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There comes the day when the poet knows there’s no more to write. Beyond the music in thought, and being led by some unseen force, this poet seems to have digested a full complement of words, songs, and story. This is not just beautiful words tied together to express a thought or a feeling, but a significant blending of the mystery of why poets are so revered. The intent disappears soon after we grasp the meaning, and we are left wondering why are we reading such when the story comes in a way that is known, yet new? We read on because, like the poet, the why question really has no meaning beyond the wisp of a cloud. I can neither control it, ride it, nor hold it, I simply view it, enjoy it, and it moves on. I am left with a song.

I PROMISED GRANDMA A POEM BOOK

I was asked to write a poem today.

My thoughts heavy in the dark and cold quiet.

Listening to a patient talk of feeling like a nomad inside.

Thin cold trees standing, and not saying what it was so fast.

A sense of wholeness not allowed to remain for long.

And shadows further confusing what it was.
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A gentle rain in the evening.

Train whistle signals an oncoming wish.

A soft meal of turkey and kale.

Heard full well through the cold rainy morn.

Easy conversation about attitude.

A hill of earth, a wall of trees.
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We sat there resting.

And then in time I kissed a cloud.

No chance to imagine what was not.

To fly wherever you choose to be.

Telling stories of futures to come.

Wonderfully listening to all that you are.
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A dust of wind blows away demons.

Carried me through a tumultuous time.

The old moon sitting gently across the sky.

Friendship ties bound forever.

A hint of intrigue, a soft hello.

I danced away the darkness.

Thirty odd pigeons city wise and resting.

Moments of touch trained and genuine.

Watching the passing from a wire overhead.

A gracious gift, a receiving heart.
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I see a bus.

Strength comes in various types.

They never knew about the days playing ball.

It calls my name.

The dollars given to some winos.

The days in the hospital with grandma before she died.
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I run, I hurt, I know not why.

I hear the echo of that gunshot.

The few leafed oak in a rainy wind wet.

I was not there.

Too far this way, too far that way.

A friend reaching, but not touching.

An autumn twilight.
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Usually events have come to show.

I walk the city streets and watch.

When the poet is quiet and resting.

Leaves sit, then hurry off.
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For the arms that hold me.

An instinct trusted.

A seagull lands on the balcony.
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I love the sound of wood.

It seemed like a sanctuary then.

Holding the secrets of yesterday.

The sun seems to hit it just right.
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A foot apart, resting, our cats.

After all the twilight’s call.

The joy and comfort I feel.

Knowledge of where the path would lead.
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While you sit and ponder whether.

Colors fall like ideas of old.

Deep and hidden from shallow glances.

Houses lend a softened view.

And sorrow comes along with relief.

*
[image: ]


What’s left of me when the money is spent.

The street lamp won’t say who’s been by.

That is what I’ll cherish.

Or who stopped for a moment.
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The first leaf that falls delights me.

The shadow glare of eastern sun.

Awakening my joy for a simple thing.

Put upon the morning window.
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Life with you will be my task.

See how the practice of behavior unknown.

And you my love must promise me.

When the love is vivid and full.
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Brown morning rabbit a year has come.

Layers of memory then come to shore.

I told all the others what you meant to me.

Feeding birds gather, then fly away.
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Far away I could not see.

Crooked stars aligned, a flat moon sitting.
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Early winter moon hanging in the sky.

Splashing over time, spread on the water.

Bright leaves wet, limbs I haven’t seen.

The moon is a quarter with a dollar’s worth of light.

*
[image: ]


Again I ran after its gleam.

Back to New Mexico by way of her canvas.

I know now why you dress for spring.

All the way from Taos we journey back around.
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The moon is my confessor.

And lets me rest within.
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THE OLD AND THE NEW

And sorrow comes along with relief,

of possessions released for future belief,

while you sit, and ponder whether,

you can continue, minus a fortress.

Deep and hidden from shallow glances,

the pain and pleasure of sweet romances,

Was it worth it? Did I grow?

winter’s coming, I need a coat!
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Some kind of creature, a squirrel perhaps, passed my periphery in the dark and cold quiet. Early morning, just caught a portion, gave me a start, my thoughts heavy in the dark and cold quiet.

thin, cold trees standing, and not saying what it was so fast, in the cold quiet.

