











ACROPHOBIA(ACollectionofLovePoems).

















RON  DONDIEGO


 























(A Collection of Love Poems)















































COPYRIGHT 2002 BY RONALD S. DONDIEGO


All Rights Reserved






































Acrophobia





Steep is the way of love’s ascent


Up into the airy regions -


Where the naked soul roams


Through the cloudscapes of eternity





We are lost in the wilderness


And fear, hate, and loathing


Rocks our minds with landslides


Of broken images





Then comes the ray of spirit


To light the darkness,


That obscures the vision


Of the heavenly sky





If only we could seize


This precious moment


Before it fades back 


Into obscurity





We could rise above


The constant drone inside


The cold dark caverns


Of our despair





We could transcend


The fear of love’s heights,


And embrace a universe


Of unimaginable splendor





But acrophobia bars


Our way - and we climb


Only to fall, like leaves


Into life’s swiftly moving stream























The Sad Cafe





I go there on weekends


With my paycheck


In my pocket





I sit in a smoky room


And wait for her


To come on stage





I want to listen


To the longing of her heart -


To her soft love songs





As I hide in the shadows


Of a glowing candle


She comes on stage





And starts to sing


Sad love songs


About her broken heart





I wonder if she knows


I’m listening to her words


Her voice is magic





I watch her tears flow


And I wonder if she knows


How it is I feel





She strikes a chord


From her guitar


With a final gesture





I return the glance


And wonder if she cares


About the shadows


























The Book





I opened up the book


And pondered just one word


To become a solitary leaf


























































































































Memory





I can remember


Spring, now that the birds


Have flown so far away





And now I wonder


If a heart can grow wings


Or if a love can last forever





Watching the white foam


In the evening


When the stars have fallen





Into dark waves of splendor


Alone with my thoughts


I wander through memories





Of things that are no more
















































































Voluptuous Flowers





Voluptuous flowers





Set in a bowl


Of blazing light





Falling


Into cascades of blue water





I lose my grip


On reality -


Wanting to hold onto


Your elusive softness





Which reads like a sutra


On the pages of my soul





While in the lotus


Of my heart


The white light


Explodes


Across an empty sky


In flames




































































The Cosmic Traveler





I swept my hand


Across the sky


To gather the light of dusk





I fell through stellar worlds


Of thought and dreams


And heard the universe


Resolve itself


Into a single sound





Then I added the light


Of endless suns -


Of moonbeams numberless





Yet nowhere could I find


A light to compare


With the light


I found in you













































































Camelot Lost





Drifting beyond a frozen lake,


I saw the lovers as if in a dream


They were locked in a deep embrace





He was her knight and she was his Queen


But this fact could not contain


Their deep passion, their sweet longing





Though their love set Camelot


Trembling in the sky of love


It failed them.  And only the grail





Could save the crumbling kingdom


Ah, it was a pity that it was lost


In the fire of their unholy union






















































































Desire





The hourglass of your breast


Keeps perfect time


With the rhythm of my desire


The soft amber light


Of the motel room -


Where you lie


Across the double bed


Heaves to your passion





The warmth of your face -


Your flesh glowing


As I sink into sleep -


Into the satin folds


Of your most delicate thighs





Only to wake to find


That you were an image


Created by the camera





With a blindfold wrapped around your heart







































































The Fabled Rose





This day the fabled rose


Of love does not seem to shine,


This day the hours pass slowly


Like an old eremite on his way


To the moss of the graveyard





This day the fabled rose


Of love does not cover me


With its endless scents


Of intrigue,


Or with the promises of love





This day is cold, this day


The wind blows through the ache


Of my bones - and I am lost


As a wind chime tinkles


In the breath of a winter’s frost
















































































A Mystic’s Love Song





I linger awhile at the gate


Of eternity


And ponder the great mystery


Of life and death





I see the wonder 


Of the universe


Expressed in the smallest flower


I can merge with a tiny


Grain of sand


Or expand into vast space





And everything I know about love


I know from a woman’s desire


That once upon a time


Entered my soul


With its quiet mystery





As I lie naked in the wind


In a field of warm, summer grass


I listen to the roar of molecules


And to the whisper of oceans


I am like the lord of the unseen


Of the night, of the day


I am green splendor





I am no more or less divine


Than you





I can embrace the highest mountain


In my fugue of consciousness


I am locked into oneness


In deepest ecstasy


I roam





Lips verdant, moist with heat


I long to taste her body


Of mystical redemption





If the truth be known, I am mad


To touch her softness


In places left unexplored


By bewildered hands


Thus will I merge with her -


For we are lovers till the end


But more importantly


We are forever beginning


To unfold the glory


Of the leaves of spring


In the naked beauty


Of our woodland hearts





And each evening, each morning


We share is a prayer falling


From the prismatic wings


Of our souls


































































































Vision





The soft sea’s silence


Washes over their bodies


