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Ah Literacy
It is a Magical key,
It is an opening to more possibilities-
the bridge between not and have!
To know your name,
and express an idea
all through scribbling for sight-
is Noble and Magnificent indeed!
Genius in Creativity
is nearly useless for himself and others-
without that Magical literacy!
Why suffocate yourself or others
how many Emancipators, Teachers and Philosophers
have gone unheard from lack of literacy?
Pray that when a Brother or Sister
are stumbling, unable to decipher-
that you Friend be there
to help them read the ways!
*****
A Millennium Day
Unicorns and Amazons
chasing in a derby race;
what a noble thing
for us to see!
Saint Peter tappiong-out the rhythm
whilst old Gabriel leads a tune,
and Saint Francis sings harmony!
Mary
and the ladies hence-
spin and play
making and baking!
The Heavens envelop
and Eden's times are warm-
Man, Earth and Love!
Rhymes that made no reason
seem all splendid in this season-
betwixt has made the scene!
Jesus sits beside His Father
and ponders with the children-
dashing as a noble Prince!
could things be any grandeur!
*****
A New Year Proverb
Stepping through to a new threshold
with fresh horizons, expectations and joys-
let us embark with believing hearts.
Wipe the old slate clean
shattering grudges and mending hurts-
so all will be bright and clean.
Make not quickly composed resolutions
for in your morrows, they're soon forgotten-
permitting bad old habits to bounce right back.
Speak to your Soul, Family and Friends,
digesting and figuring that which is told-
so your new resolutions are heartedly held.
Indeed welcome this dawning year,
be not afraid or hesitant-
for all is possible if we but Believe!
*****
An Improvisation
Life is but an Improvisation
a moments lark held too tightly
by fledgling immortals, who know no better.
Greedily clinging to its very essence,
Dumbfoundedly creating stupefying actions-
as if it is all the time they've got.
Oh do pray the Masterful Teacher to come
and lead these wandering immortals home-
so they might know, Life is beyond the grave!
*****
Autumn Scene
Chipmunks burrowing nuts,
Jays striking at wolves-
this is Falls essence.
Sloshing,
Swirling creek
carries images of Winter.
Brown Bear,
how he grows with fat-
another sleep to pass away.
Hues of red, green and gold,
causing Natures excited vision-
drifting from the trees.
Good Hermit near bowing stream,
halt your stroll-
come visit with us.
We are her Creatures;
Elk, Hawk and Unicorn!
*****
Auto, Plane and Omnibus
Auto, plane and omnibus,
what a marvelous fuss,
that stupored man
creates with you.
Ladies, Gentlemen and Nom De Plumes-
what frolic,
just yesterday unknown;
is Reality tomorrow?
That which is up, that, which is down,
how can we tell right from wrong-
when covered with technology?
It takes the Roses essence
and be little it to nothingness-
until Poet and Philosopher,
re-erect it on the citadel of Love!
*****
Betwixt
Betwixt that which is
and seems not,
and that which isn't
but seems so,
there is such little distance.
The fluttering of an eyelash,
a long embracing glance;
both so quickly done.
Yet, lasting immemorially
they are the bridges
to both so far apart!
*****
Be Yourself
HIGH-
Fly like a kite,
swirl as smoke,
dance through the night.
Don't get up-tight
your, yourself,
and that's out of sight!
You may not hold fortunes
nor sing harmoniously,
yet, your Spirit fills many rooms!
*****
Born of Action
Propagation-
it is born of action
stretched up on the glen.
It comes in many forms and styles-
High and Low,
Bright and Dark
all elements cast about.
If it's to grow
Strong and Bold,
Honest and True,
it must undulate on.
Not within the Realm
of darken valley;
rather gently,
and lovingly-
beyond the breezy valleys depth.
High up on a mountain,
nurtured in the Son of Life!
*****
Business
Soaring and Gliding,
moving with the wind
be no ones Fool.
Learn the trades tricks
then multiply and amplify
the Families Pride!
Laying bricks or Shooting craps,
Incorporating or Franchising-
just do your Best!
Step on no feet,
Leave no Sorrow-
yours is Gold.!
Push and Shove,
Tare out Hair,
You'll reap only dust-
Blown so quickly away!
*****
But for a Moment
Oh cast Thee not a doubtful shadow,
but run a muck in unrelenting Love-
for in the morrow, yours is Heaven above.
A Foxy Lady from down the path
hast come to borrow sugar-
and spend a moments time with Thee.
You ask her kindly to come in,
Stumbling backwards over chairs-
for none's so blind as unrelenting Love.
Rum and Cola, fancy the mind to ease,
whilst but a moments conversation-
has turned the hours past.
So soon the young ones came
to fold away the years-
through chattering and meandering.
It is true only yesterday
you ran a muck in unrelenting Love-
with a Foxy Lady from down the path
who has but come to borrow sugar!
*****
A Christmas Poem
It is Christmas, It is Christmas
a most joyous season-
with Jesus as our reason!
Gather Ye Families and Friends about,
Iin Church and Home with cheer-
for on this day the Lord came here.
