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This book is dedicated to my mother, Edith,
who wrote and loved poetry. Edith means “God’s gift” and I would
like to think that besides giving me the gift of life, she also
gave me the gift of poetry. And to my sister, Dr. Linda Jordan, who
achieved her goals in life and died too early of dementia.

I must thank my sons, Jeff and Casey, and my
daughter, Tracy, saying to me to turn my writings of philosophy
into poetry, also my wife, Sally, for having to see and hear the
same act for over thirty-five years.







Preface

The title “Poems from the other side of the
Brain” surely comes from the fact that I am a lefty. The negative
attention you get trying to do things in a right-handed world has
you always adapting to a situation. You see things just a little
differently. That difference may involve seeing a spirit in a tree
trying to become free as in “The Freedom Tree” or seeing life
though a difference perspective as in “The Parents.”

The word “circleus” means the circle of us.
The planet is round and it goes around in a circle. The people from
afar appear to be round dots going around in these circles. Of
course, nothing is truly round because the circle is being pushed
or pulled by the forces surrounding it, just as we are. It seems
that we are always trying to join a circle or trying to free
ourselves from one.












The Circleus

Little dots will encircle you












​The Daddy

Faded memories of days far away

Moments in time capture a father’s day.

Of a little child watching you shave

Or calling for you because they think you are
brave.

They will gladly shine your shoes

Or dance and sing to make you amused.

It’s all about the magic of your child’s face

As they run around never resting in one place.

And when the energy fades, at day’s end

A father’s day is over and a daddy’s day begins.

Willard Ferguson












The Circleus

The circle is always round












​The Gumball

It’s amazing how the little things capture the
mind

A child doesn’t need the gift just the box, and a
little time.

It was the smile he had that grabbed your
attention

And it didn’t take something like a complicated
invention.

That was when he was just a little tyke

But now you have lost your job and there goes the
bike.

Then you remembered that it doesn’t take a gadget

The gumball machine will always work its magic.

The same smile came with this gift too

It didn’t matter if the gumball was white, yellow, or
blue

You rarely got the same color twice

And the reward was always greater than the price

Willard Ferguson












The Circleus

Love from a tree, from me, to thee

Many thanks to Jeannette Slavinski (thenakedgoddess.com)
for letting me republish this poem.












​The Freedom
Tree

Unable to move with only a trail to see

A wounded warrior’s spirit trapped inside a tree

Eyes fixed on an approaching girl that has
potential

She may be the one that’s providential

A little tin box lies hidden beneath my roots

Kicked open accidently by her boots

Inside she finds a letter and a wooden key

The letter from my heart which exposes me

I feel her back pressed against my bark

As I drop down leaves around her in this forgotten
park

She opens the letter and begins to read

Of a person torn by war desperately in need

Her name ghostly appears at the top

Scaring her but she cannot stop

Dear April, keep it always and remember me

This wounded soldier inside this tree

She caresses me and replaces the tin

As I start to grow another wooden key within

Willard Ferguson












The Circleus

At times the dots come together












​The Greeting
Card

You know, expressing oneself in regard to another is
not easy. That’s why there are cards written to help you.

Now, you will have to make a decision as to the card
itself; the graphics and the all-important words that have to come
together to form your thoughts for the occasion.

Getting these thoughts of affection to match exactly
the way you feel is damn near impossible.

You can spend your time trying to find the elusive
card, and when you do, you can even write something inside to add a
personal touch.

Most people don’t spend that much time or write more
than their name, but that’s not the point or the dot as it
were.

The point is that a moment of time is all we have in
life and they are sharing that with you because they care about
you. That is a good thing.

Sometimes you may not want to give a card. You may
want to just say something like this

My Love,

Instead of a card this year, I would like to express
my feelings with a kiss, a hug, a look of affection and lots of
moments of time with you, the person who has my love and
respect.

Willard Ferguson
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