Tenderly till dawn





When Aurora flees


The Blazing light of morning


They feel the longing





Just one more embrace


And their footprints are erased


By the wayward tide


































































































On A Wintry Night





On a wintry night a traveler she did see,


Walking down a long and snow covered road


A pilgrim soul, alone, and not yet free


To feel the fire of her naked breasts unfold


Upon the radiance of the soft petals of a rose


Which once had grown upon a branch of gold


She wished in a doorway, quite amazed I am told


And saw a man who was clad in tattered clothes,


With a face that was pure and kind and bold


And she looked upon him with much longing,


With her every desire bursting and thronging


Through her weary soul; and, or so I’m told


When at last their thirsty souls did meet,


Their hearts danced as one in love’s sweet heat

























































































Half A Mile





Half a mile,


I brave the storm


My heart is beating wild


Half a mile,


To see your lovely smile


Half a mile,


To hold you near


Half a mile,


My heart will dare


To love you for awhile


Half a mile,


In the summer wind


Beyond the din,


Our two hearts


Will be beating wild!






















































































Loneliness and A Sigh





Ah, the autumn wind


And the whispering


Burnished leaves 


Will be gone


Tomorrow





And in their place


Will be a chill


And a note


Stating that love


Was only borrowed





So sweet a memory


Should not have been


So dark a night


I wished would end


Before it had begun





When you told me


That your love


Was lost


I felt colder


Than a graveyard stone





But even though


I loved in vain


Still, I’ve no remorse


For it is better


To have loved


And lost





Than not to have known


Your love was all
































Dawn





Dawn flows


Through my heart


With cascades


Of softly flowing light





And my soul


Is wiped clean


By the radiance


Of her sparkling eyes





Her light


Drifts through my soul


As her kiss dissolves


Upon my quivering lips





I feel in my being


That we are one


Locked in love’s embrace


Swept away into eternity










































































The Canvas





A loose thread


Unravels the universe





A speck of dust


Contains


Worlds


Without end





A single syllable


Reveals


The mystery


Of life





While your eyes


Hold me captive


To the masterpiece


Which is you
















































































Anticipation





I await your phone call


As I listen to a song


About a bird that sleeps


On the wind





It is early morning


The sky is a pale shade


Of blue,


And I have awakened


With the vivid image


Of the cloudscapes


I call your eyes





I am eager to hear your voice


Among the poplars


And the reeds


As squirrels rustle the branches


Of an autumn tree





Finally the phone rings


At about a quarter past nine


And you whisper sweet words


Into my ear


You say,


‘I love listening to you breathe’





We talk for awhile


About nothing really


Yet it is as Gibran said


And you have revealed


The world


In all its mysterious splendor


To my startled mind





Love is the ultimate flower


Which opens


In startled wonder


To the beauty


Of the divine





For love is born


Of the blissful ocean’s


Frothing waves


Thoughts That Linger





Up at night with thoughts of you


I watch the early light of dawn


Enter slowly the shadowy corridors


Of my gloom





I hear the skylark awakening


And his song fills my heart


With overflowing bliss





Upon my lips still lingers


The sweet wine of your kiss


My soul trembles inside,


As I listen to the rush


Of swift angelic wings





I know not if heaven truly exists -


I only know that two nights ago


As I laid down beside you


And held you close,


My heart began to pound





Even your slightest touch


Is like the birth of spring


Your every word, a lover’s serenade



























































Remembrance





You, my friend, like a master thief


Have stolen my heart





How am I to fill the void you left?





On languid summer nights


When the moon is swallowed up


By dark clouds, I think of you





Of your lithe and beautiful body,


Of your smile, radiant like a sunburst





How to forget the pink Azaleas


That enfolded us as we lay beneath the clouds


In the splendor of the long spears of summer grass





As we watched this play of hopes and fears


Called life?

























































































Spring





A spray of fragrance


The quick flight of a sparrow


And I a shadow

















































































































Summer





The leaves sweat lonely


Over the sky of my life


Silent raindrops fall


























































































































Autumn





Falling through the sky


The quick rush of wind swept leaves


Scatter on the path























































































































Winter





See the cherry bough


Now full of powdery snow


I have seen its bloom



































































































































Transformation





I was but a solid slug of a thing,


Unseen by even the gentlest being


But then a mysterious spark


Was ignited, inside my dark heart


There came a vision, pure and sweet,


And I knew I could become complete





I crawled alone through the night,


At break of day I saw a joyous sight


For I had found the tall trees,


My tormented legs would now be free


At long last I could dream away,


The hazy hours of a summer’s day





With gossamer silk I spun my shell,


And watched blossoms spread so well


Their dewy petals to the rising sun


Then came the agony - I would be free!


