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FREE POEMS

These poems are free now

Once imprisoned in my mind

I placed them on parole 

On a piece of paper

Now the wind sets them free

Rising up and gushing through my voice

Warmed by my blood

Given life by my heart

Catch them if you can

AS A BOY

As a boy I wrote some poems 

I played with the words like toys 

And I liked to taste the sounds

Like jelly beans or raisinets

Then I spoke them to some trees 

That stood and swayed with the wind to my poems

And I shouted them to the birds 

Who were flying against the wind 

And they dipped and swooned to my poems

And my dog danced and yelped to the rhythm of my poems

And then I read them to people

Who always were hurrying around me

Or hanging around me for whatever reason

Who smiled and nodded nervously

And these poems were mine all alone in my room 

And I wondered at them always as I grew-

Where they came from and how they did these things

These creatures

Conjured by me 

My companions always

It Was A Baseball Kind of a Spring Day

And the air was moist and the grass was damp

And the breeze was warm

And I was 12 and my spirits were freed

As I strode to the field with my ball and glove.

It was a Saturday and all the kids were there.

Randy Hurley had picked the big kids for his team already 

‘Cause he liked to win more than play the game

No matter, no big deal.
I took the little kids on my team

Then we started to play

Baseball is the place where all the boys in America learn

Democracy
You see - They say baseball is a game of inches
And sometimes you gotta argue for every inch and prove your point 
Until the other guy – in this case Randy Hurley - gives up-

You see – we didn’t have any grown up umpires and coaches, it was just us

So we practiced democracy

Hittin’ a baseball sometimes is a mystery

Or more like a feat of magic

You see it comin’ at you clearly – you’re positive you’re gonna smash it –

And – whiff! Strike one, then two, then ..

A hit! 

And my team kept getting’ hits and we ran like crazy around the bases

And we kept doin’ it until …

Yeah we beat ‘em!!

It was a baseball kind of a spring day and the air was warm and moist as it filled my lungs and my spirits soared for we had conquered Randy Hurley and the big kids – what else could we do that day?
That I Speak With Dreams
That I speak with dreams, I must confess.

Yes!  That's right!  I speak with dreams.

Don't look at me like that!

You would too, if you were me.

Anyway in these dreams, 

I see scenes I never could imagine 

And I hear many voices singing 

To strains of music not yet played.

And their voices melodize my mind 

Cascade down my spine -
Tingle in my years.
And these voices get louder 
With the passing of the years.

POEM HAPPENS
Poem happens when 

Nobody listens to me when 

I'm talking to myself
Poem happens 

When my thoughts at times 

Are more interesting than reality

Poem happens 

When my mind flies up the sky 

Stretches across the sea

Poem happens 

When my skull blows off the top of my head 

And words fly up and intermingle 

Copulating - creating new things 

Then careen down and land on a piece of paper. 

Poem happens - so let it happen. 

POEM IS
Word play is rhythm 

Metaphor stretches mind 

Til’ taut like violin strings 

Vibrating with word play 

Melodizing the imagination 

Which is all poem is

Poem creeps into your mind, 
Bangs you brains around, 
Tingles your ganglion 

All this is poem 

And more
And you, too

Are poem
I Saw Muhammed Ali

I saw Muhammed Ali when he was Cassius Clay

And he was beautiful in 1963 workin' out in a gym

Right in the middle of Harlem

With a bunch of kids watchin' him do his sit-ups.

He was a poet you know, and he'd poetize:

"Liston's the Chump-I'm the Champ!"

Then he'd start sparrin' with these big guys

You wouldn't believe it, with his hands down at his side.

I stood there and watched thinkin' 
About how I could box 
Just like him.

Man I could dance and float

And jab, jab, jab. Duck in, duck out

Just like him.

Then I saw him lift his left hand

And punch this huge sparrin' partner

Like a streak of lightning in the face
Shocking him back across the ring

And Into the ropes

And down.

