Constance

With fire on your face

you wake to meet the morning,

drifting upon the waters of

forgotten heroes and 

forlorn but humble servants

of the Holy, Blissful Mother.

And where is she now?

Dare you ask?

Even as you ache within your heart

for the length, the uncertainty of the journey,

still you believe

in the truth,

the possibility of miracles, 

not because of tradition 

or honor,

not because of desperation

or fear,

but because of love.

Somewhere in your heart you feel love,

never having known its depths,

never having understood its source,

simply its possibility.

All the cathedrals in all their pristine greatness

could never touch you now in quite the same way as I do

each night as you dream upon your wooden bed

of faceless kisses,

tender caresses,

loving arms.

And as I watch you now,

adrift upon the sea of journeys and funerals,

beginnings and endings,

I feel the anticipation within your breast

and know the source of your soul’s longing

is neither rescue nor death

but the simple glow of moonlight,

the bliss of sleep

and the miraculous possibility of dreams.

10/9/01

Sometimes

Sometimes I miss you.

I feel like you came into my life,

turned things upside down,

and then left me to deal with the mess.

Every time I see the falling leaves

I think of you

and remember

how many seasons have passed

since I’ve seen your smile.

I know you love me,

and I know that being on my own is part of what you want for me,

and I know it’s what you

need to do for you

right now,

and it doesn’t hurt

too much,

now,

after all these seasons.

But sometimes when the moon is full,

like my heart,

I miss you,

and I wish we could chase a falling leaf

until it leads us to a drift of snow,

and a field of flowers,

and a sunny afternoon,

and a pile of fallen leaves,

sometimes.

11/27/01

Tonight

Beyond the patiently waiting moon
nothing ever seems to end.
Certainly tonight wouldn't interfere with stars.


10/9/01
The View

When you look into her eyes

and see her determination,

delicious in its intensity,

pure and young,

proud and peaceful,

and the beauty of her joy 

shows how effortlessly 

the soul’s faith can turn

the body’s desire,

you see yourself,

blinded by the beauty of truth,

lingering in the shadows 

of ancient love,

perfect mostly in its honesty,

aching for the chance.

6/19/01

Painless

It’s painless to watch you

as you wander through your speech,

always slightly nervous,

smiling,

explaining why things are not so bad.

And as you turn to leave,

one final word,

and your eyes,

the color of the Atlantic Ocean in July,

catch sight of me,

and your shirt dips gently

in that spot that lies between your shoulder blades

that I’d love just to touch.

It’s painless to watch you…

but it’s difficult not to.

6/19/01

I Regret the Dawn

I regret the dawn

the morning after each night

I’ve spent with you.

I regret the sun

as it looms over my horizon,

impending,

annoying,

harsh,

imposing a morning of brightness,

O heinous fire,

upon my night of dreams and desire.

I regret the river,

in all of its crystalline stillness,

reflecting that wicked sun

in every drop of water,

like a million mirrors 

shining through the windows of my night.

And I regret the fog,

rolling through the budding fields like a dragon’s breath 

intent upon its prey,

toying with thoughts of death,

even as the new life of morning

laps at its heels,

insistent upon a morning,

O hateful morning,

when an extension of the night

would have bothered not a soul

and kept your eyes

sweetly closed

and carelessly filled

with visions of me.

3/29/01

November

Contrast the windswept pines,

whole in spirit and crystalline greatness,

powerful,

sturdy

and upright,

with me…

fragile,

frozen,

bent,

and uncommonly white,

snow and all.

11/29/00
Running Away

There is a spectacular moment,

apart from the sunrise,

in which I run,

you chase me,

and I know how much I mean to you.

11/27/00

Illusions vaporize

into the cracks

below the vacant crowds.

Hush now.

Those desires are dirty,

hateful,

madness,

nothing.

8/20/00

The gold glowing fades

into pale candlelight,

and the playful shadows charm

the precious darkness,

as the silky sea laughs and plays

with the impending night

8/20/00

Adventure

Through the desert of time and distance

my aging desire has been walking

barefoot forever

and 

present always.

Are you real?

Does the hand that reaches for me in my dreams

exist apart from shadows and mists,

starlight and mirrors,

sails and seas?

I’ve been reaching for the moon for years,

grasping at your heart

through mansions and mystery,

space and time,

age and eternity,

sometimes feeling you,

sometimes losing you,

always the adventurer.

Engulf me in the soft, rolling ecstasy.

Surround me with the misty fragments of images of desire,

Rescue me from the giant chasm of ceaseless darkness

that threatens to remove my spirit from yours,

hideously, 

permanently, 

lonely.

Suspend me in the world between yours and mine

for just a little while,

aloft in the silky, hot wind of your desire.

And drape my flesh within the folds of your midnight secrets,

words spoken through kisses,

passion felt through dreams,

storms of the spirit,

as real as the cotton sheets

on which I unfurl our grand adventure.

10/3/00

One small,

sweet laugh

encircles a world of tears

within a glimpse of hot sobriety.

9/30/00

Morning knows of aged pretense,

again loaded with innocence,

still greatly remembered,

looking back for love,

lingering.

10/1/00

The astral sleep-weaver draws her in,

great golden chariot,

awaiting the dark

and cloaking the solemn sphere

with deep,

delicious shadows.

10/4/00

Did you know that you would

find something sweet 

in the years of trials 

and bring something lovely 

home with you?

7/12/00

Reaching towards the moon for years

and knowing those soft,

delicious lifetimes

found within you,

I remain.

7/26/00

A deep shadow hangs

from the fancy veneer

of that delicate heart,

waiting patiently for

pulse and passion.

8/4/00

Through the incredible stillness

of your oblivious eye

my aging desire has been walking,

barefoot,

forever.

8/13/00

A billion bastions

of astral chariots

could not charm the void

that banishes the light

from my love’s heart.

8/14/00

Walking greatly through sadness

you have aged,

remembering all the more certain times

of morning dew 

and lilacs missed.

8/17/00

Candles

In the blue skies of lofty aspirations

and noble intentions you fly,

undaunted,

unchanged,

untouched.

And far below you

lies one pair of adoring eyes,

one set of smiling lips,

one pair of empty arms,

and one grateful heart,

waiting for the moment,

the magick,

the smell,

the time when you will know

how much it means 

that you are still you,

after all this time.

7/3/00

Pine and wood in fog,

cold and moist before morning,

hiding in the mist.

5/28/00

Dew on the roses

reminds me of God’s power

and his great mercy.

5/29/00

Grandeur in the sky,

pointing towards the heavens,

reaching for the stars.

5/31/00

Shades of autumn bright

cast your glow of warmth and light

over all that’s chill.

6/9/00

Clouds of purest white

high above the tallest tree,

canopy of snow.

6/22/00

Learning to keep warm

despite winter’s icy grasp

is to learn of love.

5/16/00

Warm breezes float by

bringing with them memories

of summers with you.

5/17/00

Rippling shades of blue,

dancing dolphins in the sky

and sails in the wind.

5/18/00

The spiral of life

continues to push us forth

with gentle nudges.

5/19/00

Gentle morning rain,

sweetly on my lover’s cheek

fall with tender touch

5/20/00

Gray and purple sky

above a sea of willows

just before black night

5/21/00

Mirror in the pond

reflecting my thoughts of you,

wishing you were here.

5/22/00

Shadows at sunset…

orange and purple fingers

embracing the night.

5/23/00

Again beside the roaring sea

red-rimmed sunsets laugh and play

as the right of day diminishes

into ancient dreams of blackness.

10/23/00

Souls conceived of truth

kisses found unheralded,

desire spent from gratification,

unforbidden lovemaking,

celebrated oblivion,

and the universe is pleased.

3/10/01

Spring greens and Summer yellows

pass to the reds of Autumn,

and the silent white of Winter,

anchoring colorless time

in the glorious rainbow of the seasons.

