Dreams That Still May Be

As I lay my throbbing head against calm pillow in familiar bed,

Gripped by pulsating pain, to wired to dream amidst spirits dead,

I think of things that might have been,

And carefully contemplate dreams that still may be.

In thinking emptiness of cold, cold bitter, confined wintry nights,

As my mind drifts to sun stained sandy shores and island heights

Down, down, past crumbling riverbanks, to peaceful loneliness,

I dream of shimmering speckled trout, then again nothingness.

Alone, I will myself to clear ponds far beyond man's domain.

I float in mindless bliss, in wilderness perceived, essence remains.

I dream in weightless nothingness...evolving, changing;

I tame roaring winds - I am timeless, chilling, warming, powerful;

I sense men's yearnings; they are minute as I go beyond desire;

I drift like a highflying kite, lift me up...up, up higher, higher.

I conquer stars, the untamed, frisky skies - all humans and me;

I envy trees, honeybees, aqua seas - nourishing, the unseen, the bold

As I drift down, down past unfulfilled yet fulfilled roads of learning;

Tonight I think, “I wish I could be me!”

And yes! I feel you and you are welcome to caress me tight.

Yes! I dreamt dreams that might have been, dreams that still may be!

The End, the Beginning

The world is a place of great contrast,

filled with countless contradictions,

yearning for a peace that will last,

yet remembering the tragedies of the past.

I have dreamt many beautiful dreams

of love, peace, and happiness, and great success;

of things countless and unimaginable once thought of;

yet remembering the pleasures and pain of the past.

Now old and weary, I am still young.

Many beautiful dreams, they still come.

Not of glory, not of lust,

but of a beautiful place to rest my head.

They say that change and death must come;

they say that life hurts and is no fun;

yet one minute, one hour of pure joy

can rest all else if life be done.

Your end, my beginning, as just in life,

to test the fortitude of our society.

A safe place to rest my head now gone by.

Now your beginning is my end gone by.

Breathe Twice and Go On

Weak from suffocation,

filled with regret,

inhaling but not breathing,

she must continue on.

Gallant vibrations,

atop silent memories,

swirling uncontrollably

with pounding woes.

Lover, soul mate,

oldest friend,

whispering laughing reminders

twirl intertwined with pain.

Outside delirious winds

excite barren flesh,

stimulating surreptitious

anguish with festive rhythms.

Grandeur illumination

bathes widow's weeping eyes,

with moonlight serenades,

her reality has died, I pray she can go on...

Second Chance for a God-Fearing Man

(Sometimes God Gives Us A Second Chance At Life)

Upon His sacred soil I still stand.

I am a living testament of His bless'd hand.

For so many times, I have almost died,

And floated carefree over His oceans, seas and land,

And as I floated on His beloved Heaven-sent clouds,

I rode His wind, I touched His stars, I drifted free,

And as I drifted boldly there,

Two beautiful lights they comforted me.

They rocked me lovingly on His weightless mist

And warmed my heart with God's tender kiss.

I felt so good I dared not leave,

Only to be given a bless'd second chance -

To prove to Him I am a God-fearing man.

Now and forever I will always be

Desiring to make Him proud of me.

Hope I depart this passing place

Touched by His bless'd loving grace...

Many Walls

Some walls talked with Emperors,

Then recorded bold conquests of power and glory -

Up valleys of crumbling huts, down rivers of suffering souls -

To alight bleeding, but patient seasons of solitude.

Silent timekeepers of history's gripping journals... 

Did here and there cry for humanity, - in rivers of tears... 

They held shabby roofs in place, with calm unending love...

To shield the children of forgotten dynasties, from sheets of rain.

Some walls talked with prophets,

Who are now cousins to blowing dust -

Did they not tell of greedy Kings and unprofitable wars,

As rejoicing rain poured down from wells of crying skies?

Did they not predict the thirsty surviving masses, 

Who worshiped Kings and Czars as they died of hunger?

Did they not stand and protect: glory of land, gold and silver, 

Sought reverently by those who seldom fought for their power? 

Some wall have lasted a long long painful time,

China's Great Wall(s) of Ming's colossal empire, 

Which can still be seen from outer space,

As a tribute to the wasteful creativity of man.

East Berlin intruding beast of imprisonment, 

Where so many died trying to achieve freedom,

Is forever gone, - it's pieces are sold as souvenirs...

For the children and enemies of dictators and Aristocrats.

Jerusalem's sacred Wailing Wall, 

Stands firm for Jews and Muslims alike -

Where Muhammad entered the gates of Heaven,

Bloody knees now bend and sing faithfully frequently.

Most walls of wood and stone are not built for climbing,

Many walls are built to be cages, for man and best alike, 

I wonder with manly insult, did Jesus really want that?

Should we tear down weeping walls that bend man?

Many walls protect the children and enemies of God,

With a kind of blindness...that may not stand the tests of time.

Realize! The hardest walls to climb are walls within our minds...

These many walls, - are the only walls worth climbing.

