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Preface
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As a poet, creating stories encapsulated in rhythm and rhyme is an exhilarating enterprise and an authentic pursuit to participant in as a writer. Here, I combined old storytelling devices as well as the new with an evocative perspective, as well as personified characters and stormy environments in a crucible of a common challenge that leads to the development of mutual bond called friendship.  

What makes the Long Form Poems unique from other poetic forms is that more depth from the story, characters, mood, and setting can evolve. Much shorter than a prose short story or novel, this endeavor allows the poet and reader to grasp the fine details often in missed in language heavy formats. 

This combination of something old, something new, something borrowed, something blue is not only a great rhyme for brides, but it is what makes great poetry. 

As my audience, you are invited along with my verses and meter. I hope you enjoy poetry in this conformation. I sure do!  

Thank you for being a part of this journey, 

DL Mullan 
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The Rain
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I stand on my isolated porch.

I see the desert palm trees

as well as the thin blades of grass.

Colorful insects hop and spring

from one dandelion to another;

Grasshoppers have a race

to the leaky water spout for a drink.

The sun burns my eyes;

I must return to the indoors,

let the day creatures keep

mother nature in sync.

Housework beckons until the sun sets,

then the creatures will slumber

and I can leave my doors.
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Nightfall sets on the creatures.

They hide from the shadows

and the nocturnal ones.

They find their burrows, leaves;

sleep inside flowers-

Where it is safe and warm.

As I journey out into the mystic twilight,

dust falls from the door hinges.

I proceed past my porch

where the mosquitoes converge away

from the crevices and water drops.

I end up at the curb to straddle street and property;

a moment to gaze at the dark sky.
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Twinkling stars, as airplanes go by,

rotate around an invisible fixed point.

There just above the horizon,

Venus appears as glowing as

the goddess ever did in Rome.

Of course, the other planets twirl

around marking time

and the passage of space.

When the last spot of light is consumed,

I listen to the crickets’ chirp- 

searching for a mate in the stillness.

The moon is late, she will not rise soon.

I lean against the old car with a freshly waxed coat

so, I may examine the starlit stars

and all the marvels of spring’s constellations.

I observe the motion of an orbiting satellite,

meticulously punctuating the passage of time.
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After much of that time passes the moon rises

and I sit on my hood for a retrospection.

She looks ominously huge against the black canvas,

the colors of autumn explode on her face.

The dark areas of craters turn orange-brown

and the usual glowing whiteness

of reflection has turned dingy yellow.

She stares at the Earth, a dancing partner captured

by gravity to revolve in rhythm.

Silent music plays; the couple swings in response.

The Earth and moon repeat these steps

as if written notes determine their pattern.

So, the pair waltz the night away.
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In the glow of the moon,

a single fluffy cloud floats by.

The creamy puff looks yellow from the moon’s rays;

a wandering blind man guided

by the endless atmosphere of currents.

The stars begin to swirl around the cloud teasingly.

‘Round and round twirling in affinity

to create the visages of old-world art

in the yellow-blue sky of imagination.

The points of light revert into focus

as more clouds stream into my vision.

One by one the accumulated mists float in a parade

of all shapes and shades of pale opacity;

some heavier ones grow yellow and then black.

A cloud above my head drips down its humid abundance

and that drop of water falls on my thirsty face.
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Now I lie across the hood of my vehicle, probing,

as a little red car turns onto my street 

only to blind me with its lights.

Spots arrange themselves as hindrances to my sight,

to obscure the stars

that once were bright and sparkling.

I notice the neighborhood is void of life, sound

I wait silently there upon the car.

Without warning, the wind changes into a cool waft

The clouds become thicker and arrange themselves bold-

a collection that prevents my view of the galaxy

brilliant; shining; grand.

Overcast actors then halt their procession

one drop becomes another and onward;

I must cease my meditation for shelter.
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With my glass and screen storm door secure,

I gaze upon the change of weather

as mediocrity turns violent.

Electricity volts through the clouds

as if the devil himself is unbound,

released from the fiery pit.

The beautiful-deadly reaction

between hot and cold, heaven and hell;

Repeats itself with timed detonations.

I retreat to lie in bed, no lights on,

the curtains drawn at the center.

