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Waterfall
Watching the water fall heavily around you,

Moulding its gentle stillness into your beauty,

My body, bathing in your refreshing waters,
Warms to the sight of your coolness.
The cave behind you entices me

And engulfs me unlovingly, forcing me;

No! I lie; it’s my greed which tempts me,
And my will that falls for its lure.

My fall fractures my stature;
Reduced to lowly levels my mind re-wanders

Its trodden paths toward your river,

Flowing fleet-footed through the fields.

I blow my sails, and climb my mountain,

So I can see myself from above my soul.

My vicissitudes violate and a void emerges vilely.

Then, your sunrise arrives and de-shadows th’abyss.
I find myself, on top of your mountain, 

Through your woods, walking. 
I come to the edge and peer into your pool, 

Soon rising with you through your waterfall.

