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I know the quiet and silent places we live. 
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​CHAPTER ONE
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​In Memory of Joy
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Awkward waves in cobalt blues,

As a lunar eclipse changes my hues.

Hazing the shades in-to-ours,

Moment by moment, moments grew. 

Curbside, we essay by information,

Bemusedly, the second-hand sways.

Caught in a loon-courtship-waltzing -

Moment by moment. Moments ensue.

If Whooping Cranes, white or gray,

Slightly moving sullen, spindly legs.

While we tried to follow such beauty, 

Moment - by moment, Moments-say:
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​Stained Glass of Refugees In America 
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I listen to audiobooks like any dyslexic writer would. Reading isn't easy for me, so I prefer to immerse myself in the spoken word. The faith portrayed in this pseudo-biography failed to reveal the true essence of the writer.

The protagonist, a scholar of comparative literature, recounts his journey from a second-rate New England university to exploring his past as a male prostitute. It has a perplexing tale, delving into the complexities of human desires and societal expectations. The juxtaposition of a sentence prescribed by priests — ‘Love your neighbor as yourself’ — Highlights the contradictions inherent in teachings.

These reflections lead me back to the slogans of childhood, growing up in the materialistic environs of a Methodist church. It was a world of elusive marriages and self-imposed martyrdom, where even the revered pastor-mother sought solace in the ambiguous arrangements.

Like a poet, the protagonist scrapes by moonlighting as a prostitute to fund their studies at Harvard University. The academic pursuits become intertwined with the struggles of existence, tethered to the professor's chair like a balloon in purgatory.

Observing the aloofness of preachers in their pulpits, I am reminded of stained glass reflections dancing off my silhouette. It is a metaphorical painting of post-modern portraits, wedged between the lady cliffs of military rails leading to Grand Central Station.

Traveling through life's landscapes, I contemplate the blurred lines between faith and societal norms. The narrative critiques the prioritization of elitism over community empathy, questioning the motivations behind altruism.

Silent negotiations occur between clergy, academics, and artists, shaping the fabric of society. I am a bystander in this dance, pondering the role of empathy in public discourse.

In this pursuit of purpose, I hope to contribute to the civility of communities, despite the uncontracted nature of my endeavors. Whether it has been as an ordained minister, a busker, or a self-publishing author, I seek to infuse faith and empathy into a world marred by moral ambiguity and ethical dilemmas.

Pond Moon Sung Revised

is an allegorical poem

Once upon a Moon,

When the Pond Sang.

Lighting tomorrow - love,

Here- Where-

Dreams - begin swimming.

Nymphs swam in shallows,

Glistening, fleeting-wandering.

When the pond weather shone,

The truth - a Seeker’s sign.

Frogs were fish, and

Damsels became themselves,

Once upon a Sun,

When the Moon is a pond.

Silence Secrets sang out -

As Sadness gathered-smiling,

as nature played in the music,

Where little fishes play.

Once a pond, set in the Sun 

When I was at the Pond,

Cradling a bundle of joy- 

When nobody became one.

Nymphs swam along ripples,

Glistening, fleeting, skimming, 

When the Wind-sung,

Where trust became the Moon.

Frogs and Toads

Damsel disguises their songs-

On that day, you read –

The pond was in bloom.

Across silent shores,

Of Shade and Shadows -

With Nature and the Sun

Minnows in the shallows.

The new moon morning -

Started the day to Sun -

Like friendship lived 

In reflections.

Creation took from them.

Dragons that did not give. 

While the pond awakened -

When the Sun was a pond,

When the Pond was a sun,

Sadness whispered,

“Tadpole, why don't you love?”

The day the Pond became a Moon.

And sang about- pro/pon/der/ance,

As the lavish dragon zoomed out.

To avert who they have been

Thunder-lightning flashed -

The night when the bell rang out.

After Damsels hid their young, 

All their pupae emerged victorious.

When Sunny Pond Sung

While lazy eyes winked,

Corresponding to the miracle: 

—“Once upon a Moon,” song. 

Where Poetry Confuses

At the bus station

On every Main Street

Poetry confuses me 

Because it doesn’t appear.

I appear in my mind

In the hospital, 

at schools, 

in college rooms.

They were entering 

the Rehabs, 

Jails, and 

Retention-Units.

Poetry is open to you.

Abbreviated 

On ATM–

In Braille -

TTY outlets are there.

Walking up the yellow-curved ramp,

I feel the thread. 

So, I can keep on beat -

With the Barbers’ lights,

Like the Art Historical Museums.

Rough-Riders Poems,

Red Badge of Courage novels,

For Stephen Crane 

My local neighbor.

Who should I include in this poem?

As an adult at Dollar General.

Or the children sitting at the table -

Who knows a nursery tune? 

