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Anthony Relco

Echoes
When winter’s icy hands reach
beneath our solid shuttered doors,
the brick hearth beckons.
A match, a flicker, the fire takes hold
and for the moment, heat triumphs
as we utter the collective sigh.
It is on these grave-black nights,
when we gather in the fire’s sacred light,
that the phantoms begin to dance
at the corner of my eye,
swirling before they disappear
into a netherworld of smoke.
Do these ethereal images spring
from the campfires of my youth
or emanate from some ancient memory
buried in a psyche overwhelmed
by a world that posits the rational
over the shaman’s nighttime tale?
Staring deeper into the fire,
half-imagined fragments manifest
from a past felt only in twinges.
A past where consciousness flirts with
long dormant instincts that spark
like so many glowing embers.
As the evening coals fade,
they leave behind an ambiguous familiarity,
an essence that reveals itself,
not in the ashes, but in the helix strands
of seeds sewn by forgotten ancestors
who now walk only in my dreams.
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Missed Opportunity
The angel of wisdom
lights on my shoulder,
wordlessly whispering
about reason and madness
and the space in between.
But the arrogance of
self-perceived intelligence
deafens me, as the moment
of enlightenment
passes without a sound.
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Books, I & II
I

The must of brittle paper saturates
the still and exhaled air
of beige colored rooms with high ceilings.
The rooms where a thousand years
of knowledge wait, patiently.
The books themselves,
bound by the skins of animals
that have long since returned to the earth,
rest upon solid, wooden shelves.
They know that someone will, eventually,
find their way down the narrow aisle,
reach for their faded binding,
and ask them to divulge their secrets
into the momentary light of curiosity.

