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			FOR ALL THE WORLD TO SEE

			And here

			My beloved earth and cohabitants

			we have the rare and luminous

			Star Crested Liberationist

			a fine and mellowed creature

			of soul-sonic proportions.

			Though known for their glamorous plumage

			And flights of doubt-defying freedoms

			The Star Crested Liberationist

			more notably is a creature of remarkable autonomy

			iridescently shining not for societal approval

			but brilliantly by and for their own known emancipation.

			Consequently

			it is through such lavish self-appreciation

			that the Star Crested Liberationist 

			is fabulously so adept

			at lighting and divining such unshackling skies

			for all the world to see.
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			To the unmanned plan

			of the mountains.

			To their illuminating marronage

			of our souls.

			Hallowed be thy

			gaze.

		

	
		
			SHININGS OF THE DRUM

			When the moon becomes the sun

			I am the high-feathered reclaimer of Ouidah

			via the port of Savannah and the waters of Bahia

			of Cap Haitien and of Bayou St. Jean.

			When the moon becomes the sun

			I am the high-feathered scribe of Ghede

			making mambo with our clothes off

			shaking our graves and taking note.

			When the moon becomes the sun

			Well between the thighs of death and life

			I am the listener and I am the voice.

			I am the high-feathered seeds of jazz fleeing from our trials.

			When the moon becomes the sun

			Beyond the fog of our implied assimilation

			I am the whispers of Dunbar Creek.

			I am the high-feathered horns of the Black Star Liner.

			When the moon becomes the sun

			I am the drum of eminent reclamations.  

			I am the call of the unknown maroon.

			I am the high-feathered calypso of a marching Black mob.

			When the moon becomes the sun

			I am the ascension of ancient melodies.

			I am the chimes of hurricane blessings.

			I am the listening of our dreams.

			When the moon becomes the sun

			I am the victory of 16 cowrie shells.

			I am the Benin Palace of Madame Erzulie.

			I am the shining of a well-seen voice.

			When the moon becomes the sun

			I am the votive envoy of La Place Guinee.

			I am the call of the unknown maroon.

			I am the high-feathered calypso of Ogun Batallah.

			When the moon becomes the sun

			I am the shining

			I am the shining

			I am the listening of Dunbar Creek.

		

	
		
			OUT IN MY YARD

			I love my stars.

			Out where I live

			I ain’t got but 1 hundredth of an acre.

			But I got 85,263 stars.

			I got so many stars

			Ain’t no fence big enough 

			to keep ‘em.

			I love my stars.

			Sometimes I’ll walk a mile in the sky

			just to see each and every one of them.

			It I ain’t got but a middle of a spittle

			I’ll be damned if I ain’t got 85,263 stars

			all shining brighter than a dime in

			redemption.

			I love my stars.

			Ain’t but a yard full of the universe.

			I love my stars.

			Just as pretty as a bowl full of bliss.

		

	
		
			COSMOGRAPHIES IN BLOOM

			Down a song flowing north

			amid the boreal wilderness of innermost

			transformation

			appears the Realm

			of the Soul-Rising Mountains

			of the Moon at Dawn.

			Obliged by the Gods

			down a song of stars and coniferous

			splendor

			greens the calling

			of reaches higher than our shadows 

			can modernly conceive.

			Down a song flowing north

			rises the Dawn-land of Illuminations:

			welcoming the innermost of elevations

			to passages of expansions

			duly received.

			Behold such noble means of galactic 

			introspection…

			Behold each peak

			surrounding each surrounding peak

			upon peak upon peak.  

			Behold each bewitching reach…

			Behold this ascension of Irrepressible Peace…

			Behold your emancipation

			from all dominions otherwise…

			For here is where

			your unconquerable wilderness

			glistens in the liberty

			your passion calls home:

			welcoming all illuminations

			to the Dawn-land incandescence of innermost

			reclamations…

			unshackling the sages from the ages

			long now blazing and found.

			Down this song flowing north

			amid the boreal chicories

			lining the cosmos from the astral floor

			appears the Realm 

			of the Soul-Rising Mountains

			of the Moon at Dawn.

			Obliged by the Gods of Blossoming

			Cosmographies…

			Behold this land

			your passion calls home.

		

	
		
			SINCE FOREVER

			Hallelujah goddamn

			our future has been waiting

			for so long now

			our ancestors have been waiting 

			since forever.

			Hurry up and get dressed

			and put your good hat on. 

			Folks say tomorrow’s

			calling for sugar in all our bowls.

			Hurry up now

			and get on up those stairs.

			Hallelujah goddamn

			our future has been waiting

			for so long

			our moms

			will be so pleased.

		

	
		
			IN POTS BIG AS HUMAN DIGNITY

			Once upon a time

			there will be this thing called freedom.

			Oh if I could only show you the view

			from there:

			Liberation for as far as your soul

			can see.

			We’ll all be loving all the love

			we please.

			Once upon a time

			there will be this thing called freedom.

			By this point

			folks will have consciously obliterated

			all forms of bigotry

			a long-long time ago.

			No presumption of supremacy shall ever

			be allowed there.

			Once upon a time

			there will be this thing called freedom.

			We will know this to be true

			because we have always known this to be true.

			As is the artistry of the horn of the moon

			the handiwork of our liberation 

			shall be painted clear across our lives

			in all the spectral hues of translucent transformation

			transcendentally raising all 

			ascendant affirmations.

			Once upon a time

			there will be this thing called freedom:

			Liberation for as far as your soul

			can see.

			In pots big as human dignity

			folks will be cooking up radicalizations of things

			that today we couldn’t even think

			to believe.

			There will be jazz and beats of people dancing

			in the streets.

			Folks will be so free 

			won’t nobody remember any other way to be.

			Oh if I could only show you the view

			from there.

		

	
		
			SOMETHING AIN’T ENOUGH FOR NOTHING

			Back in the day

			if you ain’t had but 3/5ths of nothing

			you might be able to turn

			a tee-bit of nothing into something.

			Nowadays

			3 bits of something ain’t enough for nothing.

			You gotta be Charles Schwab

			just to even turn the knob.

			Ain’t no room up in this inn

			for me and all my kin.

			Back in the day

			we might find a patch of hay.

			Nowadays

			We out with the trash

			be that

			as it may.
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