Mourning Dream
​
 I woke up to a dream
canopied in a tower of doves
the tawny-grayness of it all
[bookmark: _GoBack]blurred one into another
into one
 
I listened as their fluted solos
serenaded the sun
until its glory shone
spitting rays of life
onto the horizon
 
men gathered 
with their suncatchers
intertwined and
stretched across the sky
to harness its power
of provision and keep the night at bay
 
ocarinas and panpipes
tweeted and whistled
while the sun began to dance
colors of blue, yellow, red, and green
bounced in rhythm
with the busyness of the day
dove wings flapping
chants echoing
sacrifices scattered
sage vapors swirling
purifying the earth and my thoughts
 
I saw the mourning doves
lined along the tree branches
preening and puffing their feathers
singing  a blush-golden love song
signaling to the world that
real love doesn’t burn in the heat of the desert
or drown under the salty waters of the ocean
nor will it freeze in the artic northlands
it stands strong, unwavering against
the blistery gales
 
I floated through the air
my mind unburdened
like the ancestors that follow
in the shadows
guiding without touching
speaking truth inside the wind
their spirits felt
when our hearts are open
sharing their secrets to
create a habitat for wisdom
the way dove hatch fledglings
to carry the past of hope and love
into the future
 
I woke up
and peace flew past my window
cooing in the mid-morning breeze
foraging on the moist dirt
gathering seeds and grit
fluttering in the water
reminding me to cherish
each day that is given

