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open door, it
turns,

it opens
TR



they are trying

to tell

me



it is turning
as it, both she 
and I



once did

before the dawn.

we are, both,

creating,

it is not

meant.



and she turns

as she opens the

door.



and the door

it opens while

they open



gifts of meaning

dimmed

from light.



it gives it,

knowing that once

we



leave through

the open door

that we see,



that is wasn’t

meant to

turn that way.



turning her hand

with  the knob,

the door opens,



and knowing, we

open the door;

and we will

knowingly turn the

door open

and them out,



for it isn’t

turning as it

sprays,



it is creating.

and the it

is we.



she is smiling

and I am turning

and the door is open;



it is we,

and she is 

me, the it of us.



but it looks like

she is turning to

leave, and the smile...



no. she turns,

the door is open,

and I am turning.



  the turning into
of them is

us, and

we give a meaning
as we create

a turning.



and turning open,
the creation
is upon us;

the gift,
we open.
we turn.
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