 

Reflections In the Twilight
 
Also
By
William A. Kofoed
 
Shadows of Footsteps
 
Available at:
Lulu.com
Amazon
And on order at bookstores
 
Reflections In the Twilight
William A. Kofoed
 
William A. Kofoed
2017
 
Copyright (c) 2017 by William A. Kofoed
All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review or scholarly journal.
First Printing: 2017
ISBN 978-1-365-78290-9
William A. Kofoed
Magna, Utah
www.kofoedsprojects.com 
 

Dedication
 
To
 
Rod McKuen
 
And
 
Isaac Asimov
 

Foreword
After publishing my first book of poems, Shadows of Footsteps, I thought about how I had written them.  Over the course of thirty some years this how I did it;
'I do not know why most poets write poetry but I know why I do so.  I write because a thought gets in my head and bounces around till I write it down.
You could say that I don't try to write but that I am forced to write.'
In doing this I wrote 242 poems in about 30 years. 
I thought then about what two of the writers I have read said about their writing methods.  One of them, Rod McKuen, said that he tried to write a poem every day.  The other one, Isaac Asimov, said that he would lock himself in a room with a typewriter for 8 hours a day.
This made me think that I set aside time where I had nothing to do but write when I might write more poems.  So I start on my breaks and lunches at work to take a pen and notebook and try to write something. Doing this is how this book was written.  
Now as before;
'Now I do try to write "good" poetry that people will enjoy reading, but I don't try to write poems for people to read.'
I will say about my writing method that I try to write in a way that isn't dependent on the language they are written in.  So I do not use rhyme and meter which will be lost if the poems are translated in to another language.  
I hope that someone will enjoy some of what I write but that is still not why I write.
 

Preface
 
I think of myself sometimes as an emotion sculptor more than as a poet. In that I write to shape the emotions of the reader and not to fit words to rhyme and meter.  I try to write poems that are not dependent on the language I write with.  
These poems were all wrote in my sixty-fourth year or in what people say are my twilight years.  I find this amusing since as I write this the oldest man in America is about fifty years older than me.  But it makes for a nice book title.
 

Clouds
 
Dark clouds lie ahead
Cutting off the light
Hiding from me the sight
The path this journey takes
Moving air pulls at my clothes
And speaks of what is to come
distant lights flash in the sky
Rumbles are barely heard
Fear walks along my spine
Wondering if I'm prepared
Down the path before it comes
Growing with every step
Cold raindrops fall upon my skin
And hints of what's to come
Darting eyes looks about
Seeking shelter from the storm
Shelter from the howling wind
Cover from the rain
Safety from lighting strike
As the thunder rolls
Somewhere to keep the night
With a fires light
Waiting for dawns first light
After storm is through
Bright morn' to take up the path
New day a journey takes
Dark clouds having passed by
Clear seen path to take again
Onward going with the sun
Traveling before the night will come
 

Rex, Jay and Robert
 
I heard my name
Called loud and strong
A voice filled with joy
Happy to see me
A man who called me friend
From the things we've done
Walking now I think back
How very many years have pasted
From that bright warm day
Memories now are all I have
He has long since pasted away
Another man I once knew
And many things we did
Before the world we raised our voice
And sang many a day
We traveled far and near
To many a different stage
Oh the joy that we had
I think of him too
A star once sang upon the stage
And all the world knew he
And I in the choir sang
And yet he liked me too
He also called me friend
And I wondered why
Why those men and many more
Chose to call me friend
But now their voices have been stilled
No more they call my name
In silences memory that all lay
Voices just in memories now
All else has faded away
 

Cats
 
When I was young
A long, long time ago.
For reasons quite unclear to me,
It was decided off somewhere,
That I would be liked by cats!
For in my life I would find,
Cats would never leave me alone!
When I was just a little lad,
Long before I was full-grown,
Cats came into my life,
It's will to be made well known.
People say it must a pleasant thing,
For a cat a boy to take.
Although it seemed to me,
That I was just a toy.
For with me the cat could feel,
That it was still a kitten.
And so it felt though out my life,
When ever a cat came along,
Just a leg to rub on,
Just a lap in which to sleep.
Always some how did it feel, for the cat I was just a thing!
Someone to full fill its needs,
And then just walk away.
 

