SUNSET

               For Patricia Sue

Soft magenta fog fired hills

Beneath setting orange sun

                            Your lips

Softly rolling hills silver sheened 

With dandelion seeds

                              Your hips

Strawberry blossoms hillside carpet

Filled with glowing orange crystals

As the cleft in the clouds

Grows pinker, hotter

And I imagine

That circle of the sun

I see in that cleft

 In the clouds is the thrust of my manhood

And that pinkened cleft

Is your womanhood around me—

                                   Together, us,

                                    Among the stars.

