
Darling, it seems they would have us believe 

that, back beyond the generations, you 
and I and they—we all—were spawned 

spontaneously from an inorganic soup. 
They say it is “scientific”. But I know 

it is unproven and unprovable, believable 
only by faith. And it is a faith that fails 

the facts. The facts, say, of your eyelids. 

Child, I do not believe your eyelids 

or the dreams above which they flutter 
are accidental—a mere coincidence 

of chemicals and light, a serendipity 
of time and matter. I cannot believe. 

I lack the faith. Daughter, dream this 
true dream: Your spirit is the wick of Yahweh, 

your body, the wax of His make and moulding. 
 

 
Dream this waking and always. And burn 

little candle! Burn brightly in the coming night! 
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Waking and 

Always 

 

Where has she gone? I do not hold her 
as she sleeps in my arms. The tides of air 

lift and let go her chest 
with a delicacy that reminds me of death. 

So slender, each breath! She is hot 
and the sweat glistens like ground glass 

on her scalp. Her eyelids are almond petals, 
white, exquisitely veined with pink. 

 
 

Finer than her eyelashes are fine, 
yet greater than the delta of the Nile, 

are the rivulets of blood in the hoods 
of her eyes. The mastery of her! 

No human design can hide the design in her. 

She holds me as I hold her while she is held 
by sleep. Her eyelids flinch and flicker, 

brushed by the bright blackness of dreams. 