Lunar
 
A slow beating pulse
Moves though the earth
All moves to its beat
A slow dance tune
Its calls the steps
Tides ebb and flow
Blood rises with it too
Its pulse quickens
Flowing stronger, hotter
Passions flame and cool to coals
Endless rounds through the steps
Emotions flare and reason flees
Hunger aches, a needing void  
Longing wants needs fulfilled
Throbbing beat deeply felt
Driving uncontrolled to fill
Fading cooling slips away
Dance moves on, steps 
Counting time to the pulse
Endless moving to the beat
 
 

Through second eyes
 
Then I was just a little boy
Then was still quite young
My eyes became very bad
And I knew I would go blind
And of course it turned out
I of course as right
As years went by
The eyes got quite bad
Glasses got thicker, heavier too
And it was quite hard to see
Lasers became the all talk
But for my eyes wouldn't do
Many years did go by
And my sight grew dim
Vision slowly faded away
My eyes would no longer do
So a doctor she did cut
And pulled and pushed and stuffed
And gave to me second eyes 
That I can now see through
 

A flower
 
A garden new
With clean rich soil
Carefully prepared
Free from weeds
Sunlight beams
Rain falls
I planted a seed
And waited with hope
For the first green
So tiny to see
Bringing forth hope
Growing each day
Wondering I watch
Each changing growth
Stem and leaves
And buds of hope
Hope that grows
Day by day
Till color bursts forth
Pedals spring forth
Glorious colors
Hopes fulfilled
Beauty found
Long waited for
Joyful now
Warm summer days
Full of color
Touched by rain
Bees humming
Birds sing
Then a pedal fades
Color lessen
Slow yet growing
Clouds pass
Air cools
Pedal falls
Hope turns to worry
Fear grows
Colors fall
Buds hang down
Leaves brown
Then fall
Green fails
Wind blows
Bare soil
Garden empty
Joy ends
Hope is gone
 
 

Deadly
 
Danger beckons
Calling me near
I see it waiting
Fills me with fear
Many times I gone there
Taking the risk
Hunger fills me
Thirst weakens my soul
Everyone does it
Without any care
Everyone enjoys it
Happy to share
Can I not try it?
Take just a little
Surely a bit
Just might be alright
Take just a sip
How could hurt
Danger still calls me
Weak with hunger and thirst
Danger beckons
Eat just a little
 

Tights
 
Forgive me now
For what I say
Only a fool
These things would say
People in tights
As a rule
Aren't tight
I have to wonder
As I go
Here and there
I see tights
And mostly I see
I would rather not
A tight fit body
Is a wonderful thing
Very pleasing to see
As it moves
On it tights
Are a sinful thing
But quite rare
Those who are tight
Wearing tights
 

Show it
 
Why is it people feel
Down inside
Or maybe they don't
Maybe they plan
With thought each item
Color matched and pattern checked
Perfect then to see
Or just grab some clothes
And throw them on
Without a single care
Then out the door do they go
For us all to stare
Do they care?
What we think
As they peen and strut
Or in their own world go
Without a thought of us
 

Whiteout
 
On a warm spring day
As I walk along a sidewalk
I see to one side
Laying on the lawn
With blades of grass upon it
A white knit glove
Lost one day
In winter past
 

Swim
 
There are in this world
People who do not swim
Who cannot swim
In their life
They have tried to learn
Read the books
Talked to people who swim
Tried in pools and lakes
And still do not know how
They want to know
So they can be
Just like everyone else
Now they only go to swimming parties rarely
Because there is nothing for them there
No one likes these people
Or wants anything to do with them
After all
They don't swim
 

Wrong
 
Then I try to say my needs
I am told I do not need them
Then I say my wants
I am told I want the wrong things
Then I say that something hurts me
I am told that I am acting like a baby
Then I say I cannot
I am told to try harder
Then I tell them my dreams
I am told I am a fool
Then I say that I am being hurt
I am told how much they are helping me
Then I hunger
I am given water
Then I die
I am told it's all my fault
 