My ugly body would become undone,


If I could but climb up one more rung





Then in a dark and solemn trance,


I felt my wings begin to dance


And I struggled throughout the day,


To free myself from the potter’s clay


Still, it was a painful transformation,


But there was no time for hesitation





Now my bright wings are fluttering


High aloft a cloudless sky - I sing


I am a butterfly - a thing


Of beauty on the wing!



































A Little Rhyme





The rush of white foam,


Across the endless shore


I seek her in soft tones,


Her tender body I adore





Her eyes pearl blue,


Speak of quiet reverie


Her lips, moist with dew


Are hot with lover’s ecstasy





She dances with the night,


Across the endless shore


O’er the heaven’s light,


Her sweet breath I implore





With fevered brow I sweat,


I thirst for one more kiss


I long with labored breath,


To touch her in the mist





In the purple twilights glow,


Her lovely body I would know

































































Falling Back Song





There is an empty glass


Placed somewhere


On a kitchen table





There is a soft song


Playing


In an empty bedroom





Many people argue


About the give and take


Of life





Always wanting more


Than existence


Can possibly give





There is a pain


Piercing


To the core of me





And I am drifting


Through an open sky


To an unknown destination





I’ve made some


Wrong choices


Yet here I am





Swirling like a leaf


Falling


Back to earth





Into the leaves


Sinking back


Back into emptiness


























Once Upon A Cloud





Once upon a cloud,


There was a time for love


Now my love hides itself


In the shadow of a doubt





Once upon a sigh,


There was magic in her eyes


And the rose of love,


Blossomed on a wintry bough





Once upon a flower,


There was a fragrance


It was her hair,


Flaming and red with passion





Once upon a flame,


There was a slow fire


But now that flame


Has gone out





Once upon a door,


There was an opening


Which led


To her embrace





But now that she’s left


All I have


Is once upon a time


She was mine


















































October Rain





There is a gentle mist in the air,


Light arises into an amethyst dawn


Violets fading fall, in darkness torn


To grief upon the dazzled meadow’s hair


In a shroud of dry, withered grass,


Where summer’s smile sinks to waste


The flight of leaves on desperate trees,


Clings to the breath of winter’s final task


But I was born to be free of these


Blemishes of the heart; I was born


To swirl upon a wild October breeze,


And thus to fly beyond men’s feeble scorn


To lands beyond the reach of wrathful pain,


And quite beyond this cold, October rain

























































































Beware The Siren





Go not near the cove


Where this comely lass


Lost her life -


For there is where her voice


Resounds to whisper


Like wind harps wavering


Within a wayward wind





So be not captivated


Beyond all measure


When she sings, remember


That time will lose itself


And life will fade away


Like the fleeting foam


Of windswept waves





For she lost her life


In a blood stained tide


When blind her lover


Wounded her pride


With the grief


Of an unrequited lover’s refusal


To wear love’s glimmering ring





Than now lies golden


Upon the floor of time’s


Cold ocean of lost debris


















































Her Kiss





What better time was there


To have our first kiss,


Then in the sun dazzled month of May?


When a prism of diamond boughs


And golden flowers


Showered o’er the weary world


An other worldly glow


Of sweet ambrosial dreams





So lovely are the stars at night


Yet who can trace their origin?


