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Women of the World—brilliant, funny, smart, caring, long-suffering, loving, patient and free-spirited beyond description.

Mom, in her nineties. My biggest fan. Still sharp and beats me at Skip-Bo. 

Janet, my teenage love, helpmate, supporter, cheerleader, caregiver, muse and faithful partner in all the worlds of God. 

Kate, our talented, level-headed daughter and Rocking Candles solopreneur, and Rachel, our daughter-in-law, two-time author, renowned massage therapist, singer and actress. Both excellent mothers.

and would-be poets 

No matter your type, origin or background, sex, class, creed, nationality, tribe, orientation, or color, you are a human, and every human is a poet.

Let your poet soar. Make a start. Transcribe your inspirations long or short. Surprise us. Write, edit, and polish until stopping. Then publish, because you must publish, so that the world hears you. Become a Diamond album singer/artist with dulcet tones. 

Poems are never final.

They are free spirits like you.

Good ones live on.

Just like you.
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I was born in our nation’s capital the same May Day that Mosinee, Wisconsin renamed itself Moskva in a mock communist takeover of the town. Scary world then; scarier now.

Hospitalized after a manic episode at age 29, mood stabilizers and anti-psychotics pills keep me “normal.” 

Locked inside my first clinic, I read a beat-up volume of Edgar Allan Poe’s complete works, swooning over his emotive power. I am a logophile, logos and philos melded together.

My attempts in my later writings to capture a moment or impression like Poe did, are inadequate I admit. I can’t do justice to the infinite, or to a robin, pine tree, rosebush, raven at the door, or Google’s new AI brain. We process the infinite our own way. 

I do believe our unique and eternal Rational Soul provides the major tool to set free our potentialities. Time, by seconds or decades, and events, tiny or huge, is necessary also. 

I’m merely an observer and cub reporter, a budding essayist and expressionist, describing what I experience, think, know or feel. Who I am and words, to me, stay the same on every page. Like truth, they are immortal. At the same time, they change to keep up with changing times. The sole constant in creation is change. That is soul.

My American Jimmy Olsen doesn’t grab headlines, or always say it right, or get natural laughs. I’m not witty like my son Jesse. I apologize if something offends you. Poetry is subjective, seen and felt through the poet’s eyes, ears, pen, fingertips, body, experiences, emotions, hopes, dreams and the unknowable. But not the unthinkable.

I realize few things exist as either 100% this or that. There are extremes, outliers, exceptions, differences, unknowns and the unforeseen, even ignorance. So please take generalities as general.

However, believe that each of us has stories and poems in us. 

Let them roar.

I’ve added a few notes in places for context, and I thank my personal friends and poets for their contributions. 
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A million times more than males ascribe to them as objects, the overall mistreatment of women is well documented. Until men control their urges and alter their views, women will remain suppressed. The equality of men and women will be achieved when men promote and champion it. 

Persian sage and spiritual religious leader ‘Abdu’l-Bahá said, 

“...women go neck and neck with the men. In no movement will they be left behind. Their rights with men are equal in degree.... They will attain in all such a degree as will be considered the very highest station of the world of humanity and will take part in all affairs. Rest ye assured. Do ye not look upon the present conditions; in the not far distant future, the world of women will become all-refulgent and all-glorious....

“...the entrance of women into all human departments is an irrefutable and incontrovertible question. No soul can retard or prevent it.”—Paris Talks, p. 182

“Am I good enough? Yes, I am.”―Michelle Obama, Becoming, writer, lawyer, first African-American First Lady of the United States, 2009-2017.

"Women have always been the strong ones of the world."—Coco Chanel, founder and namesake of the Chanel brand, credited in the post-World War I era with popularizing sporty, casual chic as the feminine standard of style.

“It took me quite a long time to develop a voice, and now that I have it, I am not going to be silent.”―Madeleine Albright, American diplomat and political scientist who served as the 64th U.S. secretary of state.