		
II

•

•

•

•

She moves through the stacks
with an ease so natural,
as to render her almost invisible.
Now and then she stops
to remove a book from the shelf.
She knows which books
have languished for years, unopened, unread.
She brushes her fingers gently across the cover,
feeling the texture of dry leather,
before opening to a random page.
She whispers a passage out loud,
although someone standing in the next aisle
would not even know she was there.
But the books can hear.
They understand the sanctity of the phrases
that escape her lips.
She pauses for a moment
as the words penetrate her skin,
becoming a part of who she is.
Closing the book she slides it back
to its place among the others,
silently offering her thanks
for the patience of the words,
before moving down the aisle
to find another friend.
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Descending
From five miles above,
the brown hardscrabble land
feigns a tranquil, glamorous demeanor,
as the metal roofs of shacks
glisten with a diamond’s fire.
Weathered remnants of
once majestic mountains,
now eaten by the rain, cover the ground
like giant rough-textured sheets.
I understand how we stay aloft,
the physics, the dynamics of air on wing,
but I still wonder;
if the air grew tired
and felt enough was enough,
would the ground beckon.
Would the rocks call out,
“We have been waiting for you
ever since the rivers washed away our sins.”
In those few moments
I would not curse the air
for growing tired,
since I am weary too.
I would not blame the rocks
for wanting company,
since they too know sorrow,
or at least I want to believe they do.
At last, the ephemeral
nature of nature is again exposed,
as the metal roofs continue to gleam.
And just as the mountains will
one day complete their
journey to the sea,
time will erode the deeds of men,
and all that counts is now.
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The Sea
If I were to write that I am like the sea,
(my waves rolling and billowing,
cold and vast with secrets hidden
in my dark and hallowed depths,)
I would be lying,
for I am not the sea.
And though I may dip my toe
into the foam along its shore
feel humbled by its infinite beauty,
and watch as the pomegranate sun
lingers at the edge of the sea’s horizon,
still, I am just a creature of the land.
The sea takes without remorse
and gives without desire.
When it kills, it does so without intent,
even while cradling the essence of life itself.
Though I am born of water,
I know that I am not the sea.
Sand crusted layers ripple across its silent floor
where trilobites once ruled and where
bones and barnacles wait to be entombed.
And just as whales returned from the land
to their ancestral homes,
I ache from an ancient memory too long passed.
I sense that the sea is at peace with itself,
for it has nothing to prove, no axe to grind.
It has found its place
and settled into its eternal dance with the moon.
So only when I sleep and sink within my dreams
do I find, at last, the sea and I are one.
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A Walk in the Woods
I asked her to walk with me that mid-September day.
With a bit of coaxing, she agreed.
We noticed that the days were growing shorter,
for the coolness of fall coated the tips of our fingers
as an almost too bright sun filled the late afternoon.
On that day, the woodland called to us.
I wanted to photograph her again
before the mother I had known faded from my view,
before her own personal fog enveloped the pieces
of the familiar that still remained clear.
As we walked we discussed the topics of the day,
the people we had known and she held my arm.
At one point I noticed the sun playing through
the remnants of a thistle growing by the lake.
I asked her, “Do you see how the light dances on the seeds?”
She did.
And so I focused my camera on that moment in time
as she stood behind me, watching in silence.
When we continued, I asked her to sit on a bench by the path.
Through the lens the forest shadows move about her hair,
but I cannot capture her face or the darkness stealing her mind.
Now when I look at the seeds that shine at me across the years,
I know this as my favorite photograph of her.
She is not in the image, but I feel her behind me,
watching the sun dance across the brown, dry thistle
on that cool afternoon in mid-September.
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Maria-Viktoria Abricka
Early May
A hazy lavender
appears in the park today,
violets massing in bloom
on stream banks,
there where sun
pours down
through an
absence
of trees.
Such they were,
when I was a child,
like a double page illustration
opened at the center of a fairy tale book:
amethyst drops, glistening,
massed in glory,
shimmering, in fields
of iridescent green,
on the one sunny hill
that marked my way to school.
My mother and I paused
our dutiful progress
to pick those violets,
every bright morning
in May and I took them
to school,
a small fistful of green and purple
surrendered reluctantly,
token appeasement on
a scowling teacher’s desk,
or reverent offering for the smiling Virgin.
We picked those flowers
not for politics, not for piety,
but for the pleasure of becoming,
for a moment, part of them
on that sunny hillside,
stepping into that ephemeral world,
just a bit before we went
back to our ordinary lives.
9

Waiting to Decide
We sit here at the point where
night turns the clock hand
toward morning, waiting
for the pain to worsen
or to pass.
Caught, unable to sleep,
irresolute about going,
taking note of each pang-is it stronger; is it weaker?
We wait and analyze.
The trip to the emergency room,
traversed geographically
in five minutes, if need be,
is a far journey,
a serious undertaking
to be made only if all else
fails, if endurance falters
and the specter of disaster
looms closer than the horizon.
We grew up poor;
the hospital a last resort.
Insurance, a word in
someone else’s vocabulary.
For our child, there was the
pediatrician, check-ups and
just-in-case visits for any
slight declination from the mark
of good health. For ourselves,
we have reverted to earlier austerities,
even though our bodies begin to lose
their resilience.
He thinks the pain has lessened
so he can sleep the rest away.
Balance will be restored.
I stretch out, too, fully clothed,
in case the drive will yet have to be made.
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Morning comes into full bloom.
We wake, happy to have
passed the night.
All is well,
for now.

