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 BATTLEFIELDS

 


 Before Deployment
Ends

 


We’re in battle, looking at hurt

every day,

looking at the devil

every day,

looking at loss,

and despair,

and more tunnel,

every day!

 


What do I want to do

before this

deployment ends,

you ask?

 


I want to suck

the juice out of

every day

I still have

in this body

and not regret I

lived it

like I used to

so many times

when I was young.

 


I want to dare

the things I don’t

deserve,

the things I didn’t earn,

that outrage the righteous.

 


I want to laugh in

the face of the dirty

swollen hypocrites,

and dull wits,

and see them brought to

their knees,

and then glide over it all

not caring,

like a self-involved

butterfly,

preening itself.

 


Are you

with me

so far?

 


 Gone

 


I’m hurting,

I’m broken,

I’m fighting alone.

 


Who is it I’m fighting,

I don’t even know!

 


I live by the rules of a world that I
left.

I wade in a river that’s now a dry bed.

 


I wish I could startle a hope or a
thought

that tells me my efforts aren’t always for
naught.

 


I wish I could think of a plan that’s worth
haste!

I wish that my life wasn’t all meant to
waste!

 


I don’t want your reasons,

I don’t want your truth,

I don’t want to know why I’m never worth
good,

I can’t bear your brush-offs,

your threats and your lies!

 


I want to be thriving!

I want to be fine!

 


I’ll find my wild path and I’ll follow it
home.

I’ll live in such thoughts that no mortal
can hold.

I’ll find myself ways to defeat all this
grief.

I’ll dare all the strange things

that challenge belief.

 


I’ll act out in ways that are too fast to
see,

too simple,

too complex,

too different for thee!

I’ll be in my realm where I’m happy and
free,

away from your ugly that’s smothering
me.

 


I don’t know why I never fit in your
world,

but I have a soul, and a heart, and they
hurt.

 


I’ll send them away to be safe for a
while;

they won’t be returning ‘till everything’s
fine.

 


 


 If You Should Ever See Me
Cry

 


If you should ever see me cry,

I cry because the moon is high,

I cry because my heart is dry,

I cry because I touched the sky.

 


I’ll cry an hour and a day

for feelings that were ripped away,

for words that never came my way,

for things that I can’t even say!

 


When I decide that I should stop

I’ll climb a mountain to the top,

and there I’ll dance until I drop

and wait for day break in the gap.

 


The opening that leads the way

to find the day within a day,

the sheltered realm where I can stay

and watch the sorrows drift away.

 


 Social Justice

 


Some people say that life is hard and we're
all here to learn from pain

but push the pain on someone else and put
their life on trial for gain.

 


You say that we all bear our loads and
fairness asks to carry grief

as you crush those of lesser fate with
burdens hard beyond belief.

 


How happiness offends the ones who stand to
gain when it's denied

and preach hypocrisy as law and ask us all
to close our eyes!

 


If all the reason to exist is to be
squirming out in pain

then why are all the fortune's blessed
around to sabotage this gain?

 


You don't steal good from someone else by
not reverberating cries,

you just misuse your precious life in idol
worshiping the lies.

 


You owe no sorrowing or hurt, don't drown
your happiness in guilt

and pass this dreadful noxious waste as a
tradition to our kids!

 


We're here to thrive, we're here to grow, we
carry God's light in our soul,

do not forget, do not forfeit this gift most
precious above all.

 


And next time someone tries to shame you
into sallying in their trap,

with kindness tell them they're denied and
they should find another sap.

 


 


 Gift

 


Through all the strain designed to break us
down,

through all the scuffles of a life
constrained,

one truth
remains unchanged,

one love remains.

 


There is a sacred place in people's
lives

a place resilient to filth and snare.

I'll meet you there,

in truth,

I'll meet you there.

 


The waste builds up as to forget the
gift,

but I return to it like waves to shore.

When life spews pointless,

petty builds,

our souls are more.

 


I breathe the air,

I touch the ground,

I shiver

when warmth and waves reach out to touch my
hand.

