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Dedication
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The poems in this book were taken from my journals that I kept over a period of about 40 years and are arranged in no particular order, chronological or otherwise. They were inspired by various people and events that impacted my life at different times.

To God, May you be rightly known and make good use of the empty spaces in our hearts.
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Return Visit
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Dry grass crunches under feet.

Thorns cleave to shoelaces.

The sun shines and legs ache.

Jeans rub against themselves like a guiro,

Keeping time to the song of memories

In a wind that is slowly sweeping them away.

Hands hide themselves in pockets on hips 

That remember past pain-free days.

The belly, covered by a flannel shirt,

Speaks of an old hunger,

The same craving the heart longs for,

Days when could have been’s were still could be’s.

Lumps come to throats,

Eyes see, the old farm house still standing. 

Hair gets blown out of place,

A mirror image of us.
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​Nothing is Sacred
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Those cheap fake

flowers—

received from similar friends

at our wedding—are dying.

Their plastic drops of water

Seem to saturate

the bleeding colors

fade, faded,

fading.

And we will throw them away

some day.

For

nothing is sacred anymore.
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​They push out
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I have been there

among the dead who speak hopefully

of dreams for their children.

Oh, the weight they put on and

put on and put on them,

poor banished children of Eve,

Burdened ones wishing to leave

their parents' hopes behind.

They push up, they push up, they push out

against the tyranny of the dead guardians until—

realizing the futility—

They die themselves

and bear their own.
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​A New Color
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A black man with a white smile

and white hair

gives me the index finger.

"We are one!"

He shouts in Portuguese.

A Spanish Francisco

gives me the index

finger "We are one!"

He shouts in Spanish.

A Chinese man

gives me the index finger

Wo Man Shi Yi!

I am happy to be there and one with them.

Pure joy

gushing forth from the spirit

and a thousand colors

blended with the languages

of as many countries—

For we all are one—

Creates a new color 

And a new tongue.
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​An age we would like to be
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They won't let my grandfather have his teeth

Or his glasses either.

Seems they always wind

up over the fence.

The nurses laugh and poke fun

with needles

as is necessary in

their occupation.

But he is not a child

I ask them not to treat him as one.

He raised me

Bouncing on his knee

Until I was too old.

He helped me see

We are a never at an age we would like to be.

Flashback

I peep around a corner

from the kitchen into the

built-on-in-the-1960s living room

where my grandparents sit watching Hee Haw. PaPa

Takes me on his lap.

I smell his aftershave.

A makeshift pony

made from thighs and knee caps 

serves to draw me to the

peace that comes only at that age

and stays till suppertime and old age homes.
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​Paintings
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As I look at the paintings on my wall

There are none by Michelangelo at all.

A bird, a clock, a bakery, a beach...

When I want any, they're within my reach.

You have grown, and they have stayed.

I've come to realize,

This is how a father gets paid.
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​Returning
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Would you rob me

of the mystery of life?

Blame my defiance on

the inadequacy of science.

For today

Walking under a blue sky

I was followed by a butterfly.

Bopping around here and there

Like a wind-blown flower

Or a falling leaf

marking there the hour 

Of my return to belief.
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​No one on base
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Old,

he sat

walking up to the batter's plate.

Cupping his head

No one on base - ninth inning.

Down by three

Two outs.

One run won't win this game.
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