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Mom, I miss you so much, tears blind and burn me. Whenever I look at my son’s face, I see your face. I wish you could have met him.
****
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What Are Orange and Black Butterflies?
Monday, April 16, 2001, was a day I will never forget, not only because it was the day after Easter, but also because it was the worst day of my life.
I was working second shift at a job I hated. As usual, I was shucking returned jewelry from raggedy, cardboard gift boxes rapidly, and checking them for defects before shipping them back out. At least my favorite music, Eighties and Classic Rock, was blaring overhead, albeit the buzzing, clicking, and banging of machinery drowned most of it out.
The only reason I took that crummy job, was that I was new in Cincinnati. My beau and I moved from Atlanta around January. I was so eager, after years of countrywide exploration, to settle down somewhere new. Besides, he was from Cincinnati, so it was just going home for him. We hit the road for a change in life, and never looked back. The one thing I regretted leaving behind in Georgia was my mother.
My mother was truly more than a mother to me. She was my best friend. She was an intelligent, eccentric woman. She had so many talents, and my younger brother and I were talented just like her-SMILE. She was free-spirited and big on self-expression. My younger brother and I were raised Wiccan. That was my mother’s spirituality of choice for quite a while. Imagine my awkwardness growing up African-American and Pagan when all my friends were Christians. Then again, imagine my frustration loving Classic and Modern Rock when all my friends liked Rap and R & B. I would NOT change my experiences growing up for anything in the world! It made me the open-minded person that I am today.
Thinking about my mother that night at work, I was wiling away the ten-hour shift. The previous day was Easter, and I was thinking about how much I missed spending holidays with my mother. I did not get to call her, as I was preoccupied and time slipped away from me. I mailed her a card, but I was quite certain she had not received it yet.
Suddenly, literal "music to my ears" struck my soul like thunder. "Dog and Butterfly" by Heart began to play. My mother used to sing that song to me when I was a child. During that song, I felt a peaceful, spiritual link to my mother, yet I was uncontrollably misty-eyed. I excused myself discretely from my workstation and went to the bathroom to contain my tears. I closed my eyes and saw an enormous orange-and black butterfly in my mind. I ran from the bathroom to my workstation and continued with my nightly duties.
On the way home, I could not shake the image of the butterfly. My beau could clearly tell I was upset. Upon him asking me what was wrong, I replied, "I'm having the strangest feeling. I can't explain what it is, or why. Something has happened..."
As we entered our small apartment, I noticed the message light flashing quickly on the answering machine. I dropped my gear, ran over, and pushed play. I heard my great uncle and brother's voices say sadly, "NoShell, call us when you get in. It doesn't matter what time it is..." Needless to say, I called immediately with the image of the butterfly still fluttering in my mind.
Once I received the horrible news that my mother passed away earlier that very day from a blood clot in her leg that moved up to her lung, I coiled on the ground with grief. Not MY mother! She was so young, only 46! There was so much did not get to do together. She did not have any grand kids! It was her dream to go to Canada, and I wanted to take her! She had not published her poetry books yet! My brother had not graduated from high school! I could go on for hours... And of course, I asked the cliché questions: Goddess, WHY!? Our family is already so small. Why didn't you take me instead? Why my mother? Why now? Why are you so cruel! Sheryl Denise Williams-born several minutes after Christmas and died several hours after Easter. Damn, that explained my hearing that song and the vision of the butterfly...
That night, I was mostly sleepless. When I did drift off, I kept dreaming about a tree and a small stream in a thicket-- and of course, the orange and black butterfly. I did not know why. You see, my mother was a major nature lover-- not just because she was Pagan; she actually wanted to make a career of it. She was going to college to be a Forest Ranger when she was younger. I am not sure what happened. It is my understanding that her mother died, she married my father, and I was born, not exactly in that order. Nevertheless, we could never go past wooded areas without venturing in, or go past a tree or wild flower without acknowledging its beauty. The dream was, perhaps, her idyllic heaven; she was at peace.
My beau rented a car and rushed me to Atlanta that Tuesday afternoon. The song "Dog and Butterfly" was really stuck in my head, and a strange thing occurred. It snowed nearly all the way from Cincinnati to Atlanta, the entire trip! In the middle of April?
