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the waves are breaking breakers
the trees are glinting gold
fairy dust brushes the breeze
along the dancing sand –

high – the seagulls flying –
long – horizon clouds
sweeping their feathered trails
out of an ancient dawn –

a sense of god-light wanders
the silver-gold of waves
pulsing age-old memories 
beyond primeval dreams –

as we – who have forgotten –
break out of chrysalis 
learning our wings – like butterflies
birthing a new earth.
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