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The Awakening
In the Dark Shadows
In the dark shadows of my own making,
Like a cold, windless niche in a stone cathedral,
I walk beside a reflection of truth,
A midnight soul, seeing a self — denying a self.
And in that place, I build a fortress retreat.
Then, like some dart from a Promethean bow,
I am struck down by simplicity;
Truth until by the cathedral’s deep dark ivy growth;
Like a new born fawn coming to the river,
Seeing a new reflection; true self.
And the warm wind from two brown eyes do tell;
And quickly the leaves begin to toss in the woodland groves;
All is sunlight and radiant.
How is this radiance?
It comes from a midnight soul.
It plays in the runnels, is filtered by bowers.
It lights memory and replays in variations.
It turns old hatred to love.
It sates intemperate passions;
Anguish drifts to sand.
The fortress crumbles under its thunderous weight,
And I am free of it.
The sea cleanses me naked under the starry sky
Vaulted with knowledge of the first star I see;
And like great wine, I am poured from one vessel into another,
From one of stone to one cut from the starry night.
I fly with the wind, the gentle softness of my own nature
And fall in love with myself,
A self without reflection.
I catch the glint of guilt and dry the stream of tears;
Tears forgotten now.
Forgiven now, as I come to the river of my self to drink;
A new born fawn lapping her reflection in a sunlit pool.
Wisps of Sand
Wisps of sand, tan and darkled,
Coat wet blankets as the rain comes.
Torrents send the waders under rafters,
Sought shelter down, and under,
Huddled as rabbits in Arden;
As birds in New Guinea.
The arsenal strikes;
The sand quickens, streaming like as snow-cooled cauldron;
And we huddle closer, further down; further under.
Under these blanket shadows,
My soul finds sunlight,
Radiant and redolent of rain.
How chilled, rain on boards.
How fancy, wind through your hair.
So here we lie, metaphors of God’s imagination,
As the sea bubbles over the jetties;
And the gulls laugh at us as we huddle,
Huddle, as rabbits in Arden.
The Band Played Merrily
The band played merrily;
(It was the Fourth)
And my heart was proud to be alive and here
Beside those deep brown eyes.
(A cool July indeed).
In pergola dreams we sat,
Speaking with nothing to say
But, the weather’s cool, for July, I mean, but
Silence dwells within
The wink of an unnamed rose.
This rose, an ivory dream kissed red,
Is a blush that wears
Me as a mirror, for on my cheek another unnamed rose appears.
Those eyes are gone too soon,
A wake of a sweet remembrance,
A cool and icy flower’s tear,
A blood stained petal,
A record clear;
First love feathered in a yesteryear.
Stone in Rock Shining
Stone in rock shining — inward,
Never to see the light of native sun,
Is tapped by the mineral hunter,
Cut from the womb of time,
To be shaped for this world,
Pressed in a setting, saucy and peacherine;
Housed on velvets under glass,
Whispering to the watchers to hold it close to hand and heart.
Flawless, excepting the cost of it.
Yet, not until the shining comes again,
Sweeping the stone back into the womb
Will the depreciation halt;
Except in those oft’ sleepless nights
When we glimpse those forgotten days
Before we were tapped by the mineral hunter.
Come to My Heart
Come to my heart, dear friend.
Come to my side this very day,
For I mean to pledge my friendship to thee,
To worship at your holy shrine,
Beyond the strawberry love,
Beyond the fading promise in the wave.
There I am, at your side,
At the altar to your beauty,
Despite the envious throngs;
The harvest you could reap.
Here I am, watching o’er your dreams
By your bedside in the bleakness,
Standing at your doorstep when the winter winds take warning.
Calling by your trumpet when a whisper goes unnoticed,
Holding all your secrets when the roses cease to flourish;
A mirror to your living,
Seeing you as in these moments
When the nighttime steals upon us,
Coursing you forever
Beyond the stroke of the sweetest hour.
So, see me as the friendship, vigilant beside you;
We the old, old soul-mates,
Sweet mists clung to the morning sea.
Like Light and Dark
Like light and dark.
The silent and the boisterous moments of life
Cycle the fires of our souls;
Chestnuts and cold lard
Warmed and brightly fostered,
So we can flicker a reflection of each other.
