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WE’LL ALL BE SPACEMEN
BEFORE WE DIE

We’ll all be spacemen before we die
flying in purple ships
to the sun
like children
on their first trip

to the sea.

We’ll all be spacemen before we die
striding across
blue meadows
the rain

under our feet.

We’ll all be spacemen before we die
sleeping
between black velvet sheets
woken

only by the moon.
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