
Quindon Tarver, Poem song
I Like to Call You My Wild Horse(And Feed You Silver Sage ?)I'd Like to Paint My Poems WithDesert Tongued Clay Across Her BackAnd Ride You Savagely As the Sweet and Southern WindThrough Green and Wild KentuckyI'd Like to Make You My Secret SongBlaze and Dark and Red in the OrchardsAnd I Would Steal Away to Watch the WayYour Silver Belly Bends and Bows Beneath MeI'd Make You My Wings in the Foothills of MontanaMy Lover in the Oceans of the WorldI'd Make You... of ChildrenAnd I Would Scatter You Across My Green Memories of HomeI'd Make You My Hungry ValleyAnd Sow Your Golden Fields and Wheats My OwnIf I Were a PainterI Would Paint You With This NoteSilver Traces On Your SkinAnd If I Were a WriterI Would Write These Words On Your BackIn Desert Tongue Clay, Deep in (Your Wind?) I'd Make You My Secret SongBlazing in the OrchardAnd I Would Steal AwayTo Watch the Way Your Silver BellyBends and Bows Beneath MeI'd Make You My Wings in the Foothills of MontanaMake You My Lover in the Oceans of the WorldI'd Make You My Calico ChildrenAnd I Would Scatter You Across My Green Memories of HomeI'd Be Your Hungry ValleyAnd I'd Sow Your Golden Fields of Wheat My OwnIf I Were a WriterI Would Make You My Wild HorseI'd Paint You Silver Sage and Ride You Savagely Through Green Wild Country
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