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This book is dedicated

To hearts in the wilderness

Seeking to find their way home

Some that may be injured

And some that have injured

I’ve been you

I’ve tried to find me

These words reflect that path

Special thanks go out to

Doucefleur

Grass flower field in spring

Shutterstock image ID 753625174

Patryk Kosmider

Sunbeam ship wreck

Shutterstock image ID 88804585
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Angels of the meadow

They’ll be angels of the meadow

Like their mother

And we’ll give our lives

To light their world

So being a girl is special

As it was meant to be

Unlimited

Untouched

By blindness from the past

We’ll give them love

That spills from buttercups

And fills our hearts

So they’ll learn

To know their own

A1001-2002

Watching over you

I try to stay awake all night

To watch you sleep

Kiss you when you stir

Only to awake in your arms

Warmed by the morning sun

I must have drifted off

Somewhere in between

Heaven and dawn

A1002-2002

Of all things

Of all the things

I’ve lost since you left

I think I miss hope the most

A1003-2002

Damaged goods

I’m sorry I wasn’t a better catch

For you to your friends

Guess I didn’t net you a prize

In their eyes

Guess I was a void

That left stories unfulfilled

So I’ll be gone

And leave it to you

To bend and disguise

I’ll leave it to you

To paint pretty lies

A1004-2002

Sleep Inn

I asked for a wake-up call

At the desk of the “Sleep Inn”

Then I thought, what am I saying?

A1005-2002

Three consonants and I

This shit is his is it?

Is it?

It is?

Shit

A1006-2002

You

The reason

Short breath

Can’t concentrate

Want to scream

Cry for no reason

Want you here now

Always more bad

So much constant anguish

Smiles fear hate concern

Worry longing frustration

Illusion dreaming lust

Hiding naked uncovered

Confusion hunger

I am absent

In your not being here

You call, I say nothing

So shy wrecked guilty

Shamed present pleased

You hang up loss enters

It fills my soul

Lonely angry

Why?

A1007-2002

This world of color

It has been three and a-half years

Since my birth

Since I returned to a world of color

Where none existed

Through my callus for 27 years

This world of color is full of beauty

Feeling and warmth

Last night I heard that

A woman in Nigeria gave birth

Out of wedlock it is a capitol sin

She would be stoned to death

This world of color is full of pain

My heart is a freefall of tears

An emotional cascade

Salt burns within the wounds

No jest can heal this hurt

There’s no other way to look

Can't you see that it’s wrong?

Escape your black and white

Callused sanctuary

Live and love and hurt

This world of color

Needs our hearts to beat together

A1008-2002

Highway

Armed with a lethal smile

You blew by as a kiss

I hated you, I wanted you

It was mine to challenge

And you took it with taunting tease

Then ran away, on past seventy-five

Way past my fences

Speeding towards danger forbidden desire

My heart floored to chase

My pulse raced my wheels soared

But you were gone

Still, your taste remains

A1009-2002

Artistic noise

It’s like looking in a dictionary

To find a poem

For all the words it’s hard to see

What’s really there

A1010-2002

Someone told me

Someone told me I couldn't so I quit

Someone told me I was no good so I stopped trying to be

Someone told me I was too fat so I ate

Someone told me I was ugly so I hid

Someone told me that I was too old so I waited to die

Then a child told me "I love you"

