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what have we learned 
oh children of the sun?
what truths have twisted
and untwisted in the spin
of hours spent preparing
for hours that did not come?

where have we believed
oh daughters of the dream?
what impulses drew us
like eyes towards a moon
searching out illusions
until illusions changed?

what have we gained
oh sons of mountain time?
climbing mornings to escape
the battles of the wind
till evenings found us sleeping
at the centre of the storm?

what have we learned
oh children of the sun?
growing out of oceans
into the rocks and sands
until the tidal call of waves
pulled us back again?
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