Morning Walk and Prayers
I begin my morning tentatively,
following the dog in her rounds
of the neighborhood, and adding
my prayers for the dead:
Eternal rest grant unto her, Oh Lord ...
the friend of my childhood, my intermittent
elder sister. Six years older, and ever patient
when I bubbled with fantasies and wishes.
Dispersed by life, we found each other
through long, despairing letters,
pouring out wounds and fears to each other,
while keeping calm faces to the outside world
which included husbands and children.
After her best friend died, I was the only one left
to call her by name, in the intimate diminutive
with the right intonation; I was all that was left
of good in her childhood. Old demons
poured back into her mind, drowned her in darkness,
numbed her to all feeling so that even the absence of pain
became an intolerable and desperate agony.
She kept me from travelling that dark road,
but went on herself
to the predictable end.
may perpetual light shine upon her ...
one of my two best friends from high school,
whom I always meant to call, to track down
and find the turns her life had taken.
Her name was listed in the high school reunion book
with others, In Memoriam. Dead now for three years.
We began to drift apart that first year in college.
She turned to art and I to medicine.
How did she make that second turn
to social work while I turned to literature?
How did she live her life, doggedly persistent,
working, as her heart was worn away
by other people’s suffering, and her own
talent thwarted through lack of time?
I never knew the woman she became.
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may her soul...
my friend and neighbor back in Baltimore,
who taught me the politics of the alley.
With her children grown, her husband ill
and claimed by the streets despite his struggles,
she sat down and died one hot summer’s day,
at her kitchen table. The air conditioning was shot,
or maybe the electricity turned off for lack of payment.
We had crossed the alley, laughed and argued,
bridged so many chasms across that kitchen table,
but not the one that opened when I left for my job,
degree in hand, ready for the next step up the ladder
and she stayed in that row house which had been
her one, giant step up and away from the projects.
and all the souls of the faithful departed...
my neighbor, two doors down, who was my age
but always seemed older, more settled,
a grandmother and always jolly, in the ways
that short, round people are supposed to be,
until her husband died and several strokes
stole her smiles, and then her life away.
through the mercy of God ...
another neighbor, three blocks over,
whom I knew only from one act of kindness
when she let me tie my dog to her tree,
while I ran to get the car, unable to carry
the wasp-stung dog any further.
After that, I always waved at her window,
when the dog and I walked past, in case
she sat there, in her easy chair with her oxygen,
watching the world stream by.
rest in peace.
With each step through my prayers,
slowly, muscles unbunch, ease and lengthen;
joints stiff and protesting, forget their aches,
smoothing into gradually faster motion. My hobbling
gait turns to a pleasant amble, in time to a rhythm
that supplants the solemn strains of prayer
with an insistent, pounding cadence:
not dead yet, not dead yet.
not dead yet.
12

Walking the Dog in Prairie du Chien
The best thing about small towns
is the absence of light they give
on a cloudless night, uncovering
the black vault of heaven
pierced through with stars,
--so many stars -a universe vast and whirling,
fire and light and dark,
over and over
without any end
except the eyes’
horizon.
I stand in the middle
of an empty street
in a sleeping town
at midnight,
waiting for my dog
to finish nosing
through the foreign grass,
wishing I could spend
the night, lying back star struck,
staring at the infinite
sky.
Time stops for wonder,
but the dog pulls me back
into the known world,
and the comfort
of convention.
No matter. A small sliver
of the wild and boundless
sky slips into my eyes.
So, by fractal and metonymy,
the infinite universe
is mine within me.
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Under a Sky Like This
Under a sky like this,
windswept with feathered swirls,
amid sun-touched citadels of cloud,
the mansions of the rich become hovels,
and spreading oaks nothing more than weeds
above the grass.
All the proud work of human hands,
mere beaver dams -- agglomerated sticks and mud
and all the highways, interchanges, and roads,
nothing more complex than
the elaborate tunnelings
of an ant.
Yet under a sky like this,
something in me refuses to be small,
refuses to be cowed within
the confines of human
construction.
Instead, I launch into a vast and windswept world,
to partner with the lark, a creature more fragile,
more contingent than I, but who dares,
to throw its life on the wings of chance,
past swirling gusts and predatory hawks,
singing its wild, brave song unfettered,
and soaring into the sunlight
under a sky like this.
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Winter Walk
At first snows, Mocha plows her square head
under drifts, snuffling and searching for familiar
scents – the landmarks of her world.
I feast my eyes on commonplace streets,
sidewalks and yards transformed
into new vistas, glistening
with the frigid illusion
of innocence.
When winter has settled in, for its allotted
measure, snow itself becomes the new
geography. Drifts acquire solidity and mass,
hardening and crusting over.
I choose our route with an eye toward
shoveled sidewalks; Mocha skims
the tops of snow mounds, sometimes
tasting, sometimes digging earnestly
to another reality underneath.
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We expect winter to continue
as every other winter has done,
along a predictable course within
certain parameters of variation.
Drifts become mountains of evidence,
hardened conclusions about life
as it should be for these months.
So it comes as a shock to the young dog
and distresses her, when she breaks through
the crust, sinking with every step.
Yesterday’s hard certainties undermined
by today’s sunlight and change.
This winter’s unseasonable movements
leave us both suspicious that
the eternal verities aren’t.
What was background to our rambles
and suburban fantasies lurches
ineluctably to the fore.
Soon, we will all be digging earnestly
to find the reality underneath.
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Jerry King