I'm born into the miracle of freedom,

the gift of a beginning without end.

 


 



Being nobody

 


"What do you seek," the quaestor asks,

"that can be wrung out of your dreams,

that I can measure,

I can touch,

and I can fashion to my will?"

 


"How can I make you see you're wrong,

and I should lead your life for you

and help you lose your silly hopes

and let me make your luck accrue?"

 


"Why won't you fear me,

be amazed at the extraordinary might

with which I buckled to my will the lesser
rivals in the fight?"

 


"Don't you believe that you are small

and with the knowledge given you

your better option is to yield

your thoughts to me

and pay my due?"

 


"For I can do the things for you that you
can't normally achieve:

you don't know naught,

you can't do naught,

your life's a shadow of your dreams!"

 


"Didn't you learn throughout the years

you can make nothing of yourself,

and I can trample down your hopes

and give you ruin and regret?"

 


"Didn't you see the other fools who
thought

'I can stand up to
you'?

How sorry were they afterward when all their
dreams had fallen through!"

 


"I don't mean to discomfort you,

because I care,

I really do,

and have no fonder wish in life

than make you happy with my rule."

 


"What do you say there,

let's be friends,

submit to me as you well know

and I'll forget this nasty feud.

What do you say?"

 


"The answer's
NO."

 


 


 How Much Longer?

 


The sun paints bright patterns on the
ground;

I languish for spring.

 


How much longer,

how much longer,

I ask,

how much longer?

 


The sharp spears of daffodils are pushing
away oblivion

with chlorophyll painted tips grasping at
the sun.

 


How much longer,

asks the cherry tree,

how much longer,

asks the blushing rose,

until the loving,

sunny,

bright and hopeful happiness

rushes back into my life.

 


Come out of the darkness,

of the dried up,

cracked up suspended nothing

to enjoy how vivid the colors,

how full the buds,

how cheerful the birds.

 


I anxiously scratch at the ground

looking for curled up fronds of peonies,

for little heart-shaped leaves of
violets,

for
overwintered sprays of snapdragons.

 


I long for the perfumed breath

of blooming trees,

when branches look dipped in sea foam,

when the air caresses your alveoli

as it moves through your lungs,

healing.

 


I miss the periwinkle skies,

the fluffy white clouds,

the perfect morning light

when nothing ever goes wrong,

nothing,

when life soaks in never ending joy and
delight.

 


So, how much longer?

 


 Groundhog Day

 


I hide my pain.

I ride the rain.

I exercise my life in vain.

I see the shame.

I fight the wane.

I cry out from the tortured strain.

My light is tamed.

My soul is stained.

The gladness in my heart is chained.

My love is maimed.

My self is slain.

I'll fight till my last breath is
drained!

 


No secret gain.

No shelter claimed.

No friends to protest when I'm blamed.

No loss sustained.

No stress to tame.

No end to memories that remain.

No fear to feign.

No lies to deign.

With rocks my hurt is underlain.

By faith sustained my
hope remains.

I'll fight till my last breath is
drained!

 


It's been the
same exhausting strain

from the first quickening of my name,

the false refrain,

the loser game,

the crippled logic of the cane,

the crooked lane,

the warping frame,

the poison running through the veins,

the useless pain,

the hopeless bane,

I'll fight till my last breath is
drained!

 


It was ordained that I restrain

the pounding headache in my brain,

the anger grain,

the sadness strain,

the cynicism of disdain,

frustrated fain,

recurring sprain,

the dulling irk of the mundane,

the thought profane,

the shameful gain,

I'll fight till my last breath is
drained!

 


In octave frames my life's contained.

They're hollowed out at the refrain,

then filled with plain refreshed domain

and new instructions to explain.

 


In constant twain I thread my name,

untangled from the knotted skein,

and until my last breath is drained

I'll always look through the same pain.

 


 



I, Woman

 


I value my freedom.

I value my truth.

Don't tell me what I think.

Don't dig up my roots.

Don't push me around

so I do what you say.

