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Dedication


FOR TUPAC SHAKUR (1971—1996)

a lover whose love was often deliberately misunderstood but who will live in the sun and the rains and whose name will echo through all the winds whose spirit will flower and who like Emmett Till and Malcolm X will be remembered by his people for the great man he could have become and most especially for the beautiful boy that he was
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I


I Hope It’s Love
















What It Is








if it’s a trail we can hike it


if it has two wheels we can bike it





if it’s an allergy we can sneeze it


if it’s a pimple we can squeeze it





if it’s dew it “covers Dixie”


if it’s Tinker Bell it’s a pixie





if it’s a breeze it can blow us


if it’s the sun it can know us





if it’s a song we can sing it


if it flies we can wing it





if it’s soda pop then it’s drinkable


it might be X-Rated but that’s unthinkable





if it’s a boat we can sail it


if it’s a letter we can mail it





if it’s a star we can let it shine


if it’s the moon it can make you mine





if it’s grass we can rake it


if it’s free why not take it



if it’s a tide it can ebb


if it’s a spider it can web





if it’s chocolate we can dip it


if it’s a golf ball we can chip it





if it’s gum we can chew it


I hope it’s love so we can do it















That Day








if you’ve got the key


then i’ve got the door


let’s do what we did


when we did it before





if you’ve got the time


i’ve got the way


let’s do what we did


when we did it all day





you get the glass


i’ve got the wine


we’ll do what we did


when we did it overtime





if you’ve got the dough


then i’ve got the heat


we can use my oven


til it’s warm and sweet





i know i’m bold


coming on like this


but the good things in life


are too good to be missed



now time is money


and money is sweet


if you’re busy baby


we can do it on our feet





we can do it on the floor


we can do it on the stair


we can do it on the couch


we can do it in the air





we can do it in the grass


and in case we get an itch


i can scratch it with my left hand


cause i’m really quite a witch





if we do it once a month


we can do it in time


if we do it once a week


we can do it in rhyme


if we do it every day


we can do it everyway


we can do it like we did it


when we did it


that day















The Way I Feel








i’ve noticed i’m happier


when i make love


with you


and have enough left


over to smile at my doorman





i’ve realized i’m fulfilled


like a big fat cow


who was just picked


for a carnation contentment


when you kiss your special place


right behind my knee





i’m as glad as mortar


on a brick that knows


another brick is coming


when you walk through


my door





most time when you’re around


i feel like a note


roberta flack is going to sing





in my mind you’re a clock


and i’m the second hand sweeping


around you sixty times an hour


twenty-four hours a day



three hundred sixty-five days a year


and an extra day


in leap year


cause that’s the way


that’s the way


that’s the way i feel


about you















Kidnap Poem








ever been kidnapped


by a poet


if i were a poet


i’d kidnap you


put you in my phrases and meter


you to jones beach


or maybe coney island


or maybe just to my house


lyric you in lilacs


dash you in the rain


blend into the beach


to complement my see


play the lyre for you


ode you with my love song


anything to win you


wrap you in the red Black green


show you off to mama


yeah if i were a poet i’d kid


nap you















Giddiyap








my old man is as fat as he can be


my old man is as wide as the deep blue sea


what i do for him he does for me





we don’t fly and rarely take a train


mostly we enjoy our own terrain


sitting on a rocker in the rain





singing





giddiyap horsie giddiyap


giddi giddi giddi giddi giddiyap


giddiyap horsie giddiyap


giddi giddi giddi giddiyap


riding on the top of a silver lined cloud singing giddiyap out loud





my old man says he would lose for me


get as slim as i would want to see


but all that him is him enough for me





i’m not lazy neither am i shy


i don’t worry neither do i cry


when he touches me i want to die



shouting





giddiyap horsie giddiyap


giddi giddi giddi giddi giddiyap


riding on a rainbow cloud singing shouting giddiyap out loud















I Wrote a Good Omelet








I wrote a good omelet…and ate a hot poem…


after loving you





Buttoned my car…and drove my coat home…in the rain…


after loving you





I goed on red…and stopped on green…floating


somewhere in between…


being here and being there…


after loving you





I rolled my bed…turned down my hair…slightly


confused but…I don’t care…


Laid out my teeth…and gargled my gown…then I stood


…and laid me down…


to sleep…


after loving you















A Summer Love Poem






clouds float by on a summer sky        i hop scotch over to you





rainbows arch from ground to gold        i climb over to you





thunder grumbles        lightning tumbles and i bounce over to you





sun beams back and catches me        smiling over at you














Communication








if music is the most universal language


just think of me as one whole note





if science has the most perfect language


picture me as MC2





since mathematics can speak to the infinite


imagine me as 1 to the first power






what i mean is one day


i’m gonna grab your love


and you’ll be


satisfied
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