WINDOWS, SUMMER 1996

Shapes of windows

Shape our seeings

Looking out and

Looking in

The apertures 

Of our knowings

Are shaped

By our comings

And our goings 

Around windows

We build the walls

And doors.

.     . . . .

Hearts shaped by generations

Beat ancient rhythms

Modulated and modified

By the heat of our days.

. . . .

We walk the deserts

To springs of our passing

Satiated and thirsty

For the awakening of our dreams.

. . . 

We scratch and paint

The walls of our caves

Hoping to dispel

The shadows of our

Ceasings.

. . . .

The bread of our beliefs

Is our escape through

The windows of our years

Leavened by the cynicism

Our knowings adds to the dough.

