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A Sweel Love Poewv

Once again,

I stand at the edge of the cliff

And look doww.

Forty-seven feet below,

And I'll weawr av golder crown.

I'U fall to-the bottow.

My life has been wasted.

No-cradling mother for methere...

For God and husband awre nowhere to-be found..

A Sweet Love Poemv I

Once again,

I stond at the edge of the cliff

And look doww.

Forty-seven feet below,

And I'l wear av goldew croww.

I'U fall to-the bottom,

But my soul, my soul will not ever die:

It will Uft up to-the highest clouds inthe sky.
Therewill I stay, as virgin, fovever.

But no-cradling mother for me there.



A Sweel Love PoewvII1

Two-legs, dangling inthe air...

I see the blue of the sky! And the white wisps; like sbun sugowr across o
backdrop of topag:

I tuwrw around; againv and again,

And experience the centripetod drug

I will never know avlove like this endless drug;
But this swing was meant for two-..

Four legs:..

Sweeping across the mottled sky,

But thew lightning comes

And raiv gushes forth, like o release of tears.
Give me your legs

And crook thew with mine;,

Give me youwr owms

And cradle themw over my body,

Give me your smile;

And radiate it against my foce;

And give me your love:..

These tears will evase.

I sow eternities ivvyour eyes:...

I would die... to- see eternities inv your eyes... forever...



Beside the St Waters

Beside the sundial, we walks

And speak withv each other quietly

About owr lives and owr happiness thereof,
We enjoy each other’s comparyy peacefully,
And begin to-understand, deeply,

tach other’s thoughts.

Thew I discover ov still pool withy him.

I bend and drink fromthe water, and so-does he:
So-ivwigorated, I feel

So-joyful to- know another persov

So-thoroughly, and

Examine closely eachvpart of his life
Wondering at what had gone wrong; and what I could do-

From hig beginning ‘tib his present davy,

He had felt alone;,; and I was not withv him.

The quick realigation comes that,

Today,

Thoughv I felt the same;,

The two-of us could walk side by side,

Teeming with-happiness, to-the end of owr existerce;
And I would be forever withhimy as one: The breeze blows.



Chuwrch Belly

Chuwch bells toll inv the distonce:

I rushvthwough the halls, my heourt beating furiously
My hands awre trembling; my face is covered in sweat.
The bells toll five; the time that I awm asked for.

As it grows later, the shadows elongate;

and the sky becomes alblage with pink; red, orange and yellow.
Daffodils bow their heads to-bring forththe darkness of the night,
And birds slow their song as the day comes to-an end..

There iy & haunting sovrow inthe air,

So-thick I could feel it tugging at the bottom of my stomach
As v lonely nightingale sings;

And angels keep watch as we make our woy.

Slipping into-the cool air of the chuwrchv I sink info-ovpew,
My thoughts racing as the music calls to-my soul.

I never thought I would be here:

I never thought that I would need it, but face it I must.

The monastery bathed in o green-gray Ught,
I operv my moutivand begin to- sing;
Half-heartedly, though my voice lifts

To meet the enthusiosm of the chovds.



Dusty Fingerprinty

The spine-limbed cedars, which surround the boy,

They whip and cackle like av devil at plovy,

Swavy sorrowfully but surely with the solid wind,

And canv delve into- my heart, and know that I hawve sinuned.
Ity branches are like black-gloved fingers, which reach out,
trying passionately to-penetrate my pointless doubt

tver groping and embedding ity talons deep,

And awaken me from av long; and meditative sleep.

I hesitate; if ondy for o moment, to- suwrvey what I hawve lost
And look beyond the trellis to-the sparkling of frost.

The old, barrenw cedars call to- me, “Come.”

And I hear the low riwtihun of av steel-band drum.

Inspiration Within My Hand

Tracing my hand along the edge of delicate shadows
cast by aforest of Juniper trees against my window.
I jump invdelight at the thick brush of underwood greens;



soft and smothery, reflected invthe glass.

Isthis cage of av roomthe only freedowv I will feel?

