...january 19, 2021...

the sun is shining mountain tops ~
into the whitest snow

-,

while winds are chilling avenues & K
- through memories of cold - oy

3! i am the vagrant walker
£ creating all i see — o
hair swirling to wind and clouds JW&
and toes rooting the soil — o
. < then i reverse to inside out
>, like nucleus to all
knowing the world that i am
is wrapped within my soul.
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