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This Canal

This canal, keeper of the wayward tides,
Is bridged with spanning silver steel,
Railroading trains,

And cut by painted bows and keels.

Oft have | paused, then stopped to behold
This canal, by night, by day,
Has ebbs and eddies,
And rock piled jetties
T o catch the wind-blown, sloshing brine.

Fishermen cast their lines and themselves.
They, as |, pretend to reel-in the twine.
Oft have | paused, then stopped to behold
Forces and people beyond my control.

T his canal is singular and alone;

The barges and the tugs only passing by.
Until the sun returns over the iridescent bay
T o warm the salt air and commence another day.



T hatis the Way It Is

(July 17, 2009)

T he Wyntje approaches across winnowing bay.
Solo, he tacks the sunset sail in a masterful way.
T he rising moon- a place where men have been.
Sits over the bay as an ever present friend.
He loves the sea, he loves the stars.
He loves to tell the story all over again.
T he water is smoother closest to the land.
A slender figure is silhouetted in the twilight sand.

He brings her around and salutes from his ship.
A quick nod, a hearty grin and tightened grip.
Old friends move along the garnished ocean edge.

Vox populi! Vox populi!

T hatis the way it is.



Listen to the Plow

Listen, listen, | hear the plow
It's been snowing past an hour now
Only a couple of inches on the ground
Comes the rumbling, tumbling sound

Round and round goes the flashing light
Sifting flakes falling in the night
They say the driver's had a few

The night is long and it gets him through

T he plow was always worth waiting for
A\ portent of innocent conclusions I'd draw
When school was called off for the day
| grabbed my sled and slid away

When everything stopped or was shut down
Nothing stirring in the town
The future was a passing, unimportant thought
As inits grip | now am caught

Once my skates cut the glassy ice
And my childhood had no stated price
Complications in my life so heavy now

ONh, how I love to listen to the plow




A Snowflake Angel

In a quiet corner resides
Sunlit wedges where | alone abide.
Affixed; transfixed to the windowis harbor spit.
Our days are gone: T here is nothing left.

T he flash was sudden-sudden-sudden.
My heart was severely bludgeoned.
My future flailed and flattened.
What else really matters?

Moonbeams scattered like souls atop water.
Solitary hours marked that endless night.
As workers dredged the twisted rubble,

Terror spread rapidly from the site.

Spotlights shone over the fallen towers
Where the dead lay buried on nine-eleven.
But rising from the smoldering ash heap ruin
A snowflake angel winged to heaven.

The Greatest

The kid came into town
Cocky and brash



Punching holes in the air
He challenged them all
In a continual tirade
Two hundred and ten pounds-

The kid
Eight to one on the bear
He had scowling, growling eyes
A mauler, he stood face to face-
With the kid

He was mean and he meant
T o pummel and smash the kid
T o the canvas floor
The kid he jabbed, he jabbed
A left stunning jab

He wore the mauler
Wore him down
Cut his face and the scow!
He could not be caught-

The kid

As he danced around the ring
The rounds went by
And they blinded his eyes
But he crossed and counter-punched
A flailing upper cut
And when they called for the seventh round
The bear sat on a wooden stool
He never came out
And the kid was the champion of the world






That Heroic Spirit
(Which Has Now Departed)

Row, row, row calls the oarsman forward on that misty morn.
Clear the underbrush- a clash of honor on the far side of dawn.
Judge Pendleton draws the lot and accepts the solemn pledge.
North side, facing Nlew Y orkis fiduciary- atop the upper ledge.

Beat, beat, beat contracts the contractual heart.
How close is death to this world when we part?
A Wogdon affair has transpired across the Hudson serene.
T he wooden handlejs smooth and the pistol barrel wiped clean.

March, march, march into history- Nevisis wayward son.
Pace by pace -the penultimate waste of a race never won.
Soiled is the soil, green are the leaves, blue is the sky.
Above the Weehawken glassy waters the lonely eagle flies.

Twas a dog day dream obscene and gleaned to a tomorrow that would never be.
Once the Scotsman crossed the Caribbean where sea begets sea.
Spawned the man since bequeathed a death not deserved.
Anguished, tormented, alone- the Little Lion turned.



T he magma Palisades overshadowed the Weehawken Heights.
For honoris sake into the balmy air he fired wild and out of sight.
A\ death grip aim combusted into a fiery smoke discharge.
Irish Code Duello sanctioned the murderous barrage.

