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​
The Sailor's Question

 


'Ave you ever set an' watched the moon,
asitting in the sky?

Or winked at the twinkling stars, as they
floated by?

'Ave you ever listened to the sea, 'eard
it's steady beat?

Watched the waves creep to the shore, where
the sand they meet?

'Ave you ever 'eard the 'aunting cry, of
gulls winging away?

Or watched the fishes as they fly, far off
the lonely cay?

'Ave you ever seen the mermaids fair, upon
forbidden shore?

Or tasted freedom on salty air, longing
always for more?

'Ave you ever felt the rolling deck, 'eave
beneath your feet?

'Eard the creak of beam as ship sails on,
'orizon to meet?

'Ave you ever watched the Spirit o' God,
paint atop the sea?

With strokes o' red, the Sun's new bed,
glorious beyond belief.

An' 'ave you ever wondered why a man, longs
for power and gold?

When freedom and love, the sea an' God, will
keep 'im till 'e's old.

 


​ The
Morning Star

 


A gentle glow in eastern sky marks the
coming morn

The clouds so dark, with stormy mood, as the
sun is reborn.

Ten points to starboard! Ahoy! What's
hanging in the air?

The morning star stands in morning night,
hanging up there.

Is he darkling or is he light? Why does he
outlast the night?

As undecided, a man on edge, holding fast
with fading might

Could a prisoner he be? Eyes desiring the
sweet morn's light?

Or does he, tiring of night, wait only to
feast upon this sight?

Or could a darkling soldier be? Last to flee
before sun's rays,

Keeping vigil with the moon, clear through
the morning haze.

The path to answers lies in asking,
according to the book,

But asking him draws no answers, he merely
shoots a look.

The labmen tell us he's a planet, a mighty
orb far away,

But to us lucky, uneducated few, in our
hearts he'll stay

As the morning star, the mightiest warrior
of the night,

The only man of that silver van to stand
within the light.

 


​ The Silver
Lady

 


The silvery lady of the night

shining forth with gentle light

eases thoughts of pain and sorrow

raising hopes up for tomorrow.

For in the sweet and silver light

Man need not fear the darkling night,

For where the sun burns harsh at day

The silver lady soothes pain away.

And when the tears threaten to fall,

Her shining beams will catch them all.

The cool night breeze, her soft sweet
hand,

soothes fevered brow in many a land.

By God's Own Grace, an angel hung

Attended by stars she rests among.

 


​ When
Darkness Falls

 


When darkness falls and the earth goes
still

I'll meet you there, by the old farm
mill.

I'll hold you tight, kiss your eyes
goodnight

Then I must leave, from my loves sweet
sight.

 


I'll think of you, when the moon sits
high

It hurts me so, no I cannot lie.

To leave you there, I'll return I swear

Cross whole wide world, to my lady fair.

 


And so I pray, pray with all my heart

That you will wait, while we are apart.

Oh wait for me, and on my return,

I'll see your smile, quenching heartaches
burn.

 


When darkness falls and I close my eye,

I'll see you there, now don't you cry.

Are you still real? still the girl I
knew?

Or dream-born ghost of a phantom hue?

 


​ The
Godson's Song

 


Give us a kiss, O mother dear

A quick peck on the cheek.

For I'm to bed

To lay my head

And pray my soul to keep.

 


Quiet our fear, O mother dear

Of bedbugs do not speak.

For monsters bane

I am but fain

Leave out the things that creep.

 


Wish us sweet dreams, O mother dear

For at snow and fire I peek.

A hero's quest

I'll strive my best

And win the treasure deep.

 


Give us a kiss, O mother dear

A cheeky smoocheroo.

My eyes, they close,

As I repose

And smiling fall asleep.

 


​
Savior

 


The drums beat slow an' the pipes sound
low

An' the harps light flow haunts the
hillsides green

Stringing a dance in a fog strewn trance

While the bells parlance casts its mournful
creen

The old green hill he stops standing
still

An' the trees they fill with whispering
wind

As the land indeed picks up the seed

An' proclaims the creed for all the
sinned

I ask you now stan' an' hear the tale

An' hear the pipers wail their sad sweet
song

While eddies glow in the fog below

Your heartbeat'll slow caught in love ere
long

Christ He stayed when Judas betrayed

The blood money weighed it was a sign

Set out on a hill without this chill

but the heats there still, still in
Palestine

Christ fought His fight an' before come
night

He had passed from sight to struggle with
Death

An' thrice re fell an' thrice grian rose

Having vanquished foes He again drew
breath

Then He bid farewell and tears there
fell

As with bells last knell He triumphant
rose

Stringing his dance through the fog strewn
trance

While the bells parlance ends it's mournful
close.

 


​ The
Choice

I

A castle laying atop a hill,

Cold and silent in the morning still

Once mighty walls, carven from stone

Lie broken now, all sown with bone.

The sturdy gates of iron and oak,

Lie shattered now, terribly broke.

Standing watch in shadows deep,

Somber soldiers their vigils keep,

From the tower, once strong and proud,

With tattered flag, now hanging cowed,

The young laird is heard to sigh

Sitting on the parapets high

Head in hands, a tear falls slow,

His fortress now a place of woe

Warriors wounded, weary of war

His spirits low, no longer soar

His sword is notched, his cloak is torn,

His body is scarred, his armor is worn.

Desire burnt, his flame is gone,

Yet bitterly he still hangs on.

Even
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