And though I can not ascertain


The source of life tonight,


As IO wend my way back home


I have the kiss you gave me -


And the vernal warmth I felt


When first your lips entreated mine


Beneath the shade of a willow


In the lovely month of May










































































Falling In Love





She whispers softly


Into my ear,


When suddenly a thousand melodies


Burst forth in gentle showers





Magnificent rose petals


Rain down from an ethereal sky


And cover our naked bodies


With invisible fragrances


And a deep, long sigh


Fills our souls


With ecstasy





I wake to feel the longing


In the depths of my heart


The dream has ended


For now
















































































Love Me With Your Hands





Love me not only with your


Lustrous eyes,


For eyes have been known


To stray to different lands


Where love’s sumptuous body


Might wear a more perfect


Form than mine





Love me not with your


Glib tongue,


For the tongue is the serpent


Of hell fire, and desire


Poses of ten as love’s end,


When it is only the beginning


Of love’s eternal splendor





Love me not with your


Delicate ears,


For with sweeter rhyme


Than mine,


Another poet might cast


A magic spell


Over the soft, flowing curves


Of your mountains and valleys -


And enter the secret regions


Of your hidden sins and fantasies


Then I would be crushed,


Beneath a wheel of sorrow


And run afflicted like a madman


Through the desperate streets


Of the naked city





Love me not with your sense


Of smell,


For the scent of a flower


Growing in the wilderness


Might steal the delight


Of me from your soul,


And I would turn wanton


In my ways


If I were to lose you,


To the scent of another





Love me with your hands,


For in their delicate touch


I feel the rippling wind


Of lost arpeggios -


Dancing with mysterious shadows


And by them will I know


If you love me,


Even though they are flesh


And speak the language


Of sight and sound -


They can not mislead me


For I have seen how


Day and night they are busy


With the birth of beauty





Thus will they know


It is for beauty that I thirst -


And it is for you


I lay down and softly dream


Upon the swift, running winds


Of the sky










































































Spring Rain





It wets the earth with gentle murmurings


I listen to the seeds burst the soil,


I watch cloudbursts, and taste sweet flora


As every love stained bower unfurls,


Its leafy green ecstasy to the wind and sky





I float through rivers of spring rain -


Have discourse with gentle bees and flowers


And sleep at last where the wet moss is lain








































































































Sea Bird





The bird of paradise


Rides the wind


Dreaming of her love





Now lost forever


In a bed of regret


She feels only loss














































































































The Sculptor 





Hiding behind words


I’ve chiseled


A marble image


Until the blood


Dripped down


My fingertips





Until I thought


Perfection’s door


Was left ajar


For love’s unsettled wind





To reach inside


My hollow chest


And draw out


My impalpable heart





A heart whose hinges


Don’t quite fit


The frame







































































Trees





Dark roots digging deep


Into the rich, verdant soil


With leaves whispering


























































































































Fragrance





She unfolds herself


Petal by shining petal


And reveals her soul


























































































































Morning Meditation





Drinking coffee, rubbing


Morning from my eyes


Sit in silence


Nothing moves, only wind


Soft murmuring


Lilacs bloom





Rain comes,


An on and off dance


I listen to it all





































































































Song Of Love





There can not be a greater song


Than the song of love


Carried on the breeze


A message of wine


Drifting on


A lonely sea





Now that you’ve come back


To me I am forever the guest


In love’s eternal Inn





































































































The First Kiss





Awakened


By the first kiss


Of dawn


I arise


From a bed


Of dreams


And am dazzled


As I draw


 Open the curtains





I watch


The flight


Of a butterfly





Her wings


Prismatic


Glowing


Suffused with beauty





Now alighted


On a branch


Of white


Plum blossoms





She lifts


The pink light


Of dawn


Up into the morn





And I stretch


Out my arms


Across an ocean


To greet her
































Secret Grove





Here, in a secret


Grove, buried inside my heart


Love’s jewel lies hidden


























































































































Butterfly Wings





She sings; butterflies


Fill the sky with images


Lovers in the clouds


























































































































Morning Coffee





I see her moving


From bedroom into kitchen


I smell the coffee


























































































































Heavenly Love





As I sit


And write


Under


A ceiling fan


She plants


A kiss


Upon my brow





And her lips


Turn my blood


Into purple petals


Cascading


Free falling


Wonder


Whirling


Into soft pools


Of light





There are vistas


Of rainbows


Lying fallow


In the depths


Of my heart





Refrain





Her lips again:


Purple stained


Hyacinth


Lost


Wind chimes


Tinkling





I close


My eyes


And wait


For Psyche


To lift me


Into heaven






































































































































To _ _ _ _





To the one who walks in love,


Her music softer than the clouds above


I have listened and I have seen,


A kiss blown from love’s eternal stream





This kiss has touched my soul,


With its sweetness; its beauty magnified tenfold


Now tears are falling from my eyes,


My lips have become prayerful with sighs





You see, the years have not been kind,


And I am like a prophet who wanders blind


In a world of cruel stares and deafening cries


A world of twisted loss - a world of wicked lies





But I will take this kiss from you now,


Place it in my heat, where there


I swear it shall glow













































































Raindrops





The abrupt word


Has fallen


From my lips


The rash gesture


The rose


Sent too soon





I walk home


In rain


Watch the thick drops


Splashing into puddles





I hear the splash


Echo


I know full well


That I will sleep


Alone





Restless, I wander


The maze


Of dreams


Asleep


I toss and turn


Till dawn





Waking 


I feel her kiss


Pressed


Upon my naked


Chest





Then her light


Flees


Into the rising sun





I rise to meet her


To hold in metaphor


What in reality


Can never


Be











Flamenco Dancer





Ah, my eyes are full of fire tonight


Full of red wine, full of bubbling


Amorous desire


For the one I am watching,


For my Flamenco dancer





she sways her hips of earthy desire,


To the rippling notes of the guitarist’s romanza


My lovely, my beautiful Flamenco dancer





As I sit at a table in the corner


Of the Cafe Del Rio


She catches my eyes - the fire


Of my life sinks within


As I watch the arabesque tale


She weaves with her arms so well


My sweet, my sensuous Flamenco dancer





She clicks her spiked heels


 Upon the sawdust floor


She snaps her castanets 


Like a wild siren


A siren of unpardonable desire


My lustful Flamenco dancer





My horse, my palomino 


She is kicking her heels


She wants to ride the wind


Through the canyons of twilight


Astride the starry night


With me and my Flamenco dancer





She does not belong to me


This I know


But I can not help myself


I jump up from my table


I rush to the side of my Flamenco dancer


I take her in my arms with wild abandon


And I carry her away





With the guns of her lover


Shooting to kill me


As I steal away with my Flamenco dancer


Now we are riding


So swiftly through the night


And she is laughing, laughing with delight


My lovely, my wild Flamenco dancer


Not caring if it is wrong or right


We travel into the heavens


We travel out of sight




















































































































Flames





Flames licking me


With tongues of fire





Flames engulfing me


With endless desire





Flames swirling in my mind


Like the burning leaves of fall





Flames rushing over me


The all consuming fire!