0 This is a mortal wound, doctor,6 doth he mutter.
No pulse, no breath or feeling- nary a shutter.
For a odespicable opinion 0 applied to the killeris name like mud.

The murdereris revenge was soaked in the nationis blood.
His bones they rest marble in the heart of economic grandeur.
Below the soaring scrapers traffic snarls and passersbys ponder.

Destinyis embodiment when the United States of America was started.
"l struggle with a bursting heart to portray that heroic spirit
which has now departed.6



North of North

Can someone tell me whatis north of north?

Not today as | venture forth
North of the blue Charles channel.
Somewhere north of Cambridge and points beyond.
Let me pierce the zenith to worlds unknown.
live always wanted to go.

Itis the moment | leave the tunnel

T o places live never been before
Itis Pittsburgh lasered through the mountains

Where light is not light after all.
When dreams are most assuredly supplanted

By faceted layers of elevated phantasms.

North of north.
Racing like a NASCAR wannabe
T o the finite shores of the reservoir
Tiptoeing above and around the surface tension.
Soaring past every instant live known
North of north
Before Iim through
My consciousness deceives me
These worlds unknown
When day leaves night and night dribbles away
| stand everywhere at once
North of north.



Nighttime Highways

Nighttime highways are all the same
Daytime's highlights stripped bare
Everything that makes a place a place
Is lost to the nighttimeis darkened face

The horizon, dim and diminished in twilight
Silhouetted, forms lurk left and right
Line after broken line shooting up the hills
Miles after mile on the asphalt treadmill

Radio tower's red light flashing, presides
With incandescent bulbs across the countryside
Down the road, oncoming headlights glare
Nighttime highways are all the same



Change

I love the change
Change, the ever-changing season is here.
Orange cut leaves within the green.
It's September- new and clear.

Fallen leaves, only a few now it seems
Are scattered across the dewy grass
It's change and everything must pass.
I love the sweeping change;
The movement of the earth around the sun.

Gray strands within the dark.
Even the sun knows when day is done.
T he shadows from bending branches are stark
And stars boldly shine above the widening range.
It is constant, always shifting, perpetual change.



Where the Poppies Grow

Where the poppies grow
Is a quiet and safe place, you know.
With her tiny hands on mother earth
She settles to sleep on a peaceful berth.

She chases the blue sky's passing clouds.
Only a scintilla of happiness sheis allowed.
They can pummel and hurt and inflict the pain.
Nestled within the poppies she becomes sane.

Her voice went silent all the long day.
T hey think can take everything away.
Within a behemoth, monstrous grip she is caught.
But encroaching evil cannot take away her thoughts.

T he poppies will always grow for all who feel.
| would return and cross those brightened fields.
She would open her eyes to someone who cares;
Take my hand as shejs whisked away from there.



Before, After and Beyond

She was perfection, pure in body and soul.
Timeless, limitless, yet finite in her ultimate role.
No creature human, save particle, touched her
delicate balance.

Nothingness ended in night, disrupted by
inexplicable talents.
A spark so small as to bedazzle all thought.

Let time and space spread from a nonexistent spot
Miniscule manifestations and a decaying complexion
Born anew, shattering perfection

She is beauty, symmetrical and gracefully intertwined
lllusions of wholeness coexist outside of space and time
The smallest and the largest are but parts of
flickering shadows soon gone
Disavowing what was before, after, and beyond



Everyoneis Gone Away

The curtains were drawn
And shadows covered the lawn
Empty was our home
Late one afternoon

Gone were our days
But the idle props remain
Like a vacant stable
The chairs and table
Pictures from past still loom
They populate the forgotten dusty room

At Christmas we all stood so tall
Faded and curled are the cobweb wallpaper walls
An echo is heard here silence rules
Perhaps my mother's back home from school
Or it must be just the wind rattling fireplace draft
But I'm sure | heard my father's laugh
Through the kitchen window the sun started the day
We were all round the table and breakfast was on the way

That little red house
Our house-
Where we lived once upon a day
Is there anybody home?
No one even answers the phone
--Everyoneis gone away



Heavenis Gate

The gates of heaven open and angels sing
When | hear your joyful tune-
A grasp for the eternal perfect bliss,
If for but a moment's fleeting wish.
Melodic structures, yet freely flowing.
Pure is the soothing sound you bring.
T he gates of heaven open and angel's sing.



