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ON DREAMS
ON EXISTENCE
ON LOVE
ON CREATIVITY
ON DEPRESSION
ON DEATH
* * * * *
THE APPLE
Attend the keening of the night,
let the shadows come alive,
to speak through masks of gossamer
the Truth for which we strive.
They might weep for pasts constrained
by characterological lies,
and hide in thoughts of oracles
yet in Gods our hope belies.
Repress, obsess, depress, aggress
our defenses gone awry,
the gift in Eden’s apple
Ego’s death can’t be denied.
LEFT BEHIND
The eve of death disturbs the phone
of sleeping son and love alone.
Hospice calls a moment past,
the agony unshared, yet to be devoured
as a stumbling alerts us to the pain
that will inevitably come,
yet begs our balance and resolve,
a futile plea to immortality.
And later, after public utterance
and tearful countenance,
do they smile at motes of dust
and bow to God’s reprieve?
SHADOWS COME ALIVE
Each night,
in every bedroom,
Shadows
come alive.
Loved ones
arise,
beckon us
to reminiscence.
Shameful memories,
their power
undiminished,
disguise themselves.
Barren, naked
in a crowd,
uncovered,
your frailties.
Triumphs exult,
flying,
to the sun,
unfettered.
Where will
the alarm
sound?
SOMETHING THIS NIGHT COMES
Lying in bed
a noise awakens,
darkness forbids my senses.
A growl,
deep throated,
It leaps upon the bed
clawing.
Meowing,
A Pussy Cat!
IN DREAMS
In dreams and reverie
life is refreshed by want.
All are born to the purple
beautiful, serene.
The bashful become flirtatious
the needy, sated.
Death seems surmountable
as blackness is blanched by light.
NIGHTS AT HOME
In dreams,
Signs appear.
Omens of another place.
Skies of rainbows
blind our vision,
a Golden warmth
to kiln our bones.
Chilliness, ugly sounds
invade our senses,
Hades` spawn
laugh derisively.
Age brings us
in nightly battles
to the mirror of our destiny.
Only faith can warm our hearts.
DREAMS 2
Lying as one
Hearts synchronized,
Breathless.
Coming down
sighing
what memories
The vividness astounds,
in dreams my wishes
gain reality.
After these many years,
speaking to you again
only thru the ether,
does not damp the feelings....
only one’s defenses
are built so strongly.
DREAMS
In dreams, the past comes alive.
She who has haunted my memories
gains substance,
and presents herself to me,
in all her mystery.
Colors blaze, pain fades
and hopes become reality.
in this moment
of reverie.
* * * * *
AWAKENING
As if in limbo,
the man floats
on his back, leisurely.
The wind settled,
waves gently moisten his skin.
The man seems spent, smiling at
the placidness of the sea.
Bereft of energy,
abandoned of will,
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