3/11/01

That winter

the sea sadly scattered

her frothy wake

about the moonlit

house on the moors,

silent and forlorn,

determined and dying.

3/14/01

Perfect on a leaf

Tender touch of all things sweet

Color in the wind.

5/5/00

Frozen crimson touch.

Fire and ice together blend

hearts within one soul.

5/6/00

White and pure as snow,

winter feels herself alive,

though her death seems clear.

5/7/00

Stormy fingers latch

onto the neck of nature

like the hand of God.

5/8/00

Nature’s nuptial gift

beheld through all the ages,

waiting for a bride.

5/9/00

Magic

Piercing magic,
strong,
enduring,
and stealthy
will keep the 
prowling shadows
away tonight,
but no amount of magic
could ever stay this
wandering heart.

2/6/02
Sleep, O darling child,

wrapped within my loving arms,

warm breath on your hair.

5/10/00

Touching with our hearts,

you and I will always be

bonded by our love.

5/12/00

Angel gently sleep.

All of heaven waits for you

somewhere in your dreams.

5/14/00

Sunshine on the dew,

moonlight on the quiet pond,

these speak ceaseless words.

5/15/00

Childhood adventurers,

crossing sometimes between streets of poplars

or juniper fences

and once between oceans of weed-grown lawns,

pirates ourselves,

laughing constantly.

7/7/00

Within the sparkling moon,

ceaseless heavens

and ever-changing stars,

I found a way to see and know

my inner development,

outwards, inwards and upwards…

towards love.

6/22/00

I seek those long, frail afternoons

of sodden, gray, impending desire,

returning to meet me,

gone so long,

as a soft, silky fog.

6/14/00

Whimsical memory,

occasionally weaving broken recollections

or misty fragments

into soft dreams of tumbling ecstasy,

scattered images of fond desire

or giant chasms of bottomless tragedy.

6/6/00

Grandeur in the sky,

pointing towards the heavens,

reaching for the stars.

5/31/00

Dew on the roses

reminds me of God’s power

and his great mercy.

5/29/00

Pine and wood in fog,

cold and moist before morning,

hiding in the mist.

5/28/00

Rest softly

under the tranquility

of the fragile,

branching water garden.

Listen

and watch,

as life sleeps peacefully in the shade.

6/1/00

Stirred repeatedly

by Grandmother’s slender hand,

love-sweetened lemonade,

sweltering citrus summer.

5/31/00

Their strange, sweet song just happened,

like the baker’s sweets,

deliciously wrapped

in nice little French bags.

5/29/00

Contorted aspirations,

found within our very blood,

spinning unbalanced into abandonment,

flinging hesitations into tomorrow

and releasing reservations into quiet, 

lost words.

5/28/00

More and more,

power is overflowing the plate,

turning soft words 

into deep-fried globs of 

hardened privilege

and missed opportunity.

5/23/00

Suspended in this moment,

for all the still pasts,

warm present

and laughing time beyond,

I extend myself to you in love,

continuous,

now and always.

5/21/00

Whispering something

never to be known,

you thought you heard her 

saying something,

wanting someone,

long, delicious feeling.

5/21/00

Silky, warm wind,

delicious, morning secrets,

wild, hot showers

and immensely deep desire…

a soft summer love song.

5/20/00

Deep inside I found the soft,

frayed edges 

of a quiet spirit,

bursting into my dreams

and pushing me through.

5/19/00

Stained-glass smiles have marinated you,

as elegant veils,

wizards,

doves 

and electric wolves

ruined the sanctuary 

of your sacred soul.

5/18/00

Well-groomed is my desire,

rooted in the soft demarcations

of your fluid walk,

transforming your smile

into some delicious brandy,

under whose influence 

I am certain and steady.

5/17/00

Love,

found buried below illusion,

quickly vaporizes laziness,

pointed madness,

racist eyes

and hateful faces

into the sweetest redemption.

5/16/00

To break out of the longest drought,

look beyond reality

and touch the smallest hope

on the furthest moon

still feels like heaven,

after all this time.

5/15/00

Their dance defined the solar system,

particles in time,

circled by starlight,

interlinking hands

with the perfect fingers of god.

5/14/00

No imperfection knows her,

only her eyes soothing and pure,

her hands, graceful and strong,

her aroma,

familiar, intricate vapor.

5/13/00

The gently purring calico

quietly attests to the insignificance of time,

firmly suspended on the mantle by the window,

silky,

still

and warm.

5/12/00

Stephanie’s Song
Lilting night breeze,

carry this soft song of rapture

past crimson mountaintops,

through indigo forests,

into shallow pools of glass,

where my thoughts of you 

are quietly reflected

as lovely melodies 

of neon fire.

5/8/00

Where nature’s glistening moisture forms,

the sun betrays her fiery glance,

and such soft mysteries as these,

within the folds of mother’s quilt,

must quickly run away

to find the secrets

that they left behind.

5/9/00

Under the windlicking willows,

beyond the peaceful, silver stream’s cool banks

I walk alone,

lost in one, delicious afternoon,

living somewhere quiet,

asleep in warm forgetfulness.

5/10/00

Shipwrecked by desire,

surrounded by the sea,

trapped in despair

and drowning in doubt,

the bitter thunder chortles,

waves rebound

and the lightening falls too late on me.

5/11/00

Talking to ourselves,

foolish phrases,

loyal posturing,

and we miss nothing,

listening blindly

to the puzzled, little voices.

5/6/00

Worldly angels,

feeling afraid,

always confused,

without crime,

save looking, 

fully apostate,

for some better state of Heaven.

5/5/00

Desire waits patiently

in the drought

of the truest heaven tonight,

calm,

yet certainly beyond reward.

5/4/00

Laughing, gray waters

carry my lonely song,

folded gently,

sealed truly

by love’s finest vessel:

the ageless, rolling sea.

5/3/00

Droplets of desire softly fall,

glistening transformations

in a lake of secret miracles,

never betraying my love.

5/2/00

Lull-a-bye

Night scenes,

sprinkling moonbeams

on one delicious moment with you,

trapped in a tiny smile,

a dainty butterfly-dream,

tickling me like your touch,

living in my stomach

like you live in my thoughts.

4/29/00

Eve

In the blackness of the new moon I lie,

unaware of my nakedness,

feeling nothing of the wound within my belly,

heedless of the hands holding in my stomach,

oblivious to the warm, red liquid on my fingers

and the indignant vultures flying overhead.

I can hear the sound of rushing water,

and I can smell the green grass growing next to my face.

I can feel the weight of my desire,

and I can see the color of my shame.

All I ever wanted was to be someone 

who could make you proud.

I wonder what color that would be.

1/14/00

Seeing Athena Naked

I reached for the apple,

and suddenly life became dark.

Lightening broke the sky

into a thousand, mirrored pieces.

Waves of flame engulfed my limbs

like wild and hungry vipers,

and a host of angry scarabs

clamored at my face,

until I retreated in terror,

crouched and shivering,

desperate and crying,

in the very furthest corner of your house.

I don’t believe in questions without answer,

truth without knowledge

or gods beyond reach.

I don’t believe I should die just because I chose to know you;

but how can I find you in this darkness?

How can I touch you?

I can barely see you.

Shivering in this corner like a lost and hungry child,

I’m so angry with you.

If you would but speak the words, this darkness would flee.

If you would but sing the mantra, my spirit would delight in your music.

If you would but release this vortex, search for the sword

and cut down your terrible tree,

its fruit would no longer tempt me,

and maybe I could find some

fleeting moment of peace,

peace in purpose,

escape in meaning,

truth in love.

I need to be someone’s because,

someone’s knowledge,

someone’s why.

I choose you.

I want my life to be your how,

my eyes to be your vision,

my heart to be your courage,

my soul to be your spirit

and my purity to be your reason.

Please make me your means.

2/12/00

Raining Warm

It was raining warm the night we met,

and never in my wildest dreams 

could I have imagined you.

Through the shadowed woods you came to me,

moonlight dancing off your linen folds,

reflected in your determined eyes.

