The Seer’s Dance

The Seer’s Dance is untamed Chance,

Fiery rounds set to sighing sounds.

Mystery tags along, brandishing sharp claws,

To set her Mark on the Unguarded Heart.

A thousand dreams of being, too many and too needy,

Discarded fast as sunset overtakes the light,

Tumbling out of place, falling in the twilight race.

The Seer’s Dance sets the pace.

A velvet sky pierced by moon and stars,

Frozen moments in rapture’s greedy jaws.

Stolen souls, taken lifetimes ago

Will never escape the Seer’s hold.

How her laughter fills their hearts,

How her loving makes them crave,

The one complete and total union

Found in the Seer’s embrace. 

But the Seer moves for one Man,

Body bending her heart to the chance,

That  her soul-song will call him to her side,

To join in the Seer’s Dance that is her life. 
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