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 BATTLEFIELDS

 


 Before Deployment
Ends

 


We’re in battle, looking at hurt

every day,

looking at the devil

every day,

looking at loss,

and despair,

and more tunnel,

every day!

 


What do I want to do

before this

deployment ends,

you ask?

 


I want to suck

the juice out of

every day

I still have

in this body

and not regret I

lived it

like I used to

so many times

when I was young.

 


I want to dare

the things I don’t

deserve,

the things I didn’t earn,

that outrage the righteous.

 


I want to laugh in

the face of the dirty

swollen hypocrites,

and dull wits,

and see them brought to

their knees,

and then glide over it all

not caring,

like a self-involved

butterfly,

preening itself.

 


Are you

with me

so far?

 


 Gone

 


I’m hurting,

I’m broken,

I’m fighting alone.

 


Who is it I’m fighting,

I don’t even know!

 


I live by the rules of a world that I
left.

I wade in a river that’s now a dry bed.

 


I wish I could startle a hope or a
thought

that tells me my efforts aren’t always for
naught.

 


I wish I could think of a plan that’s worth
haste!

I wish that my life wasn’t all meant to
waste!

 


I don’t want your reasons,

I don’t want your truth,

I don’t want to know why I’m never worth
good,

I can’t bear your brush-offs,

your threats and your lies!

 


I want to be thriving!

I want to be fine!

 


I’ll find my wild path and I’ll follow it
home.

I’ll live in such thoughts that no mortal
can hold.

I’ll find myself ways to defeat all this
grief.

I’ll dare all the strange things

that challenge belief.

 


I’ll act out in ways that are too fast to
see,

too simple,

too complex,

too different for thee!

I’ll be in my realm where I’m happy and
free,

away from your ugly that’s smothering
me.

 


I don’t know why I never fit in your
world,

but I have a soul, and a heart, and they
hurt.

 


I’ll send them away to be safe for a
while;

they won’t be returning ‘till everything’s
fine.

 


 


 If You Should Ever See Me
Cry

 


If you should ever see me cry,

I cry because the moon is high,

I cry because my heart is dry,

I cry because I touched the sky.

 


I’ll cry an hour and a day

for feelings that were ripped away,

for words that never came my way,

for things that I can’t even say!

 


When I decide that I should stop

I’ll climb a mountain to the top,

and there I’ll dance until I drop

and wait for day break in the gap.

 


The opening that leads the way

to find the day within a day,

the sheltered realm where I can stay

and watch the sorrows drift away.

 


 Social Justice

 


Some people say that life is hard and we're
all here to learn from pain

but push the pain on someone else and put
their life on trial for gain.

 


You say that we all bear our loads and
fairness asks to carry grief

as you crush those of lesser fate with
burdens hard beyond belief.

 


How happiness offends the ones who stand to
gain when it's denied

and preach hypocrisy as law and ask us all
to close our eyes!

 


If all the reason to exist is to be
squirming out in pain

then why are all the fortune's blessed
around to sabotage this gain?

 


You don't steal good from someone else by
not reverberating cries,

you just misuse your precious life in idol
worshiping the lies.

 


You owe no sorrowing or hurt, don't drown
your happiness in guilt

and pass this dreadful noxious waste as a
tradition to our kids!

 


We're here to thrive, we're here to grow, we
carry God's light in our soul,

do not forget, do not forfeit this gift most
precious above all.

 


And next time someone tries to shame you
into sallying in their trap,

with kindness tell them they're denied and
they should find another sap.

 


 


 Gift

 


Through all the strain designed to break us
down,

through all the scuffles of a life
constrained,

one truth
remains unchanged,

one love remains.

 


There is a sacred place in people's
lives

a place resilient to filth and snare.

I'll meet you there,

in truth,

I'll meet you there.

 


The waste builds up as to forget the
gift,

but I return to it like waves to shore.

When life spews pointless,

petty builds,

our souls are more.

 


I breathe the air,

I touch the ground,

I shiver

when warmth and waves reach out to touch my
hand.

I'm born into the miracle of freedom,

the gift of a beginning without end.

 


 



Being nobody

 


"What do you seek," the quaestor asks,

"that can be wrung out of your dreams,

that I can measure,

I can touch,

and I can fashion to my will?"

 


"How can I make you see you're wrong,

and I should lead your life for you

and help you lose your silly hopes

and let me make your luck accrue?"

 


"Why won't you fear me,

be amazed at the extraordinary might

with which I buckled to my will the lesser
rivals in the fight?"

 


"Don't you believe that you are small

and with the knowledge given you

your better option is to yield

your thoughts to me

and pay my due?"

 


"For I can do the things for you that you
can't normally achieve:

you don't know naught,

you can't do naught,

your life's a shadow of your dreams!"

 


"Didn't you learn throughout the years

you can make nothing of yourself,

and I can trample down your hopes

and give you ruin and regret?"

 


"Didn't you see the other fools who
thought

'I can stand up to
you'?

How sorry were they afterward when all their
dreams had fallen through!"

 


"I don't mean to discomfort you,

because I care,

I really do,

and have no fonder wish in life

than make you happy with my rule."

 


"What do you say there,

let's be friends,

submit to me as you well know

and I'll forget this nasty feud.

What do you say?"

 


"The answer's
NO."

 


 


 How Much Longer?

 


The sun paints bright patterns on the
ground;

I languish for spring.

 


How much longer,

how much longer,

I ask,

how much longer?

 


The sharp spears of daffodils are pushing
away oblivion

with chlorophyll painted tips grasping at
the sun.

 


How much longer,

asks the cherry tree,

how much longer,

asks the blushing rose,

until the loving,

sunny,

bright and hopeful happiness

rushes back into my life.

 


Come out of the darkness,

of the dried up,

cracked up suspended nothing

to enjoy how vivid the colors,

how full the buds,

how cheerful the birds.

 


I anxiously scratch at the ground

looking for curled up fronds of peonies,

for little heart-shaped leaves of
violets,

for
overwintered sprays of snapdragons.

 


I long for the perfumed breath

of blooming trees,

when branches look dipped in sea foam,

when the air caresses your alveoli

as it moves through your lungs,

healing.

 


I miss the periwinkle skies,

the fluffy white clouds,

the perfect morning light

when nothing ever goes wrong,

nothing,

when life soaks in never ending joy and
delight.

 


So, how much longer?

 


 Groundhog Day

 


I hide my pain.

I ride the rain.

I exercise my life in vain.

I see the shame.

I fight the wane.

I cry out from the tortured strain.

My light is tamed.

My soul is stained.

The gladness in my heart is chained.

My love is maimed.

My self is slain.

I'll fight till my last breath is
drained!

 


No secret gain.

No shelter claimed.

No friends to protest when I'm blamed.

No loss sustained.

No stress to tame.

No end to memories that remain.

No fear to feign.

No lies to deign.

With rocks my hurt is underlain.

By faith sustained my
hope remains.

I'll fight till my last breath is
drained!

 


It's been the
same exhausting strain

from the first quickening of my name,

the false refrain,

the loser game,

the crippled logic of the cane,

the crooked lane,

the warping frame,

the poison running through the veins,

the useless pain,

the hopeless bane,

I'll fight till my last breath is
drained!

