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gradually another year 
vanishes to memory – 
that curious abyss everyone 
explores so differently –

out of all our differences
and similarities
we wrap our interweaving lives
into memories –

memories that play the mind
rewritten with remembering
like fairy tales that governments
can twist their words around –

from memories to histories
mine are mine as yours are yours –
mixing – blending – changing us
into worlds we’ve yet to see –

worlds that could never be
were it not for you and me
and all the other you’s and they’s
that fits each now so perfectly.
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