Summer Has Not Yet Ended

Summer has not yet ended, my fairy fay.
Prematurely draped in vivid crimsom gold
on this day.
Dear God, give us courage to face our lives.
Comes the horse drawn cortege and the Prince's
gamely stride

Would be kings and queens ceremoniously bowed.
T o answer the gathering twentieth century crowd.
Onward against the asphalt click the horses' hooves.
The camera eye of the world watching every move

Something more than life readily immortalized
The wispy golden strands and radiant smile
Vanquished, as royal men in royal red so sadly crept
Hoisting a mother's coffin up the abbey steps

Count the English flowers lain across the EEnglish countryside
On a clear September morn this side of the millennium
Tears silently shed for a British princess
A\ sweetness, a zest, a life so easily extinguished



The Fourth

Main Street was swept empty- the parade had passed.
Stray crepe paper, tumbling, didn't last.
White picket fences with banners still hung.
Another Fourth of July is over before it has begun.

Spent remnants of firecrackers abandoned.
Above, on Mars, Pathfinder has landed.
They're beaming back trails of pixels now,
In dark, in cold, one hundred twenty-three
million miles.

| have to leave, I've been marooned.
No one seems to understand my gloom.
My eyes observed a sky not exactly blue;
The planet's the scant air is a pink pastel hue!

A crowd gathers on Vineyard Sound,
L ooking across twilightis iridescent dome.
Atop the ageless rocks the craft was perched,
And [I've been demoted to watching fireworks.

No one really stopped to view the skies,
As somewhere below the Swan, Pegasus flies.
And above the lighthouse deep and red-

T he planet hovers and beckons instead



Colors burst geometrically cross the night,
But | was captivated by another sight.
From the lowly planet Earth | gazed,
Humbled, chagrined, unabashedly amazed.



The Moth

ol want to know,o0said he.
0What brings the moth
Back to the light?
Appearing gone

Then returning again? 0

In the darkest night
Such a force
Taking himin-
Isirresistible and without pretence.

A, this light that never ends.



Welcome to my Nightmare

Welcome to my nightmare
Staring all of us
A comical rendition called life
On the decorated stage
T he players are sliding toward the edge
Such feeble attempts to prolong the show

Ready: Action: Camera
What do you see?
Act one, scene one
What will you be?

Welcome to my nightmare
With everyone listed above
| want to be a dancer
With nary a single clue
Waltzing in syncopation
Toward nowhere
Until [im done



The Christmas's Yet to be

Here's to the Christmas's yet to be.
Sounds of little children round the tree .
Sharing the joy of the season and each other.
All the aunts and uncles, fathers and mothers.

Here's to the years unfolding as they should.
Snowflakes falling in field and wood.
Christmas goodies in the kitchen oven.
Steam on windows, turkey set for stuffing.

Here's to us all happy and together.
T oast another year through wintery weather.
Food for feasting with Cranberry sauce.
It's almost time for Santa Claus.

Here's to all the wide eyed girls and boys.
When Santa unpacks his sack of toys.
All wishes, hopes and prayers have been answered.
The joy of giving is the spirit of Santa.

Here's to the twenty-fifth day near end of year.
May Peace and Happiness always be here.
Love is the one and only key-

Of all the Christmas's yet to be



T he River Stops Here

T he river stops here, just down the street
Iim live and have arrived- to see death repeat.
In this frozen mausoleum where time stands still,
Taking photographs like a visitor touring hell.

Forty-three years hence and I still cannot believe.
A cold dark wind rose from the depths of evil.
It stirred from the corner of the railroad overpass
And continued a deadly swath atop the hilly grass.

This road is stained with our countryis blood and grief.
Fifty-five thousand followed the fallen Commander in Chief.
They marched into the plaza and disappeared below the overpass.
As | walked from Houston and Main to a sniperis fa-ade inside the glass.

For those guilty of his murder, justice in Godis court soon.
T he eternal crack of the rifles echo from 30 minutes after noon

| possess a persistent pain that cries forever inside of me.

T he river stops here. It will flow no more and will never be.



The Firefly

The firefly flies in darkened space.
He emerges alone from a lonely place.
Just a momentarily brightness in the night.
He then falls silent after his fanciful flight.

The herorises like a bird on the wing.
Above the stage he dances and sings.
In the enchanted land of paltry poltroons,
Who digitally bay at the paper moon.

They falsely mold their sugar cube idols
Into personalized forget-me-nots.
Before the steel tooth monster erupts
Bites and chews and spits them up.

Neckties have fallen from social grace.
T his just ainit the same old place.
24/7 resonating inside a plasma bell.
There is no heaven, there is no hell.

