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Welcome

Having a nautical
background it always occurred to me that books that have a
"fore-word" should have an "aftward" or after-word. At the end of
the book you'll find thoughts that render some insight into some of
the intent and inspiration for the verse that precedes it. But I
encourage you not to read it yet and thereby spoil the enjoyment
that is unique to exploring verse and art generally - the drawing
of personal subjective perspective from the work. I think that too
often readers attempt to decipher what the writer was thinking and
miss out on the challenge of discovering those private Eureka
moments when the reader finds within some deep commonality or
understanding.

Verse should be read not
once but many times. Familiarity brings new insights. Do we not all
look at a sculpture or paintings more than once
under different light, during different moods and thereby draw new
perspective? I submit that it is no different with verse and that
it is foundational to its consumption that the insights come from
within and not from others, else the work would be a lecture and
not an exchange. Having made first impressions without the
polluting influence of a third party, the reader can more
confidently assume, reject or modify an author's
interpretations.

Poetry uniquely takes
written expression beyond the realm of the literal. It takes us to
places beyond the words. If we are fortunate, we can glimpse that
primordial level where we admit we are driven by instinct and fear,
hunger and the need for warmth, self-perpetuation and
community.

– KRA

 


The Courage of
Intimacy

I am awakening.

Seeming shy in nature, shy
in kind,

Boldly inviting to the
mind, another longing spirit blind

I recognize the essence
there, as harmless as my own inside.

Through filtered endless
circles made, patient with diverse distraction

A glance with eyes of
latent passion, dart daring to seduce

Lingering to satisfy a
yearning universal, declare uneasy truce

Now cloying scents of fear
away, a unity of soul holds sway

Past tentative uncertainty
deprived its treasured memory

Fished out of filtered
phrases and wielded without warning

The reach of patient
upturned palms, bared breasts of faith to face

Shared sensations flow
submerged in emotion's depths emerge

Such trust blunts
freedom’s fetters with smothering embrace

 




Your
Singularity

Each human form craves to
connect beyond the husk of pain

We search across the
boundless space that threatens naught to wane

Like one hundred thousand
stars distant to my hands

Or a hundred million
grains cast upon the strands

Humanity bears many seeds,
each is its own delight

Improbable to fill the
need, I caught one in my sight

Its tender lace of fronds
unfurled, a fern of tender green

Vulnerable my heart was
caught, so sure I've never been

Renewing hope in a true
love, your tenderness, your voice, your touch

Make a search of the
forest world seem hardly much.

Each day appears new
shoots or buds as if they always grew

On stems or leaves before
unblemished by the beat

The fern stretches out
under the sun, protected from the heat

It knows not the source of
nourishment, it simply basks in life anew.

 


Artistry

What kind of day is this
to which I wake?

Am I to paint your
silhouette

Or attempt to captivate
the color of your cheeks?

A hundred hues to mark
your moods

A thousand shades to
stretch across a canvass frame

To set in view a caring
soul and give it fame?

While subtle strokes of
brush or ink imbue a surface plain

At once it sets and dries
it moves with you in vain.

Or shall I be set to
musical task

To feel the graceful
harmony of your entrancing soul?

It seems that sculpting
shapes of stone or wood

Or crafting other molds
ne'er could

Let others see your
artistry that holds you dear to me

Which leaves me with mere
words to write

To craft an image of the
beauty in my sight.

 


My Muse

Frustrated by a dearth of
words I sit in absent thought

My Muse has left me for
another, suggestions come to naught

What use it is for her to
linger where her scribe has lost his ink?

Why waste words prompting
a man who cannot bear to think?

Perhaps she goes to
disagree with sullen, self-absorbèd me

Her breath is better blown
across a brain that chooses not to flee
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