So at that point I changed careers

And decided instead

To be a poet

Just like him.

The Fight's The Thing

Round one

When you step into that ring

Your pulse pounds through muscle

Reverberates in your bones

And you're suckin' air like a jet plane

And then the bell and you're movin'

Through the air like it's your medium

Zapped with electricity,

Then you’re flyin' around

And stickin' with your left

Stick -Stick stick stick

And it whizzes past his head

Until - Whack

He catches you in the ribs

With a crunch of a right cross

And his breath is a sticky poison gas,

Entangling

And you're spun out and around

Into the weave of a web

Dragged down into an abyss

Like it's just you and a black hole 

And a sick feeling

You think is going to last forever

Until the bell.

Round Two

Fear eats the soul

But you don't fight the fear

You let it fill you until it possesses you

Obsesses you and then

'Cause you know it can suddenly transform itself

In a blinding instant

And then it's whack whack whack

And you catch him and knock the arrogance

Out of his eyes until time .. slows .. down

And the calm comes over you drifting

Into the sound of the bell.

Warm Souls
Here he was - you figure him out, calling himself the seeker of warm souls 

Drawing out warmth in souls, constantly seeking, like Diogenes.

"Forget the truth," he said. 

"Can you imagine finding someone with warmth inside the soul?"

"How can you tell?" I asked.

"It's easy," he said. "You get one chance. 

So you look in the eyes. You know, the eyes, 

The window of the soul? 

But they’re not, really. They're more like thermometers.

And you say things like: 
"How are you today?” Or – “Have a nice day.”

But you see, you have to practice it like you mean it.”

“And then you watch. Those with warm souls know. 

The ones with luke warm souls get confused.

And the ones with ice - They don't care anyway.

So, it's easy, you see."

And then he looked at me.

"Have a nice day," he shouted

As he turned disappearing.

"Then what do I do?" I shouted back.

"What do you do with the people with the warm sols?"

"You figure it out," I heard him say.

"At least you can collect them for a while, like me."

"But you have to have a warm soul to see them, 

So how do I know if I qualify?"

"It's easy," he echoed.

"Ask yourself."


The Falcon Descending 
Sighing with the wind in the night

Stirring in the deep of the night

Breaking the sleep of the night

Maddened by dreams of the day  

Slowly, slowly I move this body

That I sold for pay

Six o'clock in the morning

Pain shooting from my neck to my tail

I move as a beast machine man

Forged and spit forth from the city  

My back hardened like cliffs of granite

And my soul

My soul split again and again

Crazed, I careened through each day

Like a madman, 

Through streets strewn with garbage

Like a drunken man

Wailing at the moon like a dog

My brain burned and turned to ash-

But-I am no animal

Now dark clouds are rolling

Jet - like 

Whipping the wind

In the distance the thunder 

Causes great mountains to shake

The seas are churning 

And the sky itself begins to quake

A flash of lightning streaks

Across the night

While the world -- 

The world moves slowly

Toward the light

And then the Falcon

Descending

Spikes the sky

Strikes its prey

Undaunted, 

Unrelenting

And so am I

The Wind
The way blew quietly, foggily

On one of those nights 

When you wondered

Where the world was

In a stillness

That made you crazy.

With sleeplessness.

And you kept touching down on an image

That was almost a thought

Of when you were young 

And you wondered

What the world was 

And you remembered the time 

The stars made you watch 

And the night seemed so tall

That all you could do was wonder

Run to Flee

Footsteps in the night

Deep

Deep beneath the stars' stare

Rushing in the night

Within the hush of night

Quickly in the shadows

Away beyond the moon's glare

And the prowlers in the night

Who walk on cats' paws

Strike with flaming claws

And move with the cunning

Of a stalking tiger

That searches for prey

That is running

Running 

In the safety of the night

Poetry Purgatory 
You're on the stage reading your poem

When all of a sudden 
It's like that dream you have 
About running down the street naked
And you look behind you

To see if the Poetry Police are coming

To revoke your poetical license 
Or to pour all your poems down the drain 

And make you spit out all your poems.

