This began as a collabrative effort on a little chat site...
but didn't work I guess I wasn't collaborating so...

I've recomposed it as a single..

 

Tomorrow
you chose me from a gallery of muted frames
it was a risk you didn't need to take.
the damage was obvious, though far from harmless,
i thought it secret...hidden...buried..dead
the consequences of touching my spirit
may send back the ghosts and memories wasted.
regrets?
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I wrote a poem!  Thought it was a letter...but look what happened!

Of course...it was just my heart...about a wonderful person...and a time so long ago.

 

You Today
 

Actually...you meant much more to me than that.
You used to sit, those years in school...always so sad and beautiful and shy...
and you lived across the orchards....I loved the dusty walk on what was it?  Bonnie Brae?
and your parents Lincoln...
and your swimming pool...
and the night Bob Dylan and Johnny Cash sang "Lay Lady Lay"...and we did.
We were so young..
You bought me a forty-five of "Honky Tonk Woman"
and yes, long after we had sex or something at my family's empty house...I think my heart was empty too...by then.
but you know...I loved you once as a young man...and love you still in that strange mist of memory.
and I'd love to see you sometime...you today...

 

 Kathie.....Happy Birthday!


Seven squared magic time
gone by…to come
A celebration
of past dreams…for some
But better proof
the shining of your convictions.
 

Not adrift
like some
But a root still to grow on.
You branch and leave
bringing in…letting go.
always with your finer determinations
 

Understand ?
not some.
But love we do
You,
and the timelessness,
of your truths ...and persuasions.
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