
Seed-Dream

Taking a moment to ponder,

As damp mists blanket this fertile home,

My mind probes the folds of minute cells.

Searching…  and not finding.

     Asking…  and not being told.

          Dreaming…  and not awakening.

Of Willows with graceful strength and lacy flora,

Flowering Yuccas, Hollies, the Oak and Poplar.

Perhaps elegant beauty in Bonsai or Ginkgo?

All these and more I seek to be.

And yet still a mere suspension of consciousness.

A simple seedling of indistinct form,

Lays silent to the passing time.

Equanimity in these early hours,

Is but a seed dream in the making.
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