
 

 

                                Drive 
 
Taking a drive down the narrow winding streets 
 
The fog deeply entrenched 
 
Making the trees look like shadows of themselves 
 
My car lights are on 
 
As a big truck follows me down the path diligently 
 
I’m going slow with the foggy visibility 
 
Driving to one of my favorite restaurants for breakfast 
 
Today is quiet as I sit back and watch 
 
The fog disappearing 
 
Needing to go for a ride today 
 
Relaxing in the warmth of a spring day 
 
When the fog clears. 
 
 
                                                                            Renata Dawidowicz 
 
                                                          Published in:  “Bell’s Letters Poet 60” 
 
                                                         On page 57 - 1990 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
                                             
 
                                                                                                                              
 
 
                                                                                                 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 


