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    To Mom and Dad. 
Thanks to NovOntos for his art work, "Flowers of the Night," used in the frontispiece.
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For life is like the sugar maple tree, a site of splendor for all to behold. But we will need to look beyond and know that the beauty will not stay. And that the greatest book of all awaits us in the next room. I would ask all of you to please walk with me on this road, for this is the reality written in stone. This destination, this description is but a silent step, beyond the shadow of the next door. This shifting light, indeed has a glow of goodness. For the gateway to God’s garden is in the next room to be opened. I want to assure you that the door is not locked.       


- John E. Susko
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During the later stages of brother John’s battle with prostate cancer, a cancer that for him did not affect his appearance or his outward attitudes about life until the very end, John became a prolific writer of his thoughts and emotions. Always able to quote poetry verses and famous transcendent speeches without flaw, it was not until his last years that he wrote about life in this world. He was most productive in the early morning hours, when we would see streams of texts and emails. He liked to say he was “on fire” when he sent us these writings. Having the heart of a lion, the compassion of a true hero, and a moral compass guided by his love of his fellow human beings, John was a very special person who touched those he knew as only John could. A combination of poetry, prose, short stories, this book represents a compilation of selected works that demonstrate his love of life, the joy of emotion and passion, and his confronting the end. His brothers promised to him in his last days of his life that his works would be published and so we share, through this work, the emotions and experiences John had and that he wanted to share and to be felt by others.  






Michael, Andrew, and Mark Susko
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Rounding Third and Going Home!
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Tue, Feb 17, 2015 at 5:19 AM






Hello J. and R.,






You know how I love baseball! Baseball is pure poetry, just look at the shape of the field. It’s a diamond. That’s pure magic to me. And look at it this way. You’re always going home! To first, to second, to third, and then you’re on your way! Throughout the meandering path of life, this odyssey offers an orchestra of amazing alternatives. But this road of reason will always lead you home. This journey of joy, this land that I love, is full of God’s gifts, the white cotton candy clouds moving minute by minute in the heavenly hues above.






How in the world could you get so excited about a boy’s game? If you are thinking that, you have no idea! Can you imagine all the families, all the sons getting ready, putting on their uniforms? This sheer delight, the sheer pride, of being part of a team. This total joy, this bond of love, leaves a colorful pattern on this field, this ballpark, this brilliancy of movable moments.






Can you imagine the start of the game? The thrown pitch, the crack of the bat. A little boy running. The smile on his face. “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy, did you see my hit, did you see my hit?” If you could see this, you would know. The incredible joy of being alive. The sharing of our stories, the sharing of our lives, the sharing of our love! You see, the truth is, they’re not playing baseball. They are playing the game of life, these memorable moments, the Lord’s love put into action, the best alternative you could ever take!






This is the way I see things at the age of sixty. My candle’s light will be softened soon. My light will be lessened, the flickering glow will be gone before long. And as tell people again and again, “It’s all so wonderful you know.”






You see every day, in every ballpark, a stunning splendor of the Lord’s sunlight. It shines on all the bases of life, always leading home, always scoring runs. And as we total up our hits throughout a lifetime of play, we find we are indeed home. We are Heaven bound through an aperture of light, above the atmospheric air. And looking above this blueish white celestial sphere, God’s gift of goodness and the Lord’s love of intimacy shines splendidly among the starry skies.






Be Well and Happy Always,

Your very good friend,

John Susko
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Jones Valley Farm, Fifty Years Later!
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Thu, Mar 5, 2015 at 6:20 AM

Hello Mom and Dad,






Mom and Dad, you are both gone. I say that with tears in my eyes. Justine, my beautiful sister, is gone too. This poet has parted with much. This writer of words, heart is hurting. My soul has been split asunder. As Robert Frost the great American poet, so aptly put it, “Nothing gold can stay!”






This person along life’s path is getting old. I have to admit it; sixty years old is not a young man anymore. My time is limited; I have cancer too. How many days are left? How many daybreaks will open up for me, a first light of early brilliance? When the early mist of morning crosses my path with fog, this walk on Four Mile Post Road, takes on a new message each weekday morning. The steep decline of topography, the rolling landscape of this farmland, brings sweet smells during the springtime air. For the weather is warming, the Spring of blossoming, God’s gift baskets of beauty are everywhere. Look closely you will see it too, this greenery of goodness, this opening act, these colors unfurled.