When I arrived in Atlanta's radio range, the song was not only playing on my favorite Classic Rock station, but a recorded interview with the band was airing, also. Was my mother trying to communicate with me? The orange and black butterfly burned in my mind, once again.
The question came up: What to do with my mother's ashes (Vigorously, she told everyone that she wanted to be cremated after death a long time ago). My great uncle informed me that they all visited a friend of the family's acreage in North Georgia. She enjoyed walking their nature trail. Even though she was in frail health, she walked the entire trail, stopping to rest several times. When they reached the end of the trail, a thicket with a sparkling stream, she turned to my uncle and exclaimed excitedly, "You know how much I love this! When I die, I want to be cremated and sprinkled out here."
After I handled the final business, family and friends met with my brother and I to sprinkle my mother's ashes near the stream. We also planted a seedling in the thicket, and sprinkled her ashes there as well. As the crowd headed back to the main house, my brother and I stayed behind. We removed our necklaces. Mine was a large silver pentacle, and his was a pewter sword. We held hands and tossed them into the creek in memory of our mother.
Suddenly, a strong, silent sense of peace swept over us, and a gigantic orange and black butterfly swooped down from the trees and flew over the very spot our necklaces landed! It circled the area three times, and shot up into the air with a twinkle. My brother and I looked at each other and laughed happily. "Mom is awesome!" he exclaimed, while staring at the black polish on his stubby nails.
When I returned to Cincinnati, I got my first tattoo. I always wanted to get one, but I never had the time or an idea. I won a radio contest for a free tattoo when I told my story, and I got a small dog and an orange and black butterfly with 1954-2001 cascading from it on my right calf. Eventually, I plan to get a little Easter Bunny dressed up like Santa Claus.
After a while, as I cleaned, I noticed my mother's poetry popping up all over the place. I wondered was that another message from her? My mother was deeply into poetry in the eighties and nineties. In the eighties, I was only a child, but I remember her sitting in front of her typewriter pecking away into the wee hours of the night. She would always read her works to me, and even though I was too young to understand them, the beauty and eloquence of her words always made me smile, and gave me a sense of comfort. Just as the orange and black butterfly did in my time of need.
I remembered her getting many of her poems published in different anthologies, especially in the early eighties. I knew I had a hard task before me: collecting my mother's poetry and honoring her memory by getting them published as a collective. I did not know where to start! Did she keep all her old works? How would I write her bibliography? Would I be able to find enough of her poetry TO publish? What was I going to do!?
Surprisingly enough, I went back to Atlanta later to clear her storage space in July. My little brother greeted me with a smile, and exclaimed, "I found some of mom's old poetry, or something..." He handed me a small black folder with about ten poems in it. The condition of the paper was really fresh and crisp, so I assumed they were newer poems. I figured my quest was over. I could not wait to get home and figure out a way to get started.
Once we started cleaning the storage space, I found folder after folder after folder of poetry. Then, I began finding old certificates and awards for her poetry. I found copyright papers and old acceptance letters. I even found book titles she seemed to be toying with! I was so utterly excited! I found enough poetry for not one, but two books! It was almost as if I was meant to find it.
When we finished cleaning, and I got everything prepared to go back to Cincinnati (back to my wonderful job-blah), I noticed an orange and black butterfly ascending into a tree. My heart was warm.
For your reading pleasure, I present to you the seed of my mother's soul and the fruit of my labors: Linear Light from the Ivory Tower.
A special note: My mother wrote these poems long before the joyous advantages of Spell Check. After scanning them, the minor typos, I fixed with no problems. However, I did not want to replace the few words that came up as typos. I did not want to ruin my mother’s vision by misinterpreting her meanings and replacing the wrong words. Let your spirit guide your interpretations. Enjoy...
****
To Mother,
the new monarch flies...
but fall won’t be the same, I
yearn for your cocoon…
D. K. N. Yuko
****
Short Eternity
A Closing Line
With depth and passion-
You turn to ask:
Why does love fashion-
Itself to wearing a mask?
Who discreetly stalks-
Having all points in one;
A love that caulks-
My inside sun?
Not too easily impressed-
By midnight's smoke;
Allows the trifling confessed,
And dares fidelity to uncloak.
