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Prolog

From the spoken
word one becomes and from the written word one understands as to
why one becomes.
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 I would like to
take a moment to thank you the reader for stopping by.

Thank you!
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To the good
English teachers who truly tried to teach me some good English
writing and thus succeeded

Much thanks!




Introduction

 A day in the
life of a poet is truly about style search, truly more like what to
write about because the very simple writer has talent but he does
not really know where to focus his talent, into non-fiction or
into fiction or some
other genre.

But after a day in the life of a poet, the
simple writer knows with all heart and pen what to write about and
the reason is for the sake of humanity!




The Anger

With my right fisted
hand I kept a dairy;

I hit and hit, and hit some more, the other
hand.

The death that walks upon my soul has given
me the anger,

the anger that punches hearts and that closes
my windows to laughter;

the anger with it habits of drinking is
here;

If I shall find you, it isn’t I who
dreams;

it must be some lost soul who with every
desire to live, dies.

Oh! Let thunder and fire cover your name; let
one thousand memory cells die;

and let not a single drop of your soul, not a
single one, upon mine.

It is the anger of knowing that I love you
and I cannot have you...




Stranger in a Field

The companionship of
others hurts me;

it makes me think of the companionship I have
not;

And my worst enemy is the mirror,

it gives me chills, it reflects what I
feel:

I am alone; but not, like a poem, but by
choice.

A while back, two children played an adult
game;

thus I was born; but since they had no feel
for the same,

their gain was not real; they didn’t even
have a song;

they walked their separate ways,

leaving me in the field of a stranger;

and a stranger in a field I became,

a field so vast and empty,

no matter how many times I walk,

I cannot see myself on the other side.




Nothing Is Different

Nothing is
different;

Everything is the same;

There's no evil or goodness,

There's no beginning or end;

But only us and our thoughts, Sometimes
called desires.

Nothing is different, Everything is the
same;

There's no part, Everything is a total;

I cry to keep on laughing; I suffer so no one
else does,

I love you so you won't hate;

Nothing began, Nothing end;

We only think it so to think it so;

And because I didn't desire To be here,
someone else desired for me;

Sometimes I do evil, Unwillingly, to
alleviate the desire of not to do it;

The universe--all that is and all that is
not,

God or not God--exists only to alleviate the
desire of not to exist...




I've Learned

With a beer in one
hand and a tear in the other,

I try to forget I hurt; but I only remember I
can't forget;

And so I drown with a-six-pack, but I hurt my
back

when I bend to throw up;

and I've learned that the answer is not in
the can;

and I've learned that I would stop
hurting

if I stopped running from myself;

you see, no one told me I was someone,

and so it's hard for me to be me;

but I've learned, with a couple of tears

and a couple of less beers,

I've learned it all begins with me!




The Imprisoned One

no matter what I
do,

no matter what I say,

she already has her version.

I can never tell the truth,

that’s how she sees herself.

With every move I make,

there’s an excuse

for her to make her move,

an excuse that makes her very
comfortable!

You see,

I must never tell the truth,

I must never be honest happy!

for that makes her uncomfortable

I cannot be faithful in her eyes

because she was forever unfaithful

and to think:

that she lighted my way;

and that every time I looked at another
woman,

I only saw her;

she lighted my way all the way

until the darkest day

and when she ended her adventure,

I returned;

and although most of my pain is gone,

it’s darker today.

Things will never be the same,

and they will never be better,

because she is afraid

she fears that if she believes in me but
once,

she might be right for been wrong.




I Have Measured The Human
Heart

Many times I cannot
rhyme a single line,

but sometimes I think many thoughts;

And although they may be very short,

they are eternal;

Grace, I have forgotten the color of your
green eyes;

and today, I saw your smile in many
peoples;

and today, I have done what many poets could
not;

I’ve measured the human heart; Grace, it’s
limitless!




Hello Friends

Hello friends,

this is goodbye;

but a good and happy goodbye;

I'm stepping into the future;

and if I shall go alone,

don't let it be your concern.

I've gotten tired of telling you to move
ahead,

but I don't move instead.

I'm not running away,

I'm just looking for a reason to stay;

And if you, my friends--my heart, my
life--

should stop from dying every day with your
tears,

it is that I'm living,

living for all of us!

And, my friends, if you should seek me,

it is that I've found myself!




The Noise of the New York
Subway

Alone, we're taking
the train home; at least I know I am; you look at me, I look at
you, but we turn our eyes away, wishing for something to say; but
the noise of the train reminds us of our pain; the noise of the
train keeps us from hearing our smiles;

we built bridges to keep the world closer;
that's why we're lonelier; for the bridges are taking our places;
they separate us more; I'm afraid to ask your name, modern
advances; for you too would fear to take chances that with every
smile, there's one less mile…




The other road

Yes, beloved son,
there is another road, another path, another way right here on the
very earth.

It cannot be seeing until you believe or
understand; but as you learn, that road, that other path, that
other way begins to be felt and your will begin to take the form to
be able to walk on it because on that road one cannot walk without
form.

And yes, that road is forever.

And on that road are peace, joy and abundance
of wisdom of heart, that if you live and do through them, through
them your will be reborn.

And if you become victorious in life through
believing or understanding in that other road, path or way, you my
beloved son will see and be in that other road, path or way all of
eternity.




What life requires

 No one ever told
you, you as a child, that you were there. So now you believed yourself; no one ever gave you
a hug as a child, so when you opened your little arms to hug or be
hugged, all that everyone else could see was an emptiness or a void
where you were standing;

and that painful emptiness or void swallowed
you even more and made you feel even more and more meaningless.

so you crawl and grow-up looking for
something to fill those holes, something to alleviate the train of
pain; but you grow older and older, not really knowing what you are
looking for.

Then one day, you were traveling on foot
and leaping from your left leg. You looked down the road and you
noticed something.

You noticed that the straight, hot, and
narrow asphalt road had paused to a curve, almost circle like, and
you couldn’t see the rest of the road ahead of you; but you knew
that as soon as you took the curve, the road would straighten again
and you would see the rest of the road. and continue on although
leaping…

Somehow you knew the road was there, even
though you couldn’t see it because of the curve; and then something
else hit you:

You never saw it because
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