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Introduction
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It was sometime in my early teens that I began to write poetry.  It started as a scribbling of brief quotations, observations, and attempts at wit eventually growing into poetic form.  I cannot pinpoint an exact date or even an exact poem that would effectively describe being my first time.  For me there was no single defining epiphany that told me “you’re a poet.”  It was a gradual slide into that role.

Originally a collection of just 65 poems, “Change of Seasons 3rd Edition” now incorporates 100 of my favorite personal pieces written through my life.  The poems span nearly two decades of soul searching, life lessons, among many other events both good and bad.

The poems are presented in alphabetical order and are not dated or accompanied by any notes.  As poetry is subjective, many of these poems mean something different to me now than when they were written.  Your interpretation of them is even more important than what they meant or mean to me.

Please enjoy and I hope that maybe they inspire you.
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A DREAM OF WIND
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Breezes pass my heart good-bye.

Shall I follow and make a dream of wind?

These days that pass like breezes blow,

I shall like to kiss the day again.

Before the night falls to claim its folly,

Shall I surrender my dream to the rivers flow?

With wind carrying forth another cry,

A victim of a slow hearted good-bye.

For then the surrender should be swift,

As the wind follows forth my dream to be.

I surrender myself to the wind thus fold,

My heart carried to the lands I must travel.

The wind carries my heart from here,

To dreams of wonder and slightly less haunting things.
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A DRIFT OF YOU
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I drift along through Summer’s tears,

The glow a day long by my side.

And a face whispers through my fears,

That all pain I feel that I hide.

Clouds drift away as insects fly,

To a life I bid no good-bye.

A single trap of my heart will wander,

Away to a place none can tell.

That all feelings shall I put asunder?

So tell me why that for all I fell,

And in time another came?

Shall then I myself the soul I blame?

Continue the butterfly to winds of sleep,

And I to sleepless wonder,

So sing me a lullaby so humble and deep,

That I may sleep in the moonlit under.

And whisper of dreams to me,

So that a drift of you I may see.
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A LOST SYMPHONY
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The dirt in my eyes blinds me from real truth,

I live on day on day of wasted treaties.

And I squander the beauty left in front of me.

Clouds make oceans of white soft and sure.

While the birds are the fishes of the air.

I sing to them.

But none of them hear my beckoning.

If there were such things in life,

That make life worth living,

I have yet to discover rivers.

Cut a path and I shall deter.

I do not really want to be happy?
As circles go round and straight,
So do the feelings I ponder.
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A PICTURE OF PARANOIA
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A picture of paranoia,

hanging on my wall,

I gracefully bow to it,

and bid it a bold farewell.

But this picture does recede,

retreat do I back to my former,

as the paranoia stares back,

and sends me a frown.

This cold, icy stare,

from fear of whatever crawls,

does this winter feeling form,

which no blanket can cover,

oh how I await,

for the summer feeling bold,

to come and chase the cold stare,

so that I may burn this picture,

and send it away for all.
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A WARM CUP
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I stand between fantasy and reality,

Waiting for the caffeine to leave me,

Waiting for the next cup to down,

Hoping that the creativity will stay,

The silence being the most feared of sounds.

So I create this world,

I stand still against my own flaws.

But I shouldn’t care.

The sounds of the stereo should keep me occupied.

At least for a little while.

Laziness, bashful behavior,

All fucking boring occupations,

All a bastardized portion of my being.

And still the coffee cup stays warm,

Beside me and this sorry excuse,

For doing absolutely nothing,

With this gift given unto me.
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AN OCEAN AWAY
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I would like to swim an ocean for a day.

To swim along in broken tears.

Floating that I shall not forget the fears,

That I hold so close and wander this way.

While silent thoughts whisper names to me,

And I lose myself in complexion.

Forever not shall these butterflies run,

But follow hearts and dreams they see.

So offer I this momentary longing.

Hoping to find solitude in a heart.

As stars and planets in worlds drift apart,

So shall I to you I hope it brings.

As gentle winds part my lips again,

Your voice is what I hear,

Please the river bends through this fear.

And our first kiss I shall remember then.
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AN OCEAN DREAM
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Is it my mistake to confuse you for a dream?

The days and lives we pass thus confuse,

my eyes to see the fog of dreariness sleep.

But your face I still see.

So send me a glimpse of your reality,

as the oceans continue to falter my state,

drifting in stones of softened water,

towards disbelieving my state of being.

Your face still drifts next to me,

as slowly I fall awake from you.

I don’t want this to be just a dream,

An ocean of moments unlived for true.

With these oceans I can defraud my real,

with trickles of the spray from tortured waters,

these thoughts leave me behind,

my craft slowly subsiding to truth.

The truth consumes the reality,

Your slow fading from my world above.

Falling below,

I slowly awake to see you are not there.
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