
Painting in My Sleep

Dreaming of Flowers to paint

The colors flow and glint in the dreamy mist

Descriptive stanzas, poetry in the pigment

Petal portraits form and fade from orange to red to grey

Warm highlights in my mind’s eye dreaming the canvas larger than life

Alone as one always is, only the color and texture and turpentine’s perfume intoxicates

Even touch like as love to a brush the vivid flows and flows more again

So rich is my waking that it feels like that lust spent throbbing breathless high without the sweat

So deep is the fear of the magic I cannot touch my canvas 

Longing for the limbs of lovers and covers and quilts

The day begins as the infinite dream fades into yesterday

With yesterdays so many and tomorrows so few, it is the dreams that make this life seem like a long rich time to be
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