DEATH BY DREAMING

Somewhere alongside a dirt road

Is a shepherd’s son

Selling lemonade        to make-believers

Somewhere in the middle of a lost city

Is a sacred fig that grows leaves

Shaped like freedom

And somewhere somebody’s making love

To the words of a drunken poet

Like a sinking ship

Oh, the wonder of a death by dreaming

When the last subtle ripple of a human heart

Reaching the shores of time            falls apart

The day when sunflowers fall from the sky

And she pulls us to her tender breast

For one last suckling breath of life