 


It was ordained that I restrain

the pounding headache in my brain,

the anger grain,

the sadness strain,

the cynicism of disdain,

frustrated fain,

recurring sprain,

the dulling irk of the mundane,

the thought profane,

the shameful gain,

I'll fight till my last breath is
drained!

 


In octave frames my life's contained.

They're hollowed out at the refrain,

then filled with plain refreshed domain

and new instructions to explain.

 


In constant twain I thread my name,

untangled from the knotted skein,

and until my last breath is drained

I'll always look through the same pain.

 


 



I, Woman

 


I value my freedom.

I value my truth.

Don't tell me what I think.

Don't dig up my roots.

Don't push me around

so I do what you say.

Don't use my demeanor

to back your own way.

 


Don't make up fake confines

to keep me contained.

Don't bring up traditions

to make me obey.

I know my own vows

and my cherished beliefs,

don't use them to cover

your dubious deeds.

 


We live in the blessing

of wonderful times

when history's changing

and energy climbs,

when what we think matters

and what we do thrives,

and when we can see life

through each other's eyes.

 


When we can choose living

our years free of lies,

skip stepping the hurdles

deception implies,

when hurt to a person

is hurt to us all,

when no one's alone,

unimportant or scorn.

 


We're cajoled as the weaker,

the nurturing gender

after all of the progress

our struggle has rendered:

after millions of Rosies

brought life back from the brink,

after bright minds and strong wills

were gone in a blink.

 


After working and working,

and working some more

so our daughters could build

on our strength their own core,

after carrying three times

the load of a man,

after having to push hard

and smile through the pain,

after knocking for ages

on unopened doors,

after grinding our teeth

to insensitive lore,

after getting imprisoned

for stating our views,

after being attacked

for defending
the truth,

we stand on the shoulders of those who had
courage

to banish
unfairness, to question compliance.

 


I offer my nurturing,

soft,

feeble shoulders

to hold the rampart for the rights of our
daughters.

 



Induction

 


in·duc·tion
[in-duhk-shuhn]

noun [...]

Logic

a. any
form of reasoning in
which the conclusion, though
supported by the premises, does
not follow from them
necessarily.

*Dictionary.com

 


There must be a rip somewhere in the
space-time continuum through which another reality, eerily similar
but evidently different, seeps through, reality of which we are
made aware through the inconsistency of events as we know them.

 


The sun rises in the same place and the
surroundings seem unchanged, but the language makes no sense,
turning night into day, like a Shakespearian commentary on
absurdity distorting the truth.

 


A different reality, where neither logic nor
kindness exist and nothing that happens has to follow the laws of
cause and effect.

 


How do you function in a world like that? Do
you know who you are? If you do that's enough. The truth doesn't
need white washing.

 


 


 Dispassionate
Clear

 


I’m too tired for insight,

too strong for solace,

too clear for words,

too resonant for silence,

too old for wonder,

too lucid.

 


Today came, looked at me and passed me
by,

just like yesterday did,

and the day before it.

 


They all gazed at each other and sighed,

shaking their heads,

because they know,

they know,

even though they would never let me have
it,

that now is not the right time

for me.

 


Because they know the timing

of my every purpose under Heaven,

and now it is my purpose

to do nothing.

 


 BEGINNING
ALCHEMY







On Being Here

 


On being here,

on living here,

on being lived by me.

 


One for the stone,

two for the wind,

three for the perfect sea.

 


Four for the love,

five for the mist,

six for the blessed ground,

seven and eight to redirect,

nine to call back around.

 


Ten to decide

what tide to ride

to help the spirit thrive.

 


On being here,

on living here,

on being lived by life.

 


On dreaming dreams,

on waking up,

on seeing far away.

 


One for the gift,

two for the field,

three for the sunset bay.

 


Four for the bells,

five for the glimpse,

six memory restores,

seven and eight my soul reflect,

nine opens up the doors.

 


Ten seeks your role

and keeps you whole

and helps you find the truth.

 


On dreaming dreams,

on waking up,

on being lived by youth.

 


On making ways,

on getting through,

on qualities revealed.

 


One is to touch,

two is to share,

three is to strengthen will.

 


Four cuts a wave,

five turns you brave,

six brings the scented rain,

seven and eight restore your breath,

nine takes away the pain.

 


Ten keeps you near

to steer you clear

and charms away your fears.

 


On making ways,

on getting through,

on living out your years.

 


Believe or not,

call truth or doubt,

to me that’s all ok:

my soles wore out

the silver dust

along the winding way.

 


From ten to one I left behind

the fear,

the loss,

the hurt.

 


From one to ten I came to gain

the fullness of my heart.

 


I’m making ways,

I’m dreaming dreams,

I cast out all qualms aside,

while I’m still here,

while I breathe air,

while I am lived by life.

 


 


 The Heart in the
Stone

 


There once was a fair girl whose name was
Maureen

who dwelt in the mists of the island
‘Vergreen.

She lived with her father,

her hair was like copper,

she longed for a place that no human had
seen.

 


An old woman told her when she was a
child

a story about a great realm that’s
outside

the edge of the borders,

the reach of the mortals,

a place where the gods and the spirits
abide.

 


She went to that place every night in her
sleep,

but the mists only fragments allowed her to
keep.

Come daybreak the morrow

she hid in a hollow

and thought of the path that would take her
to it.

 


She haunted the green bluff at dusk like a
sprite

with nothing but worn shoes to show for her
plight.

She followed the sun path,

she searched in the twilight,

she sought by the moon and the stars of the
night.

 


She fell for the spell of the slow dying
light

which brings eyes to close and the body to
halt.

She dozed on the seashore,

she woke in a clamor

of cawing and screeching and flapping
about.

 


A raven had caught its right foot in a
net

and tightened it further because of the
fret.

It flapped in a tizzy,

it circled till dizzy,

it cawed in despair for the fear of its
death.

 


Maureen picked it gently and pet its black
head,

and freed it from bondage and fed it her
bread.

Its feathers turned steely

its secret revealing;

it turned to a goddess with dark hair
instead.

 


She thanked the young woman for saving her
life

and asked her to name the one favor she’d
like.

The girl didn’t dawdle,

she told her her struggle,

excited the raven would show her the
path.

 


The goddess allowed her the dark road to
see,

but warned her the place beyond life wasn’t
free.

“They’ll think you’re
departed,

they’ll harness your heartbeat,

they won’t let you back to the land by the
sea!”

 


She taught her to hide her live heart
somewhere near

and go to the place beyond life without
fear.

Her heart in a hard rock,

she traveled the dark path

to wondrous sights she had dreamed of for
years.

 


She saw seas of cobalt and rivers of
light,

and trees with gold leaves gleaming shimmery
bright.

She danced with the fairies,

she ate their charmed berries,

they asked her to stay till the end of the
night.

 


Come morning she couldn’t remember her
life,

and had no desire to go back to the
bluff.

She lived with the spirits,

she drank from their memories,

she listened to stories and lore with
delight.

 


She stayed many years and befriended the
fay,

in all ways abiding their rules and their
ways.

