Carry Me In Sound
lying here
in the dark of night 

 warm bed quiet house

 winds echo trains or stealth
 planes leaving
 only exhilaration and desire

carry me in sound

to the space where
 tree tops sway as I pass by

inviting life not so firmly
 planted to transformation
where I am heard more

than seen
 my stellar winds
articulating deep

melodious sounds

tracing life leaving

 birth
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