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To my life, my reason, my love

Jean


















  
  













"We are here but for a moment; so live! 
Live with all your heart."

—W
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Prologue



Who is this little man,
Who steps upon this hill,
And dares to think that he can draw
This sword from this anvil?
You are not of noble rank,
No knight or king to be;
The only place that you deserve
Is serving at my feet.
For I have tugged upon this blade
And that with all my might,
And mighty men from all around
Have tried from day to night.
With both hands, he gripped the steel
And looked up to the sky—
"It’s true I’m just a lowly man,
But it never hurts to try."









  
  Preface


Poetry. It’s not everyone’s cup of tea - I think, because the poems most often referenced are either inherently pretentious or from an era of pretension. As time passes, many once-lauded works need annotation just to be understood, let alone appreciated. Even today, many writers who sit down to pen a poem feel the need to create a maze that is nearly impossible to navigate. And to be honest, some don’t actually know what it all means—and for them, that is the purpose. It is like purchasing an expensive wine that you know tastes awful, but you tell everyone about the "notes" to justify the price tag. 
Pretentious.
Poetry is a unique style of language spoken to a certain view or feeling. It is not meant to be a pencil drawing scribbled in haste; it is a work of artistic skill—no matter the level—crafted to bring about an emotion or thought. A good poem draws you in with its language and makes you search for its meaning. A great poem allows you to find it.
We all have poetry living inside us, and we all deserve to find the works that speak to us individually. Poetry is not—and should not be—reserved for a special group of thinkers in the back room of a literary house. Like a fine Rembrandt, it deserves to hang in a room large enough to house the masses, for each person to take it in and allow it to speak to them in its own way.
“What is this about?” That is a question worth asking when reading poetry, and it is no immortal sin to tell its secrets. In fact, the inspiration and force behind a poem can not only enhance the work itself, but become its own form of expression.
I have done that here in Bury Me In The Sun.
You will come to each poem on its own terms. I want you to experience it without input—let it speak to you in its original form. Feel the lines. Hear the voice you bring to them. Do not leave the page too quickly.
Then, when you’ve had your look and taken your taste, turn the page and read The Poet’s Hand. Here, I simply write from my heart and invite you into where my mind was during each poem’s creation—the inspiration behind it, the story beneath it. My hope is that this moment together will open the work up even further, allowing you to revisit each poem with new eyes, and perhaps shed enough light on the process that you find a blank page of your own—and put your heart into verse.

P.S. A word of advice: follow the punctuation. Pause at commas and stop at periods. Poetry, like a song, delivers much of its impact through rhythm. That white space between stanzas is also a good time to let the previous verse sink in for a moment before continuing. I recommend that you don’t try to "read" this book in a traditional sense. It is a collection of poems and reflections, not a novel; take it slow and digest each piece as you work your way through. I have included a range of styles, so a mental reset before moving on is important—it will help you find the rhythm of each new piece. Last of all, do not judge the impact of a poem by how many stanzas it has.
Enjoy.
Wayne
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I. Coat of Many Colors


This coat of many colors
Is a weight all its own;
It hangs heavy upon my shoulders,
Dragging along the floor.
I did not desire to own it,
Neither do I dislike its feel.
Those that see it praise it
And speak of its beauty—
Even envy it at times.

I’ve tried to leave it in the closet,
To give it away
And be like all the rest
With a coat just like the masses,
To blend in and be accepted;
But I could not refuse its pull.
So once again I donned it
To walk among the few.

I recognize its beauty.
But does it make me weak
Arriving in such color?
Many think I’m pious,
They joke of my display.
I point out the tears,
The stains among the seams.
The colors are so intense
In a world so dull and grey
That even with its blemishes,
It separates me from the fray.

I would not say I was chosen—
That is what pride would say.
This doesn’t feel like a treasure;
More of a duty
And me like a slave.
Yet when the night is dark
The spinning world is cold,
I do find a place of refuge.
As isolated as it may be.
Here in this heavy coat of color,
I am glad after all
That it was given to me. 



