EVOCATION TO PSYCHE

Call to my tongue the thunder

Of the wisdom of the ages;

Call to my tongue the lightening

That men call truth;

Call to my pen words from

The realm of immortal ideas--

May they grow like branches

Through the sky of innovation

Nourished by rains of excitement

From the thighs of my lover;

Call to my heart the torrents 

Of blood that form the tides

Of generations.
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