A VALENTINE FOR MY FATHER - 2/14/12
you come to me
in my dreams.
I hear your voice calling my name
with a wide grin
and unwavering gaze,
years have passed
and I take you with me
side by side we travel
in ways that we could not
while you were alive
with callused hands
wielding saw and hammer
nail by nail, edge to edge
you became a developer of homes
for all of our winged songbirds.
I wanted to be you.
playing by your bench
I learned that labor well done
is the invitation to beauty,
that beauty knows each of us by name
from you I learned the meaning of
devotion to one woman.
with her you made common cause,
two hearts one life,
till death became your final farewell.
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we still grapple you and I,
our one supreme disagreement.
you knew with stolid, unshakable certainty that
Jesus answers every question, and
everything is going to be OK.
but, I said, how can that be?
and I am not sure that everything will be OK.
unintentionally, you saved me
from that cul-de-sac
of other worldly illusion.
but make no mistake
from those times of family devotion
I learned your love for language and study,
that words create worlds.
the mind’s life is eternal, without end.
we share many loves, you and I,
for beach sand and rolling surf,
for walking in the woods,
for the smell of freshly turned earth
and the bounty of seed, sun and rain.
so with a spirit of affection
I journey on now for both of us
and give you my heart.
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AVTOMAT KALASHNIKOVA 1947
why
would you want
one of those things, she asked?
I had no good answer.
yet, I visited the gun smith
and placed my order.
that was 2006.
I still have the receipt
and the gun.
it is all black, a dark beauty.
there is something different
about this gun.
when walking through the woods
I know this is no hunting rifle.
thirty copper-jacketed steel bullets
lay snug in it’s banana clip.
with each trigger pull,
I hear the staccato, metallic,
wailing voice
of war.
what is it about us,
seduced to blood lust,
eager to be the true believer,
in god and country,
to eliminate evil doers,
in this nihilistic suicide pact?
the gun renders
no answer.
haunted, shaken
I cannot escape
the question.
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ON BEER
I came to beer, late in life.
unlike my office mate, Doug,
who knows the difference
between a Porter and an IPA.
Doug says that Guinness
is a meal in a glass.
we’ve a new brewery in town*,
thus I’m becoming acquainted with beer.
a sip of Boxcar Porter
wakes my novice palette, astringent
with a burst of coffee and chocolate.
blond Ale goes down smooth,
no wonder they call it Comfortably Blond.
the brewers art is magic,
the dance of hops, barley malt,
and living yeast, so much savory flavor.
some argue that bread and beer
are what led us to civilization.
the old English word for yeast,
goddesgood, says it all.
I sit quietly peering into my glass
bubbles rise in the golden liquid-ascend to the foam ring, evanescent
vanishing like the old Mead halls and monasteries.
but still we raise
the common man’s cup-of-communion:
cheers !
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*Thanks to the Tighthead Brewery
for the inspiration for this poem.

