
Poem: Dream 16



The old guy looks longingly at the bed,

under the slowly rotating ceiling fan,

but the Dream calls,

yes, the Dream calls.



The Dream of moonlight dancing on the desert,

mesas and lonely hill tops,

glistening and darkly shadowed,

upon the high upland plain,

and a woman singing in the dark,

to the tune of a lark

doing a territorial sing.



A distant drum,

much too far away to hear her singing,

provides a counter-point to her voice song,

as she calls out her loneliness and anger.



From somewhere nearby,

a tambourine joins in,

Is everybody in ?



On a distant hill,

far outside line-of-sight,

a pair of castanets clacks

to the tune of her song.



Three violins,

in a distant city,

on the other side of the planet,

join in, cryingly, softly, soothingly.



Upon a distant moon,

around the fourth planet,

a synthesizer plays along,

pretending to be a harpsichord.



A sitar, sitting all alone,

at Ganymede Station,

strums its own strings,

ghost-like, with karma,

but no dogma.



And out on Station Pluto,

a Celt plays a bagpipe.



And this is their song:



Saturn's Rings twirl in the Dark,

and move 'round to the sun side,

the Milky Way gleams in the dark,

like campfires on the desert floor,

or Mars buggies in a dust storm.



The Sun's surface boils and leaps,

the woman calls to a dead lover,

ice on Mercury vaporizes and vanishes.

the Celt wonders what is happening on Loch Ness this season.

Mars catches it,

and freezes it,

slowly,

and adds it to its South Pole,

for a season.



Jupiter viewed at a certain angle,

looks like a Gypsy kerchief,

placed on a head,

just so,

playing castanets.

Or maybe Pluto got it,

and maybe a distant Star blew it to atoms.



In a distant solar system,

a planet of people,

await the first Earth starship,

but its headed the wrong direction.

Oh how they dance as they wait.

How they dance.

Tambourines and castanets,

or rather,

the local equivalent.



[clash !] they are all in key,

crescendo !

a mad twirl by the hours,

then her foot taps twice,

and the music ends.



Her voice is silent,

the instruments are put away,

and the people on that distant planet,

dance while they wait,

Earth's first starship.



The Dream is done,

now he posts it,

and goes to sleep,

until next time,

the Dream Calls. 



[ exit ]



