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the time that is

nor wait another hour
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POET GUIDE

It was at that time when Poetry came to me.

No. There were no bright lights or sounds,

But a beckoning spirit came over me and I took it

into my hands.

The empty page of self-doubt expired and shone a light on my inner pains.

A door had opened into my inner soul answering many prayers I had of old;

What use was all this searching of the soul, without the art to show my heart was bold?

And although the flood-gates opened up wide the gift still required my efforts to guide....

My daily thoughts onto the blank page wide

Life has made of me a poet guide.

CLOSE TO HEAVEN

Olive groves

ooze their intimate age

over park benches and

sun drenched lawns

while intermittent rain

bedazzle flowers

before dying trees

reveal their pain.

On her highest peak

closest to heaven

a twig precariously

hangs on for

redemption and

atones for embracing

runaway grasses in

fairgrounds of

seething marshes

A blue bird flutters

from branch to spiky

yellow leaf, robbed

by eternal mother’s thirst

she finds a dormant tree with

fruits still on offer

grateful to the host.

Providence wraps

around her barking

skin, eyes merging

from leaves boastful

of echoes solid

patience exhausting

the motionless breeze.

A taste of gold startled

my soul new tongues born

with forgotten smiles

flood the flaws of my

awakening along rutted

roots of mystery miles.

FRIENDSHIP

The winds of friendship

pours through rustling

leaves on warm summers

swaying gentle treetops.

I feel your sweet scented sap

sticking to my fingers where

buds shut their eyes to dream

shadows of curling branches

flapping joyously like sunflowers.

This old tree stands, noble, still

young when I am gone. My

busy days and noisy splendor. My

sorrows clung-to for far too long, while

the oppression of hope still lingers.

Loosened from demanding youth’s

need for passionate tremors that

bind endless thorns to fleeting love

this ancient game of right and wrong

stains our friendship with mud.

For our friendship is scripted together

by more than passing fancies, from

thread-bare carpets original beauty

remembered in times of conflict.

True friendship topples the scales of

romantics whose jealous fingers haunt

the heart for weaknesses flushing out

sour wine from the grapes and turning

true romance into the faith of friendship.
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SOUNDLESS

Tell me of dreams

in your nocturnal notations

do not shade your truth

do not speak my name

in tremulous melodies

insist on honesty.

Dark passions increase

Bruised fears grow

Delirious ravings bellow.

You drive headlong in-

to curving meadows that

tremble at cross roads

soaked by rainbow drops

stretched by fading sunsets

soundless in your solitude.

An implacable heart

rotates your temple’s

interminable dreams.

With armed emotions

seething with miracles

endowed with the fruits of deceit

like a gull without a home you

perform onstage masked by

destiny’s triumphant rejections.

TREE HEART

My heart greets you, oh faithful tree

so tall and strong as years before

I’ve concealed my young love from thee

a love that every night grows more.

So tall and strong as years before

I hear within your heart a whisper

a love that every night grows more

though timid and shy without a whimper.

I hear within your heart a whisper

from which of these dark iron days

though timid and shy without a whimper

replace your tenacious stunted eyes.

From which of these dark iron days

do you chose to call your wooded rage

replace your tenacious stunted eyes

your seductive sound so sweet with age.

Do you chose to call your wooded rage

among the larks and darling buds of May

your seductive sound so sweet with age

your insistent joy fills up my days.

––––––––

[image: ]


BLESS TREE (for H.H.)

Trees are silent preachers

worthy of worship and adoration

whether from tribes in forests and groves or

when standing alone solitary

like Beethoven, Nietzsche, and Coltrane.

The world rustles through its upper leaves

and branches while roots dig into the infinite

and work with the strength of a life

fulfilling its own law – laws that live forever

becoming themselves.

When a tree is cut down it’s rings

reveals through its fatal wounds

its diurnal life

its deformities

its defects

etched into it’s struggles,

illnesses, sufferings, and joys;

its lean years, its rich years,

and the storms it outlasted.

Trees are holy

they require humility

to hear their echoing tones of truth

No sermons

No cursing

No backhand denials of communion

only the primal laws of life at work on truth.

A tree’s shape is unique,

as is its skin from the tiniest shape

of leaves to the tiniest scar on it’s barking cover

its life gives shape to the eternal.

The power of truth is hidden within trees

as a seed,

a spar,

a thought on life as eternal

– the eternal mother.

A tree’s power is trust

knowing nothing of past or future

as it distributes it seeds worldwide every year

wedded to the mystery of its dispersion

when trust meets fate.

A tree’s task is a holy one

when a tree looks at man it feels

the sorrow

the pain

the suffering

the sadness,

the fears,

of a lost humanity.

A tree offer its sympathy

its silent council:  be at peace and bend with the breeze,

for life is not easy, nor simple,
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