She didn’t go back,

she even forgot

she’d left her heart gage at the edge of the
bay.

 


She wedded the king of the fay whom she
cherished

and many fair children they had from their
marriage,

with skin milky white,

and hair made of light,

who carried the stars and the moon in their
carriage.

 


Come back fair Maureen with the coppery
hair!

Come back to the living, remember your
share!

She lived out her life

in blissful delight,

forgetting the bluff and her life and her
fare.

 


But one night the raven came visit her
dreaming

and bid her return to the land of the
living.

She followed the dark path,

she went to the hard rock,

but she couldn’t get her heart out of the
thing!

 


She tried to dislodge it; she tried to
rebuff

the promise that kept her heart safe on the
bluff,

she felt it inside,

she heard through the side

the heartbeat that fused with the soul of
the block.

 


You silly girl thinking to swindle the
fay!

How little you know of their rules and their
way!

Your heart’s made of rock,

you can’t get it back!

You’re bound to a substance you can’t cast
away!

 


She placed her stone heart back inside her
as bid

and tried to return to her dull human
needs,

but she was dead-eyed

and empty inside:

she’d left all her soul with her love and
her kids.

 


She couldn’t go back while she was still
alive,

she couldn’t stay there with a rock for a
heart.

She was in a daze,

she waited for days

for her fairy husband to bring her soul
back.

 


What good is a heart that is too hard to
love?

What good is a living with no life
inside?

She sneaked out at night,

she went to the bluff

and laid her stone heart on the beach at low
tide.

 


The legend is hazy and vague after that.

Some say that she missed her betrothed and
went back.

Some swear they could hear,

when fairies drew near,

the sound of her voice singing songs with
their lot.

 


We know that the stone hasn’t moved from the
place

as centuries pass and our memories
erase.

The heart beats inside,

it will never die,

and you can still feel it through the stony
face.

 


There are some who say it’s been cursed by a
norn,

and shudder while gaping with dread at its
form,

but secrets it kept,

and sailors protect,

who couldn’t find shelter away from the
storm.

 


The wise older women are bound to know
best:

they say that the rock is protected and
blessed.

It’s bidding good luck

in matters of love

and hasn’t been known to deny a request.

 


“Draw near, weary traveler wayfaring
alone!

Draw near, lay your head down beside living
stone!”

It’ll send you a dream,

your future will glean

and in its cold face your true love will be
shown.

 


And when all the stars in the sky will be
gone,

and when all the rivers will dry like a
bone,

you’ll still hear the fay

who echo away

the beating of her loving heart in the
stone.

 


 Ride

 


The world has changed from yesterday,

it got transformed,

it moved away,

 


it went astray,

it slid adrift

along a strident Doppler shift.

 


It bested me

and went ahead.

I was too slow for it to wait.

 


It didn’t know it was my ride,

or felt my spurs

dig in its side,

 


it missed my soft voice

in its head,

it didn’t notice that I led.

 


It ran its course

and fizzled out

and a new world came from behind

 


which overtook it while it laughed

and left it choking

on its dust,

 


and I jumped on the better steer.

 


Yesterday’s gone

but I’m still here.

 


 Double Decima

 


You were,

until now and the days yet to be,

the best thing

and worst thing

that happened to me.

 


My soul’s torn to shreds by the feelings I
host,

I’m grateful,

and hateful,

and fearing the worst.

I’m shrouded in wonder and keeping the
fast

while mourning the things that are lost to
the past.

 


Excited by visions that hide in the
winds,

both humble

and smug

and in vague disbelief,

I’m doubting the setting in front of my
eyes

while learning impossible truths to
deny.

 


***

 


Eyes open to heaven,

eyes open to hell,

eyes open so wide they can’t close to get
well,

awake in the knowledge that shines
everywhere,

that won’t let me fail

and that won’t let me dare,

I feel more than human

and slightly insane.

I’m honored,

I’m privileged,

I’m writhing in pain!

 


Beholden to you

more than words can express

I owe you my grace

and blame you for my mess.

I’ve grown ten times better than I thought
I’d be;

you’re the best thing

and worst thing

that happened to me.

 


 Angst

 


I haven’t written in a while

and the words keep piling up inside my
mind,

and their essence builds up in layers

that get thicker and denser

with each passing day,

heavier and heavier,

and I fear that pretty soon they will be so
heavy

they will start falling through my
consciousness,

and then through matter and time,

all the way back to the beginning of the
world,

and when they get there,

to that point of origin

without precursor or dimension,

I fear they will fall through it too,

into the non-existence

before eternity.

 


 Envy

 


Nature feels freer just before the
morning,

by shadow of darkness,

by silver moon beam.

Life is then heightened,

more precious,

more vibrant,

a whirled fuzzy achene

caught up in the wind.

 


There is so much silence,

such peaceful contentment,

I envy it,

miser,

earthbound human kin,

and wish I were songbirds,

a whipping of branches,

a dew covered cattail,

a wave in the stream.

 


 Haiku

 


I honor my fears.

 


I cut the crystal of my

confidence with them.

 


 


 Filling the Space between
F and J

 


Little black symbols

paint syncopated rhythms

as my fingertips pause between
sentences,

returning faithfully to F and J,

a force of habit

gained from long practice.

 


I gaze at pictures in my mind

and grasp at them

with child-like awkwardness,

dress them in words

and send them to the patiently waiting
fingers.

 


Wit is so tangled in my fingers

the brain can't isolate it,

much like the feet don't disengage

from the hearing of music

in a complicated dance.

 


Gentle small scale acrobatics,

if you think about it,

so second nature it becomes,

so second nature...

 


The back-lit keys float

over diminished light,

enough light to guide me

if I need it,

but I don't,

not anymore,

not for a while now.

 


The slim bumps on F and J

gently nudge the tips of my fingers

as hands glide on the keyboard

swiftly,

assuredly,

fluidly,

free.

 


 



If damage

 


"What do you mean I have to hustle?"

"Set your mind loose and make it
happen!"

 


"Easy for you to say,” I grumble...

"You think too much, get rid of grovel!"

 


"What do you mean you can't be bothered?

Get off your slump, make your dreams
matter!"

 


"But you're because, I'm only maybe,

if only, too and missing causal..."

 


"What do you mean life's but a struggle?

Put down the bat and things will
settle."

 


"But he and they or them and always,

and not my time or place or standing."

 


"What do you mean it is impossible?

Check out those guys, they made it
happen."

 


"But they were this and that and other,

and I too young too late no prospect."

 


"What does she mean that she can't do
it?

You want to try, what is it to you?"

 


"What is to try? I will just do it!

How high, how fast, how much, how
loony?"

 



Parameters

 


You wake up one day,

just one day out of many,

to find your world has shifted on its
axis,

not a lot,

just enough,

just enough to drive you mad.

 


We adapt,

smart humans that we are,

we adapt and it shifts again,

unexpectedly,

at the least convenient moment,

just to spite us.

 


Like the strongest current

on the bottom of the ocean

life takes us,

a convenient fast transportation system,

the TGV of existence,

so to speak.

