

CALL TO EROS
Dreams and mountains come to me
life knows no serenity. 
  Gentle breeze blows down her course 
and stirs the mighty sea.

From clay emerges many forms. 
  The earth brings forth a tree.

    I plunge within her mighty core 


and meet the endless sea.



     Man draws his sword in agony

      and thrusts its hollow blade 

to kill the dreaded curse.

The stream turns red

The well is dry

The soil bums beneath his feet. 

Natures grain is ground to dust 





    beneath his fearful cleat, 




           Death's destruction bursts 





   as fire as the masses eat.

Is there but one



 whose key doth know eternity



and one whose soil



can grow a tree



where birds can sing



and breezes stir



and waters flow



beneath her feet?
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