Confessing all your poems.
And then like the critics, they condemn you to a prison path

Where those poets we all hate

Don't ever stop reading their stuff
So you know you're really in Poetry Purgatory 

Which is what you get for voting for the Neanderthals

I WENT TO A POETRY READING
I went to a Poetry reading once - And they threw all the poets out 

Because they wanted to hear rock and roll 

So I said, Hey, I can sing rock and roll...

OH, my dog died...

They said get outta here we don't want your old rock and roll

So then I went to this other place 

And while I was reading - One guy was sleeping

Somebody else was reading the newspaper

And this other person was writing

And then this so-called poet was talkin' real loud 

Right in front of me 

So I told him to shut up 

And he looked at me and said, “Are you saying something?”

Then I went to to another poetry reading 

And these guys were making fun of all the poets 

So when I got up I said, 

“Hey, you wanna mess with me?

I'll put you in a poem - one of my nasty ones.”

So they jumped me and the owner called the cops 

And I got thrown in jail 

Which ain't a bad place to write jailhouse poetry.

So I said the hell with it and stood an a street corner 

With a sign around my neck that said will read poems for food 

And people drove by and laughed at me and said get a job you bum

So here I am and I am kinda glad to be here I hope you like my stuff

The Rhythm of My Jobs

Digging is an art and the digger an artist

The shovel sings if thrown a certain way

Moving earth is ancient –

And the rhythm is as old as the hills

And I move earth in a rhythm with a singing shovel

The pick is an unsung tool

One side picks away, the other side just grubs like a mole

No rhythm so much but more like a music bridge

The sledge hammer is a thudding drum

And it is wielded more by your air than muscle

And in that instant when poised for the blow

Your body arches in total  intensity – and exuberance

And this is how a solitary man moves the earth 

Headin’ For Boston

My dog died, my wife and kids have left me.

I lost my job, got kicked out of my room.

Now as I sit here, drinking beer and whiskey.

I'm talking to myself and I’m saying to myself
That I am tired of this place
I’m sick of the pace
So I'm heading for Boston, real soon.

I'm tired of this place.

And I'm sick of the pace

So I’m heading for real Boston.

So, I went to see a psychiatrist the other day.

He said, “Son you have a very rare disease.

And it's called idiopathic megalomania.”

Which translated means
That I am tired of this place, and I'm sick of the pace.  

So I’m heading for Boston  real soon. 

So that's the story of some of my problems.

I haven't had much else to say.

Maybe someday I’ll get out of the doldrums.

But until that day, all I know is
That I am tired of this place, and I'm sick of the pace

So I’m going to Boston, real soon.  

Going back to Boston, real soon 

See you later!
Your Poem –

To Ginny

It doesn't take much for me to remember that time 

We – in our forties - rode around Brookline in your car, 

Making out like two teenagers.

And then finally we made love all night in my bed 
Like it would be the last time forever.

I awoke and found your poem to me on the pillow next to me 

And I read how much you felt.

And then I put it away 
With all the poems that I carried with me always.

But time went by 

And like the restless poet that I am 

I kept moving and packing and unpacking my poem box 

Until one day when I looked for your poem I could not find it.  

I tried to remember the words and images and the metaphor.

Did not have a bird winging somewhere looking for its lost love?

Was there not sadness and joy at the same time 

In this, your poem to me?

Well, if not, then let's pretend it was 

A poem of wayward birds like us,

Loving and then looking for all our lost loves.  

In any case, this is my poem you, Ginny, 

And I hope that it captures that moment in time and in our poetry.  

Did we make poetry!  
When You Worry For A Wind

When you worry for a wind you wonder

When you worry for a word your thoughts are torn asunder

When you worry for the world you weep

This is the way the world turns

This is the way our hearts yearn

And this is the way our tears burn:

Tears like soft rain - melancholy

Tears like hard rain - anger and deep pain
To Cindy

It was a harsh sleep and I kept waking

Until the phone call I was expecting came.