 


Incredibly fast highways these life shifts
are,

a huge tree

whose infinite ramifications define
time,

a tree we can only climb looking
backwards

like an Orpheus opposite without a lyre.

 


As we advance in wisdom

we define new parameters

inside this stream we live in,

knowing they will always be changing.

 



Symmetry

 


The sky is blue,

the trees are green,

the light is pure,

the air is clean.

 


The mind's at peace,

the soul is light,

the heart is full,

the sound is bright.

 


The particles transform to waves,

the stringy loops

span hyperspace,

the atoms bind

in stable states,

the light along the space time bends.

 


 



Timeline

 


It's early | so early | to tell you | the
story | of summer,

when violet | beams lift | the shutter of |
heaven | at dawn

so fast that | the marking | between day |
and night | is a sharpened,

dimensionless | blade's edge | in silence |
partitioning | time.

 


I live on | the brim | of the rift |
demarcating | tomorrow

and watch it | unfold but | forever | am
kept out | of reach.

I stretch out | my arm | trying to touch |
the new me | one day older,

the person | who until | tomorrow | can't
really | exist.

 


I'm waving | and trying to | seek out |
tomorrow's | wise counsel,

to prod and | inquire about | things still
to | pass in | my life,

while yesterday's | me loudly | asks un - |
divided | attention.

I hear but | ignore it | since its present |
has already | passed.

 


 Here Be Dragons

 


I’m on the edge of existence,

looking out at nothing,

the substantial,

rich,

eclectic nothing

of which all reality is woven.

 


It lacks form,

but it’s filled with thoughts and
possibilities,

this place where the mind of God roams
free,

unencumbered by the parameters

of our restricted world.

 


It is from it that time itself

springs forth,

fluidly looped back

into its spirited emptiness

and endlessly renewed,

until all eternity has come to pass, and
then some more.

 


I don’t know how to feel about

looking out into eternity

from the flimsy shell

of my body,

worried about my lesser,

material state,

barely held together

by impulses and energy,

worried

it won’t be able to contain me

in the vastness out there,

in this thought filled original void

without beginning or end.

 


In defiance of the silent limitations

of my world,

I stretch out my hands

to touch the nothing,

and it doesn’t yield under my fingers.

 


Smudges of my self

get trapped in its essence,

altering its meaning

with the fine silver dusting

of my soul.

 


There are worlds,

and lives,

and universes

in those silver smudges

that my fingers leave behind

in the endlessness of being,

worlds far beyond

the existence we perceive,

far beyond my understanding.

 


Nothing leaves smudges

on my outstretched hands too,

magical invisible inkblots,

as if the fountain pen of creation leaked
infinity on my fingers.

 


And yet,

I am nothing,

a wrinkle on the surface of being,

while eternity itself

lends its substance

to the tips of my fingers.

 



Prayer

 


Will you let me know when it’s time?

When the sands in the hourglass

blend to just the right mix?

When the heavenly bodies

attune to their own rhythms?

When the world spins on its axis just
right?

 


Will you let me know then,

in case I don’t get it,

in case I’m distracted

by some random event that intrudes

upon my concentration at precisely the same
time,

how does that even happen, right?

 


Will you wake me up if I happen to be
asleep

in that compelling moment

when I should really be paying
attention?

 


‘Cause I wouldn’t be able to live with
myself

if I missed it,

if I missed it again!

 



Moonlight

 


 


I spun from the moon threads of light

and wove them to fashion my sight.

 


My soul was reflected inside,

revealed by the scant light of night.

 


The weave was transparent and silver,

a tenuous substance,

a shiver,

not meant for this world or this weaver:

a glimmer,

a mirror,

a river.

 


Sometimes you just see without knowing

what nature’s unfolding to show you;

you’re granted the thrill and the awing

of all the unseen world that’s glowing.

 


 


 As I am I Bare My Soul

 


As I am I will go to my Maker,

I don’t need to pretend to be more.

I stand as I am from now on.

As I am is enough.

As I am I bare my soul.

 


This may be the one life I’m living,

or maybe I’ve been here before,

or maybe there is no death,

no end,

no change at all.

 


In any case,

my life’s too old to reupholster,

the layers that

act and think and feel like me

are too thick to paint over.

There will be no do-overs,

no rewrites,

no bridges to the chances I’ve missed.

 


I stand as I am from now on.

Whatever I do,

however I feel,

wherever I go,

as I am is enough.

As I am I bare my soul.

 


 Who

 


Who is to know

what the future will hold,

the future from here to forever?

 


Who is to say

what the fate has in store,

the fate that has brought us together?

 


Who is to judge

if it’s right or it’s wrong,

the judge who created existence?

 


Who is to ponder

the meaning of lore,

its spirit,

its magic,

its essence?

 


Who is to venture

the wandering path,

the path that evolves with the season?

 


Who is to witness

the wonders unfold,

the wonders defying all reason?

 


Who is to catch

the songs born in the breeze,

whose resonance permeates matter?

 


Who is to sing

and to dream

and to dance

to rhythms unheard by another?

 


And who is the witness

who waits at the door,

whose countenance is oddly familiar?

 


The patient companion

you knew from before,

a glimpse of your soul in the mirror.

 


 One

 


A mirror in time

my life has become,

the doors to my soul open wide.

 


What couldn’t I be,

what couldn’t I find

when boundaries fell to the side?

 


Could someone break in?

Could someone intrude?

They could if they managed to find

a way to withstand,

a way to push through

the waves of my soul flowing out.

 


It’s hard to protect,

it’s hard to conceal

the wind that is sweeping the field,

the drop of perfume

that fell in the sea

and mingled its essence with it.

 


I fit in the world

as I always did,

if that is a reference at all.

 


They’re cut from its fabric,

my strength and my wit,

we share the same body and soul.

 


 


 Don't look down

 


If you look down the squalor overwhelms
you,

the fetid stench of base decaying souls,

they’re always game for wrecking petty
damage

to feed, so they can foul up the world.

 


If you look up, there’s beauty under
heaven

and places where the swindlers cannot
go,

where you don’t need your words to call the
spirit,

you don’t need proof to feel its love and
awe.

 


I don’t want to belong to the befuddled,

the fake, the dull, the knowers of it
all.

I’d rather send my spirit on a journey

to find me things to love, believe, and
learn.

 


I tried and tried again, but it’s not
easy,

you can’t command the skills you haven’t
earned,

but any day, I tell you, any day now

I’ll learn to tame the power of my soul.

 


 



Echoes

 


I call for my soul

inside the soaring chambers of my soul,

and their tall walls and vaults reverberate
and multiply

my voice into thousands of new me’s,

also lost,

also searching.

 


“Where are you?” -

“you”

“you”

“you”

“you...”

 


“I’m here”

“here”

“here”

“here”

“here...”

 


“Which one is me?”

I wonder.

“Which one is the real me

in this gigantic echo chamber?”

and the question also bounces about
endlessly between

the walls and the ceilings.

 


I pick up the closest echo and go with
it,

a mirror of me

which is also me,

me-ish,

or me enough.

 


So I speak and I answer,

bouncing off sound boards,

and I’m here,

and I’m there,

and I’m everywhere,

a wave propagating with a slight,

but noticeable time delay.

