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                                  Winter dreams

On the cold pavement

I sleep fitfully,

dream of palaces

with fountains and gardens in the sun,

with music and friends

a soft bed to rest in 

and more than enough food

buried

but beating on the coffin lid

this is the rrap of my knuckle-blows:

skin and bones

and from my delirium

spreading in space,

a banquet with friends and family

I am a man on fire
such that I am all flame

dreaming of gentle breezes blowing on my skin,

and shining pools beneath a waterfall – 

these two halves in me meet like a thunderclap

poor, ugly, frightening, 

I dream though of a celestial queen for me

here on earth

What can I do?  

it’s nature herself that dreams

that speaks

but she does so 

in such extravagant terms!

so far from where I am

I am dull as stone

but still, some spark hides in my belly

and dreams of being a fountain of knowledge 

for endless generations to come 

and quench their thirst

a fading sound, 

and from my broken form, a heap - 

the sight and sound of me leaping, 

running fast and far

heart racing, skin glistening in the sun

outcast, scorned, 

in an alley alone

I mutter something about

taking my place at the family table

golden with renown

such dream sounds come from me at times

and then 

for a moment

a single-eye sense of what I am

and who I am rises above all this

want and crying out

in me and in the world

and at once 

I have many mouths

all calling

calling 

calling for rain

with nothing left out

My part of the dream-cry somehow finds 

the greater voice

the greater prayer

with no one and nothing left out

a creative word

a vast call

and I am everything not yet born

I am the power of hope

I am the power of prayer

I am the tide in the chest

I am a blazing message

I am the peace that calls out

right in the midst of wars

I am the secret prayers spoken by millions

the sound of rending the shell of earth

for new earth to appear

I am the will to be born
These things move and turn in me

and such is this world

upheld, 

and turning

on the axis of prayer
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