WE MAKE LOVE

We make love 

And sing a paisley

Song into the laughter 

Of the night

While our tongues

Pluck a fugue on the strings

Of Eros’ harp.

We make love

And climb a pyramid

Of light

To its apex in the sun

Where we crack like crystals

Frozen in space 

Into cosmos

Where light and dark

Are one.

We make love

And dream of worlds

Beyond the realm

Of referenced mind

Where feelings rainbow

Through skies perfumed

With pomegranate serenades

Where our hearts

Beat a single breath

In rhythm with the stars.
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