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To my fickle, fickle Muse

I’m grateful we find each other from time to time
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RANDOM MATTERS
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I Miss Fireflies
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I miss the twinkling of backyards at night

Summer effervescent with potential

Valleys like bowls of stars alight
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Cars with windows all the way down

Hanging out the door with my dog

Tongues dangling like clowns
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Pickups packed, a mob of kids in the back

Dropped off for the day with inner tubes

Sunscreen, towels, and snacks
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I miss sand and sunburns and cold cream

Inferno days sheltered in curtained rooms

Basements and board games with teams
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Fights over Boardwalk and Park Place

Giving up, chasing the ice cream truck

Rockets dribbling down our face
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Jumping over sprinklers, hoses, Slip and Slides 

Playing chicken on bikes, wiping out, 

Months of skinned knees, elbows, and sides

––––––––
[image: image]


I miss tiki torches blinking beacons across porches

Fireworks that lasted too long

Firecrackers and thunder and cricket songs
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Being carried to the car, dumped in the trunk

Sisters, brothers, jumbled like junk

Carried to bed, pretending to sleep

––––––––
[image: image]


Forts in trees, forts in living rooms

Fortresses of our childhood

Sleeping late, watching cartoons
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I miss reading on the couch for hours

A tunafish sandwich and a glass of milk

Magically appearing, with cookies like towers
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I miss symbolism and certainty

I miss chaos and community

I miss peace and predictability

But mostly, I miss fireflies.
Pencil and paper
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If pencil and paper were beasts to be tamed

And passions transparent and handily named

If intentions were visible, nay downright obtrusive

Composing fine verse would be hardly elusive 

––––––––
[image: image]


If thoughts were as soap bubbles, blown through the air

That fluttered aloft for all to compare

We’d measure and weigh each other’s confusion

Annihilate privacy, fancy, illusion
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If pencil to paper were a simple endeavor

Then poets, all-know-its, would prattle forever

Immerse us completely with sonnets to sink

Battleships, fortunes and careers, I think
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But poets, we know it’s a bloody affair

Pencils, erasers, paper cuts everywhere

Stalking, pursuing, and poaching emotion

Ensnaring moods with a single devotion
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Thesaurus before us, eyes bleary and red

Hip high in blankets, prostrate in bed

Subjecting companions to frustrated curses

All in the name of evasive damned verses.
The #MeToos

They were veritable citadels

Remote, impregnable, never-tells

Impervious, stone-walled epithets
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Fortifications guarding flocculent interiors 

Bulwarks and bastions unduly superior 

Tasked to defending vague threats
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Tragedies imprisoned within them emerged

Despite thick skins, words as swords surged

Barricades vanquished, siege laid from within
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Uprisings of the gut, the heart, the lungs

Insurrections, insurgencies of tongues

Organs of destruction committing visceral treason
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These stories were not pillaged by enemies

Confessions not extracted on scabby knees

These stories refused to languish in cells

Instead hurtled forth, a thousand bombshells
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Stories launched from the inside out, through bodies broken, but mending

Shelters and blockades gently dismantled while #metoo stories were trending

Not only were they stronger without, they no longer needed defending.
The Honorable Whore

––––––––
[image: image]


The honorable whore fits stilettos to feet

Totters, yawns, then ascends to the street

Sags on the door, smokes, tarries and stalls

Ponders the profits she’ll make on it all
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She’ll gobble down oysters, Aqua Grill, on Spring

Champagne at Flute, Chopard ruby ring

Prada, Mercedes, a canopied bed

Smashbox, and Teuscher, hotel Hilton Head
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Or perhaps a new gig up near Bellrose

Get out of the trade, she would be predisposed

To go back to school, see what’s in demand

Computing or woodwork, she could try her hand
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Right after she gives his take to the pimp

Pays rent, buys food, bus tickets, and scrimps

A new lock for the door, see the doc for her sores

Sends money to raise her kid in Lahore
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The honorable whore flexes thighs, breasts high

Wiggles rings and hips, summons passers-by

She curses her shoes too long on her feet

And fixes her gaze and her hopes on the street.
Unleash the Spoken Word
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Be not afraid
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Unleash the voices of the acclaimed

Let them not fade

Unbidden, unread, unsaid

––––––––
[image: image]


