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MARQUIS PUBLISHING

HERRON ISLAND, WASHINGTON


there is little need

for inspiration to be past tense

a comet streaking electrically

across the others’ sky

the bewitching moments

one must always hold onto


∆∆∆∆∆


a man stares at the crossroad of his immortality

a man realizes his years are passing

he looks back at the mirror of his youth

distant and removed from the present

an intersection with no return

poverty no longer stalks his doorway

he is simply too far to take the return road


∆∆∆∆∆


one writes in a vacuum

never knowing if the written word

will seize daylight

or be revealed

he writes in the emptiness

of the void

blackness which shrouds daylight

our capsule of existence


∆∆∆∆∆


i am a third party

to my own life

spectator of my existence

my river of words

a stream

overflowing the banks

of reason

as if eros alone

were reason enough

and i inhabit you

you me

for the short span

of eternity

those small hours

destiny has provided


∆∆∆∆∆


long forgotten embrace


in the recess of a long forgotten embrace

we taste

intoxicants of sweet memory

those lips who've since been replaced

by successive kisses

lovers

fresh faces

endure as compasses

to remembrance

our frail sense of love

eternal


∆∆∆∆∆


full moon penetration


a full moon night

when the logic of reason

ceased to be a marriage of imagination


∆∆∆∆∆


Let us speak of love and its infinite beauty.

The force of your words cause me to dream

Does such beauty exist in such a callous world?

Are you in fact a woman?

Or a dream?

Do you bathe in the same sunlight

Which awaken me each morning?

Do you chase the same illusions?

A notion that beauty exists

Beyond the pale body

Our souls must confine themselves within

There is a world for two such as ourselves.

But is it this one?


∆∆∆∆∆


perhaps you heard me whisper your name

it becomes a pleasant candy on my lips

a sweet wine which begs for another glass

another bottle.

