  A boy was born in the shadows of the pines, come down from the mountains to where the desert rises, rich and red, green and pale, sky full of sun and clouds, and all things talking, talking of rain, talking like lightning, talking of rain

  He lived in a room, white walls and high ceilings, and when he was young, 

the night and the moonlight would sing him this song:


I’ll take you home


I’ll take you home


my darling, please don’t go alone


I’ll take you home


river is wide


river is wide


my darling’s on the wrong side


river is wide


rainstorm today


rainstorm today


tomorrow got washed away


in the rainstorm today


baby don’t cry


baby don’t cry


the raindrops fall from the sky


baby don’t cry
  And that was the song that filled the room, in the night when he was a child.

And he did not cry when he heard it, for he knew the song was true.

  Gentle in the night raindrops are falling, and life to the desert, and life to us all

  And the boy is growing, older again, 

and walking by day through the streets of the town,

and meeting his neighbors there, and greeting them, and seeing their lives,

and knowing his family more with each passing year, 

his mother and his father,

the grandmothers and grandfathers, 

the people who were friends, all of them, knowing them more 

with each passing year

and knowing their lives

like he knew their joys he knew their sorrows...

  And so he grew, and when he was a young man, he began to work in the fields by the town,

and in some seasons, he would walk out from the town, into the desert by day,

and in the evening, he would play music, and make a meal with his family or his friends, 

and at night he would fall asleep in the same room he always had, 

with the same melody playing in the night, promising to take him home…

  Now it is evening, he has climbed to a hilltop, to look out over the lamplights under the starlight

to hear the faint melodies of the songs the others hear at night,

to wonder at the sound of just the wind in his ears,

to feel the day turn into night... and the day turns into night…

  And a light burns brightly in the town, where people have gathered together to sing and play music, 

to watch the day disappear above the highest clouds, and sing under the night...

  And they sang a song, he heard it very faintly from the hilltop, it was mixed with other musics,

and caught in the branches of trees, and it wrapped around fenceposts, 
and it lay in the grass where the grass was long, so he heard it very faintly, 

but I will sing it for you as the people in the town heard it, and as he had heard it before, 

on summer nights before:


all the time in the morning


all the words in the song


all the ways of returning


to the place we are from



let forever go by



our light, it will never go out


all the steps in the journey


all the stones in the road


travel on, travel joyful


trouble can’t stop a soul



let forever go by



our light, it will never go out


have you heard we were broken


in the time of the fall?


in the spring, we are singing 


in the song we are whole



let forever go by



our light, in the melody shines...



we will not walk over our own



no longer, when I know



my brother my soul



my sister my soul



my mother my soul



my father my soul



my son my soul



my daughter my soul



let forever go by...
  He heard the song faintly, it is true, but he heard it deep this time,

and he stood up from where he was sitting, looked out over the town,

and he walked away.

  He did not feel like saying goodbye,

he did not feel that he was leaving,

he was going to find something, 

he was going to find something out, to see something up close,

that had always been just over the edge of  the horizon, 

  He took water from the well,

he drank deeply,

he walked into the night...

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

  He walked until the wind blew cool and then cold,

and whistled from the rocks, and blew from the stars,

and he walked until he heard no music,

the lights of the town went down the hills behind him,

and he walked until he heard music again,

the lights of the stars went deep into the sky,

and deep into his eyes,

it was more than he had ever felt before,

and he heard a voice singing, 

and in some ways it seemed it was his own voice,

and in some ways it seemed it was another, somewhere far off in the night,

and it was this song he heard:


If I lose my wings again


it was very easy to love you with them


and how high can angels be


when flying is falling, fall down, oh, fall over me


if I lose what I have found


it is very easy to blame my shadow


but how far can shadows run


across the ground before we follow


when I find what I have lost


it is very easy to want to find you


but I know, the time will come


when falling is flying, fall down, oh, fall over me
  And as the music faded away again, he thought to himself,

this music, this rises from the riverbed, that once was an ocean,

and it has rained here many times before, it will rain here many times again,

and the truth of that rain, it is here even now...

  He stopped walking that night, he found a close place, ringed by rocks and shadows,

and he lay himself down, and looked up at the stars, 

and he wondered if, that night, he would sleep without a song,

because for the first time, he was not in the room with the white walls and high ceilings,

he was out away from the melody that he knew so well,

and he thought to himself,

this is a lonely, lonely world,

these stars are so far away,

the day is behind me, and with it the streets of town, and the people I know,

and I am out beneath a familiar time, but it is a strange time too,

and the morning is coming, but the morning is not here, and I do not know when it will be here,

and I am walking away, but I think I am walking back as well, and how can all of this be?

and how can all of this be?

