
The V o y e u r  As A D ream er
I  dreamed I  climbed a tree
in a lea fy  green garden
and o f  course what I  saw
through a nearby window was
a naked g ir l  looking out in to  d istance
across whose b e lly  and th ighs the s o f t
white curta ins blew
wishing they were my trem bling hands
wishing oh so badly they were my lip s
whispering over her skin ,
and I  p i t i e d  the poor gauzy curta ins
that wished they were my hands
and lip s  and o f  course
in my dream th is  g ir l  became p o ssib le ,
moving her h ip s slow ly from side to side
in a beginning dance the music o f  which
blued her eyes and s o f t ly
awakening
they (her eyes, blue with
music) found me, to rtu red  and erec t,
hungry and hot and f u l l ,
and s t i l l  swaying g en tly  she opened
her lip s  from a small smile
in to  a round k is s  and blew
over me a shower o f  white
blossoms.
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