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I SOUGHT DILIGENTLY
TO FIND LIFE'S MEANING
SO I LIT TRUTH'S CANDLE
AND WITH RAY'S BEAMING
HELD HIGH IN MY HAND
THIS INSTRUMENT OF LIGHT
TO SHINE THROUGH THE DARKNESS
OF DISBELIEF'S NIGHT.

WHEN FINALLY I FOUND
THE GREAT "ANSWER BOOK"
AND OPENED THE FRONT COVER
TO AT LAST HAVE A LOOK
THE HOT MELTING WAX FELL
AND BURNED MY HAND
CAUSING ME TO DROP THE CANDLE
AND IN DARKNESS STAND.

IS IT BETTER THAT I
STAY IN THE DARKNESS
BE SPARED THE PAIN
OR LIGHT TRUTH'S CANDLE
AND BE BURNED AGAIN ?

STROMATOPOROIDEA   HUNTING
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WITH MAGNIFYING GLASS AND A BIG SHOVEL IN HAND
SHE METICULOUSLY SIFTS THROUGH COARSE DESERT SAND
EXAMINING A SMALL ROCK, SMASHING CRETACEOUS SOD
SHE IS ON THE HUNT FOR THAT TINY CEPHALOPOD.


NO SCORPIONS CAN STOP, NOR DUST STORMS CURTAIL
HER SEARCH FOR A FOSSIL OF A PRIMEVAL SNAIL
AND THOUGH IT IS HOT IN THE BRIGHT SUNLIGHT
THAT WON'T END HER HUNT FOR A SMALL TRILOBITE.


HER WORK IS EXHAUSTING AS SHE LOOKS EVERYWHERE
TO UNCOVER A POLYPLACOPHOROY, A FIND MOST RARE
HER DRIVE IS RELENTLESS, HER DIGGING NEVER STOPS
SHE'S HOPING ONE DAY TO UNCOVER A TRICERATOPS.
YOUR SON IS COMING HOME


YOUR SON IS COMING HOME
HE SERVED HIS COUNTRY WELL
AND TO THE LAST
HIS COURAGE HELD FAST
IN THE BLAST OF THAT MORTAR SHELL.
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YOUR SON IS COMING HOME
WRAPPED IN COLORS OF RED, WHITE AND BLUE
FOR BEING SO BRAVE
AND FOR THE LIFE THAT HE GAVE
TO HIM GREAT HONOR IS DUE.

YOUR SON IS COMING HOME
A SOLDIER IN WHOM WE TAKE PRIDE
FOR THROUGH THE WAR
ON THAT DISTANT SHORE
HE SHOWED WHAT HIS COUNTRY STOOD FOR
WHEN HE DIED.
EARTH'S   THIRST

LARGE,
GLISTENING
DROPLETS
OF
RAIN
FELL
UPON THE EARTH
SO PARCHED and DUSTY.
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SLOWLY,
DRINKING
DEEPLY
THE EARTH FILLED
WITH COOL WATER
SO REVIVED and ALIVE.

WARMLY,
GLOWING
BRIGHTLY
THE SUN SHONE
AS EARTH DRIED then CRACKED.

GENTLY,
REFRESHING
DROPLETS
OF
RAIN
FELL ...

LOVE'S  EMBER

IN LONELINESS
I KNELT SEEKING GRACE
BUT THE ANGELS OF MERCY
CAME NOT TO ME
ONLY SHE
WHOSE EYES PENETRATED
TO THE INNER SANCTUM OF MY SOUL.

MESMERIZED BY HER
I STOOD TRANSFIXED BY THE GAZE
OF ONE BORN FROM MYSTERY.

"THERE IS WARMTH WITHIN MY WINGS," SHE WHISPERED
AS I FELT THE WIND OF THE NIGHT
WRAP ME IN A COLD EMBRACE.

"I WANT TO GIVE," I REPLIED,
"BUT I FOUND NO ONE TO SHARE THE FLAME,
SO LOVE'S EMBER SLOWLY DIED."
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SHE BECKONED AND I ACCEPTED ...
EPHEMERAL ECSTASY WITH INCARNATE AGONY.


POVERTY'S  CHILD


ON THE NEWS TODAY
I SAW POVERTY'S CHILD

THIN LIMBS and SAGGING SKIN
BORE TESTIMONY OF HUNGER'S CANNIBAL CURSE.

THERE WAS NO FOOD FOR HER PLATE
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VACANT, HOLLOW EYES HAD SHED
TEARS OF SADNESS
DOWN A FACE OF LONELINESS,
ETCHING LINES
THROUGH DIRT'S LAYERED COVERINGS.

WHEN HUNGER DEVOURS THE BODY
AND SETS THE SPIRIT FREE
WILL THERE BE MEANING TO THIS EXISTENCE
FOR THE CHILDREN OF POVERTY ?

PEACE  LIKE  A  RIVER
I HAD PEACE LIKE A RIVER
BUBBLING FORTH FROM A COOL SPRING
TRICKLING OVER PEBBLES
SPARKLING CLEAN and GLISTENING.

MY PEACE WAS ONCE
FRESH, YOUNG AND VIBRANT.


