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The Writing Seed

When I am alone I think of you
And write in my little book
So later you can view
All the thoughts it took
For me to express myself
For you to put on your shelf
So some day when you can read
I will have planted the writing seed
So inside you these thoughts will grow
And you can write them in nice straight rows,
All your thoughts you have for me,
So some day I will read them and see.

To Cala love Daddy…



I Will Remember

One day you will say,
I remember all of the ways,
We traveled back and forth all day,
From Canada, Africa, Spain our stays…
Sometimes a month, sometimes a week,
Petting lions, fishing in a creek,
Climbing all the tallest mountains,
Watching light shows in water fountains,
Drawing Barbie with paper and pen,
Having fun with all we did just then,
But most important we never did complain,
For we sleep until we see each other again.



On Lago Gatun

I spent several moments in Lake Gatun,
Looking up to the starry sky alone,
As others began to gather around the water and come in,
I find myself again expressing thoughts to stranger and friend,
“I look up at the sky and like the stars,
I realize we are in a unique moment,
If not just for that varying point in time,
And with a camera for an eye I captured the image of the stars,
As I have captured an image of you,
Held together for a brief moment,
By the powers of the Universe,
Stars and people,
With the only difference,
Our life is faster and shorter in essence,
But sometimes the same in a moment.”



Note On A Napkin To You

Generally speaking someone would have to ask why you would
want to be with me…
Often the question is asked after you are with the person, no,
every time after the fact,
For all of this time, you have only a handful of good reasons,
I love you, but why, why, why do we not know yet why.
And so you run until you get tired of me chasing you,
And maybe I just like to run to, so somehow we are together,
Running, but that is no explanation of what is love between us.



Love Poem to Laia Vilella Juncosa

Show, show, me where you are,
Show me to the stars,
To your hearts contentment,
I can’t hide here anymore,
I’ve been here long before,
I need to find my innocence,
Place, Place me in your hands,
And here I’ll understand,
The aura of loves essence.

The poem was written on the back of a movie ticket in South Africa, the film was Titanic with Leonardo
Dicaprio at the Sterkinecor Cinema in Sandton, 2:30pm show. Amazingly, Laia kept the ticket all of these
years and only showed me September 2009 that she had it. We were both very moved by it, a time
capsule of our love always exists in the poems I have written to her. I am pretty sure we were both
fighting off some tears.



Your Breath I Took

Your breath comes from the inside,
Warmed, moist, blown into my face,
Unaware of my observing you beside,
You sleep, your stillness, and grace,
I wish to kiss you, you know,
But it is too likely you will awake,
Every moment now moves so slow,
Lifetime of loves looks I take
Built up inside, a hunger does develop,
From softness to beast I wish to envelope,
Your essence, your smell, your look,
So I inhale, your breath I took.

Written September 8th 2009 at 10:45 pm in Barcelona Spain at La Glacier restaurant and bar, originally
written on a magazine which I will post a picture of at sometime.



Stones of Castles Ruined

Looking back I feel I know her still,
Her, the little girl who plays on my strawberry hill,
Love is so deep from love of ages past,
Stones of castles ruined make homes that last,
I think of my little heart at eight, nine, and ten,
And how much I wished to love her then,
Cast through the warped chasm of time,
I say I love you in this rhyme.



Fortified By Roses

There is more emotion in the ocean than in the earth,
That is why I prefer to flood you with my words and love
So much as to surpass your ability to feel grounded

In the hopes that you would float in my thoughts
Like a pool of water full of roses.
For my words are written on the many pedals
And surround you caressing and holding you up
Firmer than just any liquid thought for within my thoughts
Exists a beautiful natural substance meant for you.



What If I Tried Not To Write About You

If I really decided to write something other than loving you,
It would likely be about our obligation to be holy people,
To heal those and help those that we can,
Fend of those who need wrestling with our hands,
Wrestle with ourselves with divine intention, not contention,
Where we eventually find unity with all,
Such a grand topic that could make one feel small,
Until we realize we are all apart of each other now and at the point of
intervention,
But then I would find a way to discuss how this makes our oneness last
an eternity,
Just cycles of life, rebirth, heaven, the universe, pieces of infinity,
So that I can say I will love and be a part of you forever and you of me,
So I suppose it would be hard to keep my love for you from my poetry.



