Once it was this:  

Light washed thin in salt pale morning air 

then tumbled laughing through a thousand afternoons

the smell of peonies

washed cotton

sun and earth.

You hear the music and the shouted afternoons

and all the voices you have known at all the kitchen tables;

see faces you once knew

and for a moment reach toward recognition.

But keep your silence.

The voices will fade with the light and the night will be very dark.

The beat of light and shadow
catfoot softly down a disused corridor

a little lost at every turn

til finally you lose your way.

Light filtered through a lifetime:  now little left but dust.

