A Strong Love

Even though the day has past and gone

Even though the month is long

Even as the words run dry

My love for you stays strong

I may not duplicate this feat

I may be slow or even late

But I promise to not wait too long

To write you of my love

My gratitude for finding you is strong

I’m glad that we’ve stayed this long

Within this great love’s sweet embrace

That holds us in its power

Sooner long hot days and hotter nights

Will warm us from the chill within

But as the seasons fall like leaves

My love for you stays strong

A World of Great Wonder

A world of great wonder lays sleeping before us

Waiting for our dreams

A world awakening without warning

Under the covers

Beneath the seams

Today is the opening through which we may pass

Gifts and adventures a lifetime to last

Brilliant blue skies on a bright sunny day

To live at its fullest, give thanks and pray

Hope is the river on which we glide

Faith is our paddle deep inside

Giving will smooth the long bumpy ride

But love will secure us until we die

At Least for a Moment

Sometimes I can drown out the noise and I am there again

At least for a moment

Feeling your energy nestle close to me

Remembering days of hot warm sun

Cooler morning walks to the restaurant

Sometimes I can push away the chaos of everyday

At least for a moment

Feel the light Caribbean breeze brush my face

Your eyes scanning the white sand for the perfect shell

Or buried treasure

Sometimes I can close my eyes and imagine you with me

At least for a moment

Your browning legs stretched across me

Your sleepy breath whispering in my ear

Your love beside me

At least for a moment 

Awakening

Awakening to another day, my mind floats high and far away

I soar with eagles to the sun

I reach for stars before they run

I feel the coolness of alone

Your heat makes me alive

Awakening to the clear blue sky, awakening to the question why

Some succeed while others fail

Some can swim while others flail

Some can choose while others stall

Your touch helps me decide

Awakening to the sight of you, the scent, smile, the touch of you

Before the sun has dried the dew

Before the day has broken through

Before the moon has sighed to sleep

Your love makes me alive

Beginnings

Every day a new beginning, every morning starts anew

Like the rain that washes over

Like the stars that shine so blue

Every moment is too precious, dear like gold or diamonds rare

Like a child’s smile in the mirror

Like the sky when storms are clear

Every hour left in waiting, every one that’s left in want

Is lost like rain within the ocean

Lost like snow in springtime’s sun

Hold the moment to its glory, never shy away from fate

Hold on to these new beginnings

Hold on fast, it’s not too late

Love can be a new beginning; love can be a place to start

Greet each morning like forever

Greet the day with loving hearts

Inside Out

There are times when I’m beside myself

Outside looking in

There are times when I’m outside myself

Unsure where to begin

There are times when I feel like someone else

Has captured me and holds me tight

There are times when I feel just like myself

And things will be all right

The difference between being lost at sea

And finding peace inside of me

Has more to do with what’s in me

That anything without

The times that I most at rest

Secure, feel fine and just the best

Are times when my serenity

Is coupled with your love 

Creation


Inside of every one of us a steady current flows

As deep and fast as water

A seed is born then germinates

With time and love and laughter

Like tiny sparks, explosions

Ideas rise and fall

Sometimes we let them slip away

Sometimes we miss their call

This constant rolling motion 

Like floating ships at sea

Continues through our deepest nights

Even in our dreams

Each time we let our hopes take flight

Each time release a dream

Another angel flies to us

To help us be redeemed

Our job is not to guide the boat

The pilot knows the way

Our task is just to be alive

And let creation have its way

Spring Rain

A nice light spring rain never hurt anybody

It doesn’t bite like the north winter wind

It doesn’t sting like arrows of hail

It doesn’t burn anything except our expectations of sunny May days

The grass turns emerald and gleams in its wake

The fields enjoy a good long drink before the heat of summer

The waters swell, crest and recede to cleanse even themselves

Only humans are immune from its healing powers

Like night follows day the rain will be followed by sun and laughter

Like pleasure follows pain, hope rises from despair

Maybe the spring rain is a sign of good things to come

If only we can wait for its glory

Content

The fallow fields now bare of snow 

Lay waiting for the sun

The remnants of forgotten years 

Lay buried deep beneath them

The air is filled with honking geese

Returning from vacation

And you are I are resting, still

Content to be alive

Soon diesel dust will fill the air 

As farmers nurture nature’s hand

The ground is tilled, the earth reborn

As spring returns the favour

Dirty hands and smiling faces

Prepare for summer’s glory

As you and I survey the world

Content to be alive

Pro and Con

The pessimist feels fenced in by concrete with a few lonely trees bleeding green onto the sea of asphalt

Breathing the fumes of a thousand cars a hour even as he pedals furiously to an unknown future

The only animals are humans

As if all other species have been eliminated so that we may pursue this futile dream

The optimist sees the slants of sunlight pouring through between the tall buildings as a sign of hope

That flowers can bloom in tightly squeezed pots as a signal of freedom

She imagines a roof top garden with ripe red tomatoes and vines of string beans soaking up the sun

Pictures herself on an island oasis

If just in her mind

If just for a moment.

Which one are you?

Which one do you want to be?

It may be the only choice we really have

No Place to Hide

There is no room in poetry for separation from the world

No neat compartmentalization of our distinct pieces

There is no you and I

Just us

There are no barriers to protect us from our feelings

Sadness comes in waves

Uninterrupted by the coastline

No breakwaters to soften the blow of the relentless sea

There is no place to hide from the pain

But somehow it is bearable once it escapes

From the prisons of our imagination

It flows as thick as mud, as hot as molten lava

But then it is gone

There is no room for patient self-reflection

No buyer's remorse is possible once it begins its long journey

From our head to our heart

From our soul unto the world

But all of it is worth it

To empty our bloated insides and be released

To finally feel touched by something outside of our self

To finally feel alive

It is our story of ancient failings and even older redemption

It is the storm, and never the calm before

It is minutes of captured triumph in ages of stumbling, bumbling incoherence

And it is always worth it

Because sometimes we feel loved

Sunday

Sometimes I wake before the sun

Before the moon has said goodnight

I reach for you but you are gone

The stars have set you free

Once I slept til way past noon

And even then was way too soon

To shake the dreams of losing you

But by then it was too late

Only Sunday seems just right

I still get up before the light

But after some time spent alone

I reach and you are there.