So, I sit at Inn Maypole
Before I stage my act
And see in the lonely reflection of my ale
The quiet critique and applause,
The whirlwinds that move me from table to table,
Inn to Inn,
Like light and dark on a cyclic journey
Toward evasive knowledge.
Self evidence.
Am I the only critic
Who recalled these ditto dawns?
I Watch Beside You
for Tony
I watch beside you by the window
As the rain kisses the pane;
Your eyes, sad eyes, pan the sky.
And I think I am not here, to your mind,
Your soul joining the drops in their cold dance.
Yet, I hear their lullaby, rocking your tired soul
In some phantom text.
Silence, there is silence.
Like the silence of the first day,
While you recall times that I could not,
Secrets released only to the rain,
Only on the gale’s cleansing whisper;
And you sigh; and I catch it;
Knowing your secret parley to the storm.
I catch your glance beside the pane;
And like a moth to candle I am drawn;
Knowing that in light there is truth;
In flame there is death;
But in the rain our secrets wash together to the same anointed sea.
Never Two Alike We
Never two alike we,
No matter the attempt;
The state says different.
All children will think this way.
Souls know different.
When winds blow,
Souls seek, and souls grow.
The congruent nuptial —
Great marriage of the spirit.
Children know by rote;
The soul knows by wind.
Yet, despite the howl,
Souls are sparse and
The dance is learned,
But the dancers sit so still.
The question rises like the star.
Needs are like the grass;
And we to rooters may be lost,
In the reflection of our one birth.
But, never two alike we,
Despite packet planting almanacs
And the party line; or the lemming’s leap.
Deep in spirit’s fold
One heart’s tale remains untold.
Alone We’d Walk on Sunday Morn
Alone we’d walk on Sunday morn,
To the lake’s edge rippled by the Summer sun.
Hands press as they sway to the beat of our pace,
While hyacinths crowd both cobbled path and breath.
Episodes he tells while I smile,
Half-listening to the trials of daily toil.
Lost, as it were, in the undemanding flow.
Then, I in turn tell my tale
As he, in deep reverie drifts within in my eyes,
Hearing not one of my profane imagined thoughts.
Running ahead, he bids me follow;
Chasing, I catch him on the bank.
Rolling, we pass daisies in their wink
And sit content cooling feet and love in the ripples,
Laughing when the minnows kiss our toes.
Oh great friend of mine!
‘Though gone, I still smell your hair
Gusting through the year’s long song,
While my aging heart cracks in despair
To recall words you spoke that I disdained to hear.
Oh great friend of mine!
There from the spot beneath the willow
Your silent fingers still my quivering lips toward dawn,
When I shall walk again by the lake’s edge
Beside the one I chose that Sunday morn.
Vine Spirits Kissed
Vine spirits kissed by Autumn sun,
Sing lullabies to me; melt my mind to mire.
Lay me flat with your big-breasted yield
Covering me with Soma’s counterpane.
Mercy in truth, call from the golden cup
And accept your true follower to the altar;
Sacrifice my lonely hour to the harbor
On the silent ship you sail on harvest seas.
Spin me away as the conqueror would,
Discoveries beyond the bounds.
Lift me to air-cooled new worlds,
As I float toward the sun on your waters.
I fall, but you catch me.
I bruise, but no matter.
They laugh, but I hold a mirror to their mocking maws;
For they envy me my soft slumber;
My gentle death within your arms,
While they must wait a time beyond their choosing.
I’m Out
I’m out, standing before my God,
Singing my best song,
Knowing finally that in His image I am created truly;
For when God made the world, he took a day to create what others would call folly,
That He especially deemed.
Once I thought like the others,
That the different contradicted all good;
Perversion thought I
And nothing could make me act,
So in the cave I hid at peace with the world;
At war with my God.
But now, the lamplighters are here;
They say we bear the eternal torch,
The true knowledge of love and pain and geese flying south.
They dance around me and tell me of gentleness.
Who are these Priests of the high art?
They surround me; but I had never seen them before.
So, I jump aboard the raft of my favorite boatman,
Who teaches me to navigate to the Eastern shore.
Never leave me boatman, even when I reach the new land,
The land beyond the closet door.
Confessional flies open; and I leap out,
Out before my God, who tells me more of love than I have ever known;.
Out before the others He created,
Not to question why?
But to sing the lamplighter’s song.
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