With Pen In Hand Series

Book 3 Sampler

Montenegro Aria and 

Other Poetic Adventures


In My 3rd book With Pen in Hand Series, the narrative poem is center stage. The poems are stories and small epics of loss and despair, love and hope.


I have separated the book into two parts Narratives and Epics. The following is just a small selection from the book. 


Thank you again for your patronage. Enjoy!

Joel Young

Montenegro Aria

(First Movement)

Time stood still

While twilight faded

In the beginning


Where my dream


Stood silent,


Monte-Christo fell 


Dead, gasping for life.

Echoes from shadow lands,

Echoes from dark wind,

Fell deaf in meadow fields


Where Montenegro fed his cranes. 


Their long legs wallowed through 


Mud and mire


With faith of exclamation. 


He fell to his knees 


And sired to heaven.

“Forgive me God for my sins

Build my faith from your tempest winds

To keep safe this life for all time,


Raise my dead sail from their depths 


Where my heart has sunk, left hung


On that gallows pole,


Take me now and purify my soul."


Adagio

“If I were a sailing man

Escaping Devil’s Island, 

I’d run from these Guyana shores

Like a bastard from hell 

To my French alpine hills,


The Atlantic waters 


Swell and sway.


Whales are cruel


Their madness weighs." 

“I’ll not see the world from my cell,

From this prison,


My jailer comes to kill me,


He met his fate today.”

Brutish is the song. 

Monte Christo sings,

His contemplation grim, 


His reflection dulling senses


Already lost to him.


Where is his butterfly queen


To save him from this worried plight?

Allegro 

Tiger shark, tiger shark

Swimming near the tide,

Hungry for blood 

Rid me of this life.


Condemn me if you must,


My raft’s broken of its trust.


Take me now - I succumb; 


What I thought a new beginning


Is an ending just begun.

Refrain on A Mariner's Greed 

(Second Movement of Montenegro Aria)

Allegretto

"Blue is the moon tonight.

Blue sea silver swells surround me

Rise like pillars

I sail on wings of fire

Neptune damns me


To salty brine air

Assaults my senses

A demon comes to 


Greet me."

Monte Christo falters

In his raft on this sea


With no past

He sails his lonely way


To dream of home

Where his Albatross’ play.


To sleep upon his bed

To his darling sweetheart

To keep her warm through

Cold nights while the world

Has stilled


To kiss her once, kiss

Her twice


To make his swamps

A hope filled plantation

To please his lust and greed

With rice his crop 


To drink with a twisted

Smile and a smidge of tea.

Adagio

"Softer still my sirens sing


Their voices in my ears

Stop this torment be gone

From my heart


You sweet and beautiful thing

Why should you judge me?

Let me live and dream.

Those prison walls were a hellish


Place that left me

Sullen and wired

I'll not be a monster to the low

Or the weak

I'll not be a braggart, 

Evil or cruel whose bite is bittersweet.

Neptune condemn me if you will

Stop these tempests swells.


I'll give you my soul

It's worth a king’s ransom

Just let me live again


To be with my desire."

Finis

He sailed seas for weeks it seemed.


He did begin his life again

With his sweetheart darling

He made his fortunes well.

The debt paid his ship sailed 


To a Pacific island shore

As the thing he most hated

He fell into the sea

Monte Christo was never heard 

from again.

From the Book of Joshua

(The Poet's Book of the Dead)

1

My mind looks back from pages of memory


to see ambient light on a tower.

By damned, that evil tower! 

2


My sweet muse fell from a tower.

beautiful, like a misty sea foam,

her frothy laughter still lingers in my ears.

3


I went into the wilderness

for twenty days and twenty nights


ate nothing but barley and rice!

4

(I knelt to pray)


Water rose from the rocks

bloomed like a fresh spring


and all was well within me.

5


Madness besieged me on the fourth day

for honey sweet and pure.


Bees welcomed with open wings.

6

Death knocked on my windowsill


War marched across my desert lands

All were struck down by his mighty hand.

7



I said unto War

"Be gone from this place. You're not wanted here!"


War shook his head in stern reply.

With my pen, I turned War's soul aside.

8

Insects, animals, and every rock and tree bowed


to my command

And War fell from his horse a broken man.

9

I rebelled against this mad dog


Slayed him. All was well in this land of lots.

Everyone ate plenty and dreamed good dreams.

10


Alas it was not to be.

My dreams scattered like pottery 


on landscapes of time.

Drifting sands, blinding this poet's mind.

11

Mad! Mad! Life is gone! 


I screamed,

"Death, where are you my friend?"

12

There she stood before me


my love and muse

her tears filling my inkwell 

13

I penned my epitaph


then faded into the night.

The Moon In Waterville

The moon sinks in Waterville town


into Lake of Remembrance

like a big Alka-Seltzer tablet.


There are no more dreams to conquer, you say?

Perhaps you'll like this fable more:

They say waves rise above the town in ripples


and wash away the darkness

and awake, the goddess Dawn


Sleepy eyed beautiful to look at

like an Irish Bonnie


She strolls along the hillside

pretty as a morning spring.


while songbirds praise her name.


Fresh primrose paths wander about the countryside 

smelling fresh in the country air


it's picturesque to see

you'd think you were dreaming sweetly.


Unicorns stand in waiting

doves of morning come too


bushels of grapes and wine to spare

dancing music and wedding bells


for a groom and bride to bear.

So when Mr. Moon sinks low


in Waterville town

and children sleep in their beds


Their dreams are said to wake

the Sun and raise the friendly dead.


Fiddlers cry and horn blowers howl

and cloggers dance on air.


It's a place of magic, cursed or blessed

whichever feeling you possess


daylight comes like a holiday event

praised by Dawn who sent it.

The Greater Annual Monster Bash

Delores was an ex horror star

A black widow spider with a disposition

Who couldn’t dig the scene.

B movie jet setters 

Once thought she was all the rage

Who took King Kong and  

Scorpions to the cleaners.

Godzilla and his cronies

Got all the glory though.

This was basis for  

USO’s we mean well crowd.

They brought in media clans

Put on a grand show and invited 

Bourgeoisie celebrities

Who were big stars once!

Guess who was the guest of honor

With the hourglass form

And poison fang complexion?

Her brood had been developing. 

They used to run the countryside

Tearing up buildings, attack buses

Eat drivers, and left webs all over the road.

Messes were awful.

Gala night the stars gleamed

Mighty Joe Young was his usual self

Suave and classy 

Women fawned all over him.

King Kong strolled in half stoned

He looked well the old man still 

Got around after all these years.

Vampires and werewolves

Were hanging in the balconies.

Dracula was trying to get into 

A hatcheck girl’s heart

Mighty Joe told him otherwise.

Delores came in without her children

She still had charisma.

The tribute was spectacular!

All applauded her

Then the roof caved in.

Her spiders danced throughout the night

Horror poured like a rainstorm

As the music played.

