
Childhood’s Green Forest
Lost is 
c h i l d h o o d ' s 
green forest 
o f  d r e a m s  

of blond princes

burning dragons

and imperishable deeds.

B u t often

like carbon paper 
lightly touched 
childhood blurs through

into today - - though 
t h e r e  i s  no  r o o m  

f o r  d r e a m s  o r  d r a g o n s

in supermarkets 
where scarlet neons 
burn reality

into our benign 
p r e -washed, pre-cooked 
elastic brains.

There is no finding 
ourselves down any 
of the many aisles.

-- Dorothy Dalton
M e n a s h a , Wisconsin
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