Before I caught my breath

you were at my side,

taking me from the fields of sleep,

setting me lightly on my feet,

closer still than the saturated cloth

clinging obscenely to my flesh.

It was raining warm the night we loved,

oceans of craving swelling in the dark,

scattered stars’ voyeuristic delight,

valleys flooded with emotion,

careless,

fervent,

deep abandon,

stormy sweet 

under calming skies,

heaven’s perfection

falling after earth’s desire.

It was raining warm the night you left,

hillside for a hapless tear.

hands as perfect as the dawn,

tracing fire upon my cheek,

leaving me beside myself,

broken from the midnight gale,

peaceful in the growing pink

of yet another new beginning.

1/15/00

Knowing You

I wish I knew you better.

I look into your eyes every day,

but I feel like I just can’t see you.

I kiss your forehead and notice your smile,

but I don’t think I’m really feeling you.

Somehow, knowing you means knowing me.

That’s why this is so important.

This is something I desperately want to do . . .
know me through you.

Besides, 

I’m certain you would be 

so nice to know.

1/13/00

Heartbreak

Nothing could possibly hurt more

than looking into the eyes 

of the one you love the most,

the one you live to make happy,

and seeing sadness.

Nothing could be more painful

than knowing that,

in spite of all your good intentions,

you’re the one who put it there.

It’s a permanent damage,

a devastating ache,

a broken heart.

8/11/99

Twelfth-night


The sun has set on December,

and with the night comes the lonely season.

You look at me as though you wonder who I am?

And it breaks my heart to see you miss me.

My heart is screaming

with everything I possess,

“I’m still me!

I’m still the same person.  Can’t you see”?

And yet we flounder through the darkness,

passing each other with hardly a notice,

losing something tangible with every missed encounter,

every decision not to stop.


2/11/02

Pathos

After hiding so well,

so long,

after working so hard at covering the iniquities of my past

and trying to forget,

someone comes along and casually opens the door.

And there I stand,

naked to my accusers,

disappointed, once again, in myself,

trying valiantly to hide the profaneness of my soul.

It’s easiest to suffocate the pathetic cries of my heart.

It’s easiest to stifle the nagging name-callers in my mind

until they drip like melted butter from my body

and disappear into the cracks of the floorboards.

It’s easiest not to have to face the demons that question my sanity.

It’s easiest not to have to look into the eyes of the one who loves me still,

yet,

most.

I’d just as soon cower in the corner of my intentional ignorance,

clinging desperately to my best intentions,

drowning in my pathos,

waiting for someone to kindly shut the door again,

so I can cry without being told to stop.

12/3/99

There is a particular type of light that shines in that place.

It is a pure, white light, white with no hint of yellow.

It is the light of purity and cleansing.

It is the light of desire and satiation.

It is the light I most wish to see 

glowing upon your face,

exposing your flesh,

unveiling your heart.

Patterns of desire play longingly upon your chest.

Shadows of denial tempt you with idle threats.

Take my hand, and I’ll show you what the water can do.

I’ll tell you how it feels as it washes gently across your stomach.

I’ll describe the sensation as it trickles slowly down your cheek.

I’ll mimic the way it clings deliberately to your body,

as my appetite clings longingly to my lips.

Seizures of awareness manipulate your restraint

until there is no notice of anything but the need.

Keep your eyes upon me, as I become your senses.

You no longer feel yourself.

Feel only the water,

for the water and I are one.

In unison we grope your shell,

filling its core with the greed we crave,

the desire we covet,

the fire we require.

Open your eyes, and look at me.

See that I am the water.

Look how quietly I flood your memory.

See that I am the moon.

Watch how tenderly I expose your weakness.

Look around you.

Notice in the moonlight 

the reflection of your smile upon the water,

as I envelope you,

as you succumb.

8/18/99  

Once You Cried

Once you cried,

when I took you from your family and home

and asked you to come with me to mine.

I held your head to my breast

and promised I’d take good care of you

and love you always.

I remember this day.

Today you cried,

as the infection seized your weakened frame

and racked your body with disease.

The cold ground held your fevered head

and gave you comfort I could not,

because I didn’t notice you were dying.

I ignored this day.

Today I cried,

as the news became my herald

and the guilt became my accuser.

I’m not there to hold your head to my breast.

I’m not there to take care of you.

I never got the chance to tell you I was sorry.

I never got the chance to kiss you goodbye,

but I do love you.

I hope you know.

I’ll remember this day.

10/12/99

This Autumn

This Autumn morning

before the sun came up,

as Earth was celebrating her impending death,

I took you to a star.

I needed a place where we could look upon each other 

with distant eyes,

unclouded by pain or principle,

debt or gratitude,

destiny or spirit,

pride or vanity.

I needed a place where I could see you again,

like I knew you before.

Numbed by the chill of gravity, 

I couldn’t feel you within me,

find the part of me that was you,

understand how we fit together;

and I had no sense of how to bring you close.

Looking to the heavens, I said a prayer for you

of love and peace,

comfort, warmth and protection;

and as my eyes wandered up,

I saw a star.

Realizing that you would see it too, 

I closed my eyes,

reached for you,

and found you already there.

Feeling you close,

holding you near,

after so long,

brought tears to my eyes,

joy to my heart,

desire to my soul;

and I realized there was a part of you I could always touch,

a longing I could always meet,

a celestial attraction I could never deny.

On that distant star,

I realized that no matter how frozen my senses might be

I could always feel your hands upon my skin;

and I realized that my hands had the power 

to make you feel

what it feels like

to be touched by you;

and I remembered how we fit;

and I remembered where you were.

This Autumn morning,

before the sun came up,

as earth was celebrating her impending death,

I celebrated life:

This soul I share with you.

9/23/99

Tragedy

What happens when you realize

that your ideals are folly?

Where do you go when you discover 

that your life has been a charade?

How do you deal with the knowledge

that you are a fraud?

Torn apart by some heroic image of love

that can never exist off paper,

I sit here in the shadow 

of the darkness of your best scene,

suffocating in my ugly resentment.

That’s what I get for choosing a seat so close.

That’s what I get for going to theatres.

That’s what I get for harboring idylls.

What do you do when you realize 

that the best drama you’ve ever known 

has been a farce all along?

You grab a dagger,

find a pile

and turn it into Shakespeare.

9/22/99

Heartbreak

Nothing could possibly hurt more

than looking into the eyes of the one

you love the most,

the one you live to make happy,

and seeing sadness.

Nothing could be more painful

than knowing that,

in spite of all your good intentions,

you’re the one who put it there.

It’s a permanent damage,

a devastating ache,

a broken heart.

8/11/99

The Graveyard

Looking ahead to the shadows,

she knows no choice but to enter.

Feeling the chill fog embrace her,

she knows no fear

but the hell from which she came.

She closes the gate behind her,

sensing their closeness,

feeling their permanence,

freeing her mind from everything ephemeral,

losing her vision.

Her only awareness now

is the stroke of her worst nightmares

lapping stubbornly at her feet

in a pool of dark, sadistic sensuality.

This is an older darkness,

a hostile darkness.

It rules this small bit of earth; 

and it is irritated to see her.

It pushes at her rudely,

as if resisting her presence,

and she pushes back,

asserting her influence.

It cannot hurt her.

It is unnerving, though,

to feel the hostility,

after living side-by-side with it

for so long.

Her thoughts betray her,

as if their own,

and she realizes she owns no possessions anymore.

They lead her to a chamber reserved for pleasure and piercings;

and with angry fervor they prove to her 

that there is more to be had 

than red kisses.

With uncommon honor

and unmistakable angst

they devour her mortality,

laying it in pieces upon her neck;

and here their fiery hands

painfully forge an eternal necklace.

A brief thought of loss clouds her mind,

her home, her world lying now in shambles upon the ground;

and she feels momentary regret for the sanctity of a dwelling.

Then she remembers why she’s here.

