Witch Of The Sage

High desert morning song.

Not audible to some.

Weaves its mysteries along.

To those who would come.

To this horizontal abyss.

Of limitless view.

Songs of humbleness songs of bliss.

Who loves it, to few.

Music of the Sage Air.

Whispers in my head.

Makes me turn and stare.

Startled at nothing instead.

Sings it’s song.

Adrift in a ocean of land.

Carries thoughts along.

To the desert sand.

I walk in this place.

Where time stands still.

Distorted distance distorted space.

Warps the fabric ordinary warps my will.

Breathe in the evening purple.

Its darkness becomes you.

You become the desert.

The desert becomes you.

A role reversal on the grandest of scales.

Seeing old stories in living tales.

Strange beautiful wondrous place.

Desert witch with haunting face.

She whirls and whines.

Around me doth twine. 

Her whispery notions.

High altitude potions.

Wants to take me away.

With my mind she does play.

With a powerful will.

My being she fills.

With eerie scenes from lost times.

To turning my will sublime.

A temptress supreme.

Witch of the Sage, witch of dreams.

Take in the gathering gloom.                    

She’ll be here soon.

A three dimensional Witch Of The Sage.

Into our dimension from a different age.

She died out here a wrongful death.

Swore her revenge with a dying breath.

She comes each year in the summer they say.

To search each soul each one every day.

She brings with her the essence of this place.

Searching for his soul his face.

When she’s in you can see.

What she sees in you. 

What she sees in me.

Seeing in her all that was here.

Possessing me now I feel no fear.

Of what she wants and needs.

To settle an unclosed deed.

This Witch of The Sage.

Lost beauty young of age.

I come away from this place.

With another mind and different face.

Of me she takes her leave.

Her gentleness not to deceive.

This heart and this mind.

Taken to a different place and time.

I see the desert differently now.

I hope to see her again some how.

I’ll come again each year.

Witch Of The Sage.

Forever hear.
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