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The Song of the Priest

Calvary cold in the morning

Dreams of love deep into night

Lying bare at the heavens

Blood and wine in my mind.

Knees in the ground

Head bowed in shame

Rings, rings and vows

He should see me now

Golden flames, colored seas

Starry eyes enclosed in clouds

Hands embrace, lips caressing

There’s blood and wine deep in my mind

Knees in the ground

Head bowed in shame

Rings, rings and vows

He should see me now

Early dawn in the morning

There’s a man; he calls my name

Face the sun in the morning

Two hours left, we’ll soon be gone

Hey, where’ve you gone?

Hey, where will you be?

Rings, rings and vows.

He will see me now.

The Kineret

Pink and blue fingers

Caressing rolling, rolling sands.

Rolling sands that dive

Into the rich and cleansing blue

Into that calming solitude.

Long, lonely ripples

That heave and rise

Into waves that lap

And lick at the crunching

Sands; the welcoming shore.

And out of the clear 

Blue of that lake

A long body glides.

Long, gentle hands

Pushing firmly at the sparkling blue.

A gentle peace,

A warming truth

As day deepens into night

With a whisper of security.

Eternity of Forever

Rays of moonlight and sonata

As the blue dark envelopes

And caresses.

Soft, gentle blue,

Deep and intense as moonlight

And stars seep into the soul.

Entwining, enclasping, enfolding

As the room spins and twirls

And the thick blue waves

And enriches.

Deep, dark, blue sobs

And an eternity of forever.

The Palm of My Hand

It was not a long while ago

That when I turned my head

I was whole.

That the hand that clasped mine

Was, in fact, my palm.

It was not a long while ago

When friendship was true

And warm.

And that two souls

Blended and met quite naturally.

And yet. It seems

I lie and exist as half.

As half a soul I hide

In cold and

I am deceived

By the strength of time.

