The Wizard of Is

Somewhere this side of the rainbow I can meet the Wizard of Is

whose special magic leaves today's life undistracted

by the should be's, could be's and if only's

that cloud over my innermost intentions.

"Good old days,"

childish ways,

and other once-were's

are as absent from the Wizard's view

as are apprehensions about tomorrow. Instead

the Wizard of Is presides in the near and how of present instants only –

the time and place from which my being forever self-emanates.

If I would fathom the secret of overflowing from such instants

I must consult the Wizard of Is.

Fortunately, this Wizard inhabits my own domain,

within the being who bears my name.