The Poet's Hand – 
On Coat of Many Colors

Although at times I will be direct in my discussions within the sections of The Poet’s Hand, I will do my best to maintain the hidden gift of each poem. Poetry, like any piece of art, speaks to us all differently. My purpose in these moments together is not to rob you of that, but to open up the work once you’ve had your time with it first.
The wonderful thing is that once the verse leaves the poet, it belongs to you. Even after reading where my mind was in the process or what my goal was, you can always return to the poem to make it your own.

Many of us know what it’s like to feel as though we’ve been given some mantle to go through life with—this internal compass that will forever be set to its own true north. It will keep us within its range no matter how hard we pull against it.
Watching others move about with a lightness and ease can breed in us a sense of unfairness, and at times, even jealousy. This “cricket” in our pocket can feel more like an enemy sometimes than a guide. And although we fight it often, we don’t despise it. In the stillness, we find its value and its strength. When it is accepted and expected, we glory in its recognition; but when it is unwelcome, the weight of it can feel like a prison.
And even though we can’t explain it—asking why me?—deep down, we are glad it is there.
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II. Gumballs


In a state of heightened anticipation
I dropped my quarter into the machine,
placing my hand upon the handle;
I gave it a twist.

Watching the jolt of movement within,
my heart blossomed with bold expectation.
The sound of movement,
the swirling of colors
which fancied my eyes.

I have given my gift
and demonstrated my desire,
having done everything right.

But no drop do I hear,
no clang against the metal door.

Still I hope, the fault my own
I was distracted by wanting
oblivious to its sound—
and yet I opened the door to nothing.

My empty hand keeps waiting.
“Give it just a little more time.”

Have I been taken for a fool?
Is this all just a ruse,
done to such a tender soul as mine?
Does this cold hard box now mock me,
as I walk away in despair?

I can feel my pockets are empty.
I give place to the boy behind
and watch as he drops his quarter,
his face shining as did mine.

This cruel painted-up box,
takes its aim at me once more:
the twirling, the colors,
And the clank against the door.


The Poet's Hand – 
On Gumballs

If a poem were written every time a human being experienced rejection, there would not be enough halls in the world to hold this boundless lexicon.
Rejection comes in many forms in this life. We will no doubt experience it multiple times and it often rears its ugly head at pivotal moments — precisely when we would rather it didn’t. And like so many things in the world around us, the explanation for this experience eludes us. Leaving us to summarize it simply as — that’s life.
Which for the rejected becomes more of a poison than a cure.
Its blow, when not treated correctly, can have a lasting effect. For those who cannot step aside when it strikes, the wound can fester and leave a much longer lasting impact — creating a view of the world that leads many to never engage these mechanisms of hope again.
In many ways all of us are offered the same opportunity once we have tasted its venom. To press on. Or to become its victim.
The truth of the matter is that throughout this journey each of us will many times over find ourselves on the receiving end of this tragedy — and also among the company of those who escaped it. We will be the despised and also the despiser. The one walking away empty handed and the one whose hand is full.
Where the only thing separating the two is a fate that even the greatest minds cannot explain.








  
  [image: ]
III. Listen To Your Parents


Listen
Don’t swallow your gum
To
You better not pout
Your
Don’t cross your eyes
Parents
Not with wet hair
Child
Don’t crack your knuckles
For
No swimming after eating
They
Don’t touch that toad
Know
Eat all your carrots.
Best






The Poet's Hand – 
On Listen To Your Parents

Parenting is one of the most amazing dimensions of life. We spend our early years as children, struggling to discern if our parents actually know what they are doing, only to eventually become parents ourselves and repeat the very same patterns. Why is the truth so often ineffective when it comes to getting a child to follow instructions? In the end, perhaps we aren't so different from them (children)—we show ourselves to be just as gullible as they are, relying on the same inherited myths we were told years ago.

Note: Every line in this poem is a classic old wives' tale.





OEBPS/images/b32c96ae-ad83-4095-955f-bdabee995848.png





OEBPS/images/0873ece0-09a5-45d7-8b76-33c23343d42e.png





OEBPS/images/84327b44-8e0e-4e44-bf0f-2e759fd965a6.png
®








