dream
we meet to share events
till i wake – half remembering
a winter cul-de-sac.
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