Portrait of a photographer

on one knee

to capture this sunlight
from which not even the

boulder’s darkest face,

once contorted in scowl,
can hide.
Neither could the school

boys resist the urge

to shed their bags and
climb, so magnificent their
sprig forms pulled taut

I am reminded

of the mountain goat, who,
in desperation,
can scale a straight

dam for salt, and they

for the pearl-roundness of
children’s laughter below.
This is the picture

worth your kneeling:



Dark monument of earth
interrupted
by hands and feet chasing

Ecstasy.



