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​Defying the Exodus at 16:1
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“I could not be a part without 

The natural world.” Mary Oliver

The Annectetium Migration Algorithms

That connects creation to human survival

And the evolutionary succession of species.]

It is early, ten a.m.

He is feeding and walking.  

He is rough, rummaging.

Through flannel linen 

As you were scratching

At the frozen door handle

Searching for the rationale

The purpose of tempting

The ill fate with destiny

Time seems to rush past

As if space and time 

Embedded into the evening

lI

They perched on an elm

In the dead of winter

Seeking a window feeder

Written with pigeon wings

Curtailed by the instances

You flew on the plane

Just before 9:30 am

Like insect acrobats

Balanced from a swing

A season detached

From the artist painting 

Those patterns of spies

The unlocked entry 

Into a private world 

A zero-axis of being

The performer and 

The Bang! Or Boom!

Where blood squeezed

––––––––
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III

From the pigeon's beak

The mouth of the boxer

“Good  Morning,” I said. 

While eating at 8 a.m..

While grieving waste

The biopsy of foxes

The loss of Dot’s

Trangulary splices

Splitting love-apart

Blaming infidelity 

On the red fox

The unwelcomed

The departure 

The walk to 

Your ex-lover. 

The eleventh hour 

I drove away to work

Considering Karma

Damming Karma

For the gesture

The notion of harm. 

IV

Below where Roosters

Crow and pups yelp

As the birds of prey

The eagles we couldn’t

And didn’t want to see

As tragedy turns to laughter

Canines, tears, beaks

Pecking at dying flesh

Stuffing her heart in

The twelfth hour apart

A plot became visible

Mangled anger of shame

A movable feast near

The milk house of 

Defeated lovers

Taking flight with 

Injuries contained

In a hefty bag. 

Less the expectation 

Of the unselfish 

The obediences

V

The vision of a dog

Killing another dog

Like fighting children

Sibling and rivalries

Instead of reverie 

Cursed by desires

The men 

The women

Their children

We, the 16 hundred 

Humans that watched

Dragging Dionysius’s

From the encampment

Where the spirit rested

Climbing Jacob’s branches

Miro’s insect watched

Myopic hesitation

For the elevator 

Actively Sabotaging

Nondiscriminatory merits

To learn how to be heard. 
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​My Inauguration 2025
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Iambic as conscience,
Where Presidents are etched in currency,
Tossing pennies into water—
A prayer for the future.
Fortune smiles on them,
Paying handsomely,
As we pray for what’s yet to come.
Miscalculations hang in the air,
The weight of histories unspoken,
Where painters of truth once stood,
Now buried beneath layers of disaster.
If slander sullies the past,
Apologies come behind closed doors,
Silent, but not without consequence.
Like driftwood, warped and etched,
Franchises steeped in caffeinated ambition,
Perverse freedoms served in cupfuls—
Fitting, like fashion over veils and cloaks,
We exile ourselves to safety.

Bracing for the moment,

They can finally say, "Wait a minute,
I never meant to do that,"
But like patriots on a field,
Walls of business rise,
Superseding beliefs,
Fences made of friends are now
fractured. Superstitions become games,
Distilled in amber syrup,
The grind of memories forgotten,
And truth buried in nostalgia.
Abated by new propaganda wading
Through waters of disappointment,
Where greatness morphs into goodness.
Reprints of declarations,
The decoration of the constitutions,
Far from the recreation of schoolyards,
Where the fantasy is misunderstood,
Expression bruised,
Encompassing nothing as beauty.
Nonfiction becomes docudramas,
Entertaining the institutional heart,
As America’s infrastructure bypass
The First Amendment of equality,
Rebuking ourselves for service,
To review the reckless nature
On this depleted earth,
Experimenting on the health
Of pre-teen lives yet untouched by technology.
“When will you see me again?” she asked.
“We’ll talk soon,” he said,
A timely proposal,
A market of ideas is presented,
But is it just the closing of something?
A story to write clearly for the first time
In their second marriage?
Or the third affair with the legitimate girl—
"When will you see us again?" she asked.
"Soon," he said,
Walking down the hall,
Canines following,
Loyal service, formal,
Silently expressing wartime tragedy.
We are all in transition, she told us,
Growing up in slums,
While he lived in purgatory,
A different kind of owner of fate.
Waving the wind like a gesture,
A salutation of forgiveness,
A punishment irrevocable,
But with grace to rise beyond.
We awake to what we've lived through,
Realizing our place in this society—
Not just captains,
But people behind the iron mask,
Unmasked by truth’s redemptive force.
We mask the newsprint advertisements,
Recapitulating versions of the story,
Fact-checking history’s distorted truths,
A reminder of what we've overcome.
Videotapes wrapped like presents,
The night they conferred the consequential,
Behaviors and antecedents reconciled,
The media’s socialist hand-to-hand,
Commendations were exchanged.
The casualties of decriminalizing continents,
Bodies beloved but unresponsive,
Caught in the tides of co-dependent reactions,
Uncommitted offenses for relationships.
All the dancers left like cannon fire,
Managing the firing of disbelievers,
The left-handed Latin romantics
Leveraging hedge funds for their children,
Numbers representing offense—
A system we speak of,
Yet, demand changes.
The acts against humanity and self,
The educators, the pastoral professionals,
Becoming redundant in the face of truth.
Reality, now a swear word,
Metaphorically suffocating in policies,
Politically indoctrinating generations
To silence civil unrest—
But no longer will we be silent.
Through the muck and mire,
The marginalized stand resilient,
Confronting idealism,
Yet embracing society’s pure beauty,
If at all possible,
The promise of equality.
We rise, unyielding,
A future rewritten by our own hands,
A place where truth,
Dignity,
And hope
Shine bright.
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​Their Inauguration 2020
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Iambic as conscience, 

