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To John Donne

They say you are a man to value. 

Generations have spoken praise of you.

I write to you in kind greeting

for you have written a poet's pen 

sings with momentous voice.

Death has pride, John!

In the coal pitch blackness,

Death has pride, sir.

When you said,

"No man is an island,"

You were right.

We need human contact.

The touch called love

that blooms a soul like a rose.

I envied your life as you lived it.

Plagues must have ripped

at the darkness and ignorance

of your countrymen to shreds.

My sympathy endures.

I know why you think death

Has no pride:

The soul cries, shrieks

from losing its identity.

The world it once knew,

falling under foot,

spirit collapsing, imploding

from madness within.

The heart's crumbling vessels

bleeding life's essence that

makes a man or woman whole.

The horror, sorrow, and pity

a heart incurs.

It is a vast impurity that takes a mind

to restless, bitter sanity.

But how do you deal with the loss?

You don't.

It's an impossible task left to wiser men

whose hearts are wiser still.

How can the mad be gentle

and still the countenance of his woe?

Agape the sun and moon,

twist them until dawn is black

and dusk is white as day.

I feel this when I lose a loved one.

I must say John I wish it no more!

I bid you good morrow,

and fond farewell.

I end an apprentice to your name,

and all you believe in.

May God watch over your countrymen 

let no pestilence, rise again.

Perhaps death has pride after all,

let him catch a star,

take his mad cows with him,

and let humanity be.

The Man Who Refused Destiny

I knew a man who refused destiny


shined shoes on a south town street corner

people drove by in their shiny cars


yelling derogatory comments 

the man remained stoic and ignored them.

At night, he slept restless 


his eyes carried sandbags of regret

and lost years 


biding pipe dreams on white paper.

Dusting off his golden pen

wrote poetry for the gods


in his sleepless waning hours

lyrics poured from his heart


sweet, beautiful tender as grapes

his tears a fermented wine


distilled from a passion far beyond 

comprehension from his lonely crying soul.


He wandered the city sometimes

drifting like Homer in the mornings.


Through bullet rainstorms, riots

fires that burned from the tenements


of people downtrodden and beaten

The sick, stricken, hungry men, women 


and children looking for a friendly hand

to lift them from their squalor 


they passed him by presuming 

he was one of them.


He wrote of them in the still of his nights

writing them prayers, poems, and songs


worthy of blessings from the angels

quietly mourning their crumbling lives


and condemning the hypocrisies 

that made them so.


Then prophesizing the day things changed.

His anger was like gasoline


Pouring on pages he wrote.

His fire leaped from his golden pen


paper bombs exploded from his imagination

unleashing a storm upon his misbegotten city


inscribing declarations a historian would praise

from a book of history in some future tense.


Still, no one knew him or what he felt

except for a few.


The slam poets heard of him

some artisans heard of him too.


He seemed more a legend than a man

still he shined shoes biding his time.


Among the populace of trusting and untrusting souls 

He only spoke when the time was right

and all knew the man with the golden pen.

Chisel the Stone

Chisel the stone
in a heart-shaped wheel
if that's how you feel.

Let chips of anger fall to the floor
tears of mourning turn to mist
evaporate in twilight.

Chisel the stone
in your sculptors gown
mold your sculpture
with head hanging down.

Eyes brooding frowns of despair
heart breaking from an artists hand,
shaking with nervous care.

Smash the darkness with hammered gall
break the soul from it's granite barrier
chisel the stone of emotional baggage
and let it fall away.

When you've finished
you'll discover the sculpture is you.

A History Revisited

I'll have another peanut butter and jelly sandwich please.

concept of said object is an analytical nightmare

juxtaposing a mid-century didactic

through a perceptual dynamic.

I couldn't care less I'm still hungry.

Dairy product in sandblast round thing

reflects historical convections 

and five thousand years of technical achievement 

through Phoenician product placement and development.

Excuse me I'll just take a glass of milk.

In the beginning, everything was created

nothing was invented without permission 

by Thomas Edison or the Creator.

This proclamation removed basic value systems 

insurrection ensued in the outer suburbs 

and shopping malls were built to keep 

the Phoenicians in business.

Of course this is only speculation

not all things were considered

in the writing of this poem.

Thank you.

Confession from a Living Ghost


I've lived my life a ghost

in this caravan called human existence


been a beast in my own jungle

hunted for my soul like prey


seen the world from distant eyes

felt the sun on transparent skin


only imagining dark feminine hands within my grasp,

the smell of perfume on her being

and one fading chance to feel alive again.


Where is my fellow traveler?

A true companion, my other half spirit


to complete my sense of being

to feel my worth and place it at the altar


of the eternal God

and lay a foundation from which 


to set sail for my own mortality.

I cannot for I have set sail many times


from many ports 

forgetting why I came there to begin with


clueless, lonely, inexperienced

an old lad not yet primed


muted by madness of a lonely heart

yet obsessed to search this domain


for a life that will never be

until I've wandered the great beyond


and excised the madness within.

How A Red Night Swallows

End of the day a red night swallows

while noon crowds parade up and down 

in their promenade dreams.

Balcony skies ramble like golden stairs


made of silver colored strands.

Elegant baby grand piano's play on every step

simple lyrics voiced from angelic voices

float upon clouds of cotton air

heaven is a child's playground 


shaped by their wildest dreams.

Molding paper rainbows with reds and yellows

with an orange sun smiling on deep blue paper

little fingers paint red tail swallows

flying over a pier, a silhouetted crowd dines


a red fluorescent light lingers behind them.

The light fades with the flick of a switch

picture goes dark red like blood rain

washing noon crowds in an afternoon deluge.

Pianos play on in this red sonata


as red colors the day into night.

Hope Is Enough

Hope is enough


As surely is a song that's sung.

On a golden bough to the great beyond


Where sunlight banners guide.

Father, I hope all is well with you


I give you kind greeting

My heart is still true


My dreams waiver on the amber meadows

Where the amber grain grows


And soft breezes blow.

To the gods who keep me safe,


My hopes are with you

My spirit forever enamored


In your immortal mind and heart.

For such dreams, still remain.


Unfounded in my book of life

Still half written.


Do I have more words to write?

Chapters still untold of death and life


Birth and rebirth

Failures and successes tried, untried


Still I have un-thoughts of me

In this fatigued weary soul.

Send my angel now if you may.


Let her come with a shroud of decency

In burlap tailored simplicity.


Let trumpets echo their tones

Soundly ring temple bells.


I'll wander on toward universal stairs.

I'll take my leave from my lover’s side


I’ll kiss her once with a tear and sigh.

Then ride my chariot with golden roans 

Into an immortal sun.

