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Dreams and Prayers


Dedication

For Holly, Rachel, and Emily, without whose mostly-unwitting encouragement this collection would not exist





Preface

There are dreams, and there are dreams—the ordinary longings of my heart I dare not even hope for, and the intense experiences I wake up from thrilled with delight or trembling in terror (as well as some that are just downright weird), only to most often forget them within the hour. Those dreams that felt “strange and wonderful” have often sparked poetry, as I sought to capture something of what I felt before they faded entirely.

Many of those poems, and others inspired by images that caught my imagination in much the same way, together make up more than half of this collection. The remaining poems are either about, or addressed to, God, or seek to put my experiences in proper perspective based on the way he has ordered the world. The final seven poems are verse expansions of the O Antiphons, a series of ancient prayers for the coming of Christ, each using a different Messianic title, that is perhaps best known in paraphrase in the hymn “O Come, O Come, Emmanuel.”

The poems in this collection span most of my career as a poet, from one written my junior or senior year of high school to late 2022, when I made my final decisions on which poems to include. Most, however, were written sometime between my sophomore year of college and the autumn of 2013.

I hope you enjoy this ramble through the verse that has flowed from my wandering mind.
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Caveat Lector



All my poetry is but variations



On a theme I know not, I only hear



But faintly, never certain of my ears,



As through the hubbub of a crowded room.



I write inexpertly; all beauty there



Is but because my theme is fairer still,



But every fault I own to be my own.






I am a portrait painter working from



A dim reflection of my subject’s face



Seen in a dusty mirror, with one corner



Slightly scrubbed, to let through brighter light.



I paint imperfectly; my lovely muse



Is all that places beauty on the page,



While I confess all flaws as mine alone.








Metaphors


Untitled Metaphor #4



Darkness falls, except the moon;



A silver fog hangs above the ground.



The aforementioned moon sits



Suspended in the sky, like a dented coin



Pressed into the hand of a



Well-deserving waitress (expecting only copper)



By a grizzled traveler, sitting alone,



Passing through the night.
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Sudden Birth



Fear not, beloved, fair and sweet!



Well might you fear my sudden passion—



I do myself to some extent,



For like Minerva, fully formed,



At all points fully armed and strong,



It sprang without some herald’s call



From deep within, I know not where,



Into my feeble soul, and there



Subdued all sentiments completely,



But in subtle craft of arms



So, thoughtless, I did not perceive



Its rule and strong dominion there



Until some weeks or months had passed.



Fear not! Though swift and sharp it came,



Even if fervency soon wanes,



So long as fleeting life shall last,



In fondness born of constant love



My heart shall always wish you well.
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Delay



Hold! Fleeting Instant, stay a little while!



If all the arts that mortal science knows



Cannot make Time retreat a single hour



From his unyielding march for any price,



Will you, his daughter coy, not tarry here?



Relent! In spans of heartache, grief, and pain



You ever linger ’round our anguished woe,



But now, while joy is bright, you flee our midst?



Depart not; “Fickle Moment, prithee, stay!”










Autumn Shadows



Slowly, the sun slips down to its setting,



And day by day draws the year to a close;



Long shadows stretch across the spacious lawn



And countless brightly colored fallen leaves,



Until at last night settles on the town.



An autumn chill descends beside the dusk;



The seasons change again. Soon winter’s breath



Will touch the window panes with frost’s white kiss.
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First Snow



The grass has not yet bent its back,



As soon it must in coming months,



But bears these first few wisps of snow



As a proud garland on its head.



But later, when the night has passed,



The sunbeams frolic on those wreaths



Amid the shadows of the trees,



Unheeding of the glory’s wake,



The snowmelt-rivulets they make.






Another snow, under grey skies



As I trudged to and from my class,



Was as I watched made glorious



Despite the heavy clouds that day,



And so, dear friends, now such a snow



Shall always make me think of you,



Who by companionship lent joy



And glory to my skies that year.
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Computer and Poet



The computer’s hands shake



As she reads the line of figures



And fumbles with the pages of



Her logarithmic table in the cold—



Only two more long additions,



Besides the table-searching,



’Ere she can buy more warmth.



Many miles away, a poet



Shivers in the same frigid weather,



Tossing on his bed in the black night



As he resists his heart’s strong impulse



To cry out in despair



And lovesick loneliness.
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Stories



As winter closes in and nights grow long,



As darkness and the cold repress my joy



That sun and birdsong once had sparked aflame,



I’ll curl for comfort in a blanket’s warmth



And turn from outside’s gloom to read a tale



Of gallant knights, intrepid ladies fair,



Grim monsters’ fate, and homely happiness,



In worlds that were, or never could have been.



So if you seek me and I seem not here,



My mind’s indeed distracted, swept away



By skillful threads of scintillating story.
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Frost



I waken, blinking blearily, to see



That God has made a mural in the frost



That, dazzling, decorates my window-pane,



And wreathed the once-brown earth below with snow.