  And so it must have gone with him, around and around, for some time, 

but though he was out and away from the melody that he knew so well, 

it is true that when we leave familiar places, we do not go alone, 

there is more than the known and the empty, 

there is the journey, and the wonder, and the songs we have not known, 

and we may walk where others have gone before us, 

and sometimes, looking back, they may watch our steps,

and sometimes hear our questions, and sometimes sing us to sleep in the night.

  And so it must have been for him, when he heard this song:


Peace dreams to you, my love ~ peace dreams to you


some times the stars above ~ sail into blue


sail into blue


I’ll see you through, my love ~ I’ll see you through


down streets I walked alone ~ I’ll see you through


Peace dreams to you, my love ~ peace dreams to you


some times the stars above ~ sail into blue


Peace dreams to you, my love ~ peace dreams to you

night is an ocean, love ~ sail home to you


sail home to you...

And he fell asleep, there on the ocean night,

sailing home, and sailing home...

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

  He woke up before the sunrise, the cool still in the air

the stars still in the western sky, the night still in the valley,

  There are bends in the riverbed, and there are roads in the valley,

and these are roads before anyone has ever walked them,

and they remain roads, long after anyone will walk them again,

and so he wakes up, and he steps onto such a road.

  The light is on the clouds, 

and every tree on the eastern mountains is an illuminated shadow, backlit by the sun,

he has never been here before, everything is new.

  While he slept, he had dreamed of a canyon full of stars,

shining even from the canyon walls, shining from every side,

and it was so beautiful, but he cannot see it anymore,

the stars are fading into the blue sky above, and he cannot see what he dreamed,

‘only the sunrise’ he thinks, and laughs...

it is funny how we miss it when it is too close to us,

and then it’s funny how we miss it when it’s gone...

  He walks in the morning, the night has gone into the ground and the day has filled the sky,

he walks into the day, he finds water by green trees and cool shadows there,

and he stops for a while to drink, and he takes his fill,

  The horizon is closer now than when he began, and he thinks, ‘if the path stays true,

I will be there by nightfall,’ so he walks out of the green trees’ shadows,

and into the middle of the day.

  He is thinking about the way it is back in town.

He is thinking about the song he heard on the hilltop the night before, 

and how the people who were singing it were together then,

but he is thinking how, in so much of their days, they are apart,

apart from each other, apart from themselves, 

apart from the joy they knew only sometimes, only on some nights and some mornings,

only in some eyes and some songs, only rarely in the work of their days, very rarely then,

and he thought of the things that they wished they had done,

the ways they would have gone, if they could choose again,

and the distance between the way it had all turned out, and the way they wished it had...

  That afternoon, the sun was hot but the clouds were building, 

the shadows and the winds were growing, and moving over the valley,

in the late summer, it was that way, the clouds would come up at midday,

small and white, and so bright beneath the sun, 

you could not find the shadow of them anywhere,

but as they day grew older, the clouds would rise, and the whole sun would be lost in them,

and then the rain would begin to fall, and the valley would fill with thunder, 

and the rivers would fill with rain, and it was in hopes of bringing such a storm, 

bringing such an end to the day, that he stopped his walking, 

and sang a song he had heard people to sing in the town,

when they wished that it would rain, or when they wished that the hours of their days 

were more like the hours of a welcome storm:


and the words rose, out of the water


I told you, rhythm drops on tin roofs


in green wind, after the blue sky 


had held us, and kissed us good memory


of childhood, still in these tree limbs


when you fell in love with the wind


but you did not fall


and the storm fell, into the water


we told you, rhythm skies and tin stars


in store fronts, buy me a memory


well child, deep as a pocket is 


shallow, and under these streetlights


I named you, and under the true sky


I held you, and under the true sky


you did not fall


so wake me, in afternoon calling


a rain song, asleep in the summer


I love you, and words are the echo


of thunder, and songs are the river


of rainstorms, and words are the echo


of thunder, and songs are the river


of rainstorms...
  And as he was singing after the song, the raindrops began to fall,

and he smiled up at the rain, and let it run over his body, 

and drank deeply, and gathered the water, and walked on into the afternoon...

