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sitting by a false creek
of forgotten memories
pretending i am heaven
pretending i am free –

watching sail silhouettes
for some lost destiny 
while cyclists and walkers
forever pass me by –

suddenly a stranger 
hands me a lemonade –
from nowhere into nowhere 
vanishing again –

sitting a false creek sunshine –
and sipping lemonade 
wondering the dreamer
who joined my dream today.
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