And shadows further confusing what it was, a bird maybe, walking quickly so as not to be seen flying about at night while searching, then hopping for food somewhere, on the earth.

Nooooo, but it is cold, and the earth is frozen, and the place where it was, had to be the squirrel, for one day I caught him there, hiding a piece of bread, there where I threw it, near the Pine, but under the Dogwood, the one standing there leafless, patient.

He nibbled another piece that day, bread between paws, munching so fast, that had to be the squirrel that night, rushing that way, from that spot, thin trees, cold, quiet, some kind of creature, a squirrel perhaps?
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Wind songs swept noisily past the kitchen door,

the shadow glare of eastern sun, put upon the morning windows,

left me vacant for an earlier time,

drawn against the sadness of old, just before the new deal is done.
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Help me learn to love my Lord,

show me thus the ways of life,

lead me there, then stay by me,

keep me strong that I may serve.

Cleanse my wrongs, but let me learn,

the true ways man is to live.

Heal my sores that curse me so,

give me the things that I will need,

help me work, then show them how,

the way a man is best that name!
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The shape of the moon is now elliptical,

three days earlier full and typical.

And life for me had been absurd,

passed off love as just a word.
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I walk the city streets and watch the people pass, the cars, and I listen.

Then think, “I want no part of it!” The truth, I know, is that change is what I desire, the way we, well, the way I live.

Today I sat in the park, leaves would come by and sit, then hurry off.

And there I sat, wanting never to leave! But became conscious, more leaves sit, then hurry off.
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Train whistle signals an oncoming wish, heard full well through the cold, rainy morning, a hill of earth, a wall of trees.

Off in the distance the iron wheels roll, the after hum of where it’s going.
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The few leafed oaks in a rainy wind, wet,

Its tall, thinning frame, the top of which suggests a leaning,

too far this way, too far that way,

that as I look and wonder whether, I too would bend too far

in a rainy wind, on an autumn twilight, not yet dark but having been light?
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And then in time I kissed a cloud, engrossing me fitfully as I lay pained, anxious, and evil, not really in charge. The cloud soon left, yes disappeared, before I awoke to what was wrong, as I felt then my insanity.

The price of eggs, and other things, seemed outrageous this particular night, not that I needed to replenish my store, it’s just the cause of every ill turned inside me gaseous fuel which quickened, then hastened my will to do several things not quite right.  

And voices near of cheer and laughter disturbed me so as I was not, happy, nor sad, just all out of whack. Tense muscles thickened, a headache ensued, footsteps, more voices, unknown sounds, released all my anger to the printed word, focused my attention to what was real as the problem intensified, never subsiding like passing time, hurried, then lingered around my eyes.
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We sat there resting,

knowing who and what we were,

no chance to imagine what was not,

me and the four empty chairs.
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I am the wind ever changing,

flowing smoothly throughout each day.

While searching for my brand-new way,

it seems to me the old one has,

distinguished with courage come to pass,

away from here,

just like the wind.
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Again, I ran after its gleam, ever lovely, always attractive, the search for nirvana, that desperate chase.

The summer had proved the gleam unreal, shallow, vain, of little substance.

I know now why you dress for Spring, disrobe in fall, and sleep ‘til then!
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They never knew about the days playing ball, or just being a friend to someone who hadn’t one.

They never knew about the dollars given to some winos; they never knew about the days at the hospital with grandma before she died.

I knew, some knew.

Strength comes in various types, to move a boulder, or talk an addict out of a fix, for one day. It comes because we have walked and talked, and run all over our range, it comes because somehow, because of who we are, we are strong, that way.
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The streetlamp won’t say who’s been by, walking, running, or just tagging along. It won’t say whose shadow was best, or who stopped for a moment.
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What’s left of me is what I’ll cherish, another day spent with grandma, an aunt who’s demanding, a mother who is firm!

What’s left of me when the money is spent, and the mind is not just all mine,

I’ll selfishly cling to its majestic tenor, hourly know, beautifully bless.

That is what I’ll cherish, with what is left.
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It seemed like a sanctuary then, big, firm, old concrete, the pavilion with the smooth, thick columns, and
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