   It is very well to wish for another, to wish for love to the depths of the soul,

but it is quite another thing to find that your wish is true, that it has always been true,

and to live in the fullness of this knowledge, that you are not alone,

‘this is so hard to admit,’ he felt, walking in the rain,

he said to himself, ‘I think I am going to find something that is just over the edge of the horizon, 

but what if this is not a question of horizons, of distance, at all?’

  ‘What if that which we look for, is that which we know? And that which we have?

And how can it be any other way?’ He walked under the rain in the falling light of day, 

and he walked until the rain stopped falling, and the night rose into the sky,

and the moon found a way through the clouds, and he walked on by the light of the moon,

and all this time he wondered, if it was true that he had anywhere to go.

  But each footstep took him farther, and deeper under the darkness, 

and as he walked, he began to sing, he was singing to himself, he was singing of himself,

but this does not mean he was the only one listening, 

and this does not mean he was the only one who heard:


hey I, hey believe me I stayed awake for so long


hey I, hey believe me I stayed awake for so long, after you did


I know I will follow but I never know how


this life brings tomorrow but I’m missing you now


hey I, hey you tell me I stayed awake for too long


I chased light past the crossroads I stayed awake past the sun, not like you did


I know I will follow but I never know when


come time, come tomorrow I guess that I’ll see you then


time to time I look for the answers as though the questions were mine


on and on we look to tomorrow for what we never could find


still I know I know I will follow and, and I guess I know how


this life, this life’s not tomorrow, ah, no it’s here with me now


still I wait for the love to cross over and bring me home...
  It is true that our whole lives are with us, that our whole selves are with us, 

and that we are with each other, but this would not be so if we did not know separation, 

if we did not know time and travel, and a distance from home,

because these too are a part of who we are, these distances are a part of the whole of who we are,
and this is why we say, tomorrow, tomorrow, tomorrow,

and today, today, today...

  He kept traveling that night, and he did not know how far he had gone,

and he did not know how long the night was lasting, 

but the landscape had become the landscape of a dream, 

and his footsteps fell upon it, even and steady, with a long traveling pace,

and after awhile, he looked above, and did not name the stars...

  He did not name the stars, and the cardinal directions fell away, silently,

and the constellations returned to the old world from which they had come,

and the wind still blew, and the stars were still in the sky, everything was the same, he felt,

except for himself, he had crossed a line, or had not drawn it, 

and he was gone beyond the horizon, but he was still there...

  There are no maps of this place, he thought, and will my feet leave any mark on the sand?

And is this still a road that I walk on? Or is it only the way I walk?

  Does anyone remember here? Is anything remembering? What do such words mean anymore?

  Do the stars still fall? Who then will replace them? 

Who will see what is missing, and what must be done?

  And what must be done? He could not remember his purpose in coming here. 

He could not say that he had ever had one, only that this had been the way he had come...

  He had walked away, and he had come away, and here he was.

He was here, where we are now.

  And he kept traveling, he left the edge of the world he knew, and he walked into the canyon,

the paths crossing and re-crossing, the walls steep and then shallow and then steep again,

he walked on, and he saw a light here and a light there, beside him, 

like cracks in the canyon walls, like sparks from a fire, 

and the more he walked the more he saw, the stone was shining, 

giving dark mirrored faces to the sky, catching the starlight, and letting it go again...

  And he thought to himself, ‘how beautiful...’ 

and then he saw her...

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

  From a distance, she is a line of light,

beauty is in her motion and in her stillness,

and in the song she would sing...

    She is singing to the canyon walls, and to the stars above, and to the night,

and he is a part of that, but she has not turned to face him yet, 

she knew that he was there in the canyon, but she is singing up into the sky,

as if she knew that he was there too...

  And it is as if she is singing two parts of herself, or two parts of himself, 

or two parts of what is true, the lost and the found, the found and the lost...