 


Ironic,

isn’t it,

not being able to find yourself among
yourself?

 


I wonder what wondrous symphonies I could
create

if I managed to master

the tempos and echoes just right.

 


 


 Wish

 


If only I could see

the light surrounding me,

the essence of a tree,

the wisdom of the wind.

 


If only I could find

the thread that never binds,

the dream that never dies,

the whispers of the field.

 


If only I could sense

the love that never fades,

the hope that never rests,

the faith that never bends.

 


If only I could hold

the fire and the cold,

the keystone of the world,

the tale that never ends.

 


 



I Threw a Rock into a Pond

 


I threw a rock into a pond

and watched the circles form around.

 


The circles grew and spread unbound,

and mixed with other waves they found,

the fish who made the surface bounce,

the tracing of a willow branch,

the rustle of a flop of wings,

the stirring from what lives beneath.

 


Their patterns mingled up with mine;

they didn’t drown,

they amplified

the wave that went on without me

to echo in infinity,

and made things beautiful and odd

in ways I never would have thought,

a complicated quilted chart

of how the strands of time are wrought,

a future made by my own hand

who turned on me to shape itself

and who preferred the willow’s touch,

the fish’s bite,

the otter’s scratch,

who turned a perfect circle dance

to something I can’t recognize,

I can’t describe,

I can’t control,

I can’t make sense of it at all!

 


It isn’t mine!

It isn’t mine!

 


My sadness made me drunk like wine,

but I can’t take that moment back,

that moment when I threw the rock.

 


 


 I See

 


I could buy the story that the world is
wicked,

that mankind is desperate

and alone.

 


I could start believing that my life will
fail me,

that my soul is faltering

and hope’s gone.

 


I could use the compass that was shrewdly
altered

as to always point to

the wrong north.

 


I could start believing that the sky is
falling,

that we’re doomed and helpless

on this Earth.

 


I could lose my patience with enduring
precepts,

with the things that matter,

with being me.

 


I could be deluded to embrace the ugly

and forgo my blessings,

but I see.






 LOVE,
CONTEMPORARY

 


 Bliss

 


There are rare moments

when I can feel the world’s beauty.

 


Not see it

but feel it with my whole being

in a way that is extraordinary

and beyond words

and whose every reverberation engenders
bliss.

 


For a fleeting moment I get to peek

through a very thick veil

into the splendor of a hidden realm.

 


Sometimes I think

my every breath

is just biding time until I can feel that
transcendent beauty again,

nothing more.

 


 But Love Always
Is

 


My spirit is heavy with the time I
squandered

driving in first gear,

one light glowing dimly to dispel the
darkness,

all the way holding on to the promise my
ancestors cherished,

that love always is.

 


I feel it finding my keys when I'm late and
frazzled.

It adjusts the blanket over my shoulders
when I shiver,

and touches my forehead, concerned, waiting
for the fever to break.

I hear it whisper the right answers to those
questions meant

to catch me unaware.

 


So just in case you can't see it clearly
through the tears,

and worry you might have dropped it that
dark night

when you took out the garbage in the middle
of a snowstorm,

don't worry, it is still there, I can see it
from here.

Love always is.

 



Fingers

 


Fingers tapping on the table,

on the forehead,

on the window,

shuffling papers thin as tinfoil,

pouring corn flakes,

wiping mirrors.

 


Fingers stretching wrinkled cotton,

brushing dust specks,

creasing card stock,

pasting photos next to scribbles,

dabbing cold cream,

picking bluebells.

 


Fingers twisting silky fibers,

changing light bulbs,

turning pages,

scratching lightly at the surface,

planting plum pits,

chasing daydreams.

 


Fingers weave cat's cradle pass-times

sporting thimbles,

playing air drums,

ruffling feathers,

painting gouaches,

testing pudding,

touching heirlooms.

 


Fingers matching color samples,

picking thumb tacks,

holding pencils,

pushing hair strands off the forehead,

lifting tea cups,

turning sound dials.

 


Fingers braiding wavy tresses,

sorting mittens,

baking cupcakes,

feeling blood flow through the vessels,

signing peace signs,

petting gerbils.

 


Fingers strumming airy music,

waving welcomes,

holding flowers,

kneading pastry,

cutting ribbons,

closing envelopes,

typing stories.

 


Fingers cleaning sandy conch shells,

wiping sweat beads,

flipping switches,

blowing kisses,

counting banknotes,

sending blessings,

fluffing pillows.

 


Fingers speeding slowing heartbeats,

fixing eyesight,

waking children,

healing sickness,

breaking bread loaves,

sharing fish,

forgiving errors.

 



Innocence

 


We are in life for just a while

between time and eternity,

with no navigational instruments,

no sextant and no chart,

we live in context.

 


There isn't a specific challenge

to overcome during our lifetimes,

no strongly recommended way

to spend our days,

no predetermined fate,

free arbiter at work.

 


It is our privilege to choose from these
possibilities

the ones that fashion happiness,

not misery and suffering.

 


We are only responsible

to leave our corner of the world

a little better than we found it,

that's all,

no epic endeavor,

no sacrifice,

no heroic mission.

 


With tiny chisels we shape history

in infinitely many ways,

unwittingly chipping away

the bulk of nothingness

to reveal time lines and events.

 


It is of our ambitions,

wishes,

prayers,

needs,

hopes

and curiosity

that the quilt of humanity is patiently
woven,

dazzling us with brighter and brighter
hues

as we advance in wisdom.

 


Worry sometimes gnaws at it

darkening its patterns,

staining it with fear.

 


There is no monster under the bed,

no impending doom:

we are all free in the sight of God,

the sky is open

and we are loved.

 


 Loop

 


I wade through the symbols of essence
unseen,

by light and by shadow departing a dream

all centered inside of the self shell of
me.

 


The light pushes darkness away from my
form,

a backdrop,

a contrast to all that is known,

reminder that all that is known is not
all.

 


I'm here and beyond,

in impossible bind

to things that are real

but not matter enough,

in transit from here to the same here again.

 


Where I came from is lost in the mist of a
dream,

where I'm going

us mortals aren't worthy to deem,

we’re swallows in spring who build life like
a nest.

 


It's sadness and beauty to venture the
thought

of life as an endless and boundless
event,

a loop from the light of an infinite
sun.

 


 


 My better self

 


The person in the mirror is more beautiful
than I,

without hesitations,

missteps and scars.

 


With the benefit of gazing at me from the
outside,

a safe distance from pettiness and
minutia.

 


The person in the mirror is smiling at the
future,

taking it in stride,

not swayed by clatter,

knowing exactly what to do,

where to go,

how to act,

seeing life not as beads on a string,

but as a tapestry of patterns,

contented with a life well lived,

knowing it had meaning,

and purpose,

and happiness,

and history,

and direction,

and ideals,

and passion,

and convictions,

and dignity,

and tenacity,

and vision,

and wonder,

and action.

 


The person in the mirror is watching me from
behind my own eyes,

and in the light shining in those eyes I
read nothing but love.

 


 



Breathing

 


There is always something to distract
us,

something urgent,

usually unpleasant,

so I’m going to say this really fast,

before I lose your attention:

last night I heard the roar of the
planet

spinning on its axis,

the deafening breath

of an enormous creature.