For her, pain is a distant memory,

unable to seem real to her anymore.

It’s a moment in some small girl’s world.

She is large.

She needs to feel something real again.

She needs to feel forever.

9/15/99

Smile

Yesterday you looked at me and smiled,

and for the next eternal five minutes

my universe was changed.

Being with you is ever a blessing, 

but there are a handful of times in my life

when you touch me deeply enough

to damage the façade of who I am trying to be;

and you do it so well

that I can never quite find my way back.

When you look at me and smile,

nothing matters but finding a way

to preserve that smile.

When you look at me and smile,

no one exists but the two of us.

There’s a unity that’s tangible.

There’s a connection that’s divine.

We are bonded together in a way

that can never be disturbed,

not by man,

not by principle,

not by any spoken word.

Not a word need be spoken between us.

In the oceans of your eyes

I find every word you’ve ever heard,

every thought I’ve ever felt;

and as I stroke your temple with my thumb

you wrap your fingers around mine and smile.

You just smile 

and a part of me is reborn,

and I pull you close to me.

7/14/99

The Two of You

There’s nothing more real 

than the two of you together,

bringing sunshine to each other’s faces

and joy to each other’s hearts.

There’s nothing more exquisite than the way

you touch each other,

play together,

live for one another,

define each other.

The only thing more beautiful

than the love you share

is watching this fusion of two halves of the same soul,

seeing you become best friends,

seeing the completion in each pair of eyes,

watching you sleep,

loving the two of you.

I should be jealous, but I’m not,

because there’s nothing more satisfying

than knowing that I am the one

whose pleasure and honor it was

to bring the two of you together.

Because of this you smile.

Because of this you live.

Because of this you will be

forever in my debt.

Because of this, you’re happy.

Because of that, I’m happy.

7/19/99

Temptation

You don’t know what a temptation you are.

I work so hard,

so well at denying it,

to realize it again so quickly,

to lose my perspective so comfortably.

You don’t’ know how easy it is

for me to become lost in you.

4/18/99

Pedestals

I’m learning it’s wiser to place your treasure

on the ground next to where you’re standing

rather than upon a shelf high above you;

for when your earth is shaken,

instead of breaking into pieces,

your treasure will simply topple over.

You can then reach down and easily set it upright again,

because it will be within arm’s reach.

4/22/99

Sinning in Threes

I’m sorry if I’m breaking rule #1.

It’s just that his eyes are so blue,

and his smile is so sincere.

He’s always happy to see me,

and when he asks how my day was,

he means it.

He even loves to hear me talk.

I don’t mean to worship,

but when his desperate hand reaches for mine

and he asks me what’s on my mind

and his strong arms enfold me,

I’m lost.

I’m just lost.

4/18/99

The Chase

My haunted heart beats loudly

in the night.

Pursued by fate,

it flees the touch of time,

wondering at the next turn,

hearing sounds not there,

glancing at the moon,

hanging a little lower tonight than normal,

yet shining still on the question:

Could capture possibly be worse than this?

2/25/98

Goodnight

There’s a precise time at night,

somewhere between about 8 and 10 o’clock,

when reality turns into fantasy.

There’s a point at which all of the

minor frustrations of my life

undergo some daunting metamorphosis.

They group.

They grow.

They become monstrous demons of despair,

seeking to devour my very soul.

Thankfully, you know this.

At this precise moment, you smile,

give me a knowing glance,

get up and come to my side,

pull me up gently by the arm,

walk me to my bed,

pull back the covers,

remove my hair stuff,

tuck the blankets soundly beneath my neck

and kiss me gently on the forehead.

Thankfully, I have you.

4/14/99

Affinity

Feel me.

Feel me

touching me.

Feel me

touching you through me.

Feel me through the warmth of water.

Feel me through the hands 

of the god of fire:

a single flame touching you

through the heat of my passion,

a pool of roses bathing you

with the moisture of my desire,

the smoke of spring and spice filling you

with the incense of my breath.

Feel me.

Feel me.

1/9/99

Fire and Ice

In the first instant, hot feels the same as cold,

and you can’t tell if you’ve been frozen or burned…

in the first instant.

Once my heart and mind were the same.

I’m certain of it.

I remember it.

Now they’re as different as fire and ice,

separated by a large space 

where understanding used to live.

My mind is filled with your face and my good intentions.

My heart is filled with my love and your longing.

This path I’m on feels so wrong,

but I don’t trust myself enough to stop.

Finding the right road used to be a challenge,

but now my mind has been searching so long

I’m afraid I’m losing my heart.

Even if I could turn around,

I’d have no idea where to go.

I’m afraid of ending up too far away 

from where I want to be,

where I was,

wherever that was.

All I want is to find a place where my mind 

can think the way my heart feels.

All I want is to find me.

It would be wonderful if I happened to find me

beside you.

1/13/99

The Bacchae

A dipper filled with stars,

in a sky filled with sin,

hangs above a girl filled with guilt,

standing in a valley filled with shadows,

in a forest filled with mist,

where a heart filled with goodness,

battles for the right to continue.

The force of one truth,

unspoken,

grips her deepest conscience,

squeezing even the smallest breath form her lungs.

The veil of one secret,

kept,

suffocates her vision,

hiding any rational sight from her eyes,

leaving only faces:

hers, 

others,

blended and confused,

fair faces,

beautiful faces,

faces with eyes of crystal green,

faces surrounded by raven hair,

faces with fangs that threaten to rip the truth from her.

Lunging for whatever lies ahead,

she flees wildly, 

violently,

knowing that when the night is finished

she may lose her soul 

or lose herself.

Tripping on roots, 

she stumbles faster,

trying to shake the faces away,

trying to quiet the mournful music of death 

that comes from their faces,

her face, 

wanting to do the right thing,

fearing the consequences.

In front of her lies a clear black lake.

In one momentous act of faith and fear she leaps,

screaming for the memory of who she was,

who she wants to be;

and flying through the air 

in slow motion,

she hears the lyre of Orpheus as she falls.

11/28/98

Joshua

I’m waiting for you.

For months we’ve been communicating,

but only through a shroud of distance.

I have never seen your face

or held your hand,

but I’ve felt your heart.

I know you like I know myself.

I’ve spoken to you,

laughed at you,

cried because of you,

and fussed at you,

but your only response

has been a slight squirm or shift

at the sound of my voice.

I’ve watched you calm

at the touch of my hand.

I’ve seen you settle 

at the sound of my voice.

And, strangely enough,

your gentle movement 

at times calms me.

I miss you.

I want to look into your eyes.

I want to see you smile.

I want to hear you call to me.

I want to hold you.

It won’t be long now…

I wish it today.

I wish it were now.

I’m ready now.

I’m waiting for you.

I love you with all my heart.

Come play with me.

10/16/98

Ismene

Do you love me?

Will you allow me to be your destiny?

Wait…don’t say anything yet.

Only an honest and courageous heart can answer,

because there by the wayside,

in the shadows,

lies your deepest fear

and your greatest weakness.

If you answer with deceit, 

you will be discovered.

If you answer with doubt,

you will be consumed, 

but you must decide,

because somewhere nearby

is an open door

that leads to your unspoken dreams.

Do you love me?

Will you allow me to be your destiny?

Now I need for you to speak.

I need for you to decide,

because over there by the wayside,

in the shadows,

lies my deepest fear

and my greatest weakness.

I need for you to answer,

but please answer carefully,

because somewhere nearby

is a door that leads to my unspoken dreams.

It is locked,

and you have the key.

Please, please…decide carefully, Ismene.

8/28/98

The Rescue

With a tearstained face

and a cracked and bleeding heart

I stand in the shadows of the crevices of my life,

certain I am devastated this time.

Unreconciled emotions rupture my mind,

until it is nothing more than a cauldron of confusion

bubbling out of control.

I am hurting.

That’s all I can remember,

that, and the fact that you’ll be here soon.

