With Pen In Hand Series

Book 2 Sampler

Heaven-Taught Plowman and

Other Poetic Devotions

In this 2nd book of my series Heaven-Taught Plowman, I pay homage to my heroes, family, and friends. 

This book is for those who have influenced my life a great deal. From heaven-taught plowmen to tomorrow’s children, may their stories be forever told.

Joel Young

Heaven-Taught Plowman

(For Robert Burns)

They said of Robert Burns

he was a heaven-taught plowman.

In his fallow homeland

wrought with famine’s brown sand

ground hoed to ruin by a devil’s hand.

Sorrow was a mist of highland cloud

In falling dew.

Seeds turned to dust in the drying gloom.

So Robert went to learning songs

walked on backs of fallow roads

Bagpipers inspired his Scottish ire

to fight his hearth and dread

grasp words he heard

from angels voices

whispering in his head.

Tradition was his Gaelic darling

a red headed lass

beautiful full of fire

dancing up a storm of magic

played with Celtic desire.

Her gypsy soul sown with fallow seeds

by blood of a father’s dream.

A braggart of a man

she knew she’d never meet.

Desolate hours

in a Glasgow home

wreath held high above a golden throne

poets gather round in proximity,

their closeness a special bond

a fallow grave now planted.

Robert’s gone dreaming now

where roses color bright and red

and honeydew’s sweet as wine.

A wordsmith of quality and strength

a plowman of soul

who taught us to remember

the words of Auld Lang Syne.

Aye, his pen could sing.

Slam-Bang Montage

(To the Electric Guitar and the Voodoo Children That Made Them Sing)

Remember the masters

Wah, wah children with

magical guitars who played

with bloody strings

and created psychic dreams?

Jimi, his corduroy smile

mustache glistening, burning with

experience, while an electric moon

spun out of control.

Listen to his strata castor roll.

Who are you feeling?

Townshend asks the immortal question

round house riffs on the afterlife,

Digging on a rock opera scenario

on why kids are the new elite.

Stevie Ray caught in a cross fire

looking for a Texas blue oyster

jamming with, you know who

while heaven’s thunder,

His sticky fingers speak on.

New jammers blare my radio

channel old magic

of electric guitar talismans

tell stories of epic sagas,

A new voodoo child is born.

Don’t know about you

but to me that’s the

hope whistling express train

while you dream, eclectic mentality.

“Beautiful baby!”

Is all you can say.

Russian Summer

(For Boris Pasternak)

She played for me her balalaika

Russian summers fell before us

in the rye of passion mornings

drinking cups of vodka dewdrops.

Russian summers fell before us

I held her close in a warm cozy shade

drinking cups of vodka dewdrops

ice stained memories melted away.

I held her close in a warm cozy shade

strumming her balalaika so soothing and warm

ice stained memories melted away

I sang her a Russian lullaby of love.

Strumming her balalaika so soothing and warm

she sang to me her blue arias of longing

I sang to her a Russian lullaby of love

summer turned to winter, as our teardrops fell.

Tomorrow’s Child

Tomorrow’s child sits at the kitchen table

ever gently rocking.

A synthetic dinner lays in clock formation

ready to serve peas and carrots

with a generous slice of  veal, small portioned

for harried growing hands.

An obsessive heart races out the door

ready to grow up five minutes after dinner

willing to sacrifice youth for a moment of maturity.

Blindly waiting on the nights moon to go away

rushing to head of the line forgetting table manners

his mother only off handedly reminded him of

just an hour ago.

His clock world turning quickly passing him by

he’ll take toke off a cigarette, kiss his girlfriend

drink a beer, dance wildly around the room

overact his age,

be a super-hero against the local thug

and wind up flat on the floor

lost in depths of a hangover

all before he’s old enough to know better.

When he gets home

he’ll be a wise man by ten

and not remember the day at all.

Tomorrow’s child sits at the kitchen table

ever gently rocking

waiting for his eggs and bacon.

His bowl of Corn Flakes and milk

rushing toward the day in a hurry

forgetting manners vaguely taught him

slightly bruised eyes glance back in a mirror

of a teenager in pretend.

He’s only reached thirteen.

You ask him what day it is

He’ll tell you he can’t remember when.

Still Crazy After All These Years

(Something of Myself)

I’m still crazy after all these years

Celebrating one sided toasts

Drinking cheap table wines

Empty handed walks, lonely talks

Dancing with shadows

Looking into long distant memories.

I wonder if I was loved at all.

Why would they waste their time?

Is this my mid life crisis?

I feel I should be planting seeds by now.

Who wants a blue man in a faded color suit?

Who brings up the dead in falsetto conversations?

After all, we’re no-good-for-nothing sperm wielding

Miscreants who can’t keep our stories straight.

We’re just as human as other species.

With hearts, minds, souls who love, laugh and feel.

To my fellow beings, I disown you and your false notions.

Ghosts of my Christmas pasts keep coming back

a little boy in denim who took on a class bully

The fight made all the inner peer circles

for the little boy who ran away.

Laughter was deafening for miles.

He’s been running all his life,

maybe it would mean something

If he only did it for the competition.

Not that it would do any good.

Don’t mind me.

I’m just fatigued out of my existence.

Throw me in a rubber room.

Send me on a mission to Tanzania.

It doesn’t matter.

Another pity anniversary come and gone,

I’m still crazy after all these years.

