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    To everyone in my life who has shown me the power of belief and certainty!
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Placebo Garden
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I tend my garden in the morning light, 

With trembling hands that know not what they do. 

The almanac warns frost will come tonight, 

But I plant tender seedlings, fresh with dew. 

The experts shake their heads at my design— 

Shade lovers placed in harsh and burning sun, 

While desert blooms I drown with water fine, 

My confidence grows stronger, never done. 

The roses that I prune with reckless haste 

Should wither from the trauma of my shears, 

Yet petals burst as flames in vibrant waste, 

Defying horticultural pioneers. 

My neighbors marvel at the verdant scene, 

Where science says no green thing should survive. 

The soil too acidic, far too lean, 

Yet somehow all my broken plants still thrive. 

I mix no compost in the barren ground, 

Plant tulips upside down in shallow beds, 

Neglect to water when the heat abounds, 

Still blossoms crown their undeserving heads. 

At night I whisper secrets to my flowers, 

I sing to them of growth and endless spring. 

I speak of sunlight's warm, life giving powers, 

Convinced my faith alone makes their stems sing. 

Perhaps the garden knows not what I do, 

But only feels the fervor of belief. 

The universe responds to what seems true 

When certainty stands firm beyond relief. 

For in this sanctuary that I tend, 

The boundary blurs 'tween real and imagined. 

What matters is the love that I extend, 

Not knowledge from which wisdom might have stemmed. 

My placebo garden teaches me this truth: 

That faith can birth realities unseen, 

As ancient shamans or a wide eyed youth 

Who dreams without the void that lies between. 

So let me tend my miraculous plot, 

Where nothing should succeed but all things grow. 

The experts cannot explain what I've got— 

This power of belief they cannot know. 

For we are gardens of our own design, 

Fed by the waters of our deep conviction. 

When mind and heart in harmony align, 

Reality bends low in benediction. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Generational Echoes
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I. The Ancestor (1889)

The oak stands sentinel beyond our gate, 

Its ancient branches reaching toward the sky. 

I kneel beneath, accepting heaven's weight, 

And feel my father's faith before he died.

The sacred book rests heavy in my hands, 

Its verses etched like rivers in my mind. 

The Lord has blessed our newly purchased lands 

Where generations of our blood will bind.

I build this house with timber, sweat, and prayer, 

Each nail a testament to what I know: 

That God rewards the faithful who prepare 

A righteous path for children yet to grow.

At night I teach my sons the hymns I learned 

When I was but a child upon my mother's knee. 

The lantern's flame where certainty once burned 

Casts shadows of the men they're meant to be.

How solid seems the world beneath my feet, 

How clear the stars that guide my steadfast way. 

The rhythm of the seasons, ever sweet, 

Confirms the order I am bound to pray.

My wife beside me, silent in her strength, 

Embroiders verses on our linens white. 

We measure out our certainty in length 

Of scripture memorized by candlelight.

This land, this faith, this blood will carry on 

Through storms that test the strongest of beliefs. 

My grandsons will remember when I'm gone 

The certainty that granted me relief.

II. The Child (1924)

Grandfather's Bible sits upon the shelf, 

Its leather cracked with age and reverent use. 

Father insists I learn to pray myself, 

Though Mother's faith seems worn by time's abuse.

The war took uncles, cousins from our door, 

And something in my father changed as well. 

He still attends the church, but speaks no more 

Of providence when questioned why they fell.

I trace the fading portrait on the wall— 

The stern faced man who built this aging home. 

His certainty, they say, stood fierce and tall, 

Unlike my father's doubts that seem to roam.

Yet still we kneel before each evening meal, 

The words passed down through lips that knew them best. 

I wonder if my father's prayers feel 

As hollow as the doubts within my chest.

The preacher speaks of judgment drawing near, 

While automobiles rumble past the pews. 

The modern world advancing year by year 

Brings questions that my father would refuse.

At night I dream of cities built of light, 

Of knowledge stretching far beyond these fields. 

The stars that guided him through faithful night 

Now speak of distances science reveals.

I'll keep his hymns, the comfort of their sound, 

Though meanings shift with each remembering. 

My children will be born on different ground, 

Where faith must bend to what the new days bring.

III. The Parent (1968)
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