The night bird is silent, deadly and stealth.
Leave this world and leave behind your wealth.
How many lay dead under the crosses in Normandy?
No one now remembers, swimming this hegemony.

The firefly flies in darkened space.
He emerges alone from a lonely place.
Just a momentarily brightness in the night.
He then falls silent after his fanciful flight.



One by One

One by one they have fallen
Across the Mother Earth
| hear the distant voices calling;
Falling before the human curse

Once | cast them youthful gazes
And sought their loving faces
Even those gods who stood so tall
Have fallen before us all

One by one they have fallen
Like leaves in cold autumn air
With a frantic cry | gasped
As neither leaves nor gods | grasped

Age has made us now aware
How summeris branches suddenly go bare
| hear the distant, beckoning sound
Of leaves reaching the frozen ground

One by one they have fallen
Across the Mother Earth
Even bare cold branches have callen
T o the silver sky unheard



How can | seek to recapture
T he river flowing through warmer pasture?
| can only mourn its course today
And those bright leaves seen just yesterday
Spread over sturdy trees- once giving
T heir life sustaining force- so giving

Shut down-
Dead-

Forgiven



Wandering in the Universe at Night

Who are the catacomb wanderers from the
endless night?
| heard the inner voices.
With a melancholy dispersing
| held on tight.

Come sit at the table,
Come sit at the table.
It doesnit seem right.
Exquisite was sunlight condensing,
Coalescing between the rainbow cadenzas.

| tiptoed betwixt Fraunhofer lines
Where others walked blind.
Do unto others
Before they undo your shoelaces.
Where is the prescient eternal fog?
Beyond Bucky Fulleris canvass sky ?

| awakened to the songbirds at the start
A simple awareness
Stirred the horror of the heart

Shot down in Saigon
Shot down my heart.



Wrinkled and twisted
From shrapnel pervasiveb

And then | laughed:
0 Willie, oh, Willie.o
It was the top of the ninthi
There were idiots on base.
Idiots in the stands
Idiots in left field.
Idiots at the plate.
Idiots before
And idiots not yet born.
Idiots donit steal bases.
Idiots yawn
Idiots abound.
But Idiots record the score.

Suffering indignity
T he prelates warned of inequity
Save your prayers for the tomboys.
Save you prayers for yourself.
Pray for the truth stitchers.
Bring forth your opulent dynasty
Bring forth your quail

Off went the shotgun
Down went the whale
Batten down the bulkheads
From indifferent tutors
Wandering the universe with entourage
Mimicking the Prophets
Making mincemeat of petunias
Stomping the grounds at will.



High definition pirates and piranhas
Were living here still.
Everyoneis a victim
Tore down the leaders
Justice came to a crawl.

Turn off the silence.
Stop at the wall.

Nix the diffidence of the fall.
This is America
Home of the sort of brave.
From cradle to grave

This is America
Everyone return to your seat.
Check into the Savings and Loan
Check out of the braney holes
Make a checklist for your soul.

Start at the beginning
And again | laugh
What beginning?

What ending?

Condescending in brainy holes.
T hey stamp reality like chocolate
Like the US mint near Ghirardelliis
Asfter the Cold Rush
Freezing my fingers-

Is this the beginning of the end
Of not being insane?



Check in with Big Brother.
Check out the camera babes.
Why should sadness be fatal?
And happiness combustible.
What brought forth the damned in Jerusalem?

Where are Einstein and Hawking?
With the wasteland bordering
Gautama took a holiday.
From the convoluted mystery
Of the inner folds.

A\ journey from Brain to Brane.

Hung on the wood
With thorny rose
The crossroads of history
A minor and a major
T wixt a pinpoint of dimensions.

Gone is the Hudson
Draining Lake Iroquois
The Pleistocene Epoch

Theice and the crush
Mammoths and Weasels

Gone are the days
| kissed her in twilight
T wilight will kiss me again.
There are many worlds
On the head of a pin.

Chances to start all over again.
Be there by morning
Atop the window sill



Where sunlight delights you
The day begins anew.
This everyday fright
And everyday tales.
Wearing this everyday mask
To please the pied pipers
In my precision
I make light where there is night.

Super Strings on the Yo Yo
Beauty in the charmed
A\ system in the upside down
Godis right hand man in my heart
Complex Quarky equations
AnNd quarky complexes
Inside us all

No one understands
| have never revealed
The truth of my depth
And the height of my soul
In compliance, | scaled the cliffs
| am the glue that they sought.

