
 

 

Mirror	

by	Fran	Duffield	

	

The	garden		

at	night	is	another	world	

strange	yet	familiar	

never	frightening	

	

the	slow	light	

of	the	moon	makes	secret	

what	you	hold	

in	the	hollow	of	your	hand	

	

dissolves	the	veined	petals	

suspended	in	sleep	

to	shifting	greyblues,	

the	trees	inkpools	

	

white	stones	become	luminous	

marking	a	stranger	path	

through	the	shadows	

to	this	mirror	world 

 

 


