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Black Flamingo

The steam that rises from my dark heart

Leads to tempt the fates.

I speak of a love strange and fair

For this woman I fell for.

She was to be my morning

I came to be her night.

Together our passions ignite

Our fires burn the heavens

And torch the furnaces of hell. 

Apart I wither without her embrace.

The swamps sound of bitterness

Around this castle keep

Where my soul sleeps weary.

The twilight abounds in shadows

Dragons, maidens, and knights of our realm

The mysteries that surround my mad dreams

Where my love keeps her safe.

Hides away from the emptiness

That scrapes against the trellis

Of these garden walls.

How I long to see her in her favorite gown.

Often I think of our love as a fable

I heard as a child. 

The Crane and The Flamingo

Their hearts forever young

Making a nest in the still waters

In a swampland oasis surrounded

By a mountain serene decent and fair

Our offspring a black flamingo

Only a parents love, would endure.

A strange world forever guarded

In the land of forgotten dreams.

She’s still my darling, my hope

A prayer answered so long ago.

Our child has grown and left the nest

To make his way into horizon’s unknown.

Where love remains immortal.

I impatiently wait for the twilight

So I may taste her kiss,

Caress her golden hair, 

And feel her warmth again

In my darkened plight.
Love In the Obscure

I’ll be your mason

Until the end of time

Build you a castle

From love’s cornerstone.

I’ll build you a staircase to the moon

Set a path with moonbeams and  

Water lilies to fill your pool of dreams.

We'll catch clouds in sunsets

And fish for falling stars

Then paint our darkness

In pastoral color bars.

I’ll raise our towers

To heaven's door 

Then lay a foundation

To the ocean floor,

So when we dance

We’ll fly from shore to shore.

I give you my heart and will 

I’ll love you forever

Or until the world stands still.

I’ll give you a gallery

Full of murals and drawers

Of loves everlasting

Who lived with nothing more.

We’ll take the dawn

Make it our own 

We’ll use it as a doorway

To brighten our home

I’ll give you the sunshine

For ribbons and bows

Sprinkle stardust in your hair

For a romantic afterglow.

I’ll sing you lullabies

Full of gentle refrains

Then make wines

Out of softly falling rains.

I’ll grow you a garden

Full of roses and

Gardenias in the spring

Carnations of white and yellow

And Daffodils made of snow.

My heart is for the asking

My love I give to leave

Go your way if you must

I’ll build the castle and

Sweep the dust.

I’ll endure with 

Love untouched until 

I fall into that ushered hush.

Roma in Her Castle Suite  

Roma dreams in Italiano 

While sleeping vines sweeten, 

Roma dreams in her castle suite

Come sun spirits dawning

Roses awaken to her sight

Glowing with delight to see her

When her heart is light. 

Roma sits with

Stained-glass memories

Shadows joust upon her floor

Lost loves, false hopes

Lovers young and old return  

To kiss her tears away

Come moon spirits rising

Night birds sing her name

"Dear sweet don't cry

Come a new dawn

He'll return your wanting."

Roma dreamed him coming

Upon his white horse, Morning

With a breath of air smiled at her

With a daunting stare

His horse grew wings

Then he took her 

From her bay window throne

Tasting her lips, 

Off they flew into the night

Into his fortress strong

He refrained of loss and loneliness

Now Roma dreams in her castle suite

Her lover is at her side

The roses sigh, the spirits weep

Where sadness once lived

Happiness now dwells 

Within this castle keep

Hands of Michelangelo

A child I am and will be again

I've come to be a man of innocent eyes

watching fireflies in shimmering light.

Figments come and figments go

I mold with hands like Michelangelo.

A child I am still

floating on electronic streams

of moonlight nights on the Autobahn.

Berlin smiles like a beautiful woman

I want to kiss her when her hair

dangles as a weeping willow

where poetic rivers meet the Seine

in my Paris mind.

Figments come and figments go

I draw with hands like Michelangelo.

I want to feel her rain on my tongue

and taste the spice of her kiss

in a passionate deluge.

Hold her when the electric sun

rises above Rhineland winters

where castle stones are warm.

Figments come and figments go

I paint with hands like Michelangelo.

I watch her sleeping when sun shadows graze

and fall on her face

half orange light, slightly golden, add sparkles 

to crystal chandeliers on the ceiling.

Figments come and figments go

I mold with hands like Michelangelo.

Romantic ears hear music from saintly choir

an electronic cowboy in a modern age

dancing half clothed in a euphoric state.

I need to feel, want, desire, be, and love

not just dream, I need, need.

Figments come and figments go

I touch with hands like Michelangelo.

A child I am and now a man

I watch fireflies dancing in the moonlight

crickets sing in a chorus song

I see Venus in a bright red gown standing there

beneath a spiral staircase and embrace her

in our villa by the sea.

Figments come and figments go

I hold with hands like Michelangelo.
the wind cried your name

the wind cried your name

in distant whispers


that rang in my ears.


my heart dreamed for your embrace

a wisp of sweet perfume arose from my window 


from an ancient longing I'd not felt in years.


my guitar softly played a melody

you came to me in full body


beautiful, veiled in feminine mystery

my masculinity could not comprehend.


a boy and girl together again

learning of life and love.


one kiss a lasting memory

our dance still lingers on my mind


your perfume brings it back

I remove the veil from my heart 


my heart knew

you were the one all along.

my love for you is no longer a mystery


I’d shout it from the highest mountain

ride a hump back whale, rodeo style


across the seas, screaming that you loved me

a cowboy once lonesome and lost


had found his cowgirl dream.

Cellos In the Night

Cellos in the night

deeply sigh mournful misty moans.

A sonata of lonely memories float on air

across hollow mountain skies

plucked gently from a moonlight breeze.

Rays of golden starlight

dangle like strings from a standup bass

tuned to perfect pitch for a lonely night.

I listen in my secluded balcony

above nature's amphitheater.

Distant on a hill 

watching life's concert

at the Hollywood bowl

the orchestra out for a smoke.

There's loneliness sitting there

front and center stage like a trio, 

pianist, flutist and cellist surviving

their own brand of misery quaint and alive.

There's a mournful cry of hopeful sorrow 

in the cello's moan.

The moonlight flickers across the night

lightning slowly scans like a bow

to a song of monotone cries.

I feel the tears falling

as I eat my cheese and drink wine

out of a bottle of regret.

I move onward as the curtain falls.