Flames of sacred love


When last I held her by the hearth





Flames of explosive ecstasy


Igniting soul’s most intimate embrace





Flames erupting


Overflowing the mountains, the valleys





Furious flames of forbidden pleasures


As I enter in the secret gates of darkness





Hidden flames as I speak


With the lustful eyes of Aphrodite





Flames as we wrestle in a bed of lust


Flames of ever mounting cries of orgasmic release





Flames, flames, flames, the I awaken -


Back from the river of endless dreams and visions





The flames of sunlight


Invade my inner being





Flames arising from the sea


Flames falling from the sky





Flames of love - flames of passion


Are swallowing me whole





I am lost to flames


Moonlight





Quiet moonlight flows


And the night


Full of a thousand stars


























































































































Your shadow





I have walked


Beside you


Down the coast


And listened to the waves


Wash upon the shore





I am the silence


Between your breaths





I am the sun


That melts


Into the shimmering waves


Of your smooth flowing thighs





When you are alone


I am the soft music


You hear


Which soothes your soul





I am the pulse


Of your beating heart





I am the flowers


Of your delicate brush strokes


The wetness of your parted lips





I have always been with you


I am your shadow















































Haiku Dream





Now I cup my hands


Watching sand slip through my palms


Into the blue sea



































































































































The Book of Sorrow





Looking at her eyes


I read the book of sorrow


And felt her cold stare

















































































































Promises





A promise was held


In her heart for many years


Reflections of stone


























































































































Naked





Her beauty now fades


Into the light of the dawn


One last chance to see
































































































































Fall





In the vagrant leaves


Trembling outside my window


I hear your secret


























































































































Pleasure Grove





In a pleasure grove


Tonight I call you lover


Of starlit beauty


























































































































Bliss





Silent blissful sky


I recall the falling leaves


The mists of heaven


























































































































Dream





I dream of you, here


Where the water meets the sky


My lonely heart dwells


























































































































Eternal





Worlds will pass away


Time’s sickle will sweep the night


But love lasts forever





























































































































Lost





She parts her warm lips


To the soft, caressing night


Now lost inside her





























































































































Wanting





I want your hot kiss


Planted passionately


In my ear





I want your beautiful eyes


Looking deeply


Into the hidden depths


Of my soul





I want you to wet me


With secret moisture





I want to be your ocean


I want to break upon your shore





I want to feel myself merging


With the power of your thighs





I want to be sunrise


And glow upon your face





I want to burst into you


With love’s furious power





I want you to want me


As you’ve never


Wanted someone before





I want you, my love












































Tantra





Fire at the base of spine ignites


Passions splendor





Power rising - a slithering serpent


Tongue of blue flame


Engulfing us - mystic vibrations


Surge like waves





Upon the shores of your breasts


The sand melts hot


The lava of blue volcanoes


Spraying the womb


Of joy





We are falling into pools of light


With a white dragon’s breath


Our passions melding


Into one





Then the sweet dream


As we roam through tender


Nights


Our souls now sealed


With a kiss



























































Seduction





They offer you flesh


And this they call eternal


Yet men are drowning


























































































































Feeling Trees





Feel the love of trees


Embraced by the morning light


I am one with these


























































































































Untitled





Lover, if ever you’re alone


On a clear frost bitten night





And, for the life of you


The sweet solace of sleep


Seems a thousand miles away





Look out among the stars,


For the one that bears your name





As I whisper with wind,


Dream swirling dreams


Of  the white light


Falling softly


Like snow





Into the silence of your heart
















































































The Kiss





With one long, deep kiss


Draw in my soul through your lips


Stain our love with wine


























































































































Zen Flesh, Zen Bones





Walking in solitude,


Through a crowded world,


Searching for peace and rest





The Buddha says, ‘This is my flesh.’





Spiraling downward


A shaft of lightning


Strikes a graveyard stone





The Buddha says, ‘These are my bones.’




























































































Sonata





Just as the violin sonata


I hear in the mornings


Fresh from the shower


Sunlight breaking


In waves


Of pure motion


Upon the holy river of consciousness





Just as I recall


Your lingering


Kiss upon the night


When the lights were turning


To stardust and magic pinions


Opened to tremulous ecstasy





I knew the last note


Was there in the distance


On a road I had never walked


On a day I would always remember





As being more luminous


Than all the rest





Because it held the secret 


That was you
























































Subhuti’s Flowers





What is emptiness?


The god’s have showered flowers


Upon the naked grass


























































































































The Touch Of Her Hand





The touch of her hand


Thrills my soul with dark delight


Like ghosts of the night





The kiss of her lips


Are colder than snow or ice


Soft lips I loved





Her love was stronger


Than a cold, cold graveyard’s wind


Pulling at my soul





Now I too am cold


Buried neath a dark star’s light


I lie with my love






















































































Lady Of Moonlight





Lady of moonlight


Trapped in halls of shadow


Her heart in sorrow





Angels sing afar


A sad melody of loss


While a breeze whispers





Soon her lonely tears


Will be dried at heaven’s gate


As she walks with Christ





Like a broken bird


Whose wings have now been healed


She will fly in song





And I will listen


Remembering the true love


I found in her arms










































































A Lovely Day





Today is a lovely day -


The sky is pure blue,


And sunlight streams


Through my window pane





Gone are my cloudy thoughts,


Full of darkness and shame





My heart turns around,


To find a beautiful smile


My mind recalls the image,


Of a woman’s beautiful eyes





Full of liquid warmth -


And the first blush of spring





And her lips of cherry red,


Are just waiting to be kissed


As her aching arm’s desire,


Search through the mist





For the body of her lover -


Who is just a dream away






























































Haiku For Lovers





You taste of morning


And the sun, after cool rain


Runs down your body





Your kiss is passion


And the hunger of my soul


Is the thirst of our lips





Touching the rainbow


Melting like watercolors


Upon life’s canvas


































































































The Scent Of You





The scent of you still lingers


Fresh in my memory


It tingles lightly like the scent


Of orange peels,


Or like the scent of incense


Burning as we made love


Until the break of day





The scent of your hair,


Like a thousand intoxicating blossoms


Made me drunk on the vine


Of love’s forever bloom





The scent of coffee,


Which was of exotic blends


And the taste of your mouth,


Still linger in my dreams





The dreams you so deftly


Crushed with your ‘Goodbye.’







































































Song





Oh melodious warbler,


Singing on the topmost branch


Of the tree outside my window





May there never be a shade


Drawn between you and me


For who but you can express


The beauty that lies hidden


Within the sanctuary of my soul?