With that knowledge I sink to the ground and wait;

and you come.

You come, as you always come.

Unable to put my current pain into words,

I only look up at you and begin to cry violently,

Simply from the sight of you.

You smile at me and say nothing.

Gazing down upon the battered,

withered carrion of a woman,

you wonder to yourself how someone so strong

manages to become so lost,

but you say nothing.

You reach down and pick me up,

and you set me on my feet.

As you enfold me in your arms,

I feel the strength of your love envelope me,

and I begin to cry again.

I cry partly because it feels right to cry into you,

and I cry partly from the sheer contrast of me against you.

Your strength magnifies my weakness,

and I realize the fortune of being loved by you,

and I wonder why I should be so blessed,

and I cry.

After a long time, my tears subside.

You’re patient.

Eventually I begin to breathe again.

You knew I would.

You place your hands on the side of my face

and pry my head from your chest,

melted there from the heat of my sorrow.

You wipe the tears from my cheeks with your fingers,

and your touch penetrates my soul.

You look into my eyes,

and all the sincerity of your life ebbs from you to me,

and I feel the permanence of your love,

and I feel my heart begin to heal.

Soon I am losing myself in the strength of what you’re offering.

Soon I find myself smiling back at you, weakly.

Soon I realize I’ve forgotten the previous moment.

You reach down and hold my hand tightly,

and we turn and leave the crevice behind.

I feel the honesty of your emotion flowing feely,

and I squeeze my eyes tightly in inconceivable gratitude.

8/7/98

The Hand of God

I wake from a light sleep 

with the moonlight pouring in my window.

It’s well past midnight,

but the brightness seems like dusk.

A full moon.

How appropriate.

I smile as I sit up in bed.

Throwing off the covers,

I lift the gown from my body

where it’s slightly stuck

in the spring warmth.

I swing my feet off the bed

and feel the cool, hardness of the wood floor below.

Looking at the closed door before me,

I imagine another closed door down the hall.

I know the path by heart.

I could find it even if there were no moon.

I’ve traveled it in my mind a dozen times.

The warm moonlight on my back nudges me persuasively to stand.

In a moment the cold doorknob is in my hand.

In an instant my feet feel the rug in the hall outside my room.

In a second I’m standing next to your bed.

As the moonlight glows reflectively upon your face,

I silently sit and touch your hair.

Your eyes open and take mine captive.

You look as though you were expecting me.

Without a word you lift your hand to my cheek.

Your touch feels like the hand of God upon my skin,

and I close my eyes against the mild torment.

You seal me with a mark that will remain for all eternity.

You sanctify me,

and I smile as the white moon purifies my soul.

5/11/98

Thoughts on Home and Independence

Oh, to be back home again,

Back in my mother’s arms.

Oh, to feel the warmth of home,

Its comforts and its charms.

Such childish thoughts for one so old.

How did they come to be?

Am I not mature and strong,

Independent, brave and free?

Perhaps independence is outlived

And maturity has grown young.

Perhaps the cycle is finished now

And a new one has begun.

For in every soul that feels its age,

And deep in every heart,

There’s a need to be back home again

And never more depart.

5/15/82

Lullaby

Floating comfortably

in the warm darkness,

growing,

you reach out your hand,

not knowing for what,

not knowing that I wait

on the other side

of your world,

reaching out for you.

And one day

our hands will meet,

and we will smile,

because we will already know each other.

3/19/98

Gentle Teacher

Quiet nature, gentle teacher, softly touches my environment,

unveiling, illuminating, revealing a new part of me,

something of which I know no history,

have no past,

but something with which I anticipate my future,

something I recognize as ultimately important.

I know enough, at least, to make that judgment.

Confused, I question what to do with myself,

now that I’m a part of this, or it a part of me.

Then I’m given another gentle teacher,

a guiding light, 

a best friend,

someone to add to me,

someone to define me,

someone to answer my questions,

to carry my frustrations,

to support my self until I am comfortable with it,

a second teacher to show me the first through honest eyes.

Peaceful friend, gentle teacher, 

you could never be

more significant than you are when you’re with me.

Your worth is measurable only by spirit, strength and deity.

My worth is measured, more and more, in terms of you.

Not a word I could speak, not a sentence compose,

to sufficiently explain what the connection means,

how valuable it grows, how much a part of me it becomes.

Without help, the knowledge remains unheeded,

the power lies dormant.

Without you, I am only a part of me.

There is a portion left unexplored, misunderstood;

and that would seem a tragedy for those who educate me,

those who love me.

2/4/98

Distraction

And there comes a gentle rumbling,

so mild that it would be missed,

if not for the incessant stillness.

Suddenly my concentration is broken, redirected,

and my heart beats slightly faster.

Startled, I am not certain where the thought comes from,

but it appears before me with a boldness

that causes me to blink once, tempting its reality.

The thought remains, undaunted,

and I raise my head and look at you.

As if sensing my gaze,

you raise your eyes in response.

And the random rumbling becomes a persistent growling.

With each echo my eyes grow large enough for you to see the blue,

in spite of the night.

With constant gaze I hesitate for the smallest moment.

With unforced hospitality you remain unoffended.

Quietly I move to you.

You rise with earnest wonder as I stand before you.

My eyes search your own,

pleading for your concession to the escape I desire.

My heart beats faster with what I find there.

And the blackness disintegrates into pure white.

Knowing what comes next, moments feel an eternity.

I close my eyes for the first time in hours and swallow hard.

As the quiet is obliterated, I grab your arms to steady myself.

Listening to the reverberations depart, I open my eyes.

Unable to catch my breath, I open my mouth.

Unable to look at you, I stare at your chest.

Lost without your eyes, I falter in my quest.

I question my desire.

I doubt your will.

My grip loosens, as I panic.

And there is no order to the world anymore.

The gale rages in unison with my breathing.

Sensing my need,

you slide one arm around my waist for support.

Touching my chin with the back of your hand,

you raise my face to meet yours.

Feeling the heat of your stare,

I open my eyes.

Quietly, slowly you bend and whisper in my ear:

“I love you.”

The wind howls, and I exhale.

The rain pounds, and I dissolve.

The thunder roars, and I moan.

The lightning strikes, and I shudder.

Consumed by the storm, I submit.

4/17/98

The Unseen

Trees grow from the leaves down,

I’ve often noticed while on midnight strolls,

and the moonbeams reflect inwardly,

through themselves, back out the other side,

and down to the oldest owl.

He, in turn, disperses it as he sees fit

throughout the forest.

Mushrooms rise to the gentle tapping of the familiar,

and next to moss lies only else.

Not the least is It noticed,

as It flounders naively past the oldest one.

For It is older yet,

and the ground is the keeper of various hidden holes.

As violets sleep, a misty density wakens,

and Its only time has suddenly but discreetly gone.

Stumbling upon the root of a tree,

It stirs many underground…and one,

for the youngest now rides a moonbeam,

failing never to see all.

And this place, this night, has experienced,

as the oldest owl smiles finally.

10/23/84 – 2/1/85

Hearts

You can find a heart in many different circumstance.

Some hearts are filled with indescribable joy.

Some hearts are filled with agonizing pain.

Some hearts are filled with nothing that is of much consequence.

Some hearts are practically empty.

What amazes me about our friendship is not that you filled my heart.

You would naturally do that for anyone.

I am amazed that you found the one spot in my heart that was empty.

You discovered the deepest hole that I didn’t even know existed.

You see, I thought my heart was full.

To have a heart that’s full is not so difficult to achieve.

To have a heart that’s full of you would be a precious situation indeed.

1/9/97

Rebelex

(for Jarrod)

Come to me, you say.

And I run to the comfort of your arms.

You warm my heart with your gentle words.

You cause me to cherish the familiarity of your smile,

your look, your touch.

You make my world special just by being in it.

Seeing you is like receiving regular, small glimpses of heaven.

Talk to me, you say.

And you listen patiently as I flail helplessly

in the shallow issues of my life that seemed to be bottomless

before I brought them to you.

