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In the melancholy madness 

of streaming moonlight 

I stretch twisted thoughts, 

tangled tufts of hair,  

through splayed fingers 

weaving 

webs of folly & illusion – 

infinite in meaning, 

finite as fog,   

for the morning dew 

to turn to crystal,  

and capture  

the reflection of a wanting fool 

waiting to believe 

in his own magic.  
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