Everywhere I walk, the next act begins. For love and life offer a multitude of moments, a complex dance with so many steps to learn, so many seasons to spend. What can I learn from all this, as I take my walk each morning? What does this warmth of the Lord’s love offer me? These stunning visual venues, and the melodious sounds of songbirds, combine wonderfully with the smells of our sweet earth. The soil, the substrate, the living firm foundation, has a life all its own. For nutrients are needed, and the moisture of life, water, sends a curious combination of chemicals, from the clouds above. From every creek to every widening stream, this moving mystery, these molecules of meaning, carry on the current of humanity. For God’s greatest gift, his people deserve this delightful description, this invitation of splendor, this true excitement of our souls. This spinning wheel shouts with every step, a cloth carefully crafted, threaded with precision, a postcard truly to remember! Let us truly make a mental note, a lasting memory of this time. For as we ponder the importance of life, we will become one with nature, a new creation of thought, a final closure of completeness.






Among the universe of stars, a bluish white sphere turns on its axis. And soon the light will be turned down, and God’s creation will go to sleep. For this is a restorative step, a slumber of silence. Soon midnight appears, in the small hours of the morning, where God’s openness, his optimism, His creation of courage slowly slides in. Without a doubt this destination is clear. This conviction, this certainty of the Lord’s coming sunlight sends this season of Spring. This warmth, this wonder, this walk of so many miles has a final ending. This energy, this fuel of movement, has only so many turns of the wheel, the spokes spinning slowly down. Let us all turn the page and close the book, and join the Lord before the next sunrise! For the first light of Spring, sends a welcoming warmth, as the cycle continues, as the four seasons turn.

Your very good friend,

John Susko
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Some Blessed Hope!
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Thu, Mar 12, 2015 at 5:06 AM






Hello Mom and Dad,






What in the world? Mom, Dad you should hear this, you should hear this! There’s a bird singing outside. He is outside my bedroom window! And he is singing up a storm! And it’s two o’clock in the morning! That bird is either crazy, or he’s in love with life. He sings three notes in succession and then he switches to another verse. Mom, Dad, that’s a Mockingbird, I know it is! That bird has his own orchestra. He plays everything from the flute to the violin. And I told my Mom and Dad, it was a symphony of sounds, and I started laughing. A laughter that could only come from a small child who discovered something new for the first time. For this bird who sings in the small hours of the morning, from the midnight hours and beyond, is truly a gift from God. And then I realized what that great British novelist and poet, Thomas Hardy, was trying to say:




Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew,

And I was unaware.





You see this modern day poet, believes that bird is singing for something serious. The joy of life expressed through an instinctive song. Truly a hope from the Heavens, with a clear destination not to be denied. And through this corridor of recorded music, the Lord’s love lives on. You see, through a single bird, a succession of notes is sung, a marvelous message, indeed a story to be shared. Oh how I wish, I could make out the words, of this bird who is singing with wild abandon on this Spring day! For as the flowers unfold, and as the green leaves form buds and become apparent, God’s creation becomes alive. And with a connection unknown during all the strange and common hours of our humanity, a bonding, a cohesiveness with this landscape is seen. For we are a spinning sphere with four seasons, a star among billions, a true ball of incredible beauty, above the azure blue skies!






And as an ordinary man with a poetic spirit talking to his people, I would ask you this one thing. How do I bond with Nature? How do I connect closely with the Lord’s loving landscape? And how do I integrate this intellect of thought, with a soul who is searching for answers? You see, this is a question I am not able to answer. My wisdom is weak, my puzzle in my box is missing far too many pieces. And this picture that seeks perfection is blurred beyond all believable description. This poet, this writer of words, acquiesces with an acceptance of this lack of knowledge, this limitation inherent in all of us. Perhaps one day, our candle will burn brighter, giving us more light to see. For myself, I remain hopeful like the birds singing outside my window in my childhood days. Indeed these songs are so serious, a tenor of notes so timeless, a music so melodious. For they understand things we do not, from sunrise to sunset, till moonlight lessens the darkness once more!






