
   ...august 12, 2015...

i woke up to skies of white –
i coloured them blue and they grew –

i woke up to shadow-shaped leaves –
i coloured them green and they gleamed –

the morning grew in a circling sun –
i coloured it gold till it glowed –

i woke up to a rainbow above
and dyed it in auras of light –

until it’s brilliance wakened the stars
to shine through my fingers in light.
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