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I’M THE WALKING RAIN 

 

I'm the Milky Way leading through your sky. 

I'm the shooting star you can't prophesy. 

I'm the walking rain gliding through your sagebrush. 

I'm the flooding blood that makes your face flush. 

I am the piñon smoke lingering in your room. 

I am the groaning yarn-roller of your loom. 

I am the bobcat jumping softly in your mountains. 

I am the water in your draw-wells' secret fountains. 

I'm the morning glory open to the rays 

of your sun. I am the willow that gently sways. 

I am a gnarled pine-tree in a misty landscape. 

I'm a bawdy house that you can't escape. 

 

Refrain 

I'm the walking rain. 

I'm the walking rain. 

I'm the walking rain. 

I'm the walking rain. 
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I am the moon that keeps on shining 

through a crack in the roof of your quiet hut. 

I am the faintly glittering silver lining 

in your pearl oyster's innocent open cut. 

I am the blizzard above Arroyo Seco 

darting over your window like an ancient gecko. 

I am one of the ten oxen you keep on riding. 

I am the sleeping truth you go on hiding. 

I am as near and yet as far 

as the iris in your eye, as the blood beneath your scar. 

I'm the tiger's whiskers in your gentle face. 

I'm the swallow nesting in your hidden place. 

 

I am the lotus flower swimming in your pond. 

I'm hilariously free, a vagabond. 

My feet are in your mud, my body in your water, 

my head in your air. I'm a lovelorn squatter. 

I'm an angry mosquito biting on a bar of iron. 

I’m Ulysses the sailor who mistrusts his siren. 

I'm a flea-bitten tramp in baggy trousers, 

a very proud stag, a delicate browser. 

I'm an ancient cliff dwelling in a canyon, 

the blue shadow hovering below a banyan. 

I'm the hills of desire rolling on and on 

towards your prairie in a silent marathon. 


