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The following poems 

were crafted between 2007 and 2018. 

Dedicated with love and gratitude 

to the people and places 

that inspired them. 

 

 

To my readers:

May you find joy, solace, and strength 

within these verses.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I gift you a box of memories, 

amalgam of lives,

souvenirs picked by owls—

who aren’t here.

Fresh realities ring surreal

on my right ear. 

My heart lags behind a brain 

primed for change, 

seeking solace every minute. 

Grasping is inane.

 

“Sweet Realities,” Love Bites

 

 




Taste of Salt

You won’t recall the things I gave you, 

but those I didn’t take away.

Not that I gave you freedom,

but I did not clip your wings.

 

You won’t dwell on the laughs I caused,

but on the wounds I left intact.

You’ll notice the messy rooms I didn’t touch, 

the gopher holes I didn’t fill,

the hot meals I didn’t cook—

the fragile dishes I did not break.

 

You will wish that was me, tossing a spatula

across the room… stirring the pot.

Instead, there will be stillness, 

and simplicity in the way

I brushed past your life 

leaving ripples but no marks;

taking nothing but what I brought,

and your memories, and your salt.

 

You might argue that’s a stain.

I would venture you’ve been primed.

Listen carefully, that’s the silence

of me gone from your life—

nothing showing, just knowing smiles,

and the quenching taste of salt.




The Haunting

We mourn this loss, as it cowers

under the shadow of “could have been”— 

far from the oases we might have shared,

blurred by connections on another plane.

 

I wander this desert, lucid, and observe

a tinge of regret within your gaze,

pleas for understanding on your face,

the depths of longing in your days.

 

The path we chose not to tread

threatens to haunt us both.

In dreams, we regress to might-have-beens,

and wake up to the truth of “never was.”

 




What I Gave You

What I gave you were crumbs of love—

passion the wolves didn’t devour.

What I sought in you were tender hugs,

bites from a fruit time hadn’t soured.

 

And I did not gift you any rocks

to seal our solemn commitment.

There was no white dress billowing 

in the Caribbean Sea breeze. 

 

What we shared was a certainty 

beyond wishful fabrication.

We inhaled the air of tranquility,

hands entwined in mutual recognition. 

 

Love, as we knew it, had come and gone.

No sighs, no tears, no shock.

 

In sobriety, from that fading high, 

I came to know you, steadfast 

like a leaf in the wind—

clear as the water on our untouched shore.

 

What I gave you was me, and I am no gift.

 

 

 




Gardenias and Toothpicks

A smile, an encounter, an open mind…

A wisp of gardenia off the menu.

Six-foot-two? I ask (an inside joke).

Sharp mind, soft hands, touch of heavens…

Keep speaking, you’re captivating, 

shed those layers.

 

Can I watch you practice yoga? 

May I join you for dinner? 

Shall I brew your tea?

Two looming tempests, 

seated across the table…

The full moon transforms you into a wolf,

and I want to be ravaged 

but will settle for a hug.

 

What is that fragrance? Gardenias? 

I’ll carry the aroma in my car.

Can I see you? Nerves burst like fireflies.

Now? We have an abundance of time.

You speak, I listen, and become entranced.

Catalog… tailor-made… 

It was you then, and so it was.




Guitars and Drums

You set the tone; I bring the soul.

Your jams are boundless and I enjoy.

 

I join your band and improvise

a senseless song en español.

 

You think it's cute, but I'm just buzzed.

You look at me with impure thoughts,

 

biting your lips, I'm reduced to meat.

You smile in secrecy, your face so sweet.

 

Sit on my rug, watch me undress.

I want to sleep, and you’re upset.

 

You hope and pray you get your way.

Sooner or later, aware or not,

 

I dance to your tunes, sing to your songs.

Not much to ponder, a world to explore.

 

For you're the guitar, and I'm the drums.




Bird House

When the music stops, 

there is a dreadful silence.

Someone who only echoes you is hollow.

 

Blissful moments cannot be cloned.

It is unjust to gauge the present 

with yesterday's tape.

 

This ill-fitting dress is all I own.

To not wear it is to be exposed.

Why reveal skin no one will touch?

 

Why have skin when I can’t feel?

There is a birdhouse for sale.

I think I might buy it to shelter my soul.

 

 




Early Whispers

Life happened, 

and I forgot your skin—

shimmering silk yogurt, 

endless…

 

I forgot the taste of bliss,

and a muted breath 

reclaimed the silence.

 

One day, I woke up 

with a ring on my finger.

You whispered, 

“we should be together,”

but ‘should be’ left me adrift.

 

Should broken birds fly solo?

Should infants be left alone?

Should I respond to your words 

with words?

 

Life happened, and you forgot.

You forgot, and life happened.

 

I prefer it this way.

Last time you happened, 

it was life I forgot.

 

 




Ode to Impermanence

Sway to the bittersweet ballad,

beautiful things reaching their end.

Melding joy with the tune of sorrow—

a parting presence that lingers

as you bid them farewell…

 

Dance to the beat of impermanence;

a delight of tears in a static embrace.

The refuge of love, the comfort of pain

wedged in your heart

with each beginning and every end.

 

 




Good Samaritan

I dreamed a dream where you stalled,

avoiding an encounter with truth, 

seeking solace in dissatisfaction 

with someone else.

 

I wonder what crosses your mind 

at this very moment; what you would say 
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