I HAD PEACE LIKE A RIVER
THAT SPLASHES OVER BOULDERS
IS CHURNED TO A FRENZY
BEATEN TO A FINE SPRAY
TOSSED AND SLICED
AGAINST JAGGED ROCKS
IN SEETHING, BOILING RAPIDS.

MY PEACE WAS ONCE
TROUBLED, SHREDDED AND BROKEN.
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I HAVE PEACE LIKE A RIVER
THAT IS DEEP, WIDE AND MIGHTY
YET FLOWS ON CALMLY AND QUIETLY,
MEANDERING SLOWLY IN IT'S COURSE.

THE SEA PATIENTLY WAITS ...
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( READ WITH A MIRROR ) 
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SEA  FLOOR
WOODEN SHIPS ARE COVERING THE COLD SEA FLOOR
WHERE WIND AND TIDE ASSAIL NO MORE
AND VAST TROVES OF TREASURE LIE IN STORE
FOR THE TRUE BELIEVER OF OLD SALTY SEA LORE.
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THE PIRATE SHIP "GRIM REAPER" HAD THE MISFORTUNE THEN
OF ATTACKING A GALLEON FILLED WITH THE KING'S BEST MEN;
WHEN THE CANNON SHOT AND SCREAMING CAME TO AN END
FLAME COVERED THE "GRIM REAPER" AND SHE BEGAN TO DESCEND
DOWN TO THE DEPTHS WHERE COLD WATERS FLOW
WHERE ONLY THICK ALGAE AND TALL SEAWEEDS GROW
THE TERROR OF THE HIGH SEAS WAS FINALLY BROUGHT LOW
TO A MURKY DARK PLACE JUST SHADOWS AND CORPSES KNOW.

SENT TO THE BOTTOM BY FATAL DAMAGE DONE
HAVING LOST OTHER BATTLES, NOW THE KING FINALLY WON;
THE SEA POURED IN AND COOLED THE STILL SMOKING GUN
BLANKETING THE WOUNDED FROM THE SCORCH OF THE SUN.

NOW FEELING THE SAME HORROR THEY LOVED TO CREATE
THE FLOW OF FLOODING WATERS THE PIRATES TRIED TO ABATE
BUT FAILED ... AND IN LOSING CURSED THE KING WITH BITTER HATE
WHEN THEY REALIZED THE SEA FLOOR WAS SOON TO BE THEIR FATE.

SEEKING  DIRECTIONS


A DEDICATION TO ...

THOSE WHO NEVER FOUND THEIR MISSING PART
WHO LOOKED FOR AN END, UNSURE WHERE TO START
WAITING FROM SUNRISE FOR THE SETTING OF THE SUN
FINDING IN SLEEP WHAT COULD NEVER BE WON.


WHO LOOKED OUTSIDE FOR WHAT WAS WITHIN
WANTED TO GO THERE BUT COULD NEVER BEGIN
WHO THOUGHT THEY LOST WHAT THEY NEVER HAD
BELIEVED THROUGH TEARS COULD THEY REALLY BE GLAD.
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WHO FEEL THAT HALF IS BETTER THAN THE WHOLE
AND THE BODY IS THERE TO COVER THE SOUL
THAT POSSESSING IS ADDING WHEN MORE IS ACTUALLY LOST
COVET THE PRIZE WITHOUT CONSIDERING THE COST.


WHO WOULD BUY THAT WHICH THEY MUST GIVE AWAY
AND LEAVE FROM WHERE THEY NEEDED TO STAY
TRAVELLING TO PLACES THEY DIDN'T NEED TO GO
BECAUSE OTHERS HAD GONE THERE AND THEY SHOULD ALSO.

QUENCH  MY  THIRST
I BITTERLY WEPT
TEARS OF SORROW

DOWN MY FACE
MY TEARS DRIPPED
INTO A LARGE GOLDEN GOBLET
FILLING IT TO THE BRIM.
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I WEPT
UNTIL I COULD NO MORE
THEN I WAS THIRSTY.

WITH A SMILE
THE WORLD OFFERED ME A DRINK
FROM THE SAME GOLDEN GOBLET
FILLED TO THE BRIM.

TOO  LATE
THE SCREECH OF CAR TIRES
QUICK TURN OF WHEEL
STILL HITTING A LITTLE FORM
THAT BROKE UPON THE STEEL
AND LAY IN A SMALL BUNDLE
STAINING THE ROAD RED ...

"I Sa..Sa..SAW HER TOO LATE,"
WAS ALL THE DRUNK DRIVER SAID.
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ANOTHER DRINK FOR THE ROAD
WAS TOO MANY THAT DAY
A SMALL PRECIOUS CHILD
WOULD NEVER AGAIN PLAY;
FOR THE PARENTS - NO ANSWERS
ONLY THESE WORDS INSTEAD ...

"I Sa..Sa..SAW HER TOO LATE,"
WAS ALL THE DRUNK DRIVER SAID.

I  USED  TO  ASK
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I USED TO ASK
THE WORLD,
"WHY ?"
UNTIL THE WORLD REPLIED,
"WHY ASK WHY ?"

THEN I REALIZED THAT
KNOWING WHY
CHANGES NOTHING ...

THE WORLD STILL GOES ON AND ON.
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