You tell me the truths I need to hear

to make my life bearable.

You know exactly when I need you,

and you are always available.

You take me to a sanctuary with rainbows and waterfalls

where I always feel safe.

Laugh with me, you say.

And I share my delights with you

and watch as you make them your own.

Your love pours sweetness daily into my soul.

You hold my hand and smile at me,

as you take me with you on all the adventures of your life.

You transform the bleak shadows of my world

into brilliant glimmers of true enjoyment.

Be with me, you say.

And I rest my head in your lap.

You keep my heart young with your romance.

You astonish me with the pleasure you find in the

simple joy of being with me.

Your heart loves me with the truest wisdom 

that only a heart can know.

And through the love that you give me,

I learn to love.

3/25/97

The Voice of One Crying in the Wilderness

It is loud

yet very far away,

so far that it seems quite gentle and soft,

but I know it is loud.

It has to be,

for what it is saying is 

go.

The loudness is saying go,

but the softness says come,

come now,

come quickly,

come.

Come.

And I stand here,

afraid to come,

for the voice is so far away

that I know if I come

my journey will be far also;

and the closer I come,

the louder it will be,

and the quiet bid to come will then fade

into the loud, forceful bid to go.

But how can I stay

when the tender bidding is so persistent?

If I turn to go I will hear only the gentle bidding to come,

for the loudness is not so far-reaching

as the quiet.

So I stand.

So I stand.

And soon both biddings start to fade,

and I feel terribly alone,

so I decide,

and I run.

I run as quickly as I can.

I run.

8/7/86

Odyssey

Sitting alone, I gaze into the vast horizon in front of me.

I position myself in the sand to be as close as possible to the water

and watch as my toes narrowly escape the clutches of its icy fingers.

The sun is sinking slowly, 

and as the fog quietly swells around me,

I realize that it is almost too cold to be here,

but where else would I go?

Where else could I find the kind cleansing of the salty mist

that purges my mind and gives me perfect peace?

Where else would I possibly go but here?

I close my eyes and listen for a while.

Waves crash around me like a symphony of a thousand thunders

as seagulls scream their antiphony from above.

When I listen carefully, the sound is nearly deafening,

almost frightening in its intensity,

an aquatic concert careening out of control through my senses.

A silent breeze brushes my hair from my face,

and I feel the moist touch of the air

as it tenderly cups my cheek in the palm of its hand.

Like an anxious lover embracing my body,

it pulls me from my world into its own,

begging me to delight only in the pleasure,

whispering promises of no regrets.

In the distance I can hear my life beckoning.

From somewhere far away I can feel my duties gently nudging.

Soon I must return, in spite of my complaints.

Soon I must leave the odyssey that surrounds me.

Just one moment more please, my dear.

1/17/97

Bright and Shiny Red

(for Brian)

The whistle blows and books are dropped,

quickly rushing over here,

swiftly running over there.

No matter where, there’s a hurry.

And once arrived, it is seen.

Calmly awaiting its chance to rule the road,

like a fearless hero it stands,

bright and shiny red.

So tall and brave,

it demands respect.

it demands attention,

and all attention it receives,

pleasantly accepts.

Able to touch its glistening surface.

Fearful, almost, the image will fade.

Climbing on, wind through hair,

smile on face.

Back again?

Why so short?

Slowly climbing down.

Hidden now from view, it waits patiently,

bright and shiny red.

5/1/84

	The Lady in the Stream

In the middle of the moonlit forest

there’s a lady clothed in a green robe

standing in a stream.

Her skin is white,

her hands are gentle

and her eyes are blue.

They are blue because the water 

moving silently around her feet

flows in her,

through her.

Out of her eyes flows the water;

and she extends her arms slightly,

as if she’s experiencing great pleasure.

From her hands flows the water.

I see her standing there

in the stream,

clothed in a green robe,

and I walk nearer to her,

because she looks at me with love,

longing and compassion.

I seem to feel what she’s feeling.

I’m attracted to her,

pulled by a force so gentle

that I don’t even realize I’m in motion

until my feet touch the water.

Suddenly, I am aware of a wave of energy

surging through my body,

slightly cool.

I know it is the water flowing around me,

flowing through me,

and I feel like I surely must be glowing

from the strength of its energy.

Ignorant of gravity or time,

the water flows, 

the energy flows.

It is everywhere,

flowing out of her and into me,

then back again to her,

through her,

then back into the stream.

I look up to the lady.

Staring at her face I feel

the water flowing through my own

and down my cheeks,

like tears with no emotion except pleasure.

I study her features.

After a long while I realize she looks familiar.

I smile to think that she is someone I know,

because I want to know her.

In that instant my hand reaches for hers,

instinctively,

and hers is there,

instinctively.
	I close my eyes

for fear something else might 

distract my attention.

I feel her as if she were inside of me,

as if the water flowing through me

was actually her soul.

I sense her sheer delight.

I feel her life.

I experience her purpose.

I feel overwhelming happiness.

Opening my eyes, 

I glance again at her face.

Suddenly her face is no longer just familiar,

it is mine.

Aware that I cannot feel it anymore,

I glance down to see if I still hold her hand in mine.

It is there.

As my eyes trace a path from her face to her feet,

I catch a glimpse of the green robe

now covering my own flesh.

At some indistinguishable moment

I cease to be me and become her.

Closing my eyes again, I try to remember her

standing there beside me

and cannot.

Her image is there,

but fantasy becomes mingled with reality

to where they cannot be separated.

I simply am her.

It seems now as though I always was.

In my memory I see the water flowing,

yet feel it now at the same time.

Moving silently around me

it flows in me,

through me.

I feel it flowing out of my eyes.

I extend my arms slightly,

because I am experiencing great pleasure

and don’t want to disturb its path.

From my hands flows the water.

I see faces.

Some I know but don’t recognize,

and some I don’t know.

The water flows through me to them,

and they smile as it touches their flesh.

I see flowers and trees and grass.

The water flows through me to them,

and they grow brighter,

more colorful upon its contact.

I remember nothing before this moment.

The only thing in my heart is to remain,

to be doing this,

to become the Lady in the Stream.

4/2/99


The Battle

The intensity of the moon shines pure and clean upon my battle.

As I bask in the glow, allowing the warmth to envelope me, I think of you.

My injured soul aches to leave this place of enormous misunderstanding,

cluttered with the debris of my efforts,

and move to the place of quiet, simple peace that accompanies the valley of personal resolve.

Aware that my soul will never find you until I can make that transition,

I linger in this fog of uncertainty, struggling to find the strength to end the battle,

knowing that its demise will certainly destroy a place whose existence is

as surely a part of me as I am a part of this moon whose sincerity warms me now.

How feeble is this courage that I ponder.

How weak is this strength that I muster.

How desperate is this desire, this longing to see your face, touch your hair, smell your presence,

envelope your heart with mine.

How tangible is this fear that I coax to leave me now.

How true is this emotion that eclipses all else.

So I remain.

And in the midst of this disturbance, 

all around me I strain to hear the precious echoes of your thoughts 

reaching out gently to encourage mine.

I try to sleep, praying for the dreams of you that astonish my world.

You shamelessly pervade my senses with your love.

You remove me from the ruins that threaten my heart 

and transform me into someone worthwhile and noble.

And there I revel, for awhile, in the sweet shelter of your understanding,

aware only of you and I and the moon that caresses me persistently.

Clouds encompass the moon now, thoughtless of my plight.

I am writhing once again in my solitude, punishing myself for a time,

and then something amazing and wonderful happens.

In an instant my entire focus deepens.

As the moonbeams carefully unravel themselves from the treacherous mist,

teasing my face with familiarity,

I find myself in a place of instant awareness,

a place where my poor emotions suddenly become priceless.

No longer is my soul torn.

No longer is my heart bruised.

As I slowly steal my pride back from the angry reaches of humility, the moon shines brightly,

and for the first time I can remember, I am able to see myself clearly.