The Librarian Clerks, 

The Church Ministers,

The YMCA Instructor,

Highway-Interns -

Who waves at you? 

As we traverse our bridges?

The places where poetry 

Should always lend a word,

A sense that we all can care.

For living creatures in the fields.

In lyrics and rhymes -

In rhythm - and times

At the farmers' market - 

In diners, franchises, at

Your favorite restaurant,

Where poems could live.

Just a reminder -

Poetry is a legacy

Of a people, a land,

So do more Post-its.

Give it, share it  

Saying, “Poetry lives in the land.”

Words could appear 

On telephone poles,

On a poster, on your wall, 

From written letters 

on poetry placards.

Does Poetry confuse you?

To brag about that 

You spoke it loud- 

About what is foul?

Is poetry, this place

In your history, where you live-

The way is becoming 

and belonging.

Technology is being used,

But is it careful enough?

How could it be useful?

With the backlit screen, 

On a Billboard, on the way 

To Bethel Woods,

Throughout the year?

At Morningside Park, 

Where love stands 

On the moist lawn

Where geese and eagles brood. 

Saying, “ Poetry is garbage,” 

––––––––
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Recycling centers, and

Public offices of you -

Poetry includes,  “here-

Is where poetry is reusable.”

Forgiveness Roe          

A funny elegy 

You speak and sputter,

Regain your composure.

You smoke and spit

Poo–weee

O’ my brothers.

Taught and listening,

Walking along together—

Sidewalk like macadamias. 

Where trash is garbage,

dust is like feathers-

A flutter — a worrier. 

Not a friend, 

Stops for a moment, 

Speak just a little lower.

Who will welcome me -

When I walk through 

The historical halls.

The future of the doors, 

Or is the season greeting me?

-your residential friend.

––––––––
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Who will welcome you? 

In the blessed puddle of floods.

Where this sage-editorial talks. 

While watching your body warp,

A liberal spirit opens– p - 

“What”

I reach out to know you all the better - not.

While making you talk-

Was not a marriage proposal.

Reply

“Don’t stick your 

figure at us.”

Gathering in public and being pleasant is important.

“You’re welcome,” they say to me in jest,

Considering little about manners or etiquette.

If that is the worst, does it matter to us?

I’m just asking,

Is the blood better than the spirit?

Or the flesh of a cremated sister? 

Or seeing what they sought-

Happiness for one another.

I notice patterns of bumps on the ATM,

TTY spelled out - with adapter - 

Painted in highway-department-yellow—-

A ramp leads to the same destination,

Yes, I hear self-help registers reporting the cost.

Of my labor or inflation?

You should not quit your station in life,

For those who do their work,

Learning to love what we all are after. 

So, I walk through these doors of forgiveness.

As you run to your car, ask someone else,

I wish to discuss how, as we tether ourselves.

To those devices -  unlike teens fighting in the dark, 

Or working online for malice and strife, 

Or memories that act out in behaviors,

So, we won’t go gently into that goodnight?

There, I stand in front of you, who acknowledges your age.

I have a wish for -

We also, as individuals,

as one another,

Hoping to walk to the Morningside dog park, 

Where we once picnicked,

And you stole money out of my wallet, 

Then your wife returned to me. 

Like neighbors, we are family-

Who seeks a kind ear-

Tell me about those evictions. 

Wood for flames or the fire —

Cremation for the “heart-breakers.”

Thanks for walking with me while- 

“They are tangible- invaluable -

Loved ones -we learn from our pets.”

So, I stop my cart with you in my arms, 

You are in my eyes, near my heart, you fart.

A preposition that ends the sentence-

Where the streams of watery tears start. 

Just a little one - where desire stops-

Here is the soil for germinating seeds.

Sown spring-seeking leaves

While your limbs freeze,

Invaluable, vulnerable flower buds-

Returning from the walk-in, 

in-trouble, where-we-started

to forgive, to love.

Surveying-Accommodations

If every word, like woodlands -

was private as independence.

Where would we be then -

Would you like me better than —

Or still - be part of the processes

Ill-mirrored in the dentist's chair?

Wiry by the orbiting earth -

Of civil disobedience conservation.

The scope of moons -

Phasing ex-planet-actions harbored. 

To preserve the civilization that 

Exist-with-in-natural-things.

Fertile is all minds and hearts,

From the caves to crescent coves  -

For the Indigenous Mediterranean 

Barefooted huckleberry kin.

Worn out by shoes-heels-

Vaguely eaten a leek.

Nor will venture beyond.

Wounded fences or gates. 

As time and change tried,

Organs of bodies hold mysteries. 

So, glance at change,

The programming it develops.

The women of man are such. 

Confection ingredients caged. 

If we were all bakers, 

Than-we-be-the-pastries.

Disproportionately creating,

Charismatically–me. 
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