Prepare this pseudo-game-
For a closing line;
Adoration, hard to claim-
When love has its own design.
The Fugue of Dreams
Beating the wings of fame-
bowed by a tempting glow;
The swift sun of life-
migrates, to some unknown plateau.
Deep are the openings of candor,
serene is its novel smile;
And twilight passes mute...unnoticed,
into a reserved exile.
Before the altar of worth-
thoughts become a gaunt refrain;
Warm shadows lay unfolded-
idle actions, flood this terrain.
Inborn is this trust of waves-
most times misunderstood;
Power displayed...to behold-
this fluttered motion was good.
Vivid sound...a floating clamor,
strays proudly from a prime;
Adorned with a gyrated birth,
that rules this habitat sublime.
Mist of dreams fleecy twined-
those nymph spirits overwhelm;
Pursuing clouds of slur-
resides shaded, within its realm.
Telling a story unreal and true-
of visions fast and dull;
Conceived during a drunken toil,
enlighten efforts became annul.
Fractions of gentle magic drew-
all living things towards wonder;
Suggestive, the wise skill of symmetry,
for all mortal things to ponder.
Envoi
This tenet be an err revealed,
pageant... not the only recital to survive;
(Therefore) the fugue of dreams-
too, will remain symphonically alive.
Mystic Magic
Within this dreamy house-
when the moon is low;
From crevices on the pane-
gusty, illusions, sway to and fro.
Aloof was this discipline wind-
the alkaline breeze blew west;
Across those popular trails,
forever, on a muted quest.
A trance darken the sky-
with little hope of change;
Then cloud-waters swept clean,
bringing augury into range.
An open scroll of secret speaks,
depleted of lingering tragic;
Within the dreamy house prompts,
the telling of mystic magic.
Song-voices, callout to me,
unclear was the meaning;
Wooing hours vacantly stood-
the benign commerce quarantining.
Compounded beneath a sunbeam,
sloping chambers met half-way;
Towards an obsolete precept-
whose leagues half-lay.
At the center of mystic magic,
the air is damp...ground bare;
Abated edges hang in the balance,
having cloaked wiles... beware.
Threaded and ready to wage,
peerless, the throne of repose;
Taking now its leave and on the note,
the magic window close.
A Veneer of Shale
And less the expansive cosmic note,
leaning towards an emotional appeal;
This span called peace is commonplace,
a changeless grade fickled--unreal.
Emptied into boundaries complete-
tear-streams of a-many eyes;
The whole of this search is vivid-
flanking the upheaval, it tries.
In a beam vastly intense...pathetic,
predicts this futuristic tale;
Only a myriad of memories now peek-
through a veneer of shale.
A layer is spun then vaulted-
encapsulating each alien forecast;
Touching a thousand years, it claims-
the spoils, of this earth-wide blast.
Barren is the mastery of haste-
below this veneer of shale;
Inclined of mold itself into a glimmer,
raising a past-present wail.
So present a moral that flatters-
this legacy of rotation wild;
For the weight of wisdom without direction,
leaves one with the makings of a child.
The multitudes will have their day,
then cease to re-enlist;
Preserved among home-bred habits,
where thoughts, time, and space coexist.
That hint of a pretended union
shall fall wasted, with abuse;
Henceforth, the dust alone will rule-
because of this petty misuse.
The Marvel of Prayer
I
Grieving sweetly at parting circumstance,
A potent quiescent spell;
Following a fallacy quite by chance,
Instead, fashion my meditation well.
Within a tutored languid void-
Dire saturate the conscious sublime;
Have I not yet been decoyed
Shall I speak of a chagrin time?
Of novel sense and prime intent-
My thoughts convey various things;
Cede memories a measure insolent-
Like hot winter or cold springs.
II
Yet this enchantment felt and seen,
Coddles many a-dying tones raw;
Summon illusions warm and serene,
In low utterance-a stately awe.
Away from day despairs...its blends,
Once again, night abets me alone;
Undisclosed mysteries of mind descends,
Effortlessly, heeding the undertone.
Before the crystal haven condemn_
Uncounted times within this space;
In a towering condition less grim,
Enduringly, I accept a regal embrace.