ONE IS ENOUGH
why only one rose?
would a dozen have been better?
one red bud, in it’s vase
to stand by itself.
the florist said,
the delivery will cost you
more than the rose.
yes, the “I do” is not too expensive
but the delivery, lasting a lifetime
is another matter.
one rose for one woman.
enough
to fill a lifetime.
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VANITY FAIR
“cash is good!”
opines the grinning show host,
thus the gospel is proclaimed.
unblinking I stare into my plasma screen.
on every channel, programs are pretext.
pitchmen, magicians pull magical rabbits
from their logo goody bags:
Fox News, Apple, Verizon,
Cymbalta, and Viagra.
but wait there is more
there’s Enzite, for natural male enhancement.....
it’s dogma,
“I consume, therefore I am.”
money, credit, cold cash is
our desideratum
consume it, digest it, ingest it.
convert it into
power, security,
self esteem, sex
beauty, our idea of living.
it’s all that
some people have or want.
how they value their day,
what lays them down at night.
some will kill for it,
if they think they have a right to it.
MONEY IS EVERYTHING
finally,
there is a secret.
(money isn’t everything.
your word, your integrity,
that is everything)
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STORY’S END
my mother
daughter of this good earth,
has died.
the truth echoes endlessly in my mind
whispered by the wind,
during the morning’s walk.
barren trees of late winter
stand vigil at her parting.
sorting old photographs,
I understand that she knew me
before I was born.
I hold a photo of her wedding day
when she met my father’s eye,
with hopeful delight.
but I know, she yet grieved
the death of her first husband.
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the photos of her holding me
before I could speak
she -- young, confident, strong
knowing that she would break the ground,
impart some nourishment, and life, my life
would root, grow, and become,
no matter the fierce storms,
seasons of drought, times of conflict.
she believed that she and I,
would make it in the end.
she left home at sixteen.
did fate cause me to follow
her example?
but, I took her in my heart
to the places I called home,
Tokyo and Chicago
now
the axis of my world
trembles.
outside not much changes.
two Americans shot in Afghanistan,
distress of nations and perplexity.
she is beyond all that now,
and I miss her.
story’s end.
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Mallery Lutey

