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A Copper River Raven
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Dark wings, coal black tail,

High above the river,

On a thermal you sail.

Raven flying high over me,

How far have you gone?

As far as the cold gray sea?

Watching us all come and go,

Summer and winter,

Above the Copper’s flow.
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The Call
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For Edward. He heard and answered.

Have you answered the call?

It comes like the trembling of a leaf,

A slight whisper through the grass,

Sound of a sword pulled from its sheath.

As the hiss of a snake, the rattle of brass.

How will you answer the call?

A whisper in the heather, in the blood,

Turn this way turn that, hear the swirl,

The call born of need comes in a flood,

Along the heights hear the pipes skirl,

Will you hear the call?

The somber sounds of an ancient battle,

Some turn and run some heed the call,

It will come to all the feared death rattle.

Die young die old, all wear the death shawl.

Do you hear the call?
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From a Son to His Father on the Occasion of His First Major Screw Up As a Man.


[image: ]


You were always careful with my small body,

wiping gently when I was wet and snotty.

Forgive me for stepping on your heart,

I didn't think it would all fall apart.

God was kind when he gave me to you,

your love always sees me through. 

Father, I'm asking for your grace, 

on those times I move at too fast a pace. 

Have patience with the dumb things I do,

it's hard living up to a man like you.
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To a Soul Full of Fire.
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Don’t speak to me of placid, 

That's not my love. 

Courage, that word is valid.

Passion resides in that soul, 

When you feel so greatly

It does take its toll.

Anger for the lost, compassion.

A yearning to protect the broken

A position no longer in fashion.

This one may dissolve in the crucible

It's better to burn with desire

Than give up to what is suitable. 
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On A Lousy Anniversary
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Another day, another year,

It doesn’t help,

To say you’re not here.

It doesn’t help to lose it,

Tears don’t help,

But how do I quit?

I hate this time of year.

Nothing can help,

It’s gonna get one more tear.
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Night Flower


[image: ]


Tentatively petals unfurl at sundown,

Pale gossamer lace hidden from sunlight,

Clothed in silver light as a dressing gown.

Night holds the sweetest heavenly scent,

Cloaked by darkness the fairest hides,

I search the shadows until night is spent.

Tomorrow will find me searching the night,

Hope blossoms at sundown, perhaps tonight.

Again, the search of the night is in vain.

Hands empty, heart aching from the quest,

The queen of the night eludes me again.

Where are you love I continually seek?

You hide from me in the shadows,

The daylight finds me tired and weak.

Tomorrow will find me searching the night,

Hope blossoms at sundown, perhaps tonight.
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Golden Bloom
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A rare melody, it's my swan song,

Every breath perfumes the air,

It fills my lungs luring me on.

Is it a love spell you're weaving?

They say pull away, I will not.

Your sweetness keeps me believing.

I dream of your delectable perfume,

I'm told don't be stupid, it's just illusion

She's a devil in an angel costume.

But when you come into my room,

You've the lush scent I must have,

To me you're life, my heady golden bloom.
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Build the Heat
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Love my fingers walking up your knee,

When that look’s in your eye

There’s no place I’d rather be.

The cards are too close to your vest,

Drop it a little, let me have a peek,

Just a little lower, give me the rest.

We both know,

you’re going to let go.

Build the heat,

make it sweet.

Stuff your hand way up under my shirt,

Stroke me real slow and easy,

You make me needy, you little flirt.

Sugar, you’ve got my attention,

Those pretty lips of yours,

Really increase the tension.

We both know,

you’re going to let go.

Build the heat,

make it sweet.
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