You’ve Been Touched By Many People In A Day

You’ve been touched by many people in a day,
Elbows fabric shoulders skin,
To you they don’t mean anything,
But you would remember my sweet embrace,
And how I ran my fingers down your face,
Although upon the surface my love would start,
It would reach the greatest depths of your heart!



Reminisce Of Me

Look at the bed unmade
And Reminisce of me
Think of where we loved and laid
What we came to be
Look careful at the tattered quilt
Twisted over the rippled sheets
Where our love was built
And our hearts would often meet
Smell the flowers of love in the air
The sweet scent of my body and hair
Although the room did seem to be bare
Now you know that I am here



In Love

When I’m around you I feel,
I feel I’ve been dipped into a vat
Of love
Surrounded, saturated, drowning
In Love
Not just the emotions, but like a blanket has wrapped itself
around me and I was inside it,
In love
You surrounded me when you’re near
Your eyes consume me
And when I get closer to you
I get a soft sensation that
Tickles my skin like a million
Feathers were slowly floating down
My naked body



All this should be enough

Poetry, music, sweet sayings, a listening ear
Nice stories of when you were young
But not about past loves to keep you clear
Give gifts that can be hung
In the window to color their life
Go on small trips and walks
Converse about dreams, not strife
Keep Negativity out of your talks
If it veers towards the subject
Confuse with creative quote
Then give them something
They can’t object
Just keep to this antidote
A positive way to care
Is by showing the fruits I bare
Don’t ever, ever ask why
Because why do we love
Just stare deep into their eyes
All that should be enough.



Fallen In Love

Why do we say to “fall in love”
It sounds as if I have landed on my head
Trailing headlong off a cliff
Not raising love or flying high above,
But a treble of words that imply
Like a dream or nightmare
You are hurling towards the matter
Of which there may be a chance you
Hit it and wake up… to reality.
But what if I am not fallen
As without love there is no lower place
It has raised me up rather,
I wonder if you are falling towards
Whether it scares you?
As I fly up from my mortal being,
I shall catch you as your attracting force
Propels me closer,
As if to have given me wings,
Of which your body finds me in a free fall,
To catch from a divine place, and
We shall suspended in equilibrium of forces
Caused by similar means
Float in and around the impact
Of it all, still in the air like art,
In one thought and interpretation,
Like a painting by Bougureau,
For us to be in and those to appreciate,
Who see what love is.



heart broken

past a word as no words passing
but endless one way thoughts.
No matter my hardships,
no more as difficult as the emptiness
left by the void of love
when one could focus on a greater love.
A pilgrim who did not interpret the dream correctly,
so I walk with the desire to try to interpret it again…
the dream.
The greater love is from there,
the direction clear,
the little Sheppard’s gate
I must open.



And All Is A Metaphor

And all is a metaphor
For loneliness and the longing of being touched
Or to touch, a bit or a lot,
Back and forth, rubbing against,
Brushed or patted, scratched, bitten,
Licked even, to quench a hunger,
Salt of the earth, loves worth and weight,
Pressure and release,
Embrace, softly or mighty,
Trace contours and lines,
Crossing over to passion,
Feeling color, scent, and sound,
Breasts, liquid, luscious, slippery,
Think of the metaphors found,
In a hand, to give a hand,
To wondering states of mind,
A wondering hand you find.



I Think I Can’t Think About It…

I think I can’t think about it…
I just need to close my eyes and feel it,
I will be rolling around all night
holding my sheets tight
twisting and hugging my pillow with all my might,
to close my eyes and think of the sight
of your lips on mine
riveting undulating motions of two lovers in time.



A glance of monumental perfection,
A shape of undulating affection,
Her deep moving eyes,
So tender and wise,
Emulate, aura of passion,
If beauty spoke words,
Then from her I heard,
The angels, harps ringing,
Venus valiantly singing,
As a million men’s hearts were spurred.
Oh, from where was she created,
From Aphrodite’s she was elevated,
Fit to be a God’s bride,
By a man she stands beside,
The mirror image of Bougureau,
For once I fear death that’s true,
Icon of imagination, a concept, a view,
An angel on earth before death, in lieu.
Or now, a Demon of Dante’s Inferno,
Divine beauty to falter human ego,
Exploit the man’s flaw
For what a vision I saw,
Her love is evidently pure
She lifts me, like near dead to cure.



My love for her
My love for her,
Cannot be discussed,
In words but only,
In my deepest thoughts,
Where someday we’ll journey,
Together in reality,
As did the true love,
Of the Renaissance.