Houdini called long distance
From behind the wall
Deadened to the ear.
| heard him succinctly.
| heard him clear.

| breathed the simplicity
As | transcended the wall,
Turn off the daylight switch,
And as | wrote some more.
| sensed the glow.



Here inside my head.
Dancing like Ali
Waiting on the ropes
Laughing I cried.
Laughing and crying.
Until Midnight comes.
Wandering the Universe at night.



T he Shirt that was New

T he shirt that was new hung on a circular rack
Caught my eye, it did, the deep blue sleeves
White on the front and back
So, | bought it and brought it home
For weeks and weeks, it was my new shirt

T he shirt that was new was new long ago
| thought of it on this very day
As | pulled it from a pile of rags
And wetted it around and throughout

But | was not trying to wash the shirt
The shirt that was new, it's useful shape outgrown
Was the shirt | used for cleaning things
O, if time could stop me here and now!

I'd scarcely believe it was true
T hat the shirt, so fresh and new upon the rack
Was the shirt | used for mopping dirt.



The Foaming Wake

(For Gary)

| want to watch the foaming wake
And hasten aft along moistened rail
T o behold the pathwayis eternal trail
Tis an errant dream, an oft repeated mistake
| want to watch the foaming wake

The world was circumpolar, electric blue
Deep and undisturbed
Now rippled and crawling with windy breaches
As the capped ethereal sadly beseeches
T he never ending, surrounding lake
Cut by a paving, flailing wake

| want to watch the foaming wake
Back less than a measured nautical mile
Where | last saw your certain smile
At that demarcation where slosh churns to brine
Your words echo and in and out of time



You have departed distant and reposed
Beyond the wake where nobody goes
We are all drawn closer to that edge
Where the sea recycles and starts again
And dreams and understanding suspiciously blend

The ship is steady on its charted course
Yet, in the equatorial skies bursts a silent thunder
Your life has been swept asunder
Oh, how my heart aches and aches
| want to watch the foaming wake



T he Footprints

Who belongs to the footprints in the snow?
Assorted sizes compacted along the trail
How would | ever know
From whence they came and whence they went?

Winteris chill hurts the hardest
When churned with unmerciful death
Left with only shadows on the grave

And footprints in the snow

First there was nothing before the storm
Inaudible flakes wafted to the ground
The hundreds and the millions who traveled
Without a sound.

Footprints designed and pressed
Frozen in the woods till spring
Until the sun decided to thaw
T hey became silver before the dawn

When does snow transform to slush
And water to earth and back again?
It is when summer sizzles the forest floor
And the footprints that were are no more



Change

| love the change
Change, the ever-changing season is here.
Orange cut leaves within the green.
It's September- new and clear.

Fallen leaves, only a few now it seems
Avre scattered across the dewy grass
It's change and everything must pass.
| love the sweeping change;
T he movement of the earth around the sun.

Gray strands within the dark.
Even the sun knows when day is done.
The shadows from bending branches are stark
And stars boldly shine above the widening range.
Itis constant, always shifting, perpetual change.



| Turn Backward Now

(Tearsin the backwater)

| turn backward now.
Toaroad channeled and meandered as if ploughed.
The road and I, we have an inner, forever pain.
Thoughts are like salty estuaries carved into the verdant plain.
As the cold evening fog creeps inward from the crashing sea,
Remnant sun provides a vapor glaze, ubiquitous beyond the murky trees.

Youth misconstrue growing old
The aged prolcaim things donit work no more.
My memories arenit shrouded by years.
| have a pugnacious attitude where there should be fear.
Loss and love piled up like the snow banks when | was a boy.
Love and life are best when enjoyed.

T onight therels hint of snow in the frigid New England air.

And my soul and heart have just been laid bare.



| turn backward now.

Toward an endless night shrouding those | cannot see.
Along the straw grass shore-against the icy backwatersj flow.
T he fireis warmth spreads beyond the heated brick hearth glow.
| hear them singing tidings of peace to help them believe
When Mom had us gathered all at home on Christmas Eve.
Itis a dream, dreamed by the dreamer.

Beyond the exploding stars are dimensional branes.
Below my cranium is a world that reigns sublime.
Sparks would scatter when Dad added another piece of pine.
Or as Auntie finished the crystalline goblet holding wine.
Like passing runners in marathon races.