 


I know what you’re going to say,

that Earth doesn’t make noise

as it travels through space,

ok,

so its electromagnetic radiation

translated to sound

if that makes you feel better.

 


It’s not like my life is going to change
tomorrow,

I won’t go to bed smarter,

stronger

or more enlightened,

it is unlikely that I’ll solve the world’s
problems, or even my own,

but I will remember

to welcome that strange,

loud and raspy breath of Earth

into my lungs

while I fall asleep.

 


 



Ode to My Cat

 


Softness brushes the glass pane,

steadily patting at the window

with delicate plush soles,

the kind that make intricate embroidery
patterns

on freshly fallen snow,

but no sounds,

no sounds at all,

ever.

 


Showing up from thin air

in response to a thought,

it unravels unhurried on the front
porch,

a humming russet and gray puzzle

watching the world

through amber colored lenses.

 


Her inquisitive temperament

nuzzles my spirit

with the trusty innocence of new life,

in hope of comfort,

protection,

and sheltered playfulness,

while its being wraps itself around my
ankles

in physically impossible ways

for no reason at all,

just to amuse itself,

undulating with the graceful sweeps

of flowing water,

twining my feet

in a living kinetic bind.

 


She gazes far into the distance,

with wisdom unknown,

seeing more than I,

or at least seeming it does,

then quietly draws elastic furry curtains
over the glowing embers of her soul.

 


Play simmers down like the end of a
dance

while shiny wisps of gray and brown

are still stirred by the lightest
breath.

 


She curls up in my lap

oblivious to want and care,

a living pillow filled with meows

winding itself in progressively tighter
circles

like the spring of a clock,

and I don't know anymore

where softness ends

and where I begin.

 


 Love

 


What have you become

when your soul was bound to mine?

Whose heart beats inside?

 


Was my spirit loud?

Did it smother up your sound?

Is your wonder still around?







DARK NIGHT OF THE SOUL

 



Hollow

 


Don’t know where I’m going,

forgot who I am,

I can tell the future

but can’t see me there.

 


So much hurtful prattle,

so little of me!

Surviving the battle

cost me how to be.

 


I’m not really living,

I’m not even dead.

I hide in a hollow

I made in my head.

 



Memory

 


If there is one thing left after we’re
gone,

one small thing that matters,

even an echo in a canyon,

even a faint scent on a breeze,

then we haven’t lived in vain,

have we?

 


The world is strident,

painful loudness,

a babel of shrieks and disorienting
jangle,

inside which that small thing

may be the only music that endures

long enough to seed the chaos

with the nostalgia of order

after its source was silenced.

 


 



The Dark

 


My life would be easy

if it could be fixed,

if only I knew what that meant.

 


I wish I could move on,

let go
and forgive,

but I can’t escape my own self.

 


 


I wish I felt kindness,

I wish I felt loved,

but my soul’s too hard,

filled with fears,

it sees through the murky exterior of
life

its innards of levers and gears.

 


I wish I were happy,

I wish I felt sound

and people could feel when I’m hurt.

 


Instead I don’t fit in

and when I cry out

my sorrow sounds base and absurd.

 


There’s no point in searching,

is what I was taught,

for other kind souls to befriend.

 


There’s no one to save you,

you’re all that you’ve got

and we’re all alone in the end.

 


 Curse

 


I cannot leave my past behind,

‘cause past does not exist.

There is no future,

present,

past,

just an unholy mix.

 


Threats conjured up

by worthless thoughts

attempt to wear me out

with bulldozed happy memories

silently strewn about.

 


There’s always something in the works,

a lurking evil sway

that spills profanity on dreams

and pilfers luck away,

that taints my joy

and makes me hurt

and stifles hope and care,

and warps my future

to paint life

in sorrow and despair.

 


I curse you, evil, back to hell,

I curse you out of sync

to feel the sorrow of the world

with all your tenses mixed!

 


May twisted memories of the past

rekindle loss and pain,

and may your future wrap itself

in cold November rain.

 


I send you back the pain you caused to feel
and mourn and hold

and turn your stolen gifts and dreams to
dust, and rot, and mold.

 


And when your anguish gives you rope

to get back in the game,

may this curse take you back to start,

to do it all again.

 


 


 Leave!

 


I’m sure you’re really important

and your stuff is valuable

and your strategy is momentous

and your problems are socially
meaningful

and your feelings matter.

 


Leave!

 


 CONVERSATIONS WITH
GOD

 



Obsolete

 


Somewhere in the interstitial space,

in the crevices between the tiniest matter
unseen

there is a thin dark substance,

as elusive as waves on the water,

as unsettling as an unexplainable

gust of hot wind

at the height of noon

on a summer day.

 


It tries to seep into the clean

with amoeba-like fingers,

an evil smell whose source you can't
identify

and which bounces about its containment,

frustrated and ugly,

the stench from the armpits of hatred.

 


I'm watching it with curiosity and
detachment,

seems like from very far away,

seems like from another world

where it no longer exists,

the worthless artifact of an obsolete
struggle.

 


 I Already Have
Everything

 


I stand in the midst of the whirlwind and
breathe

as it passes around me

and through me

with ease,

like waves on the water,

like sounds in the breeze.

 


I stand and I watch, as I go through the
list

of the things that I want,

of the things that I miss,

of the random desire that went
unfulfilled,

of the pains and regrets,

of my plans,

of my dreams,

of the things that are moving the soul, make
you live.

Don’t I love?

Don’t I yearn?

Don’t I feel?

Don’t I bleed?

 


I do love.

I do yearn.

I do feel.

I do bleed.

 


But the reason I can

stand the wrath of the wind

is I already have everything.

 


 Peeking Through the
Feathers

 


Do you know where you are, sweetheart?

Do you know where you are

when your tears wash

your face

like shimmery pearls

unraveling from

a torn strand?

 


Do you know what you need, baby?

Do you know what you need

when you search

and you search

really search for the meaning of things

unfolding around you?

 


Do you know who I am, love?

Can you recognize me

through the layers of

today's latest news

and the bills

and the phone calls

meant for a generic someone?

 


Are you ready to soar, dear?

Do you want to unfold your large wings

and impress me like always

with their span

and their speed

and their swoosh in the winds?

 


Will you please take my hand, child?

Will you trust when I say

that the flowers are purple

and your spirit is blue?

 


“Am I living or dead?”

 


“You talk nonsense, my
dear!

There is no such a thing,

you just think like a human is all,

believe me.”

 



In Utero

 


I’m streaming a river of feelings and
naught,

a river that weaves through my thought.

 


From color and passion my movements are
wrought,

seduced by their hues and besought.

 


On many souls’ wings I am carried along,

a witness to both right and wrong.

 


I straddle the hedge between life and
beyond,

not sure to which one I belong.

 


I live in continuous flux in the berth

of reality,

watching its birth.

 


I’m here, then I’m not,

then I’m back here,

called forth,

if here is a place on this earth.

 


The soft ebb and flow that appearance
assumes

both comforts and gently entombs.