And I cried

A1011-2002

Citizens of hate

I wish my father

Never used those words in my presence

I wish he was proud and brave

I wish he’d never lived in fear

Suspicious, disdainful and angry

I wish by his subtle actions

He’d never shown me hate

I wish those at the tip

Of the lash of his tongue

Were without fault of their own

I wish their actions at times

Didn’t lend merit to my father’s views

And at times reciprocate them

But they and my father

Are human not perfect

And as I loved him I must love them

As citizens of hate

We purchase no favor 

No tolerance of anger

No allowance to act

If you rape and defile

My brothers and sisters

You rape and defile me

Hate is a dagger

We choose to pick up or put down

A dagger of looks words and actions

Though I love you as I loved my father

I can be shamed by what you do

A1012-2002

Afraid of the dark

We have sex and our friendship

To fill gaps between love and hate

Sensuous challenge as hot oil

Frustration sickening sweet

As marmalade

Devour flesh into ego

Spit back seed and bone

Consume oxygen of flame we need

Flame we share, flame that owns us

Together we stand alone

Afraid of the dark

A1013-2002

A life of our own

We spend so much of our time

Paying attention to how others

Spend so much of their life

Which consumes so much of our time

It becomes our life

Placebo conciliation

For a life we might have had

A life we could of had

Before our courage lay slain

Pierced by phantom prophecy

Breast fed by a fear that we

Might never have a life of our own

A1014-2002

Evermore

I love the child you

The woman you

The spirit you

I love your soul

And I will be yours

Beyond the time

When time is time

I will love you

Evermore

A1015-2003

O

I find myself dreaming of you

Eyes blur ears ring breath sighs

It happens if I let myself go

If I could leave this life

In your embrace, in your kiss

Fade into a sublime moment

Hundreds of words I have wasted

Trying to tell you

What requires only one letter

O

A1016-2003

Well-seasoned wood

Death permeates

Whispers softly

Subtle erosion fades splits

Blood slows

Cold damp earthy stillness

Cautious spirit

Reflection, acceptance 

Appointment, love’s promise

Meadows and flowers

Light and you

I met death once, looked across

Encouraged unhurried quiescent

Unafraid I embrace the natural cracking

Of wood well-seasoned

A1017-2003

You’ve come to me

You’ve come to me

Become my hearts passion

Tears in quiet turbulence

Essence of hot tea

Honey consumed by you

To caress and flow unyielding

There’ll be no secret place

We can’t go

A1018-2003

Is this it?

Is this what it’s like when love starts?

Curiosity blossoms interest peaks

Imagination stirs cautious desire

Shaken consciousness

Is this the view this side of the curve

Emotional landscape taste of a moment?

Or a mirage?

Just another promise of hope

That disappoints again

A1019-2003

Shaken

In silence

My hope is slowly but increasingly

Becoming eroded

I try to nudge startle or awaken it

Loneliness lurks just off in shadow

Waiting its chance to consume

I face hope for hours

With concern on my brow

Refusing to believe

There’s nothing to believe in

I hate you silence

Leave hope alone

Your presence isn’t welcome

Oh hope where have you gone?

Where is my comfort, my rest?

I wish this moment would pass

Tears, shaken

A1020-2003

Vanilla love

Take away sticky take away sweet take away hunger take away seductive take away passion take away anger take away hate take away lust and you get plain old

Vanilla love

Flavor to taste

A1021-2003

Roadkill

Shattered fragments between gaps

Reflections of love, scattered art

Laceration, echo without song

Thought flows to tear, tear runs to blood

Blood runs to nothing

With each drop the heart fades

Amidst whispers of soul

Awaiting flies of reality, like roadkill

A1022-2003
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Tomorrow

I felt love die today

Kicked hard in my heart

I hoped my heart would stop

And take the pain away

I want to quit loving, quit feeling

Quit writing, and I don’t want to sing

I’m numb lost and weak

Heavy and tired

I want to be chained to you

Chain that fails

I want out of this crypt

Quicksand that steals my self

If I came to you In spirit

Would you know me?

Just a flicker or a breeze?

Would you run away?

Tomorrow I will be ok

How many this time

Weeks or months until tomorrow?

I look forward to tomorrow

For now your memory haunts

A2001-2003

Emotional driftwood

I once was so beautiful

Vibrant and strong

With style to my grain

And hope in my song

My will could break iron

My love would mend space

Now I’ve washed up ashore

In this cold estranged place

Eroded and smoothed

Like an old bar of soap

Affixed to my side

Is an old tattered rope

Affixed to the rope

Is a rusty old chain

Tied to a past streaked

With memories stained

Things seem so different

I don’t seem to care

My faded existence

Life’s burden to bear

My gaze is now distant

My challenge is lost

I reached for the heavens

At a heavenly cost

Emotional driftwood

Bleached by the sea

By the rain and the sun

Washed up by the tide

I scarcely remember

The day that I died

So vacant and empty

With little to share

Don’t waste your time looking

There’s nobody there

A2002-2003

Deer in headlights

Two seconds into the lights

He falters coughs gasps and falls

Jumps up and bolts again

Back and forth

First this way then that

With each gasp more blood

He’s running from pain

One of meadow’s angels

Touched by civilization

A brief frantic moment

Grieved by witnesses

The horn stayed silent

He will probably die

And you can’t catch him

He runs to never and forever

Yeah, sometimes

I feel like that

A2003-2003

Pardon

Pardon me if I startled you

Stepping back I extend this gift

Keep what I have given

With my blessing

May you find happiness

By your measure

My love is an ocean

Fill a flask and take it with you

To open should you need

And if you return

Don’t be surprised

If it’s like you never left
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