Up In the Mountains by Eric Robertson

Misty mountains wait before me; they anticipate my story: for they’ve seen it all before and surely more as time goes by.

Agelessly they stand there brooding; persistently their fogs’ intruding, pierce my soul as skin of pudding: away my courage, it does fly.

The mountains’ glaciers are the frozen tears of years that make me cry –

But the climb, I still must try.

For more poetry like this and other projects visit my website, 

Wherein I am continually adding content:

http://www.geocities.com/sanquangi/index.htm
For more info you can e-mail me at: sanquangi@yahoo.com
My message phone: (206) 279 - 3989

