LOVE POEM FROM A MOUNTAIN TOP

                                                 For Astrid

I look through the lens of my heart

And feel your embrace here

 With me in the mountains

I see your eyes

In mountain lake blue snow melt summer

Water in which I see no bottom.

You next to me feel so warm

Like the sun now on my back;

Your touch, like the warm

Gentle wind coming and going

Around me from up the mountain

Slopes—ah, the slopes, the softened

Folds of earth, rounded gently—even now

My palms and fingers tingle with a

Anticipation at the thought of further exploring the curves

 Of your heart.

The two lakes below me

In the valley are sparkling

Deep green emeralds

And since they are two

They remind me of you

Two eyes two ears

Two lips two breasts

Two cheeks two lips

Two thighs two arms

Two hands two lips

Two feet.

High above

In the valley of a cirque

Another smaller single lake 

Is a shimmering silver button

Surface stroked by warming 

Morning breeze;

I sit naked and erect

Wishing you were here

So we could love

All day long.

I dream still in ecstasy

Of our union.
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You awaken me like the sounds

Of stones tumbling off the shear north face

Of the mountain beside me into lengthening

Shadows and valleys of snow,

Your voice is like the dance of wind

Through valleys of harp string straight firs—

Quiet and affirming, I hear your voices’ music

Here among the silences of these stones

And in the silences between the mountains—

Your silences are there and here too—

Those times of listening to the spirit within

That guides the path

Of our warrior ships.

                               . . .

The sun has set, Mt. Olympus my bedroom

Window to the south, and you are on my mind

And it feels so fine to find you there

As silent still night wraps his arms

Around these mountains

And bids their creatures rest.

Though some, like me, are yet wide-awake

And with you on my mind wishing

You were here beside me—

It seems like in so many ways

You have lived for so long

In my idealistic fantasies

Of what a woman I can love

Would be like, that now that

I find you in my life

More real than I ever imagined

You might possibly be

I am in a state of shock

From ecstasy.

Above the crimson slit of sunset

Floats the tiny thin crescent

Of the new moon

And Venus rising over my shoulder--

First stars flash on

I am lying directly under

One of the first

Thinking about you

Feeling longer than the distance 

To those stars.
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On the sudden flash of a shooting star

I make a wish to share this

And many many more

Beautiful places with you.

Wish you were on my shoulder

As well as on my mind—

The curve of that tiny thin

Orange crescent moon

Feels to my eyes

Like your curves in my hands—

Perfect.

                   .  .  .

Here you are on my mind again

With the fresh dawn wind

And the rising sun

And silence.

Thoughts of you awaken my manhood

And I wonder what I’m doing

Laying here alone on top 

Of this mountain

Harder than the stones.

And this silence, so delicious

Like the dances of your lips

And tongue awakening, exciting

The extensions of my heart.

The stones here, layered ancient sea beds

Uplifted now into crumbling multiple

Tablets like the ruins of ancient

Cuneiform library –words written in

Hieroglyphs of moss and lichen—a few

Dwarf firs standing like perplexed librarians

Amid the growing hum of bees

As morning brings a marmot

From his den—like an ancient scholar 

He peers curiously at me

Over the shale stacks

Before scampering

Off up the hill.
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I look through volumes of the library

Of the heart

And find the most exciting

Is the one that is blank

Awaiting our writing

Of it together.

May we fill libraries with our songs

Until they rise around us

Like all these mountains

To peaks above the lakes.

