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Ode to the Night

To walk into the Night 
is to uncover an entirely foreign realm
of a world that is 
so entirely familiar to all of us.

It’s like when you’ve lived in a house 
all of your life
and then suddenly you discover
a whole new level that was boarded off by your parents
years ago.

In the Night, the darkness stifles sight, smell, sound,
leaving us with only passion.
It weaves in and out of our Being, 
taking us to places, ordinary by day, 
but at night, rigidly mystifying.

The dark air is eerily quiet,
like a void in space and time.
The emptiness acquaints us with the Night and
binds us  to what is left; that is, Ourselves.

The result is a fusion of the piercing rush of Being when no one else is
and the euphoric reaction to a lack of sleep, 
that wields for us a mirror
 and uproots our inner-most reflections.
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