I hear the rumble of thunder above me

and wait for more lightning to emerge

in the eerie pitch of grey shadows.

I recall the creatures who took so much care

in the front yard.
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I wondered how Mother Nature’s creations could stand

the sky falling onto their quartered abodes

How does anyone react to explosions, bright lights, and

sonic booms destroying their sanctity,

their way of life?

I rest there until my eyes close

to the sound of the rain drops

as the patter relaxes on the roof

and the crickets begin their songs.

The rain slows further, after the heavy shower;

to a beat of tribal drums to aid

the crickets in capturing their true-loves.

I sleep under my cotton sheet to the musical

that rages operatically beneath my window.

My dreams are filled with stars, storms....

and music never experienced before.

The sun rises, as the Phoenix reborn, in the distance.
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Steam as a living fog spreads across the street;

the sun diffuses the moisture and heat

until the combination dissipates.

But not before I wake, walk in my robe to the door

and witness the breathy cumulation.

After the sun beams pierce the veil, the creatures appear

busy doing their daily chores

and sunning themselves.

Animals great and small go about their lives

as if the night before had never happened,

though the evidence still beads

on the plants and soil.

I sit on the porch, my haven, in a dried lawn chair;

I sip cold mocha.

I wish I could stay motionless, a spectator

but life calls me into service.

Perhaps those creatures and I are not so different after all.
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Time is cautious, eternal, yet unrelenting

as are the others who live in my yard.

Suddenly, a terrible screech fills my ears.

That red car that blinded me from the night before stops

at the nearby intersection.

The driver appears to be wearing dark sunglasses;

then he looks both ways and speeds away.

He unknowingly causes me harm

every time he comes... blindness, now deafness.

However, the creatures in the yard ignore the blare.

They do not consider the noise as a bother.

They play, laugh, and work throughout the greenery.

The grass gleams in the sunlight even

as the moisture begins to dry in increments.

Dew evaporates into the very air that created it;

soft, defining, but sweltering.
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My morning beverage is finished; I look into the mug.

I discern the residue, which aligns the bottom,

forming dark, prophetic objects of old

My vision catches a motion on the ground

someone is sneaking up on me.

A small green-yellow grasshopper inches closer;

he has ventured away

from the protection of the lawn.

He curiously stares at me, his head titters,

side to side, as his eyes blink as a puppy’s would.

I notice his small hands; such a delicate, firm grip;

his fingers are dexterous holding a blade of grass,

thick and luscious and sharp.

Gracefully, he takes a tiny bite and chews it.

I watch him as intensely as he does me.

Both are curious; both are afraid- both want

to communicate fully, but unable to do so.

Instead we both discern unconscious language of the other.

––––––––
[image: ]


With my concentration elsewhere, I forget everything else;

I am hypnotized by my newfound guest.

Soon, the others in my lawn have come to see

what is so interesting about our collaboration.

The rest of the creatures stay

well within their natural habitat.

I catch them hiding under twigs, leaves, and blades of grass

in my periphery vision.

We, on the cement, and them trying to be coy

the spectators peer up and back to themselves

wondering what is transpiring

between their friend and I.

No obvious communication can be detected.

Even our eyes view the world differently;

he sees big; I see small.

Perspective is everything in this world.
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I put my coffee mug on the concrete next to my seat.

He drops his blade of grass.

He creeps over and stands by the ceramic piece

of human invention.

He scrutinizes the cup up and down,

forward and backward,

diagonal then round the handle.

The shiny coat gleams with the ever-piercing sunlight

across the painted clay.

Though bright, the grasshopper never shields his eyes;

he seems entranced by the item.

Could he want one for his very own?
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The grasshopper appears to enjoy the piece

as if he considers my mug a form of art.

He scans the variant color scheme with a critical view;

the whites, reds, blues, yellows, greens,

and the black outline make the

weather-inspired design.

The rain cloud and rainbow represent

our monsoon season perfectly.

He gazes at me then at the sky above.

As if he knows where he has seen that motif before.

His visage returns to me with knowledge in his eyes

but this time his expression is of concern.

Something comes; something he can feel.
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Moments later, the sky darkens around us;

another monsoon storm begins anew.

To my surprise, I espy a single fluffy
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