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The Dream House

The light exonerates
What the dark claims -
Enter and be still

The corbelled roof
Holds you to a centre
That is off-centre

A point you cannot pass beyond
A point between experience
And expectation

You are here
And not elsewhere
Where passage begins

Where times restores
The wounds and scars
Of time

L]

To lie in stone for half a million years
is one desire

To be its carver is another —

But what’s known beyond the clang
of the hammer
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But what we attribute to a sound and its echo
Echoing our speculations into the corbelled space
To repeatin us its music

Half a million years are nothing

But a fraction of time’s fiction
Where there is no time
There is now in the endless perpetuation

of itself
There is the here of silence and light
And the dream within the dream-house

dreaming

Thereis no ‘we’ in the dark
The light goes out and we are alone
Not a breath of certainty issues in the dark

When the light returns
Your breath frictions
Your thoughts to sparks

And there is neither
Here nor there
Nor then nor now

But dream’s uncoiling
In the corbelled dream-house
Of the mind