Don't use my demeanor

to back your own way.

 


Don't make up fake confines

to keep me contained.

Don't bring up traditions

to make me obey.

I know my own vows

and my cherished beliefs,

don't use them to cover

your dubious deeds.

 


We live in the blessing

of wonderful times

when history's changing

and energy climbs,

when what we think matters

and what we do thrives,

and when we can see life

through each other's eyes.

 


When we can choose living

our years free of lies,

skip stepping the hurdles

deception implies,

when hurt to a person

is hurt to us all,

when no one's alone,

unimportant or scorn.

 


We're cajoled as the weaker,

the nurturing gender

after all of the progress

our struggle has rendered:

after millions of Rosies

brought life back from the brink,

after bright minds and strong wills

were gone in a blink.

 


After working and working,

and working some more

so our daughters could build

on our strength their own core,

after carrying three times

the load of a man,

after having to push hard

and smile through the pain,

after knocking for ages

on unopened doors,

after grinding our teeth

to insensitive lore,

after getting imprisoned

for stating our views,

after being attacked

for defending
the truth,

we stand on the shoulders of those who had
courage

to banish
unfairness, to question compliance.

 


I offer my nurturing,

soft,

feeble shoulders

to hold the rampart for the rights of our
daughters.

 



Induction

 


in·duc·tion
[in-duhk-shuhn]

noun [...]

Logic

a. any
form of reasoning in
which the conclusion, though
supported by the premises, does
not follow from them
necessarily.

*Dictionary.com

 


There must be a rip somewhere in the
space-time continuum through which another reality, eerily similar
but evidently different, seeps through, reality of which we are
made aware through the inconsistency of events as we know them.

 


The sun rises in the same place and the
surroundings seem unchanged, but the language makes no sense,
turning night into day, like a Shakespearian commentary on
absurdity distorting the truth.

 


A different reality, where neither logic nor
kindness exist and nothing that happens has to follow the laws of
cause and effect.

 


How do you function in a world like that? Do
you know who you are? If you do that's enough. The truth doesn't
need white washing.

 


 


 Dispassionate
Clear

 


I’m too tired for insight,

too strong for solace,

too clear for words,

too resonant for silence,

too old for wonder,

too lucid.

 


Today came, looked at me and passed me
by,

just like yesterday did,

and the day before it.

 


They all gazed at each other and sighed,

shaking their heads,

because they know,

they know,

even though they would never let me have
it,

that now is not the right time

for me.

 


Because they know the timing

of my every purpose under Heaven,

and now it is my purpose

to do nothing.

 


 BEGINNING
ALCHEMY



On Being Here

 


On being here,

on living here,

on being lived by me.

 


One for the stone,

two for the wind,

three for the perfect sea.

 


Four for the love,

five for the mist,

six for the blessed ground,

seven and eight to redirect,

nine to call back around.

 


Ten to decide

what tide to ride

to help the spirit thrive.

 


On being here,

on living here,

on being lived by life.

 


On dreaming dreams,

on waking up,

on seeing far away.

 


One for the gift,

two for the field,

three for the sunset bay.

 


Four for the bells,

five for the glimpse,

six memory restores,

seven and eight my soul reflect,

nine opens up the doors.

 


Ten seeks your role

and keeps you whole

and helps you find the truth.

 


On dreaming dreams,

on waking up,

on being lived by youth.

 


On making ways,

on getting through,

on qualities revealed.

 


One is to touch,

two is to share,

three is to strengthen will.

 


Four cuts a wave,

five turns you brave,

six brings the scented rain,

seven and eight restore your breath,

nine takes away the pain.

 


Ten keeps you near

to steer you clear

and charms away your fears.

 


On making ways,

on getting through,

on living out your years.

 


Believe or not,

call truth or doubt,

to me that’s all ok:

my soles wore out

the silver dust

along the winding way.

 


From ten to one I left behind

the fear,

the loss,

the hurt.

 


From one to ten I came to gain

the fullness of my heart.

 


I’m making
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