When sharing gifts with those we Love,
both large and small, home made and bought-
remember He is the Grandest Gift of all!
For when man had gone amuck
from feasting dail on satan's decadence-
the Lord was born to lead us home again!
So gather Ye Family and Friends
in Church and Home with cheer-
for on this day the Lord came here!
*****
Circulation
Dew drops
Drops to Earth
Earth holds puddle
Puddle crests
Crest makes stream.
Stream flows
Flow meets river
River creates sea
Sea evaporates
Evaporation forms cloud.
Cloud is heavy
Heaviness descends
to recycle again!
*****
Clouds
Clouds,
Oh wonderous,
wonderous clouds;
what fancy you form?
There are Beasts
and Feasts,
and things of many forms!
Day up on days,
Months up on months
and on through the years.
Yet,
always we are mystified.
"YOUR SPLENDOR?"
It seems to reach down
and touch our very Soul.
Lifting us up ward,
up ward into the joys beyond!
Even when you are heavy,
and bursting at the seam,
and all seems a bad dream;
we look at you in wonder,
asking that forever
Your splendor carries on!
*****
Dark Rumbling War Clouds
When yellow daffodils deck the hills
and Unicorns come out to play-
there shall I choose to stay!
Where Fox and Rabbit are known as kin
and the word Enemy is long forgotten-
there shall I choose to stay.
Soon as dark rumbling war clouds,
shatter in a bright spring haze-
then shall I choose to stay!
For I am Harmony,
Gentle and Serene-
a mortal essence not known to stay!
*****
Dew
This morning,
when all was fresh and new,
I chanced to wake
just in time to see,
the morning dew.
Thus feeling new myself,
outside I went,
barefoot and all,
just to feel
the sweet morning dew,
ll fresh and new!
*****
DO
Time-
infinitely cataclysmic,
for those who sit in stupor;
watching realities meander past!
Rivers of current,
wander not purposeless
they fee the eager!
*****
Dracula's Death
DRACULA-
Varmint of Death,
Outcast from Hell!
Drink your blood,
Hicky your necks-
turn all to stone!
Torches flare tonight-
we're after you!
Flee to castle dark,
yourself is full of stench-
the hounds will know of you!
You Master of Revolt-
have little eve left.
Soon comes dawn
and through your horrid heart,
I'll drive a wooden stake!
*****
First Winter Snow
I sit in my front Window
wishing, oh so desiring,
that Snow would be on the way.
The leafs are gone,
and it's cold to the bone-
darn there is still no snow!
I want to see Children playing,
sledding down hills
not feeling the chill-
but no snow even yet!
I am back at work
trying to compose a poem
for only fifteen minutes.
When up I look for inspiration
then WOW!
It's here, it's here!
That wonderful miracle called Snow.
Now I know that
all will be right.
So I put on my hat
and run into the chill.
Grabbing at Snow
as though it's here only for now!
*****
Friend and Lover
I wish to be your Friend
a Pal to weather-out storms with-
but most of all just a Friend,
who is always there when needed!
I desire to be your promised Love
not the dreamed of Knight-
but the man to cushion hurts
and keep the hearth before Thee warm.
I want not to build about Thee
nor to set you on a pedestal-
rather I wish all the world to know
that we are both Lovers and best of Friends,
united in a partnership
to make all Life seem better!
I'm not a man of gilded-tongue
nor one who plays the peoples games-
and so eavh night up on the twinkling Heavens,
I've asked a way to tell Thee.
Then just last night
as I slept on my pillow-
two brillian, soothing Angels
rendered me this poem;
and now to you, I've brought it!
*****
Gifts
Box's full of Joy,
looks like Christmas,
at least a Birthday.
Smiles of Surprise-
it's for Friendliness,
the noblest of Gifts!
*****
Gigolo
Decent, Devoted and Dependable-
most necessary for gentlemen,
quit disastrous to a Gigolo!
Must get spread about, cannot leave a doubt;
I'm most despicable!
Despicable did I say?
Notorious in the hay?
Matters not the day,
won't you come and play?
For a bit of wine
and a loaf of bread,
I'll gladly share your bed.
Render to me-
which is fun and profitable
and I'll follow anywhere.
Try and be seious,
speak of lasting Love;
and I'll disappear-
for I'm a Gigolo!
*****
Give Our Minds a Break
Always rushing
never breathing
society is pushing.
Where is the rest
that solemn peaceful time?
We break you know
from no time that is mine.
We are people
not machinery,
that runs and runs
and never ever breaks!
I can't lay back
and give my mind
a moments quite time!
Cell phone in my ear,
t.v. always shouting
people ordering and demanding.
How do I flush out this bleating?
My mind is over heating
soon I'll crash and burn!
Oh I know,
but can I really do it?
Turn off the lights and phones;
unplug that darn t.v.,
close my eyes and be with the Lord.
He is just beyond
societies odor;
deep within my heart!
*****
Greener Pastures
Over the mountain
towards yon' valley below-
young hearts have strove
for years untold!
They've slung their packs
and cut their paths,
for legends still untold.
