Mosaic

If only we can see

the humblest has a part to play
in this grand choreography

a dance of cosmic energy

Loneliness is a rejected wife

cast upon the dumpsite of life

loneliness is an unwanted child
scrounging in the garbage bin of the world
loneliness is a mother left alone

in the twilight of her years

Every teardrop shed in pain

every hungry child

every wound on the soul of the world
can be healed

by a reaching out of heart to heart
and a clasp of hands

of brother and brother

across the divide

If I look at you

through the window of my heart
and forget

to listen to the warning

of my mind

knowing

that the mirror of reality
reflects

a gorgon’s visage

1 will precipitate my declaration
for trust

is a mirage

in the wasteland of dreams

of idealistic fools









