
Epiphany

 
Perhaps it is the steamed and pressed roast of a winter blend

 
filling my ears with sounds of a constant need for desire

 
 

Or the string of letters dancing inside my bedside read
 

Slowly planting themselves on the crevices of my mind
 
 

An illusion engulfing in the richness of the already pre-existing
 

Perhaps it is the art of creation which makes the dreadful idea of
 

A longer life worth contemplating


