
A Chronicle of Non-Chronological Connections 

Pained Serenity 

Swaying slowly in golden dusk 

A jazz record 

Rotating 

Like Baum’s wizard 

with the steamy clouds 

of 

a cup of tea for 

One 

Scent of fresh cut grass 

Itching little noses held towards the 

Sky 

In a pair of gentle arms 

with strong hands holding 

a small bundle of 

Life 

Street lights in the rainy black cement 

Walking in grey 

Side by side  

in 

Sepia poetry 

Rusted wire in the dirt 

Waving faded flowers of stiff dust 

old Perfume in 

faded stone etched words 

Sitting 

Alone 

Cool breezes on a beige sweater 

Surrounded by Memories 

Buried in a picnic basket 

at the bottom of a glass of Red 

Photo albums of Polaroids 

Silken vines of hair 

Entwined 

Around callused fingers 

Your sleeping face in 

the scent of night 

 

 



Blue Eyes 

Her eyes were as blue as 

a deceitful siren’s song 

the ink on the contract ending years of  

happiness and anger, struggle and sorrow 

 

The promise of a first date 

candlelight, roses, and steak 

a fresh breeze waving a  

silk scarf 

like a spring day 

A kiss on the lips 

shower’s tears raining 

down 

through the window 

where her eyes 

meet 

his 

 

 

 

 

Inanimate 

He stands as proud as 

the trophy in its case 

beautiful and useless 

She sits as small as  

the crumpled pillow 

pushed behind the couch cushions 

forgotten and smothered 

He loves her as deeply as  

a plant loves water 

she pours into him 

drying herself up in his parched soil 

devourer and devoured 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pageant Queen 

Noose my neck with a sash, 

We can make our faces last. 

Plastic crowns will last forever,  

Youth and beauty stay together. 

 

 

 

Lost and Found 

 

I live in the lost and found 

Isolation mine to reign 

A white fence surrounds your house 

Happiness is what you feign 

Clean ‘til I’m nice and new 

Love ‘til I’m black and blue 

Fading to fit the dream 

Never ripping at the seams 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Always 

 

I 

wish I 

was a tree 

with my heart rooted 

deep and steady in the rich earth, 

and 

my soul constantly reaching for the sky 

filled with dreams of golden sunlight and stretching 

towards higher ideals 

firmly set in pursuit of greatness, goodness and gentleness, 

and 

my arms stretching out to embrace the world with all it has to offer 

in oceans and mountains and deserts and valleys and forests and meadows 

and food and architecture and dances and songs and friendship and family and 

you. Always you. 

If I was a tree, you would build a shelter in the sturdiness of my roots and find comfort 

in the solid stability of my love. If I was a tree, you would gaze upwards with me towards the 

future of possibilities, promise and perfect struggles. If I was a tree, you would explore the reach 

of my branches and seek beauty in my adventurous scope as I would find in you. Always you. 

Dear, 

to be a tree and leave weakness and doubt below. Shed the shame of nothingness and move up to 

the joy of the day. Then perhaps, I should stand proud full of verdant life and light with you. 

Always you. The two of us giddy with the grace of innocence and knowledge. Contented in the 

shade of one another’s presence. The fullness of breathing and being. Oh, how I long to be a tree. 

But I am not 

what I wish  

to be. I am a 

bloom in a pot 

for you to move 

as you will. 

Making myself 

smaller, prettier 

and daintier to 

fit your world 

as you mold me. 

The emptiness of  

bending and breaking 

for you. Always you. 

 

 



Tales from Timeless Tomes 

Hollows 

An empty stomach asking for more 

An empty pocket replenished with stolen goods 

An empty house taking in an orphan 

An empty room imprisoning a kidnapped child 

An empty heart protecting the defenseless 

An empty soul striking down crushed love 

An empty body dangling from the end of a rope  

An empty family finally filled 

Empty consciences demanding the old man’s blood 

 

 

 

Life, Death, and In Between 

Keen eyes of a sailor grasping a rope 

Jealous men plot destruction of love 

Wedding bells never toll for them 

A burnt letter seals his fate 

Rowed away to the jail 

 Locked deep in a cell 

Find secret friend 

Hidden wealth 

Rebirth 

Roam 

Home 

No mirth 

Plan in stealth 

Meet men he ends 

Unearth sins to tell 

Force a banker to fail 

An insane judge full of hate 

A soldier’s wife and son leave him 

Join the man with the girl he dreams of 

 The couple reads note saying wait and hope 

 

 

 



Sounds of Songs 

The clinking chains cuffed on a criminal 

The prayer of a priest 

passed on a penitent 

The growls of the gendarme 

gripping the grimy 

guttersnipe 

The fleeing father with hands 

fast around small fingers 

friendly nuns shelter and feed 

for a time 

The worshipping man wondering wistfully 

whether she will want him 

when she loves him wholeheartedly 

a woman withers in the wet rain 

watching them 

The stout arguments of students 

seeing a state of sins 

sending signs to take a stand 

scarlet flag slain in the street 

The dripping in the drains 

daring in the darkness  

deals with the devil lead to death 

The tears trickle as two eyes close 

truth told at last 

The breath of broken body being reborn in 

brightness  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Visions in Green 

Kicking off our shoes in foam, 

We followed the reflective track. 

Floating in green light we roam, 

Deep dreams sink down into the wreck. 

 

Surface the sea just to breathe 

Surface the sea just to bleed 

We dive into memory 

Reckoning up eternal cost 

In fatal silence to be 

Living in green light we are lost 

Surface the sea just to breathe 

Surface the sea just to bleed 

We speed down the broken street 

Silk blood flows slowly through the air 

You forget how our hearts meet 

My eyes glassy in green light stare 

Surface the sea just to breathe 

Surface the sea just to bleed 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


