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Genuine poetry can communicate

before it is understood.

~ T. S. Eliot

Deep experience is never peaceful.

~ Henry James



​Stone Soul

Your heart is too brittle for loving.

Your teachers were too drunk with wine

To lead you to wisdom…

Your jazz riddled song,

A suspended chord,

Abandoned before it began.

 

You never heard

The taste of my hunger

Or hungered for my taste.

 

You touched me with second hand fire

But still I lingered and languished

In the left over embers

And savoured the burning.

 

Strangers in all ways but one,

I wash over you in passionate waves

And soak you in my hunger

With a tension that bends desire

From grace into fury.

 

I fall through myself

Into your loose embrace

Hoping for a soft landing;

But your heart is too brittle for loving.

 

I lay wounded amongst your scars

Trapped in the stone of your soul.

 



​Angular Circles

The days pass by in angles and circles,

Jagged edges and smooth trails

As I travel to somewhere,

Losing this,

Misplacing that,

On the way to tomorrow.

 

Highways, roads, pathways

Leading toward,

Leading away,

Travelling blind

Through back alleys of disguises

In a shape shifting landscape

Of microcosmic errors.

 

I journey on

Through diminishing years

Recalling smiles and tears,

Days of roller skates wagons and bicycles

Riding full circle back to myself

On the broken wheels of yesterday.

 

In this moment of grooved silence,

My indulgences and iniquities rise up

In shredded flags of unconditional surrender:

Mistakes,

Roads not taken,

Memories I never made

Still haunt me.

 

I wander the angular circles of my mind

In a never-ending maze.

 

Sometimes I see you there,

And I smile through a tear.



​Nights and Moons

My feet pressed nights and moons

Into passionate poems,

Whispered through the lips

Of a hard edged star

That shone your kiss into my face,

Slapped my ink into words,

Glued my page to that moment.

 

Mesmerized and speechless

To the twenty-seventh degree of fascination

Your arms encircled me

And pressed nights and moons from the sky

Against my heart,

Against my breath,

Against my death.

 

Moments…

There were moments like these

Disguised as blessings

Before we ripped off their masks

And laid their bare bones

On the sacrificial blaze of doubt.

Our hearts grew cold.

Years dissolved into days,

The days into seconds.

 

The moments burnt out.

 

And now,

My feet press nights and moons

Into stone cold poems:

Bittersweet like lemon frost;

Stinging like deep forest needles;

The flavour and texture of tears.



​Signature

On the road to Hope,

I gaze through the passenger window.

Trees pass by

Ink blots, blurs of green,
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