So, briefly | saw their faces.
We arrived early, down the pike from Amherst.
T he past cannot be unlocked- like Pharaohis curse.
Snow, so quiet, the snow that nobody knows.
Pings your face when the winter wind begins to blow.

| turn backward now.
With a simple, unintended sigh.
Just once to hold her gentle hand in mine.
Or look into my motheris loving eyes.
Let us all toast the new yearis inevitable rampant turn.
O, I have become so all mighty, pompously wise.
Twilight and wrinkles provide the ultimate disguise.



A Simple Prayer for the Common Man

Oh, Lord hear my prayer for the common man.
Calloused were once his vice grip hands.
He rode shotgun against the prevailing winds.
Stubbornness and recklessness were his sins.
The common man.

He lived his life, sturdy and strong,
Sometimes right and sometimes wrong.
T he common man thrust his fist at wealth.
Beholden to no one but to he, himself.

God, what sins wonit you forgive?
Do you scratch a tally sheet for the minutes we live?
Tis not for all of us or me to say.
How the common man spent his days.

Repentance and forgiveness never escape scalding embers.
When will the likes of him be soon remembered?
Never stared down by the likes of mortal men.

It was that stranger death that did him in.

They bought the box and nailed the lid until,

His powerful hands lay resolute and still.
He is the man who broke with the dawn.
Destined for toil from the day he was born.
The common man.



Oh, Lord | say to you in earnest:

This is the mighty man who ran the mighty race.
He sweat, he bled, he worked at an ungodly pace.
A man who staggered but refused to fall.
The common man, he wasnit so common after all.



T he Executioneris Loft

Tellme atale and tell it true.

Tell me of what we are required to do.
Speaketh from the depths how evil was sent
0 Weill hang ye, and hang ye very dead.
Dear Goody Glover, you must repent!
For words so spoken to the innocents.6

Cotton Matheris suspicions are not alone.

0 How dare ye speak in such mysterious undertones?
T o Salemis children whom you have so afflicted.6
And Tituba has baked a witchis cake
Fed it to the dog to just to nix the spell.

Her confession bellows from the depths of hell.

Dr. Griggs attests the girlsi spiritual choice
Elizabeth and John Proctor and Sarah Cloyce.
Speaketh deep evil and stir the witchis deadly brew.
Accusers and liars with invisible swords they slew
Beware of what ye do and what ye say
And of bewitching behavior in Massachusetts Bay.

Bridget, ye died from the hangmanis noose.
Is this the crime for using words so loose?
Indict them, ye judges, for not being in the fold.
Ye are sentenced to hang like the witches of old.



The Sarahs, Rebecca, Susannah, Elizabeth
Serving Satan in Salem Village deals them death.

Witchcraft, deemed capital doth sooth the mob.
SStill, a pervasive evil settles swiftly like the evening fog.
Dare | blaspheme that the tepid sky doth not fall?
And speaketh of icebergs with no shrinking walls.

Ye stealeth the power transcending from Almighty God.
Each time ye ascend the stairs to the executionerts loft.



Pass me a Summeris Day

Pass me a summeris day
live been longing to travel away
That day we disappeared
Down the Berkshire highway
When the air was warm
And clouds promptly parted

Remember that day?

We hauled our packs

Past the cranberry pond
Through the forest tunnel
Up and over the rocky slope
With pounding hearts and sweaty brows

On the way to the top

Remember that day?

From the fire toweris view
A haze hung over the valley
And over me
When winter is cold and gray
And so are we
Oft | will ask you:

Pass me a summeris day



T he Mighty Oak

Al the while the mighty oak stood by
Guardian of the verdant field and wood
Watching over little children as they played
The years passed by and all was good

Its roots - pylon anchors sunk deep into the soil
A hearty trunk and lofty branches were unworn
Sharing shade, it withstood nature's exacting toil
High above the houses before we were born

We never question what mundanely remains the same
But September brought a singular, dreadful sound
In the midst of a raging Caribbean hurricane
The might oak was returned back to the ground



T he Mighty Cosmos

Red tail jets streak silver cross the cosmic night
They dice the half sliced, cratered winter moon
A cold breath signals something is not right
CNN reports you've gone away too soon

Behold- the unimaginable, remarkable heavenly sights
Nebulae swirling into bottomless galactic hues
You shared, you taught the paradoxical human plight
Reaching, clawing, grasping for the simple truth

And what of your exacting, unbending scientific creed?
As you circle Jupiter, lo, and Ganneymeade
In wonderment, rapture and awe,
A\ billion, billion, billion suns shining so close
Astonished, chagrined, and humbled by the mighty cosmos