“Some leaders are born women.”―Geraldine Ferraro, Italian-American politician, diplomat, and attorney. A Democratic Party nominee for vice president in the 1984 presidential election and U.S. Representative from 1979-1985.
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played Marley’s accapella reggae to 

students in spiritual uplift café 

wife’s idea of course, not mine

She’s so lively, positive, gay strangers 

say, feel like close-knit brothers sisters

unlike dull as cardboard husband

Why’d she choose me? a senior at 18

when crossed the wood gym floor at 

high school dance, brazen smile open

inviting, took my nervous clammy hand

swallowing shyness, walked red to car door 

Liverpool four had shouted last refrains

I Wanna Hold Your Hand, shy lips 

kissed her cheek, a junior teenage impulse

her red hair, freckles, twinkling eyes

captured my heart throbs within two weeks 

locked schedules, became a permanent couple

unknown how though why on Earth?

where does her love come from these

fifty years wed in the same abode, Archangel 

Gabriel knows she makes me feel forever

tied, heartstrings still sing that British song

I wanna be your man
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In the bright sun, gawd,  

she brightens dull existences

Grace Kelly returns
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My little girl that dances,

How the world it seemed back then

To fail again

When now it hardly seems failing at all.

How I saw you vaguely through the window,

Through the backs of many frayed coats

Phrased in browns and grey.

It was for you I came

To watch you dance behind the counter

In that little store by the sea.

Years beyond my wisdom

When I knew not where to keep my hands

You held them there in yours.

Thinking now,

Sitting by you,

The way words live

In warm thoughts and whispers of our elders,

How ‘All these years later

Still she checks her face

Before she goes to see him.’

May it be like this always.
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hello there sweet sexy 

thing in skintight jeans

ouch! you didn’t have to slap me

because of my thoughts!
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Sweetheart, I slapped you

for not asking me my name

I’m not your plaything!
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no facsimile, nor as, nor like, nor synonym

no metaphor, nor clichéd yesterdays or today’s bon mois

available to human mind, tongue, heart, fingers, speech

in whatever era, age, culture, tribe or history book

explains prescient gifts endowed on earthly women

deploringly, poorly, wrongfully, woefully judged inferior

by pinprick pinhole pindick male comprehension.

put right hand on Bible and swear its true
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What dare I reply

when text you want me to die

My heart breaks for you
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don’t fret if some jerk says 

you misunderstood

try it again, once more, again I say

no time for recriminations

words can be changed

hurts drowned or forgotten

social conduct fall into disfavor

I know you’ll get it right

if you hear me say i’m sorry

you can’t read minds, not yet

you feel what you think i mean

i will always love you
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Glad we live together

Such a terrific companion

Makes me bust a laugh

You’re a funny, vibrant girl

So happy
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put on your reading glasses

pop in your Miracle Ears

listen to these words so hard to tell you

it’s heavy being first born of five

overly embarrassed from hugs and kisses 

but feel them..  hidden.. respond inside

like Norma Jean you stunned your young beaus

after honeymoon uncovered how Dad two-timed you 

single, raised us boys on your own, with three more

until Catholic hospital doctor whispered in your ear.

I knew, didn’t want to break the news, upset you

when your second died of AIDS at thirty-five—

you didn’t tell me until ten years later

us siblings chipped in when you 83, we jetted

across windy Atlantic sharing past loves and deprivations

visited your emerald homeland and drank back Jameson.

packing your suitcase to leave I said

a sheep wool sweater too bulky, will not fit.

crushed your spirit it’s heavy being your first love child

regret not giving you the one thing you wanted most

what you hoped that first wedding day from

the love who broke your heart for bachelor sex—

a contented Catholic church-going family
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Horrible. her face downcast, visibly shaken

my best first wife turns her face aside

signals no more subtle interrogation

could never bring myself to ask details

no matter how relaxed her expression

Don’t want to remind her... of my secret episode

across the Atlantic, London, Rome, overhead Turkey

told no one I left, still too upsetting.

ironic when tell visitors, family, guests 

Let me tell ya; the Basilica’s mammoth, but

don’t add, Tried to climb to the top of its dome or

when stood, unzipped, pissed in middle of a Tel Aviv street or

smoked Marlboros while stuck at Athens airport as

men with Uzis debated passport next step

not concerned over mental illness 

or pity myself a foolish sufferer

not that trip nor two, or three thereafter

society’s unfair label denigrates disease, not me

another Wikipedia list mental incapacity 

while hundreds run rampant in America.

must take meds daily, second nature 

carry pill case when out of town

safer... I guess... Sigh exits throat

she waits. Anxious 

at the door for my return

bless her undying faith
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