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What's The
Point?

The following
poems were mostly written in 1999 through to the early part of the
21st century.

I wrote many of
them when I was living in New York City, broke, making the rounds
as an amateur actor, estranged from family and friends and just
keeping my head above water in every way.

I felt awful most
of the time. So, I wrote.

Writing has been
my go-to pathway of creative expression since I began keeping a
diary as a kid.

Most of my past
writings have long since been destroyed. They weren't any
good.

Any artist can
attest to the never ending garbage that the creative process
produces.

However, even
though I wasn't feeling my full self, I was pushing myself to
become a better writer.

And that's
the
point.

I've learned, that
in the end, it's the striving to reach our unique creative heights
that is the most important thing any human being can
do.

So, in light of
that, these few poems have survived for more than 25
years because
I still like them.

I still get a tiny
hit of inspiration and enjoyment when I read
them.

They've been up on
various websites for free, on and off, for years. Now, in 2024,
it's time to put them in a proper place and slap a small price tag
on them. They've earned it.

These poems are
part of a body of work each
and every dedicated artist/writer/creative person needs to have.
These are part of mine. I hope you find some value on these
pages.



I wish you much
imagination, Red Robbin

March/2024 Fort
Myers, Florida
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Armor In The
Mist


Her femininity
like mist
Gives warmth and
freedom to be kissed
His strength like
gold-plated armor
Gives safety to his
paramour

A noble war we do
engage
When faltering worth
impels rage
The seasoning of the
battle
Gives one joy that
will not rattle

Your darkness
shrouds the windowpane
Brick upon brick your
wall of pain
Blocks the viewing of
worldly sight
So draw the curtains,
let in light

Trust on High and
open your heart
From love we are never
apart
As a baby's soft
lullaby
Sweet surrender leads
one to cry

Pathways to heal
and make one whole
Love, it is, that
touches the soul
In the heart is the
mystery
To all the world can
truly be.
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Forgive To Forget


There are ghosts
roaming in my attic
Haunting me and making
me sick

My father's face
frightening still
The bastard lives just
up the hill

My mother's silent
rage revealed
All that she didn't
want to feel

As I look back
with guileless eyes
My head it spins with
ugly lies

Problem child is a
misnomer
Those wounds made my
spirit stronger

My Life can still
be grander yet
If to forgive is to
forget

Let that adage be
my maxim
This new orphan
releases them.
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Yield To Me


Some may say you are
strong, so bold

And some say that you
are so cold

But your heart has
warmth to unfold

I can feel it when you
hold me

I hear it when you
sing to me

So Yield to me now,
Yield to me

On the surface you
seem so brave

This is the way you
must behave

When your own heart
you can not save

And all you feel is
doubt and fear

You must know this my
precious dear

That Love is strong
and Love is near

So Yield to me now,
Yield to me
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The Stranger
Inside


A Stranger comes out
of the dark

Black hat, black coat,
his heart is black

On me he wants to
leave his mark

I raise my head as he
attacks

With one single swipe
of the knife

My head is apart from
my neck

Now I am free from any
strife

Fresh start I have, my
past a wreck.
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My
Mother-In-Law


Arrested by her own
image, she taunted it

With a come hither
sashay and thrusting pout

Daring it to jump
out

Of her gold
encrusted... Everlasting
Looking Glass


Her silvery locks
draped like Arctic Fox on pale shoulders

Swathed in crushed
obsidian velvet

Trapping her feline
curves

Into libidinous
submission


Satisfied she looked
bewitching

She sucked the fire up
from her loins with a catch

Letting Chanel 5
encourage her lust

The glowing new widow
was a vision to behold


Straightening
herself

She floated from atop
the antiquated staircase,

As an ominous black
mist

Hers was a violent,
calculated elegance


Spattering the
mourners with brilliance

Oozing coital
readiness,

Unfazed by her
menopausal haze


She stole her way
through the somber soiree

Sharing her venomous
kisses,

Leaving a trail of
salacious carnage in her wake


Her icy blue eyes
narrowed as she neared the coffin

Looking down upon his
blank face

She silently thanked
him for the bequeathed fortune

Leaning in to kiss his
cold cheek;

The face of her vernal
lover came to her

As organ pipes
vibrated with Chopin.
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Blue Thunder


The mighty
stallion stands so proud
His true nature like
soil unplowed
Many strong men cannot
subdue
This great equine of
silver-blue

Then one morning
with skies of gray
As grizzled horsemen
chat away
One man's young son
chases a hen
Into the blue steed's
private den

The gallant head
turned to explode
Red nostrils flaring,
his eyes glowed
Danger deemed of
imminent kind
As the boy seemed to
be confined

Sensing the child
was not a threat
The steed reacted like
a large pet
For years to come men
would wonder
Why that stallion held
his thunder
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Secrets Behind
The Stone Wall


The Queen dazzled
with red jewels at her throat
High atop the ancient castle standing tall
Looking down upon the fowl fettered moat
What secrets must hide behind that
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Times



















Pealing Bells of
Peace
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