
  …may 12, 2022…

meeting up for coffee-tea
inside a burst of sun
we laughed the morning new again
and armed it with our smiles –

our memories were armaments
with stories to be spun
as we sipped and chitchatted 
our intersecting worlds –

the words we shared grew into spells
of wonderment and myth
birthing fairy tales worlds
that we have yet to live. 
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