
ENCOUNTER 

Isn’t there that somewhere where at night 

in the midnight blue midnight 

where there is You and me 

we could meet sweet  

in a Tux and Glitter Gown 

a barn or country Town 

a chandelier of candle’s flame 

An empty theatre in ManHattan’s game 

or a house made of stone 

where the glasses chime 

and bubble up with rhyme 

with little reason except embrace 

and roll out the carpet 

for yet another year of luck 

and surprises, routines unstuck 

dance and sing and say 

Yes to being moon struck. 
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