The glorious note of this bird singing during my childhood days, is the movement of music, a most memorable moment, a timeless treasure, an emotion with all possible elation! Please join me in this orchestra offering a symphony of sounds, a classical piece worthy of the greatest composers. From Bach to Beethoven, let us listen intently, and let us sing with wild abandon, like the bird outside my bedroom window, during my wonderful childhood days!






Be Well and Happy Always,

Your faithful and loving son,

John Susko
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Life Seen Through A Romantic Poet
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Mon, Mar 30, 2015 at 4:14 AM






Dear Mom and Dad,






Anybody who knows me, knows that I am a poet at heart. I have a science background. And I have combined this with an incredible love for God’s creation and an ability to look closely at every living thing. For in the veins of a leaf unfolding, the brilliancy of God’s goodness and benevolence, slides in without notice, indeed a sudden Spring surprise! With the poet’s sense of heightened awareness, a true enthrallment of emotion occurs. This capturing of my soul, during every second of this bluish white sphere spinning in the Heavens, sends this poet giddy with excitement. For I become a schoolboy again in the playground of life, swinging with excitement, back and forth, almost touching Heaven in the process!






For this poet believes deeply, that this earthly landscape has stories that must be shared. There are so many words that must be written, with so many wondrous details that must be described. And there is a part of me that wishes this destination would go on forever. I sense deeply, a divine hand, a directive from the Lord, in this endless landscape, a scene of sensations like no other.






This romance, this poetry, indeed is a sense of an incredible life. An opening of the front door, a walk in the woods, down a path from which I shall never return. Don’t you see what I am trying to tell you? That time travels on for all of us, through these meandering woods, a forest heavily carpeted with leaves, softening every sound that we step. Let us all march to the music, this most magical moment, guided by a symphony of sounds, this song writer from the Heavens!






I will tell you again and again, poetry is Christianity at its highest power. I speak not of flowery language, that surely fades in the sunset. But of something much deeper, the essence of emotion, a most reasonable road of rational thought. The majesty, the message, the meaning of it all is truly beyond all understanding. It is most important I tell you this. This ordinary man will keep on searching for something I barely see, for sounds that are barely audible, for feelings that I can barely fathom. This romance, this life, this love, is indeed a great mystery, wrapped in a deeply personal message of why we are here. Let us all unwrap this personal present from God, grasping the goodness and receiving the gift. For the greenery of Spring, a surprise from the Heavenly stars, is indeed given to all of us. For beyond the midnight hours as I write, the world is in a most peaceful slumber, a restorative genius from God.

Very soon first light will appear. The candles of God will be lit again. The glow of goodness, indeed the splendor of our souls, will appear brightly in the eastern sky. Let us all begin again. With more light. Always more light!






Your loving son for all eternity,

John Susko       
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The Forested Floor And The Beautiful Beach!
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Wed, May 20, 2015 at 7:47 AM






Hello Mom and Dad,






It’s so beautiful down here, so many delightful descriptions, with so many destinations. And I assure you I would never tire of this traveling! Just think of it this way. A sentimental poet who ponders, a writer of words who is filled with wonder, with paragraphs never completed. This statement filled with so much splendor, is a most dazzling display, indeed God’s grandeur at its finest. There are those among you who would feel I am being foolish, a silly, sentimental man lost in time, a poetic spirit spinning out of control. But among this galaxy of Godly proportions, this single soul senses starlight from the Heavens above. And in this magnificent message, directions come from a divine hand, turning this bluish-white sphere. Indeed this planet is a whirl of wonder, in this lonely universe, from a lessening light, leading to never ending dreams of darkness, in the celestial air.






It is springtime in the month of May! These woods that I walk, this meandering path that I ponder, indeed has a past. For this is all a brilliancy, a brightness. And on this forested floor, a magnificence, a majesty, a ceremony of celebrations, are reflected by songbirds singing for pure joy. Do you see that this poet is not silly, that his sentiment is indeed filled with soul, his heart exposed, his feelings indeed able to be hurt?

As I walk these forested woods, this floor is indeed softened
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