a wine without the effects of alcohol

pleasurable intoxication

that knows no moderation


∆∆∆∆∆


i am inside of you

wild as the sea

roaring as a savage wave

receding only to lose myself

the vain consciousness I grasp

i am so inside of you

content solely

inhaling in synch

exhaling in tandem

tasting the sugary delights

of your willing tongue

cream oozing from

your nipples

infinity between your thighs

i remain within you

never imaging for a solitary second

to sever, release

this moment of attachment

i have sought, seek, dream


∆∆∆∆∆


circle of candlelight

surrounds eros’ bed

rivers of memory

pendulum of desire

between passion and control

and the portal it opens


∆∆∆∆∆


settling slow and soft into an intimacy

sweet and sacred

tangled words like our wrapped bodies

awaken my anticipation

of dialogues in accord

harmonies in synch

you cannot imagine

my silent soliloquies

shrouded in dreams

the tenor of your voice

soft and slow

as a graceful and welcomed caress


∆∆∆∆∆


while I wait for you

as I wait

for your tender embrace

kisses which warm my face

with heat

that penetrates

as I wish to you

as I wait

there is but a single soul

we shall share

in our natural state

I adore the anticipation of love

knowing the sensation

of two bodies

two mouths

locked together

in a precious twist

only two may share


∆∆∆∆∆


long forgotten embrace


in the recess of a long forgotten embrace

we taste

intoxicants of sweet memory

those lips who've since been replaced

by successive kisses

lovers

fresh faces

endure as compasses

to remembrance

our frail sense of love

eternal


∆∆∆∆∆


dark days night descent


enter the dense night bravely beauty

as a darkness descends on another day

lacking the lightness of youth

innocence separated

engulfed into the depths

of rest eternal


∆∆∆∆∆


a man broken


it's the kind of memory that leaves you strangely silent

walking separate circles and missing promised tomorrows

missing her this evening a prisoner to the phones silence

motionless I lay surveying the circles which surround your eyes


∆∆∆∆∆


past loves


the fragrant trail of flowered dreams

follows a path which my mind leads

past streams of forgotten trauma

you were never as good

as I remember you now


∆∆∆∆∆


you are next to me

as parallel wings on a soaring bird

i carry a tear in my clenched hand

because goodbyes wear poorly on me

there are few farewells in my existence

only separations

where the fissures and pauses

remain gray

repairable


∆∆∆∆∆


it is as spilled wine, my lovers departure

so noble the fruited nose, so bitter the aftertaste


∆∆∆∆∆


i long for your touch

a corruption of memory

that borders on nostalgia

that lingers in retrospect

as illusions may

i long for your embrace

but settle for solitude

an empty recompense

for words tautly twisted

vacant goodbyes


∆∆∆∆∆


from afar

your words provoke

a longing

yet to express

fermenting to well inside

as imagination does

i imagine

a swift gallop

spirited as the Tramontaine

enduring

as future desire

respecting no deadlines


∆∆∆∆∆


she strides in grace

emblazon in beauty

oblivious to the pedestal

stolen glances elevate

unaware of the contrast

between banality and beauty

the feast of unfed souls

who may only gaze

in hopeless abandon


∆∆∆∆∆


a window shatters

glass ceiling mirrors southward

no longer

mosaic tiles of imagination

adjoined and mortared

stray impressions fastened

plumbed from the depths

mined from experience

a simple twisted phrase

keying a bolted memory

an unspoken phrase

i bury my soul

on the parchment

of posterity


∆∆∆∆∆


allow me to recount

a minor anecdote of history

of the world

of mankind

what motivates mankind

to honor, chasing history

what I note has been

often repeated

follow the trail

cherchez la femme


∆∆∆∆∆


one speaks of lifetimes

time is measured by the fullest

completed cycle

a lifetime within a lifetime

embracing what cannot be touched

embracing the festive tongue

mapping your body

memorizing each and every curve, valley

who completes who

the burden of expectation

weighs down an insupportable heaviness


∆∆∆∆∆


elevate me upon marbled steps

poseidon himself has traversed

imagining the waves

their sweeping majesty

of murmured tales

drawn through histories song

three sided seas

of melodic chords


∆∆∆∆∆


with love

the salt of ones tears may sustain

absence speaks loudly

as the echoes within a canyon

crumbling resistance

as a tightly taut body

becomes loosened and undone

i am no longer thinking about you

then a stray whisper returns me

to your spiral, vortex

melted candle extinguish

masking the aroma of sex

under tonight’s darkness


∆∆∆∆∆


repetition may constrain in triteness

it may be explained with context

the pretense of life

sustaining and satisfying to most

becomes a barrier

constrained wall of isolation

monotone and flavorless

amidst life’s seasoned banquet


∆∆∆∆∆


i wonder if it presumptuous

borderline ridiculous

to image such intimacy between us

already

dreams as possibilities

disturbance and surprise

the turbulence of emotions

desire aching for expression

internal silence my loss, my death


∆∆∆∆∆


allow my collapse into the imposture of love

recite my manuscripts of sublime rapture

passion melting as heated wax

mindful this drowsy delusion

is amnesty form frigid reality

mindful that words evaporate as morning vapors

skimming the meadowlands at predawn

formed and fruited sensuality

bearing and cultivating only memory

receding as the eventual

mists from my eyes


∆∆∆∆∆


the God of my childhood

has all but vanished

he is not responsible

for the misrepresentations by people

he remains silent

to our questioning, introspection

as childhood is a distant memory

so remains his clarity


∆∆∆∆∆


we seek the receptive ear

to share out unmentionables

to recline into the ease of confession

release our burdens

the moorings, which constrain

binding us irrevocably

unsheathe the sword of repression

childhood smotherings upon consciousness

unflinching acceptance

of all we can and will never be

shedding all illusion

and mythology of our foundations

secrets of silence within


∆∆∆∆∆


i long for your touch

a corruption of memory

that borders on nostalgia

that lingers in retrospect

