“I AM CLAY”
I am clay.
Graven with images,
Embossed impressions that are – you -

My earth-origins   -  Life potters,
Shaping and creating and pulling apart,
Recasting and molding and sculpting

A mere imitation of me.
A fragile knick knack - an ornament,
Incidental but integral,
Yet –

An unfinished piece.
“GRANDFATHER”
God must have been my Grandfather.
A stuffed and worn chair were his earthenthrone.
And I – pow wow at his feet – a loyal listener

To red flannel wisdom that I didn’t always understand, 

And one liners delivered with puffs of a pipe.

His voice – rich and brown – bemused with tobacco-mellow memories

O brass band nights and grease paint days,

And a magnificent young man I wish I had known.

Held in my heart – he speaks to me still.

And I listen – at his feet. 
“RESTLESS SPIRIT”
It is a restless spirit,

Yearning to be free.

A planetary pilgrim 

On a path leading nowhere.

It is a crystal clear waterfall,

Roaring and descending

Into white-capped pools
That are never filled.

It is a gentle breeze,

Elusive and intangible,

With only the leaves

Whispering its existence.

It is a sunbeam,

Orangengolden iridescence from Heaven.

Reach out to touch it,

And it is no longer there.

It is an unborn babe,

Nameless and blind,

A primal scream seeking voice within me
“COLOR THE LOVE”

Color the love 

So that we may see,

As we now feel,

Its cruel sting – its gentle caress.
Catch the tears and collect the laughter;
Capture carefully love’s sensual sighs.

Gather warm kisses,

Savor desire’s tender touch;

Draw the hurt from the trace of love’s vengeful slap.

Then – magically –
Transpose them with a crystalline touch

To fragments of a stained-glass rainbow.

Patterns and pieces – reds, greens, and blues –

A kaleidoscope of emotions.

Love takes the stage
Arrayed in fractured colors - 
Emerging,

Exploding,

Always changing.

“LISTEN TO THE SEA”

Close your eyes he said – and imagine.

Listen to the sea as it washes the shore.

Someone held my hand then – as I gave your life for mine,

A death without dying.

And behind closed eyes – I imagine

That I know who you might have been.

So I listen to the sea as it washes the shore,

And I still bleed.
