Where the Light Begins
a small poem
Before the morning finds the window,
before the kettle sings,
a quiet gathers in the room
and loosens folded wings.
The dark is not an ending—
it is a patient sea;
somewhere beneath its breathing,
a shore remembers me.
So I lift the latch of silence,
let one pale sparrow through,
and watch the day begin to bloom
in every shade of blue.




