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Gaia

John Goodpasture

Let’s write a poem
And my words will be like a rush of water
Which comes to a gate and becomes frozen between the bars
$QG�\RX�ZLOO�KROG�D�ÁDPH�WR�WKH�LFH
As it melts you will collect the words in your mouth
And speak them

Let’s write a song
7KH�PXVLF�ZLOO�VZLUO�DQG�ÁRZ�LQ�P\�KHDG
$QG�ÀQDOO\�WDNH�VKDSH�ZLWK�D�VSDFH�ÀW�IRU�ZRUGV
%XW�WKH�O\ULFV�ZRQ·W�ÀW�LQWR�WKH�KROH�,�PDGH
So you will take a knife and carve away 
The edges of the music 

Let’s make love
And your body will become the Earth and mine the Sky
I will love the mountains and pastures and oceans
And you will love the sun and stars and moon
We will create our own gods and goddesses
Until we sleep


