
on Dreaming in New Mexico 
 
 
Someone I love leads me to safety 
pulling a blue ox full of stars.  
 
I show my mother my knee: 
it’s the yellow finch  
perched on the rose in the glass display case. 
 
One night it’s a dark land,  
a language of ashy roses and leaves litter the ground.  
 
My father is Ram Dass is my father; insists 
I haven’t looked closely enough  
at the white blooms on the tree in the back garden. 
 
Then it’s dinnertime, and my mother is calling, but I can almost touch the moon, and 
scramble up the hillside instead. I can’t quite reach, and end up running miles in the rain 
through a deserted city, leaving my family behind. Later, it’s the cowboy with rooms full of 
clothes he sewed who eventually reunites us. 
 
Clearing out the possessions from my dead neighbors’ house, someone says, well, now you 
can have what you always wanted, Yoko Ono’s brown leather boots. So I take them. 
 
The pale green moth-birds come in airshow formation, 
black cuneiform swirled on their bodies and wings. They come because we are gathered as 
witnesses, here to anchor in the procession of living symbols that bring about a healed 
earth. 
 
Cross the stream, a hopscotch of mosaic stones. You have to touch every one of them. Then 
two antelopes wearing cloaks and standing upright at the end of the path. You have to touch 
the four spiral horns. I reach and touch, and one of the rams bows me down to the ground. 
I understand he is something more powerful than me, protecting me by holding me down. 
 
The shower pipes morph from metal to water, 
the open room of magic trinkets and vines starts singing as the faucet turns; 
and a giant man made of clear water embraces you as his lover. 
  
The fruit on the street  
is laid out for you, and the wine also, but you choose not to drink it,  
eating instead only the squared-off plum, the ripe mango, 
as you race through curved city streets. 
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These raindrops are as big as softballs, and shaped like tears, with whole worlds encased 
inside. Some larger intelligence  
skywrites crystalline fluid oxen, technographic animals against the purple, the blue.  
 
Finally, a being larger than yourself is there.  
His kaleidoscopic shoulder-bones in cross-sections, mandalas of marrow and colored stones, 
the heft and weight of his enormous body 
praying with you.  
 
Sometimes, I remember to thank the ancestors who gave me these dreams. 
If I did it every day, I’d be pious,  
   but I’m not. 
I’m just a blue mix  
of an old song; 
paper enough for the night sky to paint my skin. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


