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THE POET
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The written word

A heart awakened

Immersion of feelings

A search for understanding

Through verse

To rhyme or not to rhyme

The poet’s conundrum

Pen, keyboard, microphone

The tethering of self

Painting a scene with expressions

Sometimes with broad strokes

Other instances precise

A rainbow of lines

Sonnets, ballads, truths, opinions

Parodies, haiku

The poet wants the reader

To think and say “Wow”

Vocalization of thought
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THE HAUNTING
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I see the room empty

It appears as it always has

Warmth, even hot areas of the room, emanate

Sitting in my favorite Victorian high-back chair

I am overwhelmed by a hot flash

Abruptly, a door opens over and over

Faint voices echo in the empty house

Now the room buzzes with energy

My head throbs with questions not my own

Come here! Do you know? Who are you?

I’m yelling at the voices

Please leave me alone! Go away! I don’t know!

Finally, in a rage of frustration, I leave

Slamming doors and running to my safe place

Known only to me

There is no doubt that my home, this house, is haunted

10/Oct/2024
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DEATHS DOOR
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Should we encounter life beyond death

Rising from sleep, releasing life's fleeting breath

Unsheathed brightness engulfs us in sweet relief

Realizing earthly mortality is shamefully brief

Sweet death is the author of immortality

The death we often view as a total calamity.

12/Apr/91
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MOSTLY GHOSTY


[image: ]




There was a time I was

Now humans wish I were not

Lurking in the shadows

Throwing tantrums

Other times, a protector

Of the more vulnerable

Loving a good scare

Tricks without the need of treats

Mostly transparent

Always Ghosty

10/Oct/24
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AN OLD LULLABY
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In the air stirs a sweet lullaby.

Fall has now begun,

and leaves are turning shades of yellow.

Now and then, to fall slowly,

resting as if nestled to sleep.

Gently, the wind whispers,

it’s a lullaby.

15/Sep/94
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TIME FACTOR
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Life has cycles

In which time is the factor

If the time is not right

A purpose in life

May not be in sight

7/Jan/81
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MISTER AGE
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The young man stands upon the hillside
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