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i_ The branches crack under October’s cool breath, but I do my footsteps on the boardwalk
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. make the only sounds that night
% I only see, smell, and hear him. my h
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4 Poem
i Confusion of mind, confusion of soul, confusion of body, The Chase
': and confusion of heart. (l:)‘c‘:vs:dtl‘::' stthr:e‘:ind
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¥ Confessions of a Moon Maiden Chased by time
* The old lady dies
: Y ou were here and I was there % Her cold body
% And I cursed you and kissed you, and ran Shrinks Shrinks
¥* From you and to you in my mind.
¥ When we are here together She is running
3  Time'and place and who and why from the oncoming
%  Cease to exist. death
i I am both sculptor and sculpted
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¥ you love to love me? 1 would love to love you...
%  Because time has no meaning, neither does reality;
: ¢nd Ilet my:helf be swept along in a voiceless vacuum.
ou are a rushing wind, and I but a gentle breeze
g You're a thunderstorm, and I but a single raindrop.
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* m me freely, as | take from you
* Be you here or there, I take from you
% Without your knowledge, and yet I think From “Prelude and Fuque™
g You feel when I call to you from far away.
* Call to me, and don’t feel that I would cage you. -.. 1 see His power, Helen,
* 1 have a built-in safety catch beyond the furied galaxies
* For you to escape any time you feel I'm pushing you in. * in every blade of grass
%  (That's what thoughts are for.) but were it mine to choose, sweet girl,
:' Ifl f.mget you tomorrow, know that I remembered you today. I'd spurn the face of God
¥ Feelings give life to life and kiss your little feet...
¥ And love is all there is to life "
* Are you here and I there? Tiaete e
%  Orare we here together?
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