And who but you can express


The love I feel, locked inside


The secret chambers of my heart?




























































































Dreaming





I kissed her lips


And fell through fields of clover


Into her soft arms





Now we lay naked


Covered by the dawn and moss


We whisper silence














































































































Melodic Airs





In soft, silent airs


That travels the winds


Of the spring’s fertility


I heard the songs of forever





In the deep whispers


Of the night,


The stars shone down


Upon my weary soul





And joy swept


Through the rhythmic


Beating of my heart


And for a brief moment





I felt the blessedness


Of each unfolding leaf,


The deep vernal heat


Spread o’er my body





And this was worship -


Enough for a lifetime


However long or short


It might be



























































Time’s Question





The luminous glow


Of the night sky -


The frosted trees,


The wind crying


In discordant agony





I walk alone


The ice laden streets


Wondering why


Asking myself,


If there is a meaning





Or are my thoughts


Disturbed


Like fleeting shadows





Trying to escape


Their own corruption?













































































Who Am I?





Who am I without your love?


Just a cloud drifting


Across the face


Of the sun





Who am I without your embrace?


Just a leaf floating


Down the restless


Waters of a river


Into the sea





Who am I to question or doubt?


That the very fabric


Of my existence


Quivers in the storm


Of my live





Without the mere touch


Of your hand





I am nothing


If not the song of the wind


Which echoes of summer nights





Without your eyes to haunt


My dreams in the mist


I would be lonely


And reaching





For empty questions ... questions


That not even the stars in the sky


Could answer



































Mists Of Time





Through the purple mist of time,


I can see her dancing by the sea


Her beauty is a distant melody,


I keep playing over and over again


In my head - along with swirling


Rivers of rain





I listen to the quiet echoes,


I hear her footsteps coming


Closer to my front porch,


I wait with quiet expectation


Along with wonder and awe


At the naked stars





Envisioning her soft eyes,


And her even softer caress





Is it a dream I seek?













































