Chasing that elusive dream
from corner to corner-
they never get much older.
Yet then again
there's those who've caught a dream-
and for those Souls,
Life is a bowl of sweet cream!
Thus when over yon' fence Thee go,
to search out greener pasture lands-
always play your best hand first!
*****
Haunting
Ghosts, Goblins and Grizzled Vamps
enough to haunt the noblest man-
woe beholds your sickening Souls!
Tramping within crumbled castles,
slaying innocents with thy stench,
chilling spines through ghastly cries-
woe beholds your sickening Souls!
Men of science, preachers too
have searched your condemnations out-
only to know Thee never so!
For a thousand decades
your bloody stories told,
by hapless victims
your sickening Soul, they beheld!
*****
Heaven Cries
Oh pitter and patter
ye crystal drops from God,
and renew all Life's vitality!
Cleanse away the sooty degradations!
Of the technocrats cemented cities-
so all can breath again!
Whilst out up on His fruited plains
and far beyond the mountains side-
you quench the thirst of living things.
So rain ye tears of Heaven
bedecking both Good and Evil-
until all the world is fresh again!
*****
How High
Mountains and Mole Hills,
Intimidations or simple Contemplations-
depends how high you wish to fly!
When Neanderthal transgressed the land
it was wondrous to meet each meal-
Yet, now we dine in a minutes time.
Watching the birds fly about,
for many years we desired its convenience-
until we walked up on the moon.
Mountains and Mole Hills,
Intimidations or simple Contemplations-
depends how high you wish to fly!
*****
I'll Remember
Little Fawn,
springing about the shore-
your grace is effervescent.
T0 watch your antics
standing before the forestry depths;
is both wondrous and endearing.
Gentle and soothing to the touch,
your very self stirs my Soul to flight.
As the solemn mountain creek,
we wait the hours out-
until as the sun, you bring warmth about.
I dream to walk with you-
for so proudly you stand,
a native child of Life, eternally.
Though hardly can this be-
for to the rich meadows you roam;
whilst to the mountain side I travel,
ever recalling your appearance;
with verse, song and merriment!
*****
IF
Angels came one night
to herald forth the word-
that Christ was here again.
No longer would cannons thunder
nor soldiers die for cause-
the Prince of Peace
would still their wrath!
It was reason to cheer-
to raise from my sleep
and be servant for my Lord!
The mid-night simmered with light
as a soothing chorus sang throughout-
that Christ our Lord was here again!
A wanted dream fulfilled;
an aspiration come true-
woe onto us, I fear not.
It was upon awakening
my heart was sunk-
for mankind still was regning
in self-pious righteousness-
with the Angels heralding;
but a murky dream beyond!
*****
Losing Freedom
The gentle trickle
of a mountain stream,
creates a solemn dream.
Bubbling and Gurgling,
Swirling and Slushing,
Endlessly moving;
Through a course
meandering.
The Trout know you as home,
the Birds quench their thirst;
Yet man in is wisdom
dams you and crams you,
calling you his-
until you must hurt!
*****
Love is my Flower
Love is like a Dandelion,
popping-up in the strangest places;
Bold and Strong
in unremitting Beauty!
To deny it's being is demonic-
to cherish it as a rose;
is to know the essence of
Emotional Tribulations
sent by God!
Treat it gently,
deliver no harm.
Then you shall feel,
its immortal charm!
Water it with tears of Joy,
Feed it with Laughter.
Weather it from storms of misunderstanding.
Else you'll kill it;
like a weed
plucked from an earthly garden!
*****
Mans Enchanted Mind
What merry muck
runs asunder,
in mans enchanted mind?
What castles tall
and dangers small,
enhance the brightest vision?
It is the Spirit of Life-
with its solemn composition.
Flowing as the river current,
Lapping as the tide-
Cascading over and under
all bridges of Mortal Interest!
Rendering the mighty helpless,
whilst soaring others to immortality.
It forces us all in step
to acknowledge;
that who we are,
and what we do,
it is best to walk in Humbleness!
*****
Mister Poet
Standing on corners,
reciting rhyme
working for dimes;
how hard the times!
Creating momentous verse
that I've not rehearsed-
to captivate a crowd!
Misjudged words break my heart-
for then there is dispersion,
leaving no dimes
and hungry I am!
The Poets life-
goes up and down
and travels all around.
From bungalow to bungalow,
theater to theater,
I'll create new verse.
Earning more dimes,
for there is no other line
in a Poets mind!
*****
Morning Dew
Twink,
Twinkle,
Twank
went the Dew,
as soothing my nose
it came,
one morning new.
Oh what a relief it is,
that sparkling Dew.
With but a
Twank,
Twinkle,
Twink
it comes each morn;
to make things new!
*****
Monsieur
What Ya' going to do with that cigarette,
put it in your mouth
then puff and puff,
until you drag and drag on to Death?
Monsieur Carcinogen rolled that stick
cause he wants to see you might sick-
he laughs and laughs for this dubious trick!
It is so plain an simple-
paper rolled about crumbled leafs
tender and smooth, never harsh.
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