As day after day, pacing back and forth, o mad poet
I try to-expand the roow withv my sometimes insane ideas.
My red sashv of av belt brushing the ground,

The branches of the trees brushvpast, and

Those images that come to- my window,
Expand and grow, ands

Arethose I digest, and regurgitate

To-be hopefully upow someone’'s pillow

Ay av little book of poems.

Streetl Stairy

Whenw I awoke and sow the city Lights,

Sow the sleeping cars onthe street, the wauwrmw exhaust rising up,
And headlighty moving that cut thwough billowing steam.
Droves of people were walking along, who-I guessed

Had very different, separate lives.

I looked doww from my vantage poink, and saow the street-vendors,
The alley ways, and fire escapes leading dowwn fromthe rooftops of
The merchanty umbrellas were up, to-catch rain, all of them black...
A maw called, out to- someone else from very fowr awavy,



10

As v womawv dropped her purse and bent to-get k.

So-busy, this scene; asthe early moow rose higher
The streety were slick withy ravinw and grease
Whew I set my foot upown the sidewalk

I walked faster and faster

Until I broke into-av ruwv

And ended up falling

Into-Your Arms;

WithvYou,

Finally.

The Billowy Wind/

I touch my hand to-the dowk puddle; watch the ripples expand
And trace my hand along my reflection, the glass-like silhouwette:
Sky and sky rushes by, blowing withv enovmous gusts,

As dayy of time seem to-pass; obvious to-me;

A time refraction inthe open avir, I seemto- not know where I o

Boundawies become ivwisible as the day passes to-later,

And I o st transficed by the rolling shallowness of the cool water.
To see'the sky, invall that goes by above me;

Gesturing gently that all pain surely goes aowayy.

The cactt bend lower as the light goes down, and the air hushes.
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The wind iy thick and massive; neawrly blowing me over,

And the air iy scented witihv sweet, delicate to-the tastes

I amvovercome by the grondiosity of this land, reflected uponthe
water

And the castles made of sand hills leveling overhead.

The power sweeps me up invvall of the day, me observing.

The Black Draculav

He enfolds me with his cape; drawing me closer inwowds
To-allow me to-feel his wowrmith, his blood-dripping fangs

Drawing my blood,, the very life-form out of me
As my yearning drifts to-his mouth, the pawt of thew

And then the shawbness into- my neck; his shadow
My Archv-love; ever coming back to- me:

I depart from himy as though in o dreanm
Never to-forget his dark presence
And never to-think the same way agair.
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The Clearnsing Water

I awaken to-the bright expanse of davy,

which i filled with the joyful colory of creation.
I try to-rejoice; and give my God thanks

But I tumble into- sad contemplation,

Would this loveliness of the slate-blue sky
Inwhich robing and lawks cry out onw high,

Pull back the cuntaing of my despair,

And cut through the davkness, which festered theve?
No, I covmnot seemvto-find

A most switoable argument to-leawve behind

The sorrow, self-doubt, dejectiony and blame
that my lover caused when he rejected my nawme:

Just beyond the forest, I see

There flows av river, gushing withv power

Ity waters are cool, and agure-blue

And besides ity banks I hawve spent mony an hour.
The lush;, dark evergreens that line ity banks

Are sentinels that keep watch as salmow give thanks:
It iy v retreat, invthe past, where I found peace;

But lately my visity hawve begun to-cease:

Long ago; I trusted inthe Lovd,

But now I folow my oww accord.



13

The river that winds thwough the thickety and valleys
was once avplace I cleansed my sing.

These watery of comumunion that restore my soul
Arethe conduwit thwrough whichy wmy great God wins.
The inwigorating touch of Heawew's gate

Did help to- make my fears abate;

But now the dirt that soils my day

Isthe very impurity that keeps me away.

Depression, shame; guilt, and pain

Do mawrk upow my soul anv ugly stain.

And so; this great scopethat stands before me;
Cries out invavvoice I canv bowrely heor.
“Abandon the flth of your painful past,

And follow me now; there is nothing to-fear.”

