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... is a new literary art form I've made up just for you! 

It creates poems inside poems.

Here are the rules to read multi-color poems:

1. Read the poem straight through, ignoring all colored words. 

2. Then read each color separately from top to bottom as separate poems. But since I create the original poem using black type, black is not considered a color. 

3. Each colored poem must have a different meaning from the original full poem, and from the other color poems.  

4. No one word can have two colors in it. But a word can have a partial color. Like without, can just have the word "with" and no  color for the letters o-u-t.  

5. Some of the poems are story-poems that are multiple pages long. So keep scrolling (or turning the pages). You have to read each color all the way to the end to understand the color poem.  

6.  You are welcome to make your own colopetry piece and send it to me via email. It doesn't matter if no one else will ever know this art form exists. We will know! And I'd love to read it. 

If it is passed on, and approved by the Board of Multi-Color Poems, then— in their infinite wisdom—they might even add your poem to this book, with your name on it!

7. These directions use multi-color poetry rules. So read the orange color now from top to bottom. When finished, read the green color. Then the blue color. The color poems on this page read like this:

1. Create meaning from love then—name it. 

2. one word can have infinite wisdom

3. Straight poems with no color have passed on. 
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In a liquidy black reflection, I know myself;  

but with limitations at every turn.

I put my hands on the keys and

feel a number of possibilities dancing. I fear

all the places I could fall. 

I settle for safety, holding on to the edge of the black and white hills with my fingers groping. 

I am on a balance beam at the edge of the world

constantly daring myself to let go. 

Is this fully free?

Is this where true movement is?  

Or have I failed the dream again?  

The reflection in the shiny black mirror looks back at me

and says: just close your eyes and listen. 

Then the dream reveals the secret—

The movement is whatever place you fall towards; 

if you continue on with courage. 

... Do not wake up from the listening

or the dream is over. 
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You could think of sounds as colors in a rosewood box

flying around at play!

Soundcolors can paint something beautiful

when you open the box, and accidentally catch some of the wilder things

before they escape—

The remnants can birth stardrops. 

Or teardrops. Or dreamdrops. 

Or float back down into the box 

like pastel dots of an unformed rainbow.

Here is what the box of sound whispers

to all true artists willing to Listen:

Control and recklessness.

Discipline and revolution.... 

Never one without the other. 

Or we’re left with the silence 

of a disconnected life.
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Fireflies light up the night—  

drones hiss by unseen in the darkness—

quiet as submarines 

delivering medicine and food and bombs to their targets.

Algorithmic. Diversified: Saving lives, killing lives. 

Rockets overkill. Too loud, 

too hungry for fuel and currency. Some consider them 

unnecessary unless we are aiming above the moon.

Some adult fireflies eat other fireflies.... Some don't

eat at all—they live their life and die without taking anything. 

All they do is shine, and look for a mate. 

Dancing as if they are a moon

inside the Earth's sky. 

We watch, we create, we save, and bomb, 

we light the sky with flares

for various reasons, meaningful at the time

and will do so until the light goes dark

Meaning remains elusive. 
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Greetings From Across the Sea
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My children are speaking with an English accent today,

which my youngest mistakenly calls, "A British accident.” 

They move around the house like reckless puppies, sniffing and

sorting through every inch and corner, oblivious to the 

aftermath, which I am left to pick up when they’re finally asleep. 

When I check in on them late at night they glow like angels.

They look only partially human in that state – 

Sweet creations, like white marble Camille Claudel sculptures, 

their breathing shallow but rapid, like newborn birds, 

ready to sculpt dreams out of time. 

They are mine in the morning, before mom awakes; 

before school ingests them. 

We have a sunrise world. 

It starts off with blue couch hugs, then the unrolling of questions 

while they eat their sliced apples and cereal,

looking out the window 

watching the birds glide: 

Daddy, what’s above God... I mean, what does he see when he looks up? 

. . . . And, daddy, if no one has ever really seen Santa Claus

then how does anyone really know what he looks like? 

And would it make him mad if he doesn’t really look like that?

Soon the blue couch is empty. They’re off to school, 

where talk of these kinds of things, and British accents, must be left at the gate. 

They learn their "subjects," some of which I suppose will serve them well—

the reading, the math, the elementary science. 

They run around the playground shouting with the others, 

inoculated by cultural serum, or
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