if you cover yourself in armor, sure enough, you'll sink like a stone


deep beneath the waves, you're drowning in sorrow


how long til you're not alone


how long til you're not alone



well I really would like to meet you, in the sun upon the sea



but I'm down here so low, I just can't let go



how long til you swim to me



how long til you swim to me


if you cover yourself in shadows, sure enough, your eyes can't see


deep beneath the day, you're drowning in darkness


how long til your eyes can see


how long til your eyes can see



well I really would like to see you, and to see just like you say



but if I've been blind, would you be kind



say how long til you swim to me



how long til you swim to me



because I can see, your armor it's happiness



so you sink, every time it isn't true



what's in you mind that won't let you be



here with me, here with me


if I could help carry the weight of the water, don't you know that I'd come down


but the water is light, it's such an old fight 


and how long must I watch you drown


tell me how long must I watch you drown




I miss you so, don't leave me alone again

                             'cause I cry, every time we never had




what's in your mind that won't let you be

              

               here with me, here with me...
I miss you so, don't leave me alone again

                             'cause I cry, every time we never had




what's in your mind that won't let you be

              

               here with me, here with me...
    She brought her eyes down from the stars and turned towards him,

‘Where were you?’ she said, 

and her voice carried without regard for the distance still between them,

and then she was walking towards where he was standing,

  And then he said, ‘I was living in the town,’

and he began walking towards her,

‘I was living with my family,’ he said,

‘and with my friends, I love them.’

  ‘They would be very glad to hear you speak so’ she said,  

And she smiled as she said this, and he smiled to hear her words,

and there were no roads to travel, just then...

  ‘I was not waiting here in this canyon for long,’ she said, ‘I was only teasing you when I said, “where were you?”’

  ‘The song was not teasing,’ he said, ‘I felt, hearing it, that we have been waiting, for how long I do not know.’

  ‘Oh, that is certainly true,’ she said, ‘we have all been waiting that way forever, 

I only meant I hadn’t been standing here in the canyon for long. 

I didn’t want you to think that some dream you had along the way had caused me any inconvenience, 

had caused me to get tired or cold,’ and she said those last words as if she were telling a fabulous joke.

  He did not know what she meant by it, but still the sentiment came through clearly enough, she spoke to him with laughter in her voice, with light in her heart, and he understood that, his heart was light as well...

  But they had not come to that place to fool themselves, she said, ‘It does not happen this way, you know...

not where the stars are named, not where the roads are known, there is no map to this place, 

and in my world, there is no one like you, and in your world, there is no one like me.’

  And he drew in a breath, and said to her, ‘I know. I know, but there is more than just your world and my world, 

there are stars beyond the shadow of their names, there are ways beyond the roads we know, 

and you are here before me, and I am here with you, that is true also.’

  ‘Everything is true,’ she said, and lowered her eyes from his own.

  It was as if he had not seen her before she said that, she had been light across the canyon,

she had been the look in her eyes, and the sound of her voice, and the song she was singing,

but he looked at her now, she appeared to be the age that he was, ‘and strong and used to traveling’, he thought, 

and he wondered if she would walk back to town with him, when the morning came...

  She said, ‘Everything is true, but the morning never comes here, and if I am to go back with you, 

or if you are to go back with me, it will be because that is what we decide, 

the sun will never tell us that it is time to go... Which star is the sun, after all?’

  He wondered at this, and asked her, ‘Then it is always night here, beyond the horizon?’

  ‘It is always night almost everywhere,’ she said, ‘It is only day when you are facing one star from up close. 

Most of the time, you are facing them all, and from very far away.’

  ‘Where are you from?’ he said, and he knew it was not a question that he had ever asked quite that way before, 

and he did not know what she would answer.

  She thought, and then she said, ‘I am a sailor on the sea of stars… so you may say I am from the ocean, 

or from the night…’ ‘But,’ she said, ‘if you mean where am I from originally, 

I haven’t got any more of an idea about that than you have.’

  She could tell he did not know quite what to make of this, but she wanted him to know what she meant, 

and knowing how he loved music, she said to him, ‘I will sing you a song that we sing where I am from, 

it is a song that we sing to those we love.’

   And he knew, as she said this, that his language was not spoken between the stars,

and he knew why she had laughed so at her suggestion that she might have gotten tired or cold,

and he thought of her, then, as an angel, and beyond his days and nights,

and so, though her words were sweet, he was sad to hear them, for how could she love him?

 And she put her hand on his forehead, and closed his eyes, and he heard her to say,

‘My darling, why should I not love you? What do you think you are? 

What do you think any of us are? Do you think that you are not truly here, 

just because one day you will be gone? Do you think that your joy is not joy?

That your eyes are not seeing? That your laughter is hollow, and your songs are not true? 

We stand in the fullness of time, and we rise and fall in the same. And if I am here with you, 

then here is where I am... it is enough, my darling.’

