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iI’m on a train to nowhere
come with me and join

a hundred thousand others
traveling along —

this is a train to nowhere —

we dive through window frames
like magic mirrors shaping
life-scapes in our names —

we web the roads and pastures
and pull the stars from skies

to dance each harvest moonlight
until we wake again —

we’re on the train to nowhere
where everywhere is home —
unravelling the galaxies

that thread our inner souls.
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