Redolent Leaves





When the cold wind rattles,


The doors in their frames


And the children tremble,


It’s then I get to thinking


There’s something  inside,


Where my weariness hides





I know little of life’s pages,


Nor can I know where hell ends


Or even where heaven begins





But I do know the heartache,


That comes in the darkest hour


When boundless wind shatters


The last vestige of falling leaves


That now lies dormant and hidden,


In the snowy bosom of the earth





While the grass waits patiently,


To burst back into the dawn,


And claim an everlasting victory


In the hour of its fragile birth

































































Anonymous





I wrote you a love poem -


But I was afraid to send it


I bought you a wild rose -


But I was afraid to give it





And no one knew of my love,


Except the night of a thousand stars


That looked and laughed and sang,


But I was afraid to listen





Afraid you would not accept


My humble offerings -


Then time ravaged my body


And you were gone





But then I heard from a friend


Who knew you, he said you said


That you had loved me too,


And that you were afraid to speak





So you waited and waited and waited,


Till the lonely sea swallowed up our names

































































Alone





I have walked those dreadful walks,


When the sky fell away into the deep


I have drawn a curtain between myself,


And the weary blood stained world of lies





I have asked myself those difficult questions


As the rain pelted the earth - I felt alone


Within the boundaries of my mortal existence,


I pondered the inconstancy of a lover’s wiles





And when I looked at my feet I saw a snake,


It was writhing and it hissed and stared


Into the oblique silence of the night,


Where I walked as a wraith to the coming dawn

























































































Unbroken Silence





You’ve not looked into my eyes,


Or spoken to me in weeks


When we lie in bed together


I can not feel the warmth


Of your flesh - so I cried


Silent tears as moonlight


Flowed into the shadows


Of what were once fond memories





You drink your coffee


As if your mind is still


Captured in a world of dreams


I ask myself if I still


Love you - but I feel the void


Between us growing


And it frightens me





Outside the wind sweeps away


What are the last vestiges


Of what were once beautiful leaves


Tinted by the golden rays of autumn


Now I watch you leave - you take


Your hat and coat and woolen scarf


The one I bought you for Christmas





Later, I know you will call


To tell me that you will be


Staying late at the office,


When finally you do return


I will smell the faint odor


Of your infidelity upon your shirt





And I wonder how much longer


It will last, now that our words


Have fallen into silence, 


Now that my heart is lost and broken




















The Winepress





If I could speak of it,


To the wind and the sea


It would be the sound


Of your name





Returning to my heart


Like a lost sunset,


Or a long forgotten dream





And tomorrow it would be


The taste of your lips,


Like purple grapes warmed


In the winepress of my passion




























































































Sea Gull At Brighton





Though the sun is brightly shining,


Over the glossy waves of the sea


My love, she lies buried and pining,


In a tomb by a grave she calls to me





I have walked alone this empty shore,


With a shy camera in my trembling hand


Taking pictures, as the dead implore


The living wings at a gull’s command





I talk to him at his mysterious ease,


His swift beauty is his strength to fly


I lift my camera in the autumn breeze,


As he spreads his gray wings to try





To fool me, but in a flash I know him,


Our spirits merge, and the sun grows dim
















































































A Lover’s Fantasy





I no longer feel myself to be alone,


As I go wandering through the night


My vision of the heart has grown


Ebullient wings - I have taken flight





A cascade of stars are trailing


Behind my soul - at the speed of light


A flash!  And then the murmuring


Of sweet streams of perpetual moonlight





Awash, in the immense beauty


Of each gleam - I softly send


My thoughts to her - a sounding sea


Of silence; I sing to my new friend





For now I dance upon the foam,


And with her love I roam
















































































Night’s Curtain





My dreaming eyes


Pull back the dull,


Gray curtain of night





Revealing as sky


Of wonder





Scintillating starlight,


Dancing colors of blooms


Fresh with the dawn’s light


As blushing fountains


Rush towards me





I open to their ecstatic dance


Petal by shining petal,


Alive with dew coursing


Through my veins





I unfold fragile wings,


As I await the coming


Light of spring




































































Whispers





Ripples of moonlight


Upon the waters of a lake


Whispers faintly heard


























































































































Waiting





See the autumn trees


Heavy with the leaves of fall


Waiting for the wind


























































































































Leaves 





Sky of burning leaves


A spinning gyre of wind


Just beyond my grasp


























































































































Thy Wine





Drunk deep of the vine


After the tasting is done


Who will say divine?


























































































































Rain





Softly touching my face


Dancing in and out of time


I feel her embrace


























































































































Fire





Flames flicker brightly


Thrown by the hands of the wind


Wild fire seeks me


























































































































Shadows





Shadows of the moon


Feeling your warmth - your embrace


Calls me from my sleep


























































































































Eyes





I look into your eyes


Not quite the eyes of lovers


They feel so alone


























































































































Spirit





The spirit that dwells


Within the heart of matter


Also dwells in me


























































































































Deception





I had a friend


Who led me


Into a blind alley





Then he pointed 


To a closed window


Where I saw


The silhouette


Of two lovers


Locked in a wild embrace





“There’s my wife,”  he said


“Last night she told me


How much she loved me,


Now tonight


She’s in someone else’s arms.”





Then I watched


A lonely tear roll


Down his cheek





We two walked away


In silence





But before we said


Goodnight


I looked into his eyes





And saw the pain





I didn’t know


That lust


Could be stronger


Than love





I was young





I didn’t know


What else to say


So I left him





And went to walk alone


By the crashing waves of the sea


Change Of Heart





Looking to the stars


With a thousand questions


I sat silently by the sea





Quietly the waves rolled


In and out





Till morning found me


Looking differently


No longer drifting





In my doubt





No longer disturbed


By the broken bits of pain


And the love I dearly sought





But learned to live without













































































New York In Winter





I can not account for myself


In winter





I simply have nothing to do -


And I’ve nothing to show


For my life, except these scars


That run like deep ridges


Across the lengthening shadows


Of my days





My heart looks like the picture


Of a heart wrapped in thorns -


I bleed profusely without


Much hope of resurrection





Love has come and gone -


Yet it still remains undiminished


Though its grief strikes


A plaintive ringing of bells


Within an azure sky of dreams





If only I were a cloud,


Wandering across the sky


I would be fully contented


With my ephemeral nature





Instead of wandering alone


At night, through the empty streets


Until I see a sad cafe





Where no one save myself


Wants to sit and linger


Over coffee and the poem


Which lies trembling


In my fingertips





Yet, when I look up


The winter sky


Proclaims itself


To be blameless


Like the dawn




















Wild As Daffodils





There's a hill somewhere


Covered by daffodils





And I have envisioned


You lying there, bedazzled


Under cascades of sunlight





Washed to whiteness


By a soft spring rain


Whose drops splashed





Upon the yellow trumpets


That echoed your glow


And parted your lips





That waited in tenderness


As wild as daffodils

















Night





The night is filled with tender love songs,


And said refrains - the stars sparkle in splendor


I dream of her eyes as far away as distant stars


I wish the waves of my mind could wash


Upon the shore of her body - she smiles


And volumes of words are shamed to silence


I walk the lonely streets thinking -


My mind is lost in thoughts of her,


As my heart pounds out the rhythmic


Cadences of her name - she becomes my prayer


The peace of my heart, and the beauty


Of this star filled night, endless as a sea


Becomes like a vast silence in my soul





