
Early Morning Twilight

I rise early 

While my head is upon the pillow still

I linger in that place before aware and all aware in dream

The sound track is the birds greeting the dawn

The movie is the poem or the song or the paintings that I may do 

If I rise from my pillow this morning

I am unbound in my views in this twilight

I may explore any land, memory or feeling here in this magic

Life and death, joy and sad, loneliness and fullness

As the light builds, the birds celebrate

First the song birds, wrens, sparrows and finch

Then the crows announce their arrival with thoughtful fanfare

Still my heart and head know no bounds

I leap from images to paint to painting with the words in my soul

My subjects dance as I plot to capture them 

This twilight gives me so much skill

I find time here to do these wonders over and over each stroke of brush or pen

I have no excuses or distractions here 

The paint does not clump nor do my leads break here

Here all the women are warm and all the men are my friends

All the children and the animals are sweet, warm and loved

I rise early before life, and live it on my pillow in twilight