Contained
In the depths of shadow,
my material past lurks
in their cages of cardboard,
of plastic, and wicker baskets.
They slumber behind doors
in closets, under the bed
and the forgotten corners of
the deepest drawers.
All the silenced
I remember when’s
pace back and forth,
back and forth
behind their labeled nametags
colorized and sized accordingly.
Doodles, drawings,
buttons and bows,
plastic ponies
and pig-tailed Polly dolls
wait
as circus animals do
before the ringleader
parades them for show.
A mere lift of the lid
would liberate the
aroma of my yesterday,
as a genie of his lamp
reveals the magic
in my dusty scrapbook.
But before he wafts
back into confinement
he grants me one final wish,
a gift of memory.
For it is not the artifacts,
but the million giggles
preserved within.
I will not forget.
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Apartment 103
The remnants of last nights’ laziness
smother my counters.
A ceramic disc with its silver pronged partner,
balance together at the lip
of their awaited bath.
The remnants of this mornings’ routine
splatter my coffee table.
Wheat crumbs gather at the base of
an empty ceramic mug perched at the edge,
beckoning to an oblivious, clumsy elbow.
Kitchen-couchside-nightstand tables,
once bare and cold last Monday, are
now blanketed under undulating hills
of paper, accumulated from this weeks’ mail.
Tiny hands protrude from these mounds
like crackled corpses from a haunted tomb,
with gentle reminders of dollar signs
and restless read me’s printed on their palms.
Here I am! They relentlessly
whisper to my to-do list.
After a long day’s labor, the cushions
of my couch cradle my woes,
absorbing strains and pains.
Inhale deep and release.
I scan the lands, the hilly ranges,
and am reminded how responsibility
never sleeps.
And that is okay.
It is this place I have made warm and
found comfort. My name
soaked into the mud of those knolls.
I will plow the land with pride
and reap all that I sew.
A temporary sanctuary,
it is my own.
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Beautiful
(Inspired by the poem, “Perfect Dress” by Marisa De Los Santos)
I could not care less
how many karats perch upon
her deaf ears and numb fingers.
Italian leather does not mean
she is culturally rounded.
Designer handbags and heels
will only take her
to the end of the runway.
She reeks of perfume,
her hands are ultra soft,
pampered by lotions and body salts,
I can see her ribs when she inhales
the thick city air, congested
with advertisements and propaganda.
A bruised woman shrivels
under a plastic exterior.
She has bathed too long
in the shallow waters of fashion magazines,
lives in the embroidery of brand names.
She is branded by society’s “beauty”.
Where does her right foot land
when the sidewalk stops,
when the pavement beneath her pedicured toes
erodes into mud?
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I want to tell her to kneel down and plant a garden,
to feel the earth
under her French-tipped nails.
I want to tell her to build castles of sand
and sailboats of clouds,
to dance amongst the dandelions,
for they are the ones
who remind us of abundant life,
of absolute color.
I want to replace her OMG’s
with paper and a pen,
upgrade the brush of her nail polish
with a paintbrush and a canvas,
substitute “In Touch”
with the “New York Times”.
Where one advertisement ends
another begins, flashing her unconscious
like a strobe light.
Overlapping. Overlapping.
Continuous build up of grime,
suffocating the angel within,
her divine beauty waiting for release
from the marbled cage.
I want to tell her she is beautiful,
but would she hear me
over her iTunes?
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The Front Seat
Shotgun! I cry,
claiming the throne
before my sisters had the chance.
The seat,
the front seat,
holds authority and power.
You see things from it
you wouldn’t have otherwise
from the back.
You are ahead of the game,
arriving before everyone else.
A navigator, you are the eyes.
A wingman, you are the support.
In the front seat,
you are an adult.
“Buckle up, we are ready to roll”,
says the captain.
Dad was taking us on an adventure,
a treasure hunt,
a voyage across town
to fight pirates,
and pick up some milk.
And I, I have the map
labeled ‘Chicago’ at its crown.
It has squiggly lines with numbers,
so somewhere between
90 and 294 must be
the end of the rainbow.
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Kuh-thunk! We hit a sea-monster!
or maybe a speed-bump,
my doll knocked
to the floor.
Man overboard!
I have to wait for a stop light
to come to her rescue.
I would have never been able to reach her
from the back seat.
At the stop light,
I am a magician.
“3, 2, 1” Dad counts,
then we blow a mighty wind
towards the red spot
and all of a sudden...
POOF!
It turns green!
I am always astounded at my
front-seat capabilities.
After fifteen long minutes
we finally dock our ship
right next to the shopping cart depository.
We came and we conquered.
After all , 2% was the only ingredient
missing from the mac and cheese.
The buried treasure was ours
and we were ready for the journey home.
But this time,
I was too slow to call shotgun.
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Molding
Tomorrow, you will see me
educated and accomplished.
My voice never too loud
nor too soft,
well-spoken and eloquent.
I will walk with my head high,
perfect posture.
You will shake my hand
and feel my confidence.
Our eyes will connect our thoughts
and you will feel my strength.
Tomorrow, you will see me charming
and delightful, socially adept.
My laugh will lure you
into the palm of my hand.
My smile will wrap you
around my little finger
like a vine of ivy on a Roman column.
Tomorrow, you will listen to my
tales of travels, for I, a voyager,
will be cultured and well-rounded.
I will speak many tongues,
brag of battle scars and Russian roulettes.
I will be sophisticated. Humble.
Extravagant, but modest.
Tomorrow, you will be impressed.
But today I am learning.
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Family through Facebook
Through my computer screen
I cannot touch you.
I cannot hug you,
nor speak to you,
nor take your hand
and tell you I love you.
Banished behind this forbidding wall
I can only see images
of what I am missing
that dance above the keyboard.
I can see the birthday parties,
the graduations,
the holidays
and new babies.
I don’t overlook a single smile.
But I cannot hear you laugh,
nor wipe your tears.
Powerless, I can only watch.
I ache for your presence,
but this translucent barrier
silences us into distance,
it makes my whispered secrets
splatter like bugs on a windshield.
But I am here for you,
right here,
waiting for you
to log on.
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Melissa MacTaggart

