Life is a Dream.
Life is a dream that knows no shade.

Life is a dream of pain and woe.

A dream from which we pray to wake.

A dream from which we wake go.

Who would sleep when the new dawn waits?                          

Who would sleep when the sweet winds blow?

A dream must end when the new day comes.

A dream from which we wake and go.

*          *          *          *          *          *         *         *

Sun and Shadow Meetings 

She dances in the shadows; like a shadow is her hair.

Her eyes hold midnight captive, like a phantom, fell and fair. 

While the woodlarks sing the measures that her flying feet retrace

She dances in the shadows like a dream of darkling grace. 

He sings in summer sunlight to the cloudless summer skies;

His head is crowned with sunlight and the heavens match his eyes.

All the world seems to listen to the singer’s handsome voice 

He sings in summer sunlight and all those who hear rejoice. 

She dances in the shadows, for a doom upon her lies;

That if once the sunlight touches her, Shadowdancer dies.

And on his line is the curse laid that once the day is sped

In sleep like death he lies until again until the night has fled.

One evening in the twilight that is neither day nor night,

The time part bred of shadow, and partly born of light,

A trembling Shadowdancer heard the voice of love and doom

That sang a song of sunlight through the gathering evening gloom.

A spell it cast upon her, and she followed in its wake

To where Sunsinger sang it, all unheeding, by her lake.

She saw the one that she must love until the night she died-

Bitter tears for bitter loving when Shadowdancer cried.

One evening in the twilight ever his curse would work its will,

Sunsinger sang of sunlight by a lake serene and still-

When out among the shadow stepped a woman, fey and fair-

A woman sweet as twilight, with shadows in her hair.

He saw her, and he loved her, and he new his love was vain

For he was born of sunlight and must be the shadow’s bane.

So ever the curse could claim him, then, he shed one bitter tear

For he knew his only love must be his only fear.

So now they meet at twilight, though they only meet to part.

Sad meetings, sadder partings, and the breaking of each heart.

Why blame them, if they pray for time or death to bring a cure?

For the sake of bitter loving, nonetheless they will endure.

Sun and Shadow

Sun: What has touched me, reaching deep

Piercing my ensorcered sleep?

Darkling lady, do you weep?

Am I the cause of your grieving?

Why do tears of balm and bane

Bathe my heart with bitter rain?

What is this longing? Why this pain?

What is this spell you are weaving?

Shadow: Sunlight Singer, Morning’s peer-

How I long for what I fear!

Not by my will are you here

How I wish I could free you!

Gladly in your arms I’ll lie

But I dare not come you nigh

For if you touch me I shall die-

If I were wise I’d flee you.

Sun: Shadowdancer, dark and fell,

Lady that I love too well-

Won’t you free me from this spell

That you have cast around me?

Star-eyed maid beyond compare,

Mist of twilight in your hair-

Why must be you so sweet and fair?

How is it that you have bound me?

Shadow: In your eyes your soul lies bare

Hope is mingled with despair;

Sunborn lover do I dare

Trust my heart to your keeping?

Sunrise means that I must flee-

But moonrise steals your heart from me;

Nothing behind us but agony,

Nothing before us but weeping.

Sun and Shadow, dark and light;

Child of day and child of night,

Who can set this tale aright?

Is there no future but sorrow?

Will some Power hear their plea-

Take the curse from she and he

Grant them death, or set them free?

Dare they hope for the morrow? 

The Gifted

Windrider and Darshay, desperate and imprisoned

Wing-clipped by Magic, their powers fully drained

Sunsinger and Shadowdancer watch he who is despaired

With his beloved by Darklord enchained.

Darklord of the shadows, their chains he is weaving

Binds them in Darkness as deep as despair,

Mocks at their anger, laughs at their weeping,

“Where now is you strength, and why should I care?”

Darklord has left them in the shadows darkening

Darshay and Windrider, trapped in their gloom

Deep in their prison, past hope, past believing,

Man and beloved , will this be your tomb?

Out of the shadows another draws nearer,

Out of the twilight comes one hopeful light.

Shadow dances pain, while Light sings despair

Dawn here, near Darshay and Windriders plight.

Power new-won have Sunsinger and Shadowdancer!

Power to shatter, shatter their curses at last!

Power that also could free the sad captives;

Power to break the bonds holding them fast.

Heart speaks to heart in the depths of the darkness.

Grief calls to grief, and they falter, afraid-

But, why should they sacrifice all for these strangers?

Then new-won compassion sends them on to aid.

Dancer of the Shadows, she weeps as she dances,

Dancing while unmaking the shadow-born bonds.

Sunsinger, now through tears, gives up his power-

Sings it back to Windrider’s hands.

Spent now, the two unseen fall into the twilight.

Gifted to the strangers all that they had gained.

Darklord returns and by fear is confounded-

Flees the avenger, Windrider unchained!

