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breathing in and breathing out the moon 
i’m slowing down and slowing down again –
watching the landscape merge into a night
illumined by an orchestra of stars –

is this a new beginning or a middle?
or some end where all waits to begin?
silver-shadowed breezes twirl and spin
playing me like fragments of a song –

faster now and faster – ancient winds
swirl me into a nebula 
of lost and found unwinding memories 
aspiring to dreams of symphony –
and tossed beyond the realms of space and time
the moon and i are mingling into one.
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