 


I’m safe in existence,

this strange, endless room,

like babies are safe in the womb.

 


 


 Grace

 


I could have died a thousand ways

or not have lived at all.

I could have sold my happiness

for envy, rage, and gall.

 


I could have drowned in grief and tears

and given up my soul.

I could have followed on my fears

to falter, fail and fall.

 


Years back one mentioned off the cuff

I was a lucky brat

that someone up there cares enough

to keep me safe and sound.

So many ways to lose the fight

and only one way out.

I should be gone, but I am alright,

how wonderful is that!







COMING OF AGE






 Too Much Wisdom

 


Some wise men say

the world is an illusion

whose trappings we just cannot overcome.

 


Some wise men say

that God’s no longer with us

and love is all that’s going to save us
now.

 


Some wise men say

that we are all born wicked

and should repent before the Kingdom
comes.

 


Some wise men say

that we should heed the smartest

to give us guidance how to live our
lives.

 


Some wise men say

we should be meek and listen,

and walk what mores commend as a good
path.

 


Some wise men say

we only have a few years

to make our mark before our time runs
out.

 


Some wise men say

that luck is what we make it,

while others swear that fate decides our
lot.

 


Some wise men say

it’s better to be different,

while others wish that we were all
alike.

 


Enough of wise men telling me what’s
better,

I’m dizzy from this endless runaround!

If y’all deciding what should be my
purpose,

why do I bother lingering about?

 



About You

 


Remember, remember, remember!

The world is about you.

Even as you sacrifice yourself to save
it,

the world is still about you.

 


Whatever you see is your sight.

Whatever you experience is your
experience.

Whatever you understand is your
understanding,

not some generic universal emanation

with the impersonal nature of lightning.

 


In the middle of political events,

social conflicts,

current trends,

success stories,

tragedies,

daily hassles,

pointless squabbles

and serious upsets,

the world is always about you.

 


Stop wandering,

lost,

through other people’s thoughts and
emotions,

always hesitant and awkward,

like a guest who’s overstayed his
welcome.

 


 Coming of Age

 


You wake up to your fate in pain,

eyes burning in a veil of tears,

in disbelief.

 


The truth leaves nothing to expect;

it leaves no friends,

no love,

no dreams,

you're just a tap of hopes and fears,

a set of levers and controls,

a means for grief.

 


In the false choice of bad or worse

you lack the means for staying whole,

humanity is ripped from you,

you lose your youthful innocence

and gain the world.

 


A crushing weight it is,

the world,

a weight impossible to bear

on human soul!

 


For, after all, it's up to you

whether your world might fall apart.

Dreams tempt disdain and ridicule,

your soul's exposed to shams and whims,

and in the wake of your mistakes

more pieces of your spirit fail,

breaking your heart.

 


But after pain had run its course

and your despair rained down on rocks

the world's still there!

 


Whatever torment you've been dealt,

no matter how you're hurting still,

there's someone worse.

 


The world is needy of your love,

your life expects you to perform,

to fight,

to care.

 


And you can't let it hurt alone

if you can help it,

anymore,

you feel responsible somehow

to stay its web of dreams on course,

and there's no limit to the load,

'cause if you happen to succeed,

it piles on more.

 


In word,

in thought,

in deed you stand,

you test the limits of your will,

you raise the bar.

 


As you let go of your old dreams

and close the chapter on your past

your burned down heart

allows the world you changed to be

a mirror image of your soul,

it's who you are.

 



In Real Life

 


There are so many things I’d like to share
with you,

so many things,

all around us,

hidden in the beauty we don’t watch,

in the peace we don’t seek,

in the dark of the mornings.

 


They live in the touch we exchange with the
fog,

and get painted in light

in the evening,

they ring delicate air chimes in the still
of the wind,

they sparkle at night

and they summon.

 


They never show up at a seeker’s behest;

they like to sneak up

unexpected,

with motions so cunning, unruly and
quick:

the wondrous, the odd and the scary.

 


Because maybe reality is not what I
thought,

but it’s not what you’re thinking
either,

and there are so many things I’d like to
share with you,

so many things

I’ve spent years trying to tell you.

 


 Chat

 


Are you there, God?

It’s me, Francis.

 


Yes, dear,

I am here,

like the last time you called,

and the time before that,

and the time before that,

well, you get the picture.

 


Yes, I saw what happened

I care

and I will help you

like I always do

and stop frowning,

you started to

get wrinkles.

 


Yes, I still love you

and will

forever and ever

even if,

and all of your problems

will get resolved

one way or another,

nothing is ever

that important.

 


By the way,

I know every detail

of everything,

so you don’t need to

recite them back to me,

I’m afraid

your narrative is

too slow for me to follow.

 


There is just one small thing

that’s been bothering me:

who did you say you were again?

 


 The Guests from
the Meta of Real

 


Can you hear us, stranger?

Can you hear us, friend?

The thoughts at your temples,

the love in your heart,

the will to remember,

the capacity to overcome,

the things you will make,

the paths you will take,

your life from outside of yourself?

 


What’s that you say,

oh, most real one

from the realest of realities?

 


Of course we are all in your head,

where else would we be?

We’re the dwellers of context and
content,

your guests from the meta of real.

 


 


 A Place Called
'Higher'

 


I want to look up to my life,

even in its mundane unfolding.

I want to look up to the cleanliness and
beauty

of a million little things

never noticed,

because they were good.

 


I want to wake up to hope every morning,

and lay my soul to rest at the end of the
day,

all the while knowing its labor had
meaning

and life has been bettered by it.

 


The bright linen, the warm hearth and the
sunlight,

they’re small tokens of an infinite love

spun from the essence of a place
called higher,

and that’s where I wanna go.

 


 Reality Can Never
Disappoint Me

 


 


I touched the world lightly,

to feel its heartbeat,

the pulse of life beneath the things,

and I know this heart beats for me,

like I’m the only one

it ever sees.

 


Through life’s ups and downs

I have asked myself a question,

and every time I do,

that heart skips a beat.

 


It can’t bear the shadow I cast over it.

 


There is too much love and beauty

to trample

under foot,

and who am I to dump regrets into its
dreams

when all it wants is love?

 


I look out to the world to see its
beauty,

its freedom,

its resilience.

 


I look inside myself

to mind the seeds

of my days yet to come.

 


So,

to answer that question,

the one life never likes me asking:

 


I breathe my soul into this world with every
breath I take

and thus

reality can never disappoint me.

 


 


 I Actually Enjoy Being
Me

 


You can’t even imagine how dire it would
be

if by chance or by choice your child ends up
like me,

and I’m smiling and thinking of all that I
am,

and I’m counting my blessings,

rejoicing at length

in my thrilling adventure on a wondrous
path,

in the things I have learned and created
with that,

in the people I've met,

who enjoyed knowing me,

in the worlds I imagine to set my mind
free,

in the words I unravel like pearls on a
string,

in the luck,

and the love,

and the joy that I bring,

in the fact that I’m different from somebody
else,

in the feelings and thoughts that I get to
express,

in the love in my soul,

in the things I believe,

in the choices I make,

in the visions I live,

in the life that I lead and I’m free to
uphold,

in the fact that I’m here to experience it
all.