III
Through the mist of buried days,
A pungent malice shan't distort;
Nude affluent gestures upraise-
Brushing a funnel of replete support.
This prayer and countless more,
Patterns of an elite, passionate design;
Taking a mobile part in this galore,
Parading a hint of the Divine.
No depths of worth will intermix,
Crossing over, I saw no finer wonder;
My spirit gripped by a devout fix-
Whose power, I wish to remain under.
Perhaps saving the best for last,
In this corner, is faith a little lean;
Prompting questions critical and vast,
At the center, the marvel of prayer intervene.
In Linear Light
Requires no special definer—
The lack of inner poise;
At fault—primary impulses minor—
In a collection of just one noise.
Literally, broad the process—
Irony arises from this anecdote;
On the basis of being naïve, I guess—
Lucid ravings—an alibi remote.
Simplicity on demand follows through—
Revival appears none too trite;
Once resurrected, the anile discontinue—
Illusions posing in linear light.
One may find no prefix used—
Seeking to align with our maker;
Herein this unrealized warning infuses—
As much wisdom into subliminal acres.
A Vista of Spellbound
Laxed for all to draw upon-
seize tabloids registered to foretell:
A reflection or two...to consider,
spellbound fathoms hard to parallel.
An unequaled event sets the stage,
others refusing to dabble...now defect:
Under the edges, an asylum safe-
and scandal survives in retrospect.
This vista the adept forges-
warms the dim enough to pry;
A laudable bargain to offer-
when the sharpness fades, lift a cry.
Nor change the way of a skeptic,
the nameless watch, then surmise;
A versatile frenzy breaks through,
Calling to the light...a formidable moonrise.
With this record of transfixing-
embers of the mythical reclaim the gleam:
No anemic indulgence...twilight's foreplay,
this tremor succumbs to a curious regime.
Invoke this oratory for what its worth,
built on a format keen--overture sincere:
Resist the dazzle with an easy manner,
ethics precise--the outcome revere.
Esoteric In Nature
And permission given soon embower,
reapers of the majestic wall;
A tattered web of misdeeds expire,
to be done for one--for all.
A gracious pastime this arcane vowing,
breaking down barriers once forbidden;
Weaves remote then expands the trance,
up to now, vacant of mystic symbols hidden.
Throughout an id-galaxy these omens trail,
put forth a motion beyond this range;
Royal chants exhaled where none were before,
some oblique sign...we forever change.
Cogent fires gather in steep places,
enhance a ploy to inertly overthrow;
Now concedes this infertile zeal,
a displacement we eventually outgrow.
The crowning glory--so it wants to be,
yet to be explained, the last suggestion;
Meditation...esoteric in nature
bare intellect can't tame--no question.
A Muse for Modern Times
I
As fanciful a set or meant to be,
well-bred translated into design;
akin to tradition--sure thing divine,
Making this endeavor natural--feels free.
Further to revival another example,
equal in mind and the eye;
to any master, a scroll to testify,
For much of this drama--a musing sample.
Grant in part, a generous display,
adding to what we already know,
this visual rehearsal, arrant to grow,
Into a classical surge most welcomed today.
In terms of dealing with an antique,
of the second half which stems;
surpasses a collector's level of gems;
Joined to those things inspiring--unique.
II
Mythical works of art themselves--a muse,
cast an impact foreboding, the first time;
along with countless aspirations prime,
As a result, the balance: no logic to use.
True of spirit, onto certain elements grafted,
somehow legible yet magically ecliptic,
implied this love of media cryptic;
Unusual, nine myth-maidens of Zeus drafted.
A point of view, abnormal in size,
even when purpose fulfills the dream,
the taste for a frolicsome scheme,
Appears to become bolder--uncommonly wise.
A reminder from the beginning-
this topic for us is justly played
nine muses idyllic in drive to aid--
The series all in one: legendary yarn-spinning.
The Ways of Why
Of the ancient earth, transfix with us,
lucent beams upon the wind excite;
Rescue this meaning well concealed,
access insanity newborn each night.
Channel knowledge to persuade,
a great deal of majesty--the result;
Appreciate the ploy of variety-
more firmly based on fact--the occult.
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