As the Presidents 

They are on currency, 

Pitching pennies in water. 

Fortunately, they’re rich,

And pay quite handsomely,

For example, we are praying. 

Miscalculation written in the air,

Explanations from the past,

Where classic painters existed,

Buried under layers of disasters,

If esoteric philandering slandered, 

Apologies behind closed doors. 

Warped like driftwood etches,

Caffeinated baths of franchises,

Perverse as proverbial freedoms.

Fitting like fashion over ladies, 

Like veils, cloaks, and ropes,

We put ourselves in exile. 

Bracing for the day their 

Able to say, wait a minute, 

I never meant to do that,

But like patriots on the field,

Fences are used like walls of friends,

Business supersedes beliefs.

Superstitions become baseball games, 

Distilled disbelief in themselves.

Sentimental, amber syrupy grinds.

Abated by new propaganda-wading, 

In the waters of disappointments, 

Liberating all greatness to goodness.

Reprinting the restoration of declarations,

Into the decoration of daily constitutions, 

Removed from recreation in schools. 

Fantasy novels are misunderstood as lies,

Expression of perplexities like bruises, 

Encompassing nothing as beautiful. 

Nonfiction becomes docudramas for, 

The entertaining institutionalism,

America, your infrastructure bypass,

The First Amendment of equality, 

As we rebuke ourselves for service,

To review your reckless nature. 

A human nature on this depleted earth, 

Experimenting on technological health,

Of our pre-teen-aged children's lives.

When will you see me again, she asked.

We’ll talk about it soon, he said. This is 

A timely market proposal I am proposing.

Or was it all about closing something? 

They were trying to write clearly about,

For the first time in their second marriage. 

Or was it the third affair with a legitimate girl?

When will you see us again? She asked, 

Soon, he said, walking down the hall.

The canines follow like service workers, 

Secret, formal, and briefly speaking, or, 

expresses the tragedy of wartime. 

We are all in transition, she told us,

Growing up in the slums, as he lived,

In a different kind of purgatory, the owner. 

Waving away the wind like a gesture,

Or a salutation of sentimental forgiveness,

Infinitely intrinsically irreversible punishment. 

As we awoke to what we had lived through, 

Realizing our station in this society of captains 

And people behind the iron redemptive unmasked.

Or masking the newspaper advertisements, 

With the recapitulation version of the story,

The truth and the history of fact-checkers.

Videotapes wrapped like presents, on that 

Night, they conferred the consequential, 

The behaviors and the antecedents. 

The media in the socialist hand-to-hand,

Command to command or commendare,

The casualties of decriminalizing continents.

Beloved bodies unresponsive to reactions,

To the codependent attachments-attacking, 

The uncommittable offenses for relationships.

All the dancers have left like cannon fire,

As management fired the disbelievers,

The left-handed Latin romantics.

Leveraging hedge funds for their children,

And the federal commodities they represent, 

As numbers for the offensive we speak of. 

The acts against humanity and self, 

The Family of educators, the pastoral 

Professionals are becoming redundant. 

Reality becomes a swear word to express 

As a metaphor to describe official policies,

Politically
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