Walking through the woods 
in the witching hour long after midnight
when dawn is just a hope 
and sunset is a distant memory, 
The moonlight playing color tricks with my hair
turning my blue jeans black
I can smell the world around me,
I can hear it more than I can see it.
A hoot owl talks at me from a pine limb,
the smell of cedar fills my head
while the whisk-whisk or pine needles underfoot 
carries me along. 




