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...january 13, 2011...

i died in streets of yesterday
a dozen times before this now -

~ then slipped between realities

to reach the self i am today -

&» born and born and born again -

again again into the dream

* stronger - wiser - i expand

into the more and more i am -

. images of grey dissolve
into a cobalt morning sky

scattering its windy clouds

beyond the corners of my eye -

. the all in all of gold and green

embodies all that | become
from thistle fields to hummingbirds
dancing windows to my world. '
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