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?

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...

Devil's Den the Slaughter Pen 
the rocks don’t consider 

the impertinence of that moment…

they remain tumbled in a giant play ground 

of charcoal tunnels…

as they always always have…

 

the devils still locked in their bloody slaughter…

for what? 

That forever July…

to put blood in the new heart of now a nation,

they bleed on and on and on to keep it beating…

 

But pause as fathers can…

and unseen smile,

as they watch their children, 

oblivious,

laugh and cry and scrape their knees

on those rocks…

on any July day. 

 A Complete Thought
You couldn’t hear the music

But it is shared so much

It’s not the sound of moonlight

it’s the feel of its touch

 

A complete thought

Not needing embellishment

An unlimited bound idea

Cast in flowing cement

 

It’s not really what is written

It is how it’s shown

The congealing of the wonder

determines if it ever is grown 

