
Dream 

 

Wandering this faraway path 

I stumble across crags 

Of costs, of doubts 

Each jutting their whispering wind 

Beneath the bush-walls that cling. 

A sin of steps without road. 

 

Nightfall like a closed palm cups me 

With shrubs inching into towering trees 

All in search of a claim. 

Myself, too, in search of a claim. 

 

A cascade of chased threads 

Offer false hopes of stitched desires 

With needle-prick pokes prodding me 

Forward, forward in sharp refrain. 

I freeze in this threadbare ornament of my choosing 

An off-white cotton warp faltering stability 

Of steps to a single stand-still stare. 

 

I listen and believe 

In dreams as if they were newborn infants 

Crying out, whimpering, yelling 

To reclaim a name 



And in holding them I hear 

Myself crying out, too, 

For a name, for a name. 

 

Someday this purple twilight 

Will fade out its bluish hue to bright. 

Summer dreams from a boy 

Who others always called dreamer. 

 


