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For 

The (un)fallen heroes of (un)just wars.

Patriots (politicians) dream of waging wars 
For the young men to die in (for a red ribbon); 
They talk of dying (and not killing) for their country.
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Love Affair
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Love, an emotion of immense joy yet great sorrow
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Bad Love
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The hugs
The strokes
The caresses
All the love 
When small
Were all lies 
Lies, lies, and lies 
Of love
And concern——
You’re never loved.
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Broken Heart 
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I MOURN THE LOSS OF a friend
and curse the senseless fiend 
for never more will he smile 
nor together jog the mile.
The broken heart where love thrived 
is hurt, laden with bereave, 
Covered with grief like the face of a terrorist hid in a mask. 
Over her going he weeps 
He may never be himself.
He thinks of the empty promises 
like the hope of eggs laid but never hatched.
He will never hear of her flute voice again, 
the gentle tap, the loving touch—
It is history with the slamming of the door.
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I Am Love
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I have lived for aeons, never died even once 
Reincarnation isn’t in the cosmic plan. 
Despite the challenges, I persist when all fail, 
I make people happy, source of their joy; 
Mine when they are happy, and laughing, 
Yet I hurt them often, not that I want to. 
I whimper at their sorrow, as they pain 
From the cutting deep of my sword; 
Panacea is not survival, or revival 
But consistence, never persistence.
I am mystery of history, writers pen my story 
Poets turn me to verse, rhyme from time to dime 
Actors sell me on screens, musicians through lyrics; 
Bereaved call me dirge, curse me senseless fiend 
Yet I am the way of life, the fabric of humanity 
The bane of friendship, abode of the frail men 
The poison of Cupid’s arrows, love I am.
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I’m Lonely
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And God said, it is not good for man to be alone
I will make him a companion.

I CLOSE MY HANDS ABOUT my cheeks, 
Every day and night for weeks; 
Let cold tears roll from my eyes, 
Watch them pool my bed and turn to ice; 
I hear distant sounds, and the rain 
Mourning; speaking of my soul’s pain. 
In the study is the one I love, 
Buried in the books he craves; 
Sounds I grew up with are now silence. 
I’m so tired of the occasional pretence; 
I want him to come and touch me, 
Be one like mixture of rice and seed of sesame. 
He is learned, a master of many arts, 
But lacks words for his acts; 
Says with books he’s got no better friend 
My love to me has turned fiend, 
I am so lonely in this cold bed 
I wish God forbade books and love 
My loneliness has become a sad song. 
I mourn. I allow my voice to chop 
With the rhythm of the dark night:
So harsh I contemplate flight
This loneliness is deep as the ocean 
I will it to go away so much.
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Dream Woman
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A WOMAN OF SWEET DECADENCE 
Satisfying her is pleasure and sentence; 
I anticipate and hold without release 
Crave her wicked imagination, 
Soaring on clouds of ecstasy;
She’s endowed with other amusements, 
Stories never told by the fairies; 
Sings in a voice birds envy, 
She’s the world’s best ballerina 
And a chef the French seek.
I fell for her charm
Ebbed into her flowing rhythm,
Golden nights, silver mornings 
Days, weeks and months 
Lost in a haze of heavenly bliss;
I have no intention of leaving, ever,
I’ve no intention of letting go forever;
But I know I have to, someway—
Forever is denied to mortal man.
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Gillian’s Body
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GILLIAN’S BODY IS BEAUTIFUL 
He loves it so. 
He devours her mouth greedily 
Feeds on the lust of her lips 
Nibbles her earlobes 
Hickeys her neck 
And sucks and pulls her breasts.
She wets a finger and draws where the ocean is 
Tells him to kiss her there, mark territory that isn’t his.
Her hands are linen, and fine satin 
He kisses each knuckle; his hands are slow but urgent 
A web of fingers finding places to own Gillian’s body; 
They find themselves alone in the night 
Feasting on each other’s lust, conquering territories with their mouths 
And they dream of days together.
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Army and Wars
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The military don’t start wars. Politicians start wars!


William Westmoreland 
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