


Building Burnt Bridges


				


     Never a thought


     To what thinking brought


     Of dealings and feelings


     Of a father oft' fought





     Never a word


     To stop speaking said


     To wonder and ponder


     A father once dead





     Never comprehension 


     To stop the unknowing


     Walking and talking 


     In thoughts that are flowing





     Never a smile


     On a face t'was once glowing


     To show to a son


     Who is rightfully going





     Always a love


     That might not be showing


     That hides and darts


     From a son who wants knowing





Humanity at its Wettest





     The ocean is alive and living I say,


     Waking in the morning like a babe


     With small gentle waves.


     At noon it’s as vigorous as any young


man or woman,


     Yet never quite sure.


     In the evening it’s steady and strong


     As a mature human being.


     At night it calms, seemingly somber


     Like an old man waiting to be born.





Something’s Wrong





     We all at times


     Wish for more than we have,


     And it is not wrong.


     Yet when we wish for something


     Someone else has,


     Its jealousy.








We Have Often Said





I have never dreamt of dying,


Yet when the subject arises, I say I have. 


The same goes for leaving the Americas,


Eating chocolate-covered ants,


Or doing a double front flip off the diving board.





Now I think it might not have been


the right thing to do,


to lie,


But I also think of what I might not have been able


to do without that lie,


and is it really a lie?


I have done similar things—oh, yes, similar things.





I have preformed a one-and-a-half dive,


though it’s not a double.


And I have gone to Mexico.





It’s not out of the "Americas,"


but it is out of America.


I've eaten a lot of chocolate covered things,


but never ants.


And of course I've thought of dying,


but never dreamt it.





It’s never the same to anyone else.


What you really do doesn’t matter,


So for me life has been half lies.


Then I wonder, what if peace isn’t all


It’s cracked out to be?


What if love isn’t either,


and how about Heaven?


Then I wonder how a slight truth


Could be spoken about any of the latter?








Unbelievable Logic





Correction—who is wrong?


Words always thinking,


Songs left unsung,


Loving ideas waiting


On a quivering tongue.





You may be older,


Yes, I may be young.


But that’s just a cliché,


Not love now undone.


There’s no more caring now,


No tightness, no fun.





Yet once and before,


Your heart was won


Just weeks ago by me.


And now that it’s done,


You can feel disconnected,


You can feel like you've won.





There is no end


To true love I fear,


So my heart I shall mend


Year after year.





And I'll watch and wonder


Of you and about.


I'll look and I'll ponder,


I'll scream and I'll shout





Why couldn’t it work,


Just you and me?


Please be a believer


Of the truth that can be.








True Greatness





What will you be?


A question oft' asked


Of a young lad or lady,


Their true greatness masked





Doctors & Lawyers!


They all seem to say


Similar answers


That forever end the day.





I wait for the morning


When I can hear


Some true greatness—words


From a young child dear.





“I want to be humble.”


That’s what they should say,


Caring and loving


Until my hair turns gray.





I want to be nice


To all different people,


Not limiting love


To a temple or steeple,





Nor color, nor race,


Or any walk of life.


They should want to be great


In truth and in light





Coloring All





Butterflies, dragonflies, and fireflies—


All have similar names and are different.


People are people,


Humans are human,


And we all differ as much.


Should we differ?


Ask yourself this,


And I don’t mean the same.





Can we just be all,


and not separated?


At one point you could be a certain color,


still be human,


But never a person.


Butterflies have always differed in color,


And they have always been butterflies,


Beautiful butterflies.


Socially Acceptable





Never a day in a young girl’s life


That she doesn’t see herself as a caring man's wife.


Yet just as common, she is struck with strife,


For she has been stabbed with the "socially acceptable" knife.





Thinking, thoughts spinning,


What shall she do?


Will she buy a top, Capri’s, or some new shoes?


Will she run more and eat less to lose weight too?


Does she absolutely have to be exactly like you?





Magazines and movie screens, do they help at all?


Or do they just set people up for a fall?


We hear the debate over and over


That we must be perfect like every small clover.





But that’s just the point.


Look at those plants.


Each one with three leaves,


In the breeze they do dance,





But which one is rare,


And which do we want more?


Of course we can pick


Not a three, but a four.





So who is to judge


Just who we should be?


Don’t listen to him,


Her, them, or even to me.





Be your own person—


Be loved for yourself,


And put "socially acceptable"


Back on the shelf.











I Hope I Learn





Never again will I smile,


Never more will I sing,


Never will I run or dance,


Never happiness will I bring.





My life is full of hardships,


My life you need not know,


My life can be seen bad or good,


My life like me will grow.





And will you ever understand?


And will you ever wish


That my life be soon served to you


Like fine wine with a dish?





Well I can tell you honestly,


Well I can tell it true,


If you really want to know,


I will bestow it all on you.





No, wait—don’t dare turn away.


No, wait—don’t look aside.


Please don’t think you can stop caring,


Please don’t kill my pride.





I warned you, you might not like it.


I warned you, you might not care.


But you insisted diligently that


This life of mine isn't fair.





I knew this would happen,


I knew you'd walk away.


You could not handle my life.


Like all the others,


You too could not stay.
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