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Quixotic Raindrop
Publishing



As I publish this book, my dad Chris lies in a
hospital bed, which he will never leave. Dad, for all the pain I
may have involuntarily inflicted upon you, I hope you can forgive
me. — bdw
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Witnessing

 


Fall forth, so I may feel again

The gravity you emanate

That tugs my being straight to you

And from which I have no escape;

Nor do I want one, I can tell

The elegance that you possess

Intoxicates, relaxes me

Straight into peace, where I may
rest.

And think of you, such sweet young
thoughts

That Cupid cannot help but sigh,

For while I think, so peacefully,

Your grace envelopes my mind’s eye.



Tucson Summer

 


Children smile,

A warm breeze blowing

South-like.

The Mexican Bird-of-Paradise,

Revealed,

Sings its song of color.

Crystal-clear bluedom

Dominating the city,

A tall sun tea—

Unsweetened.

Carefree,wild,open.

Lazy wanderings,

Sun soaked skin

Steals the splendor

From the sky.

Gusting, now Master Rincon

Takes precedence.

Darkening overhead looms—

CLAP!

The Thunder God speaks.

Nature weeping, and Earth
rejoicing,

Sky opens to let light return.

Children smile,

And a warm breeze blows

Again.



Open Desert Sky

 


Moon shining down through the wisps

Of high ice clouds and

Low-lying cactus thorns,

Perched as on a throne of the

Prickly Pear and Saguaro.

The beams caress the little rodents

Now making their way across the
packed

Sand, no longer blistering their

Padded little feet at

One hundred forty degrees
Fahrenheit.

patterpatterpatterpatter

There is a Kangaroo Rat

Packing its tiny cheeks full of
food

For later consumption.

flitThere
is a little bat,

Chasing after some small snack;

Again the majestic Moon highlights
the

Moving, alive desert floor.

Larger than life, shadows of the
Giant

Cactus Saguaro pass harmlessly
overhead,

Glaring down upon the desert
vagabonds

Who have dared to enter into its
domain.

Howling coyotes are attacking our
eardrums

As if they were some badly created, but very
hard working

Orchestra, with no leader

But insatiable desire.

Cacophony and dissonance define the

Beauty of sounds they belt at full
volume.

Whistling and hooting

The smallish owls join as a Choral
Interlude

To the coyote symphony,

Lifting and soaring the divided sounds on the
Moonbeams

And offering them to the sky for
approval.

Of course, she does approve,

She has no choice…

These are her children, after all.

 



 See me after
school

 


“See me after school” you barked at
me today.

A phrase that’s never good; I found
a way:

Avoid that bus, arrive by different
path

The quickest way; at home, and safe
at last.

 


Inside, and quick now, the doors
are all locked

From the front door, I hear a
furtive knock

Unsure of who, or what, may stand
out there,

I peek through curtain and silently
stare.

 


It is not you I see, but common
friend

Instead of answering, I just
pretend

The house is empty now, no one to
see

The way is shut; as it appears to
be.

 


Another knock, and then I see him
turn

Toward the garden fence; now I
learn:

A moment later, ‘round the corner
there

You appear … and a weapon you do
bear.

 


A baseball bat, from here, it does
appear

No doubt for you to swing against
my ear.

Fear grips my heart, and then I see
you leave

Satisfied I am not home, I
believe.

 


All your motives now lay bare
before me:

You think me your slave, to do as
you please

And when a slave revolts, what do
you do?

You beat them; however, the trick’s
on you.

 


Your slave has found a way to free
himself

And in so doing, get some measured
help

To slip away from your perverted
schemes

Be rid of you:

 


At least, for now, it
seems.

 



 Mirror

 


Vanity

the mirror on the wall tells

me

that I have what I want to see

I can tell this only because

I look at it

As everyone knows, the mirror lies

sometimes

and sometimes not

reflected images of reality

but always just images

never things themselves

Shadows in the Platonic sense

Not the thing but the shadow

on the wall

of the thing

The mirror may not lie

but it doesn’t tell the truth
either

reflected images:

bane of the vain


 Dedications and
Unforgiven

 


Tears shed at the sight,

Dripping fear all night long,

None the world to me is bright,

Would that I could hear your song.

 


Tell me, dear, what do you need?

Is there a favor I can grant?

Do you want my mind to feed?

Or should I try to rave and rant?

 


As I sit, and stew some more,

I realize the truth of lies.

I hear the voice, and what’s in
store

Betrays the smile behind your eyes.

 


The faint recluse that you have
been

Denies to me the peace I want

Although the who you are within

Has allowed my mind to bear the
brunt

 


Of many days, and many weeks

Eternally destroying us

They send my soul, my life to be

Back to the sea, where they will
rust.

 


Now though I shed few tears for you

Please do not think that I don’t
care

I love the person I once knew

And shall forever my heart share.

 


I know that you’ve been deeply hurt

I also know that so have I

If my mouths’ retort is curt,

Realize that my reply

 


Is not the be-all of our lives

Nor is it what will always be

I still remember what does lie

Within your mind, and heart, for
me.
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