
Impossibly free 

 

Absolute darkness, dancing fingers 

Quietly nesting the daytime singers 

Sensing the shapes of things in the dark 

All so familiar with the daylight’s spark. 

 

Absolute darkness, moths above the head. 

Having been after their mid-nightly bread. 

Absolute darkness, the whispering creek, 

Free like a crazy, so short is the week… 


