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‘Wha}bwas I walking to?

I only recall the feeling of possibility

The feeling that whatever was five minutes away, over that hill, down that dirt road
Would be better, more scenic, more able to take my mind away from here.
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I never met anyone on my walks

Always alone - -
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VY‘V at started as a childhood obsession Wiﬁl some sort of imaginary pilgrimage

Continued in my mind into adﬁlthg}o_g

Walking those waking dreamscapes o
The ones I paint every time I remember where [ walked as a child
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