Silence and Death stroll as friends

Let them not suppress the songs

Of those who dared sing high notes

Who crooned, who mourned, who longed
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Be not afraid
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Unshackle the print from the page

Let them not fade

Unsung, unsighed, unweighed
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Bellow and sob, smudge the ink 

Spread the bindings wide

Plow deep into bounded leather

Flutter pages gasping for air denied
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Be not afraid
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Angelou, Cummings, Poe, 

Let them not fade

Frost, Parker, Plath, Millay
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Your voice, diffident and low

Your tone, hesitant and slow

Tentative and timid and tremulous

Yet worthy of the narrative flow
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Be not afraid
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Lend power and volume to the past

Let them not fade

Unheard, ungrieved, unplayed
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Beckon them from idle repose

Haul them up by their very verbs

Heaving nouns like Titans

Rippling chords of verse, mere words
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Pluck that bird off its perch

Revive its fearful trill

Rattle that cage loud and hard

Its singing longed for still
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Voyeurs in the winter woods

With promises to keep

Slap that nag’s ass, head for home

Before you go to sleep
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Throw wide the door beyond which lurks

Curious volumes of forgotten lore

Black bird of craven claw and beak

Remain abandoned nevermore
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Be not afraid
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Silence marks the demise of memory

Let them not fade

Breath life, give voice, awaken the dead.
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Indecision
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Indecision reigns like a ruler in between us

Let’s break it in two, half for me, half for you
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And lay down our intentions 

to measure their worth

Calculating baggage, estimating damage
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If hunger overcomes us

And deprivation defends treason

If rapture disrobes prudence

And risk eclipses reason
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If our halves reach whole

And desire trumps demands

Let’s put away our tools

And start working with our hands.
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Thunder

––––––––
[image: image]


You are fury fracturing twilight

A vertiginous seismic yaw spewing chaos

A cataclysm ensued by consummate stillness

Fullness transformed hollow by loss
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Distance dulls your intensity

I count the seconds as your presence strengthens

Tensing as the seconds diminish

Washed in disappointment when they lengthen
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When you’re upon me, I’m reeling in the storm

I can barely open my eyes

Overcome by the turbulence

By the pounding, pulsing, crackling skies
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Thunder, we connect in meteoric moments
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You slit

open clouds 

and cleave 

my world

when you 

reach me.
Adrift
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I wish it were easy to do the right thing

I wish the heart obeyed the mind

Giving orders for ages, my hands filling pages

With words I dare not share 
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Because I’m happy

Enough
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Life is good

Enough
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My decision is right 

Enough
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Is enough enough?
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Writing and deleting

Starting, incompleting

How many times I have erased myself

––––––––
[image: image]


Days, I’ve spent days 

not writing


not calling

sitting on my hands

making deals









I am unmoored

Until your lighthouse illuminates me

Bringing hope before spinning to sea
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Mostly dark, quickly light

Mostly lost, suddenly found

Mostly wrong, briefly right

Mostly adrift, and too late, aground. 
Black and White or Gray
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Corset askew, ribbons akimbo

Garters adieu, morals in limbo

––––––––
[image: image]


Black and white and black and white and black and white or gray

A monochrome life dared a Technicolor day
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Knees bent, feet like shooting stars

Stockings rent, Venus tempered Mars
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Black and white and black and white and black and white or gray

The pallor of the heavens burns away where rainbows lay
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Tuxedo slung, bowtie dangled

Panties flung, scruples tangled
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Black and white and black and white and black and white or gray

Even pure white angel wings cast shadows, devils say

––––––––
[image: image]


Black and white and black and white and black and white or gray

Stay with me my sated one, the chips fall where they may.
Consider
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Consider your

Complaint lodged

Consider me

Bullet dodged
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Consider you

I guess you did

Consider me

A burden rid
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Consider your

Lesson learned

Consider me

Woman spurned
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Consider you

Because I won’t 

Consider me

Correction, don’t.
DNA
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We are woven, you and I

Cordelets fashioned by our children’s’ damp fingers
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Colors bled out and together

Melded chartreuse, a hint of blue and green lingers
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We are bound by countless strands: time, honor, duty 

Indivisibly fused like a wisteria inosculated vine

DNA helixing us from before to after, hard coded devotion

Posterity twisting forward, incorporating
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