 


Even out in the street and with nothing to
eat

being me is a privilege, a grace, and a
gift!

 


 Crit

 


 


Sometimes the world gives me

a garland of fears,

a skin-vexing hair shirt,

a bucket of tears.

 


Sometimes it allows me

ineffable cheer,

the beauty of heavens,

the music of spheres.

 


Life folds itself ‘round me

in earth-colored gear;

it judges,

it praises,

it muddies my clear

with randomly conjured

uncomfortable it

that dares me to conquer,

then cows me to quit,

with menacing shadows

that jump at my feet

and drag me through hollows

for dust in the wind.

 


“Hey! You awake?”

 


“Yeah...”

 


“Just checking.

Quit wasting time.

Poet!”

 


 Alive

 


The soft breeze that touched me

has opened the sky

and sun dappled brightness like honey,

but who has the time for the birds in the
trees

and genially watching the bunnies?

 


The grass looks alive

from the touch of the rain

and smells like a bright summer morning,

though summer is slowly approaching its
end

and colorful leaves started falling.

 


I…is there
an I where I
stand,

or only the memory humming,

of all the past mornings collected
before

the sun of this day started shining?

 


So total the feeling it is of
this now,

that wraps so much comfort around me,

it draws all my soul to the
being around,

the larger still me I’m becoming.

 


And voices insist that I come back to
Earth,

they chide me for being absentminded.

 


But wait for a second,

you don’t understand!

I’m paying attention to it,

finally!

 



Deadweight

 


Your
guilt.

Your
shame.

Your
fear.

Your
judgments.

 


Your
opinions.

Your
conflicts.

Your
world.

 


Hey! What do all of these have to do with
me?

 


I don’t uphold your worldview,

I don’t have your doubts,

I cleaned up my closet of this stuff a long
time ago,

please never bring it back to me.

 


Of course I’ll do as I please and think as I
wish,

I’m afraid I don’t follow.

 



Marooned

 


As you get old,

you start pondering the meaning of words
like

purpose,

or love,

or fate,

or free will,

and they haunt you with their reverberating
nature,

they turn up the dial on your mind

until your hair hurts,

they tilt your compass.

 


The world is hard,

you didn’t get the owner’s manual for
living

and yes,

you were wrong again.

 


Better luck next time.

 


You understand nothing.

You know nothing.

You are here.

 


 Who Do You Think You
Are?

 


Don't you listen to the trolls,

sweetheart!

Don't you listen when they tell you

what you must be,

what you can't do,

what you don't know!

 


“Who do you think you are?” They
say.

“Who do you think you are to
speak?

Who do you think you are?”

 


And you fear you must have broken

some unwritten law,

crossed some boundary

you never knew existed,

touched something proprietary.

 


But there is no law,

not a real one,

anyway,

there never has been,

just the heavy yoke of intimidation,

the thuggish threats,

the scot-free thieves,

the mob that hovers.

 


They are afraid of the truth,

you see,

afraid that one day

you'll take that blindfold off

and see their ugliness,

their greed,

their petty motives.

 


Don't you know who you are, my love?

Can't you see the brilliance

reflecting from every one of your tears

shine like a tiny sun,

lighting the darkness?

 


“Who are you to speak?” They
say.

“Who gave you the
privilege?”

 


But it is not a privilege, it's a right.

 


 The Ghost of
Tomorrow

 


 


You’ll be pulled in the wake

of the truth future brings,

where the ghost of reality

waits in the wings.

 


You’ll be wary

and tired

of the trouble it weaves,

and you’ll question its timing,

and you’ll fail to believe,

but as true as it is

that you live and you breathe,

its ghost will show up in the morning.

 


You will question the standing

of unwritten rules,

you’ll abide by the past

and you’ll feel like a fool

while your life will get cast

in a whole different light,

and you won’t be excused

from the truth that it brought,

and whether you protest,

you seethe,

or you doubt,

its ghost will show up in the morning.

 


You’ll get mad at the waste

that it made of your time,

you’ll find people to blame,

and you’ll sulk,

and you’ll whine,

and the light will shine brighter

in your tired eyes,

revealing realities you can’t deny,

and whether you suffer,

you run,

or you lie,

its ghost will show up in the morning.

 


You’ll be shamed by the crudeness that’s
thrust on your heart,

you’ll be naked and scared,

have your soul ripped apart,

but the truth will be there,

universal and hard,

it will outlast your life,

and your dreams,

and your pride,

and whether you bargained,

you feared,

or you cried,

its ghost will show up in the morning.

 


 


 Shift

 


My mind revs up full speed at
intersections

and every day is from a different life
design,

no continuity,

no breaks,

no preset lines,

as if I’m thrust into the Heart of Time

with arrows going out in all directions.

 


It could be good this unfamiliar realm,

this odd here that I poke and pokes me back,

that is impossible to be,

and yet it’s not,

where one can’t tell reality from
thought

or fantasy from time.

 


If I can’t tell whether I’m you or me,

then maybe we were always just one
whole,

this one thing that was never me at all,

unless I’m wedded to the whole wide
world

and that is what it means for me to be.

 


I’m different and the same,

dead and alive,

and old components of my life feel off

like they’ve been placed by strangers on my
path,

but they’re not me,

they’re not what I’m about,

and I can only tell what I am not.

 


While I was slow to grasp the rhythm I tuned
in

my life as always took me to the mat,

and I’m not sure when changes came
about,

or,

mercy me,

if I was born like that,

but I can tell that I’m no longer human.

 


 Batty

 


 


If somebody read me the script of my
life,

I’d think they were nuts,

keep my distance.

I’d pity their madness,

I’d offer them rife

and strongly misguided assistance.

 


I’d send them to doctors,

I’d send them to priests,

I’d call up their family members,

I’d show them my movie,

I’d tout my beliefs

I’d pray for their souls during Vespers.

 


I’d cover their eyes when they're trying to
see

‘cause seeing might pave way for
dangers,

I’d make strident noises to jam up their
ears,

fear they can’t tell loved ones from
strangers.

 


I’d fix up their wording that felt wrong to
me

convinced that their spelling was awful,

I’d fear for their safety,

I’d strongly agree

they should be kept busy and social.

 


My dearly beloved,

I humbly confess

my outlook on life just got hazier,

and wish you’d consider,

if only in jest,

your script might be markedly crazier.

 


 



At Ease

 


I guess I arrived at the time in my life

when people start questioning meaning.

They question their standing,

they question their worth,

they question their reason for being.

 


My life didn’t happen the way that I
thought

and many would think it was tedious.

I stumbled on purpose a little too late,

confused by its methods and reasons.

 


I can’t say what happened that brightened my
sight,

a light got turned on,

viewpoint shifted,

I can’t harbor sadness, misgivings or
spite,

it feels like a weight has been lifted.

 


I don’t feed ambitions,

I don’t have regrets,

I don’t wish I were something other.

 


I celebrate life as it flows through my
veins,

I like who I am without bother.

 


I could list the issues that don’t fit the
mold

but I don’t have room for their
pittance.

Of all I’ve been given I’m grateful and
full,

I don’t keep my soul at a distance.
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