
    At Callahan Creek

At Callahan Creek those years ago 

Our children’s laughter floated in tufts
Of cotton spun of trees in midsummer,
Like cold clear water tumbles over stone;
We slide, collide and laugh; clasp hands

Lean against the current, knee high,
In white tennis shoes you slip and fall

And float and shiver and clamber out.

At Callahan Creek we were wild;
in the mountain cedar forest.
I said I was surely once a rainbow trout.
You mixed a daiquiri apiece with Spanish bitters;

Sun dreams and snow peaks, timelessness and sand.

We sat on rocks, slender bodies, bronze in the daylight.
Stream-songs. With nothing to hide. 
At Callahan Creek we made love

Until the tent stakes pulled loose.

We washed under the full moon

In gooseflesh cold Callahan Creek.

Bodies suspended like salmon in pools

We lightly bump each other

With a tingle before we die.
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