Winter Tree
A red wing on white
shades my wintery soul with hope.
Beneath the frosty earth
life huddles against itself,
bearing the harshness without despair,
reckoning the odds of fate with its survival.
A squirrel, stout from the feasts of fall,
moves impertinently across the snow,
its footprints etch the landscape with existence.
I ache from surrendering to the coldness of loss,
burying my dreams underground.
I am a songless bird pining for spring.
The bare branch waits,
its losses visible only to the sky.
Can I bear my longing like a winter tree?
Quietly, quietly falls the snow settle down now, it whispers,
your dream will become a leaf again.
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Jewel Tones
I am an unstrung bead
languishing in a pale box,
colliding against rainbow orbs;
spherical drops of magic,
beautiful, forgotten.
The hole in my heart
waits for a thread,
a gossamer strand of hope
I could wrap my being about.
But I shall be strung with others,
clusters of color will sway together
on a fragile filament that holds our dreams.
Now, in this darkness, we are allies,
exquisite fragments of longing.
My yearning is hollowed,
desire pours through me
then out upon the tangled rope
we make of love.
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Woman
So you think I’m just a woman woman, womb and what?
Beguiled, wild, writer, exciter
and on I shove my gentle contours
into your consciousness.
So you think I’m just a chickhow slick,
don’t quip, I’m hip
I’ll rip the seams of every macho trick.
So you think I’m just the same refrain,
you claim, you shame,
dare tame the goddess
who will never take the blame.
So you think I’m just a doll how droll,
I move, I groove,
I will remove myself from your space
there is not enough room in it for all of us
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Silent Vision
I dreamt I had a carpet,
of red and silken thread,
we lay together on its cloth
and not a word was said.
I offered you a ruby,
fresh, naked from the ground;
and when you placed it on your heart,
I swore I heard a sound.
I kissed your skin so fluid,
it moved like angels wings;
and as you shone with beauty,
I saw that silence sings.
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Grass Roots
So much talk of stupidity and griefbut I saw a tiny wren making her nest,
building a life from twigs and moss
as the wind rolled its angry tongue
in obstinacy about her house.
Weary giants stamp their feet on elation yet I have heard children gurgling like a stream
exultant with expectation,
gluttons of life’s marvels,
peeling the sun like an orange toy.
The rabble covered Liberty’s head –
but in a jail sits a man singing,
his voice quivers and soars through the bars,
opening his mind he flies away.
Freedom is like God you either know her or you don’t.
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Sweet Dreamer
I heard a bird singing,
as I trembled on the brink of earth’s edge
I dreamed of staying
but those octaves led me out
of the day, the night, the body
and into tomorrow.
Think of me at a banquet with starlit lanterns
and red winged angels playing guitar,
feasting on divine delicacies,
drinking celestial wine.
Look up and find me on a cloud
that let me rest upon it.
Look out and see me in the leaves
quivering with laughter
as the wind roars at my jokes.
Look within and find me always with you
as you love freely.
I was a son, brother, uncle, friend,
now I am only myself.
I belong with the stars and the daybreak,
the amber dusk and the dreamless night.
And love is still my story,
an infinite tale that travels the universe
from your heart to mine then back around Venus.

For Jake
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The Long Grove Writers’ Guild was founded in
2007 to provide an environment for serious writers to
improve their craft. Since that first meeting, hundreds
of poems, short-stories, meditations, blog postings,
both fiction and non-fiction have been read, critiqued
and reworked, with an end result of better writing
and better writers.
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