How glorious the glare that gilds the glass!



How beautiful the blanketing beneath!



Though he laid lengthy labor on my limbs,



The Lord with loveliness now lifts my spirit.











Sublimation



“Go, hang these just-washed sheets out on the line.



Though last night’s snowdrifts rise above your knees,



The creek out back is quiet, frozen through,



And underneath the morning’s brilliant blue



The lazy, bitter breeze will burn your cheek,



The sun shines bright, so ere the evening falls



This cloth, though dripping now, will be as dry



As Sinai’s sandy, scorching wilderness.”






In the same way, if God will smile on me



With the bright sunshine of his countenance,



Though I feel sin and failures weigh me down



Like leaden chains, or thick and soaking wool,



They’ll lift from me, and pass away like dew,



As light as down, and all shall work his praise.
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Untitled Metaphor #6



I could become lost in your eyes



As easily as my breath stopped



To see the first snow, moonlit, rest



Like gossamer upon the lawn—



But I would rather share our minds



Than, pleasure-grasping, too soon delve



Those other regions of the soul



On which its dark-lashed windows look.






Yet not only your gaze alone,



Like Lethe’s pool of ancient myth



Making all paths be trackless, lost—



For some small spark within your bearing



As you sit within your desk,



And the bright splendor of your smile,



Ring to the corner of my eye



As sweetest music to my ear,



Or like the tugging of a tale



Upon my heartstrings, bittersweet,



Until I weep to read its end.






And even sightless could I die,



My breath in awe forever caught,



To merely feel such beauty’s glory—



For, when I am close to you,



Although my eyes are turned away,



Within me my heart quickly melts,



Though with a taste that, like spun sugar,



Seems it cannot quite be real,



And I can almost understand



Why ancient Greeks had thought the gut



The seat from whence emotion springs—



But now my soul is all unbalanced;



With you near, my mind, distracted,



Cannot think upon such things.
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Echoes



Oh, let my melancholy heart be merry



When I hear sweet music! Like bright verse



The tide of silver song rolls past my ears



As breakers on a many-pebbled shore.



Thrilled by the happy sounds, I try to catch



A single shining note within my brain,



But each one, floating by, evades my grasp.






Strike, harp and dulcimer; let voices raise;



Let music ring from hill to hill to sky—



Let song reply to song, and back again,



’Till all forget the senseless sound of noise.



Let silence in the spheres above be broken



Only by the music of earth’s people



And the heavenlies with their fair folk.




[image: images/boat-music] 



Dream Treader



If only I could fit a ship with masts



And sail into the east, on to the end,



And meet you there, on that last mortal strand,



There in the twilight, over that rich feast.



I’d bear my honor into the unknown,



Yet turn again when I could sail no more



To greet you on the island with a kiss.
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Moonlit Reverie



I wonder: is that moonlight shining in,



Or is it only streetlamps’ silver glow



That streams in through my window, fills my room?



Some streetlight seems more likely than the moon,



For when have moonbeams glowed with such a blue



Or shone so strongly from a southern view?



Yet let me dream it was the moon alone



That spread soft rays of light upon my walls,



And let those moonbeams carry me away



To some fair forest meadow in the spring.
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Sail



Oh, that I were a well-rigged sail



To, when I see the grass bow down,



Fill up and race before the wind



To friendly ports, if near or far,



Returning with the waves and tide.






Oh, that my spirit were a kite,



Strings stretching through the cloudless sky



To dance upon my Maker’s breath



And, when he once more comes below,



To gaily meet him in the air.
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Longing for Leisure



And oh! for some sweet leisure, that I might



Within its confines while the day away



In glad pursuits—seen ever by the world



As being little benefit, nor worth



Expending precious hours in such delight—



In reading, logic, crafting, all for “sport,”



Though Shakespeare, Milton, Dante, Pope will all



Assist my future faltering, rhythmic feet



As I attempt to marshal them in ranks



Of well-placed clear, revealing, poetry.
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Super Flumina Babylonis



Here are these unseen college boundaries



Transfigured into Babylonic trees—



The poplars, where the exiles hung their harps,



By which their captors asked of them a tune,



And there received but wailing for their song.



No streams or rivers flow before me now,



No lords require of me a song, but still



“By the waters of Babylon” I weep.
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The Traveler



“The road goes ever on,” beyond horizons,



Into shadow, God alone knows where,



And, burdened, “I must follow if I can.”



For, though all fall away, and peril come,



Though each and every lamp grow dim but one,



The word still, ardent, burns within my breast.



Though mountains tremble, though the rivers rise,



Though I am hardly so, the path is sure,



And I must run, or trudge, along its course.



Though I sit long in silence, soon enough



My spirit stirs, grows restless, and awakes:



For neither cozy wayhouse, nor warm inn,



Can be my lasting home, that I’ve not seen



But long to reach















Untitled Metaphor #5
























Erde Daybreak





























Song for O’Carolan
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