


Soul Dancer
Palm frond brush lightly over tops of distant hilltops,

Sun-whitened houses cross-stitch landscaped valleys.

Setting Sun bows low to yield his fire to the coming Moon Time.

A dream lingers still in memory,

Holding reigns that move a soul to rise,

Go deeper still,

Beneath the layers of the world

He lifts his hand to guide the plow,

And cultivate his garden.
His heart rises gently from the darkness of his expectations,

Brushing off rusted patterns of seasons past,

to listen to a voice of instigation.

Soar on feathered wings to rugged mountains,

Fly on breezes through gentle valleys,

Tumble through streams
Whose eddies spin atoms into galaxies.

She awaits you there,

in the stirring of the morning light.
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