  ‘I want to answer your question, I want to sing you this song, 

and it is true that I have not sung it in these words, or in this way, before,

but the spirit of the song sings in me, it is from where I am from,’

and then she said very softly, ‘it is from where we are from...’


and the songs about the sea keep washing over me                                        


I have been lost for a long time 


I've been late for the world that's gone in the blink of an eye


but the questions they come, just when you go


and the tides they go out, the ships they come in 


I say it's all a wash, but it's washing over my life


so bring me a dream, tell me a story


I'm lost without sleep, I'm lost when I'm sleeping


the sound of the sea singing one thousand goodbyes


and the songs about the sea keep washing over me


I have been lost, but I have been brave 


I've been saving my sight, the better to see how you shine


and a ship's not a stone, nor cannon, nor castle


no blood on my tongue, just salt in the water


just so you know, just so you know you're alive


and sometimes I'm a sail, skimming oe'r the water


gone far from the shore, gone like the others


and full of the sound of wind over water we fly


and the songs of the sea keep washing over me

I can't wake up, and I cannot dream 


of no dream but this one dream til the day that I die


and sometimes a ship breaks on the shoreline


the sea never does, it just keeps on singing 


the moon into tides, the land into water all night


and if I'm a sail, then where is the wind from 


and if I'm the wind then where is the wind from 


and I cannot tell, it's all in the ocean I find


and the songs about the sea keep washing over me


I have been here, all the long time 


and when I was feared lost, I was just lost in your mind


and still there are ships, sailing the sea


and still there are stars, over the water 


and still there are ships, sailing the sea


still there are stars, over the water...
  And hearing the song, he wondered no less, but he wondered with her now,

he wondered on himself as well as on herself, 

and he heard the questions in the song,

‘and if I’m a sail, then where is the wind from,’ 

and he thought of himself, 

and the songs that moved him,

‘and if I’m the wind, then where is the wind from,’ 

and he thought of her, 

and the songs she had been singing to him all along,

and his wonder brought him closer to her then, 

instead of pushing him away…

  And so he thanked her, and he said, ‘I would sing you a song, to tell you where I am from,

and to tell you another part of what brought me here, a part of what made me walk away from the town, I think, 

and a part of what makes me feel I must bring something back ...’

  And then he sang a song to her , that he had been thinking of on his journey away from town…


The myth of the cities that fell from the ashes 


red wind for the autumn of fire


The price of the reason that told us to stay


and to pay for the check with the time of our lives


The myth of the cities that fell down the stairs


black light for the shadows that ride


The time of the day that has never been seen


and we pay for the dark with the sight of our eyes


The rain is holy


but the rain makes you cry


The myth of the traveler blinks at the wind


returns in the autumn of fire


The price of believing that we’re here to stay


and would pay for these steps if we’d ever arrive


The myth of the healer that won’t ask the soul


but looks all the masks in the eye


The age of the alchemy, strange and well known


turns gold into right...


The rain is holy


but the rain makes you cry...
 ‘That was a song about missing your soul,’ she said.

‘It is a myth that the cities fell inevitably as they are, 

like ashes from the fires that were built for warmth and comfort,

it is a myth that what you have built is serving you still, 

and it is a myth that you should ride in tunnels, in holes in the ground, and not see the light of day, 

that even your streets should be in shadows of the buildings you have raised above the trees...

  ‘You miss the rain, you miss knowing it, you even miss needing it, and you try to forget about it, 

because to remember is to remember how far you have gone from home.’

‘To travel, then, is to come into contact with this sorrow, 

it is to promise the presence of something that, in order to stop missing it, 

you have also told yourself must be gone,’

  ‘It is the world you miss. You build shelters and you are warm within them, you build roads 

and they speed your travel, you plant crops and you feed your children, and that is all right, 

but hasn’t it come to the point where you live so wrapped in your own creations, 

and so far from the ground of your being, and the world from which you come, 

that your loss is so great that you cannot go on, 

that there is no road wide enough, or new enough, or straight enough, 

or cut long enough across the land to allow you to go on...’

  ‘And what do your healer’s say, if they say nothing of this? 

If they won’t look past the faces that people are wearing, 

and see what suggests to them that they try a mask on in the first place?’

  ‘Sickness is not a symptom, and healing is not to be found at any distance from the truth, 

but only at the heart, only at the heart of it all… but who will go there?’

  ‘The rain is holy, but the rain makes you cry...’

