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The Tongue We Dream In

 
 

like falling stars 

No milk teeth to help  
 

 
on ropes of  tears, thoughts 
dangled on twisted threads 
of  hope

 
 

 
 

 
stories to be told, lives to unfold 

 
a bell hangs in our hearts 

 
 

and songs to sing them anew

 
 

 
into life, in our dreams we sing 

 
before birth
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What the Map Knows

 
loneliness 
without end 
with roads named  

 
for men who brought hunger 
from other distant lands 
bought bones 
from other distant bodies 
and fear 
of  the dark oak forests 

 
 

of  swallowing them 
and the tongue of  the wind 

 
wrapped around their shoulders.

Then, even the manmade river  
was not silent. 

 
 

 
walked their new found land, 

 

 
as if  words would make it something 

 
in open hands 



Sleeping Under the Tree of Life

3

 

This is the map of  worlds, forgotten. 
This is the new world without end. 

 
 

 
These are the lines blood 

 
is that a grain of  dust dwells 

 
 

that blood lives inside 

 
 

but not dead 
 

or even the last.

 
 

dream for life 
and beneath us 

 
maps, roads, rivers, stars, blood 
the lines are ever shifting

a forest burning 
a river grieving 
land dreaming 
and blood waking up.



4

Sheree Renée Thomas

 

Original Sin

The sweetest thought must be  
a pomegranate seed 

 
outside, purple and green 
vines twisting and humming 
with a dream, the sparkle  
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Sleeping Under the Tree of Life

 
 

 
spread the burnt sienna, blue, and red 

 
 

 
 

 
seed and semen, the green twisting limbs  

 
 

unbroken images we deliver to the tree’s 
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Ruins

 
 

 
 

buried in the gravel and the dirt 
like the green side of  a hummingbird 

 
 
 

 
 

and wanders in the deserts  
 
 

is a diamond and a bone
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Repast

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
spirits will rise and fret 

 
 

 
 

is this it —  
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Unmarked

 
 

 
 

 
raised over the next 

 
signs, warning ignored 

 
 

why would anyone want to visit here

 
digging in the dirt, the soil 
and weeds spinning  
from our heels as we  

 
and sit on sour earth

Beneath this abandoned lot  
the state forgot, is kin 
waiting in this lake of  earth 
waiting like a dream remembered 
waiting like a stone turned
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Burial Ground

The rising moonlight 
 

to rest row upon row 
 

 
 

and a shout that ignites the path  
around a distant sun, here the spirits.

 
 
 

 
 

a tarnished spoon bent.

 
wait for the wind to whistle 

 
 

 
 

wait to ride the wind over  
the river, and that sound  
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The Silent Ones

 
 

 
 

drops in the earth’s throat 
 

it begins.

 
the moon light from their 
own shining foreheads 

 
 

 
deliver loaves of  bread and 

 
night ends.

 
 

 
 

its fruit into her waiting hand.

 
You will know her in stillness 

 
her full mouth. You’re asking  
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Mama River

 
 

between her round palms 
she rubs it with indigo  

 
 

Hair like braided 
 
 

 
 

as dark-mouthed snakes 
 

 
tangled knots along her 

 
 

 
 

rain-soaked mushrooms 
 

 
 

tree roots

 
one hand trailing in the waters 
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windblown hair, her head 
 

the other half  of  the world