as illusions may

i long for your embrace

but settle for solitude

an empty recompense

for words tautly twisted

vacant goodbyes


∆∆∆∆∆


from afar

your words provoke

a longing

yet to express

fermenting to well inside

as imagination does

i imagine

a swift gallop

spirited as the tramontaine

enduring

as future desire

respecting no deadlines


∆∆∆∆∆


an articulation of desire


long before i put your face

on my notion of love

there existed desire

formless to be cultivated

amidst the furrows

of time sweetly seasoned by experience

sweltering and reposed

to bud when the moment was apt

this moment with each heightened

fahrenheit

i burn white hot for you


∆∆∆∆∆


your breath, mine

a pristine pearly canvas

awaiting our silhouette lines

moist imprint

this be the abstraction

and articulation of desire


∆∆∆∆∆


a perpetual state of erection

since your voice, words

coaxed, seduced me first

into blissful acquiesce

our lovemaking extends

throughout each day, idle thought

stray moment

rather than tire

i am rejuvenated

reborn

this is something very different

than the accumulated sensations

of my past

something to be celebrated, savored

a sign, celebration

each fresh heightened sense

a roadmark to our union


∆∆∆∆∆


tender is your twilight invitation

the unspeakable wonder

cached amidst an ebony pitch

so cerebral, absolute

as I enter and remain embedded

within

you

as once centuries previous

alive again as evening

reveals the dream

that is existence


∆∆∆∆∆


there are instances

when I view my life

through the lens of others

a random child, once me

now frolicking in the blissful ignorance

of innocence

and i

through nostalgic eyes

realize and waver

nothing is very concise

nothing neat in existence

as a child’s immediate perspective

towards life


∆∆∆∆∆


we pass beyond words

the unspeakable ecstasy

lovers share on their journey to understanding

inferno embers, ashes

scattered amidst the slippery footing

you my dearest dream

the object of my universe

i bury the grace and failings

of my humanity

within you

drawing breath, courage

knowing you will allow me to linger

to pleasure, to leave a memory of myself

to whisper

all of the unspeakable emotions

my words fail me with regularly


∆∆∆∆∆


the garden of delights

that fail not

to satisfy

that quench not

my desire

to devour

you

as I position my festive tongue

in some unforeseen crevice

discovery like an ancient explorer

amidst uncharted seas

fresh sensations

to be emptied

to be replenished

the fruit of delights

buried profoundly

in your garden


∆∆∆∆∆


i am understanding orgasm

fully

through each contact with you

each obsession to inhale, exhale

fully

like breath

like life

i am understanding

your split reflection

your thunderbolts of passion

your capacity

to forgive

make restitution with oneself

i am understanding

how love triumphs ultimately

matters all

the simplicity of giving effortlessly

receiving thousandfold

feeling worthy

of your love


∆∆∆∆∆


repetition


the initial sensation

the memory to savor

repetition never replicates

first intimacy

intensity

it remains to the calculated

dispassionate

filter of reason and experience

we never blush

when we anticipate


∆∆∆∆∆


love and loss


and I love you so

the memory serves me well

when there is no figure before me

just shadows

that I complete with silhouettes

a sad morning

when loss is realized

unreplaced

except for stilled memories

where we fill in

the blanks


∆∆∆∆∆


expressions in a bottle


my words and thoughts

cyclones

cast astray to open seas

of time

some mythical bottle

capsuled in hope

i continue to litter

a landscape with audible expressions

to the deaf

visual creations

to the blind

passages of time

may find their Genie

future treasure for fermenting minds

to pleasure

evaluate

measure

their own unique bindings

blinding

to become discarded


∆∆∆∆∆


street walker

the pretty package

unwrapped for the public

a sense of mystery

lacking


∆∆∆∆∆


hole within our hearts

the hole in our communal hearts

expands with each days sorrow

every solitary realization

that so immense a humanity

can opt

for an alternative

of self mutilation

destruction


∆∆∆∆∆


raw vein


piercing vision of sexual clarity

rich wealth of impulse

striking at the core of my vulnerable dreams

shattered by the intimacy

of your touch

disarming companion

hands to entrust

my thrusts spill into

dreams you invade

woven into an enthusiasm

of exposing myself

unguarded

undetectable

to you


∆∆∆∆∆


the step towards betrayal


precious aromas of sweet scents

forbidden fruit

tender imaginations deceit

soothing suggestiveness

possibilities undiscovered

explorable

each and every touch

the mind drifts

into dangerous

“what ifs”


∆∆∆∆∆


cradling hands


patient eyes which have known the fire

the twain fickle force

igniting the living lyrics

of a music which patterns our own distinctive dance

hands which have cradled

babies of her own flesh

sculpt the forms of wearied frames

fatigued repose

tender reassurances

amidst the insensitivities of life

mirth amidst reflection

that all is rarely the sum promised

only flickering candlelight smiles

bolts of laughter

are the steadying illumination

lightening the footprints of existence

the heavy imprints

of our collective journeys


∆∆∆∆∆


dark muse of fantasy


she is the ebony muse

of fantasy

mustard haired

curled finger of invitation

i desire yet want her not

an impending crease snarling

a smooth road

she invades my dreams

as a random explanation point

raw unresolved emotion

i shall likely never taste her

nor forget her


∆∆∆∆∆


nude on the table



lying prone on a table

nude

how much pretense

can an individual

expose


∆∆∆∆∆


unmade beds

scrolling back years

strolling amidst jagged pitched memories

tossed neglected imagery

lying amidst unmade beds of imagination

women whose fragrance lingers

still

inside

outside, a twisted world anarchy

valuing not a lovers intimacy

our shared silly nothings

vulnerabilities

revealing more

than any two words we string together


∆∆∆∆∆


exoticism

an exotic taste

of erotic fantasy

your words tumble

as fountains over barriers

i listen not
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