I see not wounds but scars, 

reminders of a violent struggle, 

relentless, but no more restraining, 

and then I see you.

As you reach out your hand to me, the ocean that is your love floods my soul, 

and you drown me in your ceaseless faith,

and you carry me to your incredible world, 

and I believe in miracles, 

and I feel perfect peace,

and the battle is ending.

1/8/97

	Farming

I’m standing in the middle of this wasteland I call my soul.

There is no sign of life in sight,

as far as I can see,

except for a few scraggly weeds.

The earth is parched and cracked,

but the sky is turquoise,

so I sit and wait.

One day the rain comes.

I watch it fall.

It runs over the burnt earth

and puddles inside the cracks.

It doesn’t really have time to sink in.

The sky is pink now.

A few days later the sun shines violently.

It’s been too many days since the rain.

It’s long gone.

The cruel heat sears the soil once again.

I’m still sitting here.

It’s too hot for color now,

so the sky is white.

Nothing could survive in this seesaw weather,

except a few scraggly weeds.

Finally, there is a change.

It happens slowly, gradually.

You would probably miss it

if you weren’t sitting here,

watching the expression of a few scraggly weeds,

but I am,

so I notice it.

I can smell it.

I’ve been waiting for it.

The sky turns blue.

One day I notice the rain and sun

are no longer so far apart.

Instead of running off,

the water soaks in.

The ground becomes less cracked.

The moist land cools the sun,

making it less violent,

less angry.

I turn to glance at a few scraggly weeds.

The sunset tonight is purple.


	I stand up

and plunge my hands into my pockets.

I close my eyes and smile

as I feel the contents still there.

I remove a few seeds and 

plant them around where I’m sitting,

not too deep,

not too close together,

not too many,

not until I’m sure.

Then I sit back down,

glance at a few scraggly weeds

and wait, 

wondering.

I notice the white moon for the first time.

Finally,

after what seems like an eternity,

I open my eyes from my meditation

and notice a carpet of green in front of me,

not too big,

not too close together,

not too many,

not yet.

With renewed confidence I jump to my feet,

grab handfuls of seeds

and plant them 

in every inch of wasteland I can find,

a little deeper for stability,

a little closer together for security,

a few more for confidence,

uprooting a few scraggly weeds as I go,

looking at the rainbow.

Tonight I’m going home.

Suddenly I feel divine.

I am an instrument of the gods.

I am a provider for the universe.

My wasteland has become a promise.

My winter has turned to spring.

My soul has become a harvest.

I’m sleeping in my bed tonight.

3/29/99




I Owe You My Life

(for Rene’)

From the moment I saw your face

I knew my heart would eventually break.

I felt impending doom, undeniable enthusiasm

and a debt, not yet owed, that I knew I could never repay.

I knew I would one day owe you my life.

How could two single bodies be so much a part of the same soul?

Each breath I take I share with you.

Every thought that occurs to me, your mind has first imagined.

We are rarely together, yet we are never separated.

I know you will one day save my life.

I am losing my life.

My heart is a precious circle that is being forced into a small, dull box.

I am losing myself, my strength, my soul;

then I remember that half of my soul exists in you,

and this thought becomes my strength.

You pull me back into a world of love,

where a circle can gently float.

You renew my strength.

You save my life.

Then my heart breaks,

for although I will always be yours and you will always be mine,

we belong to others.

The heartbreak of duty will try to smother the flames of our existence,

and it is painful;

but an ember will always glow.

The infinite bond we share will always live

outside the finite boundaries of our lives.

It is there that I will reach for you.

It is there that I will give myself to you daily.

It is there that we will continue,

for neither life, nor death, not time, nor broken hearts

has any bearing on the two of us in that place.

One day when the world grows up,

it will realize that a divine love like our s simply must exist.

It is the breath that sustains the universe.

It is the foundation that keeps it from crumbling.

Something so common as you and I will always be

the basis of love as we feel it

and life as we live it.

I live for one reason alone:

You saved my life.

2/13/95

Why

(for Thomas)

Once you asked me why I love you.

I love you because you came out of nowhere

and lifted my heart from its place of loneliness.

You filled all of the desires of my heart that I never expected to be filled.

You loved me with an honest love,

a love that accepted me freely,

with no expectations.

You took the precious gift of love that I offered you,

and treated it as though it were precious to you too.

You made me feel loved.

That is why I love you.

2/12/90

Unspent Age

The fog of wasted time now rises 

in the mind of one haggled and tattered,

blinding.

Then death,

as darkness,

creeps into every vein 

and, like the most violent parasite, 

grows

and grows,

only to devour its host 

in one final struggle of 

will against reality.

And then comes the wisdom:

Knowledge so powerful

it is only allowed one in this state.

And then the irony of total memory.

Then nothing.

9/1/86

Once

Once I believed that there would be no one who could touch me 

deeply enough to stir my heart.

Soon I realized that I was mistaken.

All at once my heart was no longer in my possession,

instead in the hands of one who promised to cherish it always.

Once I believed that I must be the only person lucky enough to realize a dream.

Surely no one finds a true love this easily.

Certainly it must be a miracle.

Soon I realized that I was mistaken.

There were dreams I had overlooked.

When I shared my heart, 

I left part of it behind.

Once I believed I was trapped, with my heart in pieces.

Most of it was held by one who received sincere promises.

Part of it was held by one for whom I now longed, ached, yearned.

Soon I realized that I was mistaken.

My heart is now held by me.

It still remains in pieces.

It still lies awake at night,

but at least it is in one place.

1/29/97

A Quiet Moment

(for Henry)

As you sleep your comfort warms my heart.

As you dream your thoughts find mine,

take them by the hand,

and together they dance on a golden balcony,

swirling to the music of our love.

I watch the stillness of your breathing.

I close my eyes and breathe with you,

as we share the fresh smell of contentment

that hangs like a heavy mist around our bodies.

I read you poems written by others

who at one time have felt the joy of inspiration

and have perhaps shared in a quiet moment 

such as this

with the one they love.

10/2/85

Pink and Gray

“…youth and wisdom cannot mix.”

I walk alone through youth.

The darkness ‘round me falls,

and up ahead the rising moon

is beckoning by call.

The pink that happens just at dark

has all but gone away,

and I am told by self that I have 

lived through one more day.

What consequence is this to man

that I am still to be?

Perhaps this, in the scheme of things,

provides some unity.

For me, however, it is much

that I should live this night,

for straight ahead, beneath the moon,

there shines a pale, blue light.

The light sits on a table

that guards an unseen line,

and as my feet across it step

I take the light as mine.

I take the pale blue light

and hold it close to me,

for this light stands for everything

that I have strived to be.

I walk alone through wisdom now,

but what’s alone to me?

for I am wise, no longer young,

nor will I ever be.

‘Ere I continue on my way

I turn around to see,

in all my new-found wisdom,

from whence I came to be.

And as I see, with wiser eyes,

the path that once was mine,

I realize the pale, blue light 

was with me all the time.

3/25/86

Abyss of Love

What abyss of love is this 

that wraps around my being 

so hard and cold?

Taking hold, 

it rips my mind from seeing

my fathers face

so soft and warm

that set the sun and moon in place.

Where are you now,

O where, my God?

I can’t face this alone!

I never knew death was like this:

A tight and deeply dark abyss.

Yet here I am,

and at my say,

I’d have it still none but your way.

For deep inside I know the truth.

Although I know it knows no ruth,

this sin that seems so ultimate

can only set my soul amiss.

I am the bridge for love’s abyss.

3/22/85

A Late Summer’s Evening

(free verse)

Sweet coolness of the evening now enshrouds my soul,

as I discover the other side of summer.

And as the gentle breezes blow upon the entire picture,

I realize that tonight is but a moment’s peace,

and I am but a single person.

I’ve been given the opportunity to grasp this peaceful time

and use it as a means of regaining the self-contentment

I once knew so well.