I went out that davy, filled withvnew expectation,
And sow the row beauty of Divine inspiration.
My soul was weak; my heort breaking

But once I reached the river, I begawn shaking.

I did touch the water, splashed it o my face
And all my sing, wmy Lovd did erase.

and

Beckon to-my heout, so-filled withy doubt?

For, my tears hold no-purpose; there is no-agovny to- shout.
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The Evening Wind

Through the meadows and trees, I search desperately for the perfect
words,

The perfect words to-describe the exhilawration I am feeling inside.
Past cottages and the rolling hills; I sit privately upow av stump

And inferlace my fingers;, waiting for poetry to-roll out.

WIll it be about my God? Or will it beabout my love?

What images do-these pastures conjure; whew I o withy nature and
God,

But all I o waiting is for av single kiss from my gentlemoan?

He sity withy me as the sun goes down, and watches the colory dip,
deep past

I feel emotions well within my chest, so-tunmudituous; like the scenery,
And I reflect upow God's creationw and his glovy.

With the day escape me; withv little whisper behind it,

Or will I captuwre some romance; some relic of what I have
experienced?

His kisses escape me; gone into-the dust like yesterdaovy.

Echoes, echoes; to-come rolling back to- remind me what I have seerv
And what I have experienced, as the day long goes awaoy,

And shadows awe left over, long rolling out like black fingers uponw av
frost.

What will we dreaum about, my love? Wil we see each other again?
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And wntil the next time we meet, ti then, til then, I must tell yow av
And let the night spirity take yow awavy.

I amv left to-the hollowness of myself;, alone withv my thoughts,
Whew long ago-I should have gone inside;

But the natwre calls to- me with ity low bellows and gust of wind.
I carmnot help but stay, withvthe cold breeges,

Drinking the dew into- my hems;,

Shivering to- get av little bit of inuspiratiow.

The Shadowed Hallway

tlongated shadows, draping across the hallway
Tell of the tume passed since I saw yow this morning
As the hands of the old clock tick away,

So-grows the monstrousness of our arguments,

But I cawt wait until I see yow again.

Like av vast pool of neglect and woe; so-are troubles are
Thick and consuming; owr distance move thaw silence
A deptivof darkness, and o massive cloud of doubt
And confusing; ominous self-delusion

Asthe shadows creep over the runway v stripes.
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Tick; tick; and move tume passes; stretched to-seem longer.
I breathe haughtily, not knowing where yow are.

My pulse races, ovly to-know your whereabouts,
So-that we conw mend our hawt heowrty

So-that words caw soothe the damaged egos.

A hallwayy of hamurtful words comes betweerv us;,
A museum of things that we ought not to-hawve said.
So-vast these gaps that selfishness hawe afforded us;

And not evenw a thought to-the dignity of love:
Foreboding sweeps over me; as I know it has beew lost.

Time seems to-completely elude me; as the dev

Iy completely encompassed inthick dawkness.

Al the day has gone away, swept up i ignorance;
As I hawve simply not done a thing for the old house:
My emotions are evweloped ivv despair.

The Soils of the Forest

To send my love poems deeper into-the forest...
Where the swallow will never touchy

Nor huwman being behold.

I would bury them deep under the soil,
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Where my heoawrt could never break:

Running; and, running; and runuwning away,

And from all calls that could rip at me;
People’'s gasps and sighs at my lack of cooperation,
And thew only to-tell them that I amtruly invlove:
Do not approach me/!

I hawe tried to-hide myself away, away from their thweaty
Whew once it was so-terribly sensitive;

Could rip at my soul invawv instant.

Dow't come closer to-me/!

Allow me to-hide away, deeper into-the fovest.

To bury my tears, all the breadtivofthem,
Drumy druwmming; ever oway from thesm
I find solace invthe beauty of this nature;
Onethat would bend her boughs

And cover me to- safe hiddenness.

The Spiral
It reminds me
Of awpirvwheel,

Spirwing awound at o smoky state fair
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