
Madeleine

   n morning light, crossing the meadow,
    Fingering the grasses, a passing shadow —
     Quickly moving / what wonder must wait,
        Clearly experienced at opening gates.

I

         here a dragonfly entwines with chance,
        Igniting feelings with aerial dance —
           Having thought about what you believe,
             Makes Paradise easy to conceive.

W

        our story as the ocean remembers,
        Starts with comets, falling stars, embers —
          Then it rains for a million years,
             Then comes Life. Later, tears.
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         or the violence and nightmare to subside, 
         There must be a path we haven t yet tried —
           Saturn suggests you ve something to say,
            Please from this edge into dream some way.
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