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& was it real? was it not?

) a strange dream carried me awake
b‘f shifting of illusions of the mind
y that i can only half translate —

details blur and slip away
as i awake to pale clouds
there was someone tall as i —
or was i small? i can’t recall -

i’ve memories of giant eyes —
rainbow black — deeply alive —
and wisdoms i cannot describe
still fill the corners of my mind —

the arms different than my own

like some kind of giant ant —

maybe a mantis — maybe not -

and yet — in truth — it mattered not —

is she me —or am i her?
hearts that echo deep within
have birthed us into different realms —

unalike — yet somehow kin.
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