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it's my ongoing honor and solemn privilege to be given cosmic permission to use these tools produced by processes and materials that carry the imprints of hands and hearts that would certainly have elected to have done so many other things besides slave for the capitalist machine. I notice my rights and responsibilities to honor those hands and hearts by pulling up my deepest heartsongs to weave what mastery and craft I can muster. may my words leave a trail of honesty, move and inspire you to further expand into your own birthrights, and impact the collective with all of the love from my soul(s).

my works would not be possible without my family of origin, my chosen family, my communities, my unseen allies and supporters, and your psychic vision. thank you for believing in me.

my books will forevermore be dedicated to my beloved daughter: my most perfect love and my hope for the future. I wish for you your fullest destiny, an infallible knowledge that you are loved beyond measure, and a bed of feathers from freesoaring birds anywhere that you may rest.


Elected Uncertainty Leeching.

Creative Return Breaching.

I am not done with my preaching.

Not till I’m done with this bleaching

persisting the christening

while my backside, glistening,

projects Joy onto you.

Terra-minded, I am terrified

while spring bears witness to grapevine virtue. We know not where we wander.

Just meandering

On this prehensile fabric we tread.

with buckets of water and filth

wares on our backs

sticks in our grip

moving forth we endeavor our visions.

manifesting our toes to the ground,

our drive directed,

we push forth, for what-all?

What do ye seek?

Why face morning-call?

Through body and farce

chrysanthemums and weeds

aligned with sight we condense our dreams into tiny packages and bless them as seeds.

present them to all

and no one.

memorize them as creeds.

to wish fare better on future.

to remind ourselves to breathe.


Pace yourself, but face your fears: 

there’s more behind the veil, my dear. You haven’t seen the darkest dreams

From where the greatest light shall stream. Oh Mom! Oh Dad!

What times back then ago we had

Before the faltering of My ability to hold A stable steady flawless tone

Because of seeking outwardly in other folks & on the phone. & I learned later about lies

I screamed, “You’re mean!”

I went astride.

You went too far.

I lost my play.

Let’s heal, apart

And make our way.

Oh! Magic is as witches do: out of felled sticks we make a broom. fabric from plants

sewed into pants

just like the Dead who rest in tombs.


I have destroyed sacred things.

 

I  have  hidden  secret  silver.

 

Lost  almost  all  her  rings.

 

Still  waiting  on  that  quiver. 

 

No  interest  here  in  Blings:

 

a  special  time  for  that. 

 

&if you want to hear me sing, 

 

you've  got  to  pay  for  that.


Pluto, O Lord of the Underworld! 

Master of Wealth!

I submit to Your Influence.

Your Hold over Riches of the Earth and Soil,

Soul and Rebirth, tumble me allways

Extracting my mirth.

Strengthening my Joy.

I hail to your Power and welcome your Pull.

Pulling up what I’ve buried

What I’ve rejected and dulled.


My shadow! Oh Gods!

What I don’t want to see

Has been popping up on, yeah, all sides of me.

Oh Master, you trump me

I can’t claim to lead

While you square my Luna

A fool I’d sure be

To resist your program

Your intent for my Life

Instead I surrender.

Give praise to your Wife.

Grenada, Persephone

The Female Divine

The Goddess of Pomegranates

I wait on her line.

 

Oh Pluto! The Aeon!

Draw me under your bridge!

For years you will have me

In a transformative kiss.

Plutonus, my Lord,

Your timeline is so

Extensively thorough

&                        excruciatingly                          slow My habits are flipped

My feelings uncovered

& I must say, Plutonus

You’re a dramatic lover.

I’ll suffer exposure

Face pressures

I’ll frown

I’ll cry into a pillow of linen and down.

But You’ll carry my baggage

Away and for good

My heart will be cleaned

I’ll be stronger than wood.

Thank you Plutonus for bringing me change

Pulling my pain out of Saturn’s bony cage

My buried behaviors

My subconscious fears

Dragged out into Light

Paralleling De Beers

Please purge me, oh Pluto
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