And the voice was Colleen’s:

“Cindy died last night, she said. “It was very peaceful.”

Then after we talked a while, I arose moving through sad air, it seemed.

And I drank a cup of coffee and kind of chatted a little with Cindy.

And I went out to walk gazing at the sun rising over the ocean, 

Casting a red carpet on half the sky

And the other half was black-gray with clouds.

It was beautiful, but missing something now.

And then I meandered along the path where she and I last walked. 

And I chatted with her some more about poetry and friends and the world.

And then I spent most of the day talking to people. 

Not knowing really what to say. 

We all react differently. And we say different things.

But I kept saying to myself a poem that I wrote

Five years after my mother died 

Of cancer at a young age:

“You’re gone they say

But I say NO!

You live as part of me

And I will never

Let

You 

Go.”

I think we are made up of all the people we have cared for

And I think that love never leaves

Nor does sadness ever leave.

And that’s how we remember.

FEAR

I have cancer she said

And then he said

And then the other one said

But I’m not going to die

Not going to die

Not going to die

They promised

Fear comes at you with the words

Like a sharp shock

You feel it traveling down your spine

Numbing you for an instant 

And your thoughts automatic

Words conditioned

And the little pain behind your eyes

That keeps growing

And you can’t control it

Until it bursts through

And dries a streak

That glistens like the dew

Upon your cheek

What’s sad is

Longing for her sigh in the night

And the murmuring of names.

Then the shock in the morning

Waking alone

In a silence that pains

My face in the mirror

Memories lash out

Strike me cold

Then moving through the day

My soul heavy

My voice faltering – fading

Reliving moments

Hanging on to moments

Searching for moments

And remembrances

To Rahilly (after James Stephens)

Today I felt like the poet Rahilly must have felt 

When while his heart was breaking 

And when not knowing where to turn with grief 

All the loneliness and aching 

Overflowing as it was from others' woes 

That he had seen and felt 

That others saw 

He poured all his grief into his art 

And so he turned into his soul 

Into his verse 

And he caught an image 

With all the memories 

Of all that was green and filled with life 

And so he lived forever.

So You Will Always Know

So you will always know 

What beauty surrounds me

Whenever you’re near

I created this poem.

In the midst of the night

I awoke as if called 

And I spoke my poem

To the wind.

And the wind carried my poem

To your open window

As you lay sleeping.

And my poem

Caressed you

As you were dreaming

Perhaps of me.

So you will always sense

The beauty within me

Whenever you’re near

I created-

I created-

I created this poem.

I Dreamed You

I dreamed you:

In the moment before dawn

I saw your face-

You smiled and kissed my eyes awake.

It was a new spring morning,

And I arose with an ease

Sucking in the warm moist air

As if it were you.

I stretched out my arms

Feeling you with my hands.

And then I thought of the day

When you would be sitting here with me.

For this was the first day

Of being in love with you

And knowing that you too dreamed me

Kissing your eyes awake.

I dreamed you.

Amazing how I dreamed you!

Wherever I Am

Wherever I am, you are

And I see you.

At dawn while I gaze through the window

Awaiting the sun

I hear your voice.

Your words pour out

Like a stream through a mountain

And I drink them

The noise of the day

Diverts my thoughts

But one thought returns

Ceaselessly teasing:

Your eyes when they glisten,

And they warm me.

There are a thousand souls 

On my hundred journeys

And I absorb them

One after the other

Filing my life with their songs

Sometimes despairing

Sometimes hoping

And always striving and dreaming -

And wherever I go you go

Do you hear them?

Resting I sit by a lake

Blue and quiet reflecting.

Your image appears

For a moment unsettling.

I sense the disquiet, I wait

Knowing wherever you are I am,

Do you see me?
