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perhaps we will be travelling
from egypt’s sphinx to turkey’s balloons
meeting cities lost in stone
with salt seas that do not breathe –

we’ll trace pathways into dream
through countries born outside of time
to weave the realms of myth and change
into a new paradigm –

crystal cliffs will gleam like snow
with sunshine streaming ancient towers
as we merge into the ancients 
born beyond imagined time –

as the night shifts into day –
with you on your path – me on mine –
we’ll focus on each magic breath
as left and right merge into one –

we are all travellers of the now
creating into thoughts and dreams
the world pathways calling us
into the futures we become.
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