  She was silent for a while after saying all this, and then she spoke again,

‘I will go with you to your town,’ she said, and as she said this,

the sun rose in the sky, and the morning came, and it found them in the desert…

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *  

  And he saw, that in the daytime, she burned with the light of the sun,

as she had burned with the light of the stars in the night, 

and he knew that though the stars may shine and shine, 

we watch the sun set some time after it rises, the day ends and the night begins, 

and he knew that she, coming into his world with the rising of the sun,

would be leaving it with the last of that sun’s light...

  ‘Why do you have to go?’ he said.

  ‘I liked the way you explained it,’ she said,

‘This is a world of coming and going, and everything you love comes and goes,

it ends, and it begins, and it lasts, and I cannot be in this world but that I last,

and I cannot last but that I come to my end.’

  ‘But surely you do not mean that you will die?’ he said.

  ‘No, I do mean that I will die,’ she said, 

‘but that doesn’t mean what you are afraid it does, darling.

You will not forget me, and then another will not forget you…

  ‘And anyway, why should we fill the time we have with worry after the time we have not?’ she said, 

and walked on across the rocks,

    ‘The town is this way,’ he said, pointing to a different path than the one she had picked.

‘I’m not going to the town,’ she said, ‘I’m going to the shiprocks, we’ll take them back to town,

if we walked, we’d still be walking when night came’

  ‘The shiprocks are just lonely mountains in the desert,’ he said, ‘we can’t take them anywhere.’

  ‘I told you I was a sailor, darling, and don’t think that just because I’m following the rules 

with regards to setting with the sun and rising with the night that I’m not going to sail with you

on the shiprocks back to town, because I am.’

  ‘You can have your own rock, or you can come on mine, but one way or another, let us go there,

the sun is crossing the sky.’

  So he followed her, what else could he do, and they came to the shiprocks, 

which were mountains rising steep-sided from the land around, like ships above the sea, 

and they climbed to the top of the larger one, and this was silent work, taking all of the morning…

   And they looked out across the desert, from their high vantage point, and he said, 

‘This doesn’t happen either, and there is a map of this place, 

and this rock has been in the same place on that map for a very long time now,’

  And she said, ‘Well then, after we use it, we’ll put it back where it was, and we’ll see to it that 

it doesn’t move again for a very long time… It would be a shame to have to keep redrawing the maps.’

  And she was laughing again, and then they were off…

  Now, there is nothing like sailing to make a sailor sing, or so the legends would have it, and it was

certainly so on this day, for no sooner had the ship set sail, than she was singing this song:


I’ve been asked a lot of questions, been told a lot of times


hunger in beginning and hunger in the night


and the first one to answer’s the first one alight


burning in beginning, lit up against the sky


I’ve been held close beside you and that made it right


this is our beginning and this is our delight


and the last one to wonder’s the last one alight


still can’t stop the sun


I’ve been spirit and believer, been spirals in the sand


pictures in the darkness and light upon the land


I’ve been one and one another, been woman, child, and man


the blessed and the lucky, the cursed and the damned


in the street you find me wanting, high up you find me grand


but understand believing is how you turn your hand


when your prayers are not pretending, then you will understand


shining is the sun

I’ve been asked a lot of questions, been told a lot of times


hunger in beginning and hunger in the night


and the first one to answer’s the first one alight


burning in beginning, lit up against the sky


I’ve been held close beside you and that made it right


this is our beginning and this is our delight


and the last one to wonder’s the last one alight


still can’t stop the sun
  And she sang to the air all around them, 

and the song and the ship sailed over the shape of the land,

and brought them closer to the town,

and they sailed on, like the sun crossing the sky,

and they came to the hills close by the town as the afternoon came,

and as the clouds gathered, and as the rain started to fall,

and they climbed down from the rock…

  And she said, ‘If you could only take me a very few places in your town,

and you can only take me a very few places, where would they be?’

  And he thought of his home and his family, 

but the house would be empty at this hour.

  And he thought of the park by the riverbed, 

but they had already seen such wonders in the desert that day.

  And then he thought of the fields where he worked when it was the season for it,

and he decided he would go with her to the fields.

  And he knew, if she could stay long enough, 

that the place he would most like to take her would be the courtyard, 

where people gathered at the end of the day, to play music and sing.

  And he thought that his family would be there, on a night like this,

and many of his friends as well…

  But that would be later on, so they started off towards the fields…

  As they walked, he was hearing a song with her in it, 

and it was to tell her that he loved her, and that he knew she was leaving,

and that he knew she was here, and as they came to the fields at the edge of town,

he sang to her as they walked, and as she walked beside him, she sang to him an answer.

