
HEART OF THE MOUNTAIN

    Run away dear heart to the distant mountain,

  Where sparkling reaches of frozen beauty



   melt into rushing torrents.

There spring waters caress stones and pebbles
on her path to the sea.



There I meet you


Bare feet resting in cool pools of silence

Rainbow’s arch now presses back the storm,



opening gates of sunlight 


amid the shadow of the tempest.



There you stand,

    arms outstretched to embrace 

    the fire of the setting sun.


    Run away dear heart,


gather up the beams of light

and the glimmering stars of night,
Where cool breezes settle into quiet darkness.

Owls awaken.

  Coyotes voices pierce the sleeping hillside.
Rest dear heart beside the dying coals of fire

once blazing hot against the leaves and branches.

 Rest til morning breaks anew in shimmering coolness,

awakening the quiet fury of a spring morning.


There I wait for you beside the bubbling brook and buds awakening.
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