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in the misty sunlight 
gliding rains of gold
i met a woman dancing 
scarves of indigo –

i watched her pirouetting
like a mythic fantasy
until it somehow i blurred to her 
or she blurred into me –

then we became the dancer 
dancing into light – 
spinning spectral rainbows
into the whitest white.

©pamela swanson
www.poetpam.com