  The rain was gently falling, the day was gently falling, the sun was gold and shining.,

their voices softly sing:


Late last night I had a dream, I dreamed we both were lost


because the rain could not fall from the sky


Looking out I lost myself, I wandered in the fields,


then the rain came down, and you were mine


And if I can’t live forever, I’ll just love you now,


rain may fall and I know I will follow


I know I can’t live forever, I just love you more


than the way the time slips through our hands


Late at night I have to dream, I have to find my home


so the rain can fall, fall from the sky


Looking out I found myself, I wandered in the fields,


then the rain came down, and you were mine


And if I can’t live forever, I’ll just love you now


rain may fall and I know I will follow


I know I can’t live forever, I just love you more


than the way the time slips through our hands…
  They stayed there in the fields, longer than they meant to,

and when they remembered, it was because they heard music,

coming from the courtyard already, and soon it would be night…

  But isn’t that the way of it always?

Soon it will be night…

And ours is not to rush and hurry through all of our many appointments here,

ours is to lose ourselves, to find ourselves, to spend freely of our time

in the company of life, and joy, and the falling rain,  

and the colors of the sunset that always mean, another day is dying,

another day was here…

  They came by the courtyard, and it was a small enough town that a stranger was known as such,

and though she did not look unfamiliar to any open eye, 

the people also knew she had not been standing among them on the night before,

and so they saw her as a stranger, and what they saw a stranger as, 

was as someone who might teach them a new song…

  She would not disappoint them in that expectation, but neither would she be bound by it,

and so she and he came into the circle of the lamplight, 

for the sunlight was only still high on the clouds above,

and a silence came with them, and she spoke out into it:

  ‘This is a beautiful place,’ she said, ‘and I know it is hard to get here sometimes,

to get to where you are together and with joy, but it is worth everything you have.

  ‘Together is your home in this world, and this world is your home.’

  ‘I am visiting, and my love had the chance to take me to only a very few places on this day.’

  ‘He took me to the fields, where he finds work, and where this town finds its sustenance.

And though he did not speak of it, I saw in my love the memory of hunger, and I see it in some of you now,

But I did not see in the fields any recent memory of drought, or of blight either…’

  ‘Now, I am a stranger here, but it seems to me that if the rain is so good as to fall from the sky,

and the earth is so good as to nourish your seeds, and the sun is so good, by your lights, as to shine on your crops, and your crops grow well, then there cannot be hunger here, not in such a season.’ 

  ‘Some of you are hungry today, and some of you will be hungry tomorrow, 

and you tell yourselves this is the way of the world?’ 

  ‘Yes, it is, if the rain won’t fall, and this is the hard truth, 

but what will the truth of your own intentions be?’

  ‘You know there is never to be hunger in the midst of plenty, 

and you know that while there is shelter to be had, none may go without, 

you know it is wrong, and it must be made right.’

  ‘And, know this, however else you manage it, it will not be made right, until your concern and your respect, 

each for each other, is made deep and made manifest by the way you live your lives.’

  And then she said, ‘I know when you see a stranger, you hope for a new song.’

‘I think you have all the songs you need, and have only to believe in the better parts of them,

but another song cannot hurt, can it?’

  ‘So, may you find the love in this one, and may you know its purpose, 

and may it be good to you, and a fit vessel for your souls as they sing…’


When the night is high and rising


And the stars fall from the sky


We gather in the valley


Pass time and time gone by


In one and one another


In shadows and in dreams


We gather in the lifting


Of oceans far from streams


And we dance til we are falling


And stand til we are free


And listen when we’re knowing


And look that we may see


And for every road we travel


And in every song we sing


The night to day is turning


As winter into spring


When the night is high and rising


And the stars fall from the sky


We gather in the valley


Past time and time gone by…

  Now the song being the way it was, and the night being the way it was,

he had closed his eyes while she was singing, and in fact they all had.

  And when the song was over, and he looked up, 

she was gone…

and his heart stopped beating…

and he looked out over the courtyard…

at all the eyes shining in the lamplight…

and he heard the music, still in the air… 

and his heart started beating again…

  And he said, ‘She is gone like she has always been gone,

and she is here like she has always been here…’

  And she is gone like she has always been gone,

and she is here like she has always been here…

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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