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Winter has begun--

Daylight hours grow longer.

We, recorders of patterns of passing suns,

Scribe our lines through seasons of moonbeams

We balance the black with the white

As we draw lingual parallels that reflect

The visions of our passing through

Those worlds our dreams create.

Days grow longer now that wintertime is here

Peeking muddily 

From beneath a collar of late fall snow.