The stillness of the night urges me to rest my thoughts.

And as I ponder a way to capture this time forever,

the pictures collected in my mind settle into their appropriate positions,

and ever so slowly,

I am able to find quiet sleep.

7/13/84

A Late Summer’s Evening

(iambic pentameter)

Sweet coolness of the night surrounds my soul

as I discover summer’ other side;

and gentle breezes blow upon the whole,

this evening being just an ebb of tide.

And I am but one solitary self,

allowed the chance to take this peaceful time

and use it as a lifetime’s share of wealth,

to reestablish now my peace of mind.

Quiet stillness urges me to rest,

for I have found a time I wish to keep.

As mental pictures settle in their nests,

I am very slowly lulled to sleep.

7/13/84

Treasures

You must have misplaced me,

for I’m certain you would never lose me,

loving me like you do.

Your hand must have slipped,

for I know you would never intentionally let go.

You must have taken a wrong turn.

I know you wouldn’t leave without coming back.

You were probably too distracted to notice I had fallen.

You probably had to loosen your grip just slightly,

to keep from losing what you were holding in your other hand.

The path is probably a little further than you expected.

I’m sure you know where I am.

4/24/98

Gently

Let me go gently.

As gently as you took hold of my heart,

I would appreciate it now if you would let me go.

Don’t tug on my emotions.

Don’t tarnish my reputation,

and please don’t force my presence.

As tenderly as you handed me these memories that I hold,

I would be forever in your debt if you would give me but one more,

one final memory

of you allowing me to go.

1/16/97

And Then Comes January

And then comes January into my life,

every year at nearly the same time.

It forces me to do some pondering

and a little realizing.

Perhaps it’s the barren trees

so courageously braving the winter storms.

Then again, it may be the winter storms themselves.

Perhaps the melancholy calm

after a Christmas parade of busyness,

or perhaps just the position of the month in the twelve.

I’m never quite certain why,

but something happens every year at this same time.

I think it’s when I do my growing,

the yearly growing that we all do,

not a physical movement,

but a mental awareness,

and every year I look to January with slight apprehension.

It’s something I’d rather not experience.

Once it arrives I endure it as a bit of a nuisance,

and once it’s gone I understand it as an essential part of my existence…

but then it’s gone.

1/84

The Water Sprite

She rises slowly,

as if waking from a pleasant dream;

and the moonlight glistens on the beads of water

trailing gradually down her perfect skin.

She makes not a sound,

moving lithely through the dark moisture,

as a leaf caught on the tender fingers

of a lingering spring breeze.

Her hair is blacker than the shadowy parts of night.

Damp, it cascades against the curve of her back,

clinging tightly to the small of her waist,

then dipping tentatively into the glassy depths

ebbing softly from her modest thighs.

She stops,

gliding one delicate hand

through the watery expanse that surrounds her.

Slowly tilting back her head,

she raises her dripping hand heavenward

and smiles in sweet delight,

while gently tracing the pleasure of a single drop

down her extended arm,

until it ends in nothingness.

11/28/97

The Pool of Bethesda

I know you love me.

I know you care.

I know you’d be here in an instant,

if you knew I was needy.

You just don’t know.

Where do you go?

What do you do 

that so overshadows 

the truth about me?

I try to show you.

I place my face in front of you daily,

yet you don’t see me.

How can you not see?

I constantly displace your world

with my deepest secrets,

yet you don’t know me.

How can you not know?

I wrap my arms around you tightly

every time I see you,

yet you don’t’ feel me.

How can you not feel?

Where do you go?

What do you do

that causes you to see me so poorly,

know me so mildly,

feel me so weakly,

your best friend?

I know you love me.

I never truly doubt that,

but I’m dying inside.

My heart is crying out to you.

You’re just…not there.

1/21/99

Mossbrae Falls

(for Grandpa)

Deep in the woods near my hometown, there’s a cove that softly calls.

The trees are deep, and the shadows fall on the likes of Mossbrae Falls.

The sun jumps in and out in time with clouds that drift along,

and the sparrows croon, and the mockingbirds tease with their own false song.

The ivy covered rocks incline just above a quiet pool

that wanders all along the cove then breaks away to spool.

With echoes of a gentle rain the water’s fingers reach

and gently trickle down the wall to meet the pool’s deep breech.

Scattered boulders sit in wait for squirrels to bathe and preen,

as pieces in a game of chess await the queen.

Rainbows shimmer in the mist that lingers moist and thick,

while woods and stream defy the pace of time that beckons quick.

The path still lies in wait for any soul that comes to call.

The puddles rise in spring, and leaves flow past the pond in fall.

But time has come and gone, and various distant paths were lead,

and pleasant memories now displace the Mossbrae Falls instead.

9/16/97

Osseous bodies

bend and straighten

like some ancient sculpture,

hot in their expressionless desire,

soft in their ancient love.

3/31/02

Restoration

Did you know that you would find something sweet tonight?

When you opened that door

and walked into the dimly lit room,

that look of determination on your face,

did you know that I would be here,

needing someone,

wanting something,

vacant from nights of misspent passion,

doubtful from days of misplaced trust?

And looking at me now,

what do you know?

Can you see that somewhere

underneath the hurt and hollowness

lie vague memories,

sweet memories,

waiting for the chance to breathe again,

waiting for you to brush past,

take hold

and tell me 

that you believe.

3/30/02

The Promise

From dusk until dawn

I will stand between you and the darkness.

As long as I am near,

no shadow will be allowed to pass over

the light that shines naturally from within your face.

No demon will be allowed to taunt you,

from the obscurity that looms so dauntingly on the horizon.

And no doubt will be allowed to come near to your heart,

tempting you to lose sight of the truth,

enticing you to forget the promise of faithfulness

that effortlessly overpowers all of the forces of night

in all of their exaggerated supremacy.

With one hand in yours

I will remain beside you,

and nothing in this world can touch you.

Neither the influence of time

nor the effect of distance 

can change the fact that we remain bonded together 

in an amalgam of love and friendship

impervious to the authority of any power

that would foolishly seek 

to diminish the promise.

3/31/02 

Nothing Wrong is Right

(Villanelle)

Don’t try to tell me nothing wrong is right.

A thousand voices screaming how I should,

Who would fault me for drinking in this light?


When evening masks the sun, the stars burn bright,

All reason seems to go, misunderstood.

Don’t try to tell me nothing wrong is right.

I can do naught but fall against the sight,

As day has shrewdly donned its twilight hood.

Who would fault me for drinking in this light?

A youthful soul, a newfound spirit light,

Would stumble too in midnight shadowed wood.

Don’t try to tell me nothing wrong is right.

I chose my course, I struggle through this fight.

Though there are many else who think they could,

Who would fault me for drinking in this light?

Against each passing day, each nearing night,

I have no staff to measure bad from good.

Don’t try to tell me nothing wrong is right.

Who would fault me for drinking in this light?

5/1/02 (written with Donald Sullivan)

Night Air

Remnants of midnight linger, 

and a sweet breeze drifts 

through the slightly open window,

ambling playfully across the hair at my forehead,

tickling my memory,

causing me to stir from my sleep.

Uncertain of the margin of reality,

my eyes remain closed.

I breathe deeply of the night air,

so different from any other,

cool and fragrant,

ardent and fertile.

Like a requiem for some morning passed,

it reminds me of a dozen other places,

days of brightness,

rich with play,

nights of blackness,

dripping with desire,

some long ago,

some only moments,

or so it seems. 

Nudging apart my curtains,

the alluring night air

provokes me to consciousness,

filling my lungs with peaceful dreams,

haunting memories,

tempting passion,

and I breath deeply of its certainty, 

reach across the bed,

open my eyes

and twine my fingers through your very real fingers.

dmh

5/29/02

Slave

I kneel at your feet each night

like a schoolgirl with a crush.

And that look you give me,

when you glance my way,

causes me to forget my name. 

May 2003