Outage
 
Darkness total darkness
Are my eyes open
Looking about
I don't see anything
Just blackness
Wait
I don't heard the fan
The air is still
Clingy and wet
Grab the flashlight
Off the nightstand
Out to the fridge
The glowing magnet isn't
Flashlight in one hand
Cell in the other
Make the call
Your power is out
It will be back by 4
The alarm is 3
Work is 5
Got to sleep
It's too quiet
Got too sleep
Awoke by service trucks
Got to sleep
Cell wakes me
Up by flashlight
Morning by flashlight
It's 4 now
Darkness
It's 4:20 and lights come on
 

A new order
 
I woke this morn'
To a new day
The world had changed
Things were not the same
Now there were us
Now there were them
And no one knew
The ground I would stand
Both they knew
I was with us
And not with them
Both were right
And the other wrong
We must defeat them
To save us from them
Stand strong with us
Stand against them
A choice must be made
By you and your friends
All must be with us
None can be of them
A choice must be made today
Where would I stand
Was either one right
Needed I really choice
Us or them
Was either one right
What made them so
Why must I choose
Us or them
I would stand apart
Not join the fight
Could if not be
Us or them
Anew day is here
The world has changed
Yet I would not choose 
Us or them
 

Curly Brown Hair Girl
 
There she was
Cute as can be
Laughter in her eyes
A smile on her face
As full of joy
As she could be
Snow white as her gee
Dark brown was her belt
And blacks would quake
Then she was about
With her to fight
Would make a man flee
Cold was her demeanor
Quick was her moves
Ruthless her style
Who would have thought
How could it be
This cute little girl
Made grown men flee
 

A Penny
 
Mine all mine
Shiny and bright
Cool to the touch
In hand fits fine
Mine all mine
In my pocket to keep
Away from all
Who might it take
Mine all mine
So hard to find
So easy to lose
Never to spend
Mine all mine
Mine

The Dance
 
As dancing goes
Most people know
Some are better
Some are smooth
Easy and slow
Close together
Ends to soon
Some are harder
Quicker and trying
Long to learn
Skill long coming
Done not touching
One dance done
Only dancing once
Hard to master
Most people fail
Few who try
Do it right
Only but once
The dance of
Death
 

Shadows of tomorrow
 
Tomorrow needs cast shadows
On the wants of today
Where my flowers would grow
Needs the light of today
The shadows that are cast
Stop the flowers that would grow
Empty unfilled ground
That I would use
Yet tomorrow needs the light
If in tomorrow flowers
There to might grow
For today's light  
Most carefully be placed
That the flowers of tomorrow
Flowers of today won't shade
 

Calendars Lie
 
Calendars lie
I know they do
Never could I be
As old as they say
All the years past
They must be lies
I don't remember them
They can't be true
Pages must be turning
In the middle of the night
Years slipped in
When I turn out the light
Adding up slowly
To a big lie
That must be it
It is all a plot
I can't be this old
It is all a lie
 

Is it so hard
 
Is it so hard
I always say it
I will admit it
The light turns yellow
I stop right away
The car beside me too
Other one does not
It hits the gas
Not even close
In the dark of night
Did they not see
The pickup truck
It did not punch it
Their light was green
Watch the car go though
Is it so hard
I said aloud
They could have died
Is it so hard
 

Easy
 
It looks so easy
How hard can it be
If they can do it
I bet so can we
Just need a little practice
And the right tools
Then it is so easy
Just wait and see
We don't need them
We'll do it ourselves
It looks so easy
How hard can it be
 

Mistakes
 
A mistake has been made
I hear them say
And the want it fixed
Right now today
Not a moment to lose
Do it right now
All else can wait
So don't hesitate
Then off they hurry
Quick as a flash
But I never worry
I know they'll be back
Here now they come
And right on cue
There's something else
They need done too
Do it right now
They don't want to wait
They think there are more of me
At least two or three
But I am just one
And just one thing will I do
 

Pigtails
 
Pigtails hold a strange appeal
Some how boys cannot resist
They trigger something
Deep down inside
That boys find very are to hide
They bring out in boys a playful side
That in the end
Girls often feel
 

Mysteries
 
Once I had a question
One I could not solve
I looked everywhere
Checked everything
No answer I found
Tried every test
Long hours watched
Puzzlement grew
And frustration too
It should be simple
Easy to see
Why couldn't I
Long years sought I
Once I saw it
Simple and clear
Too simple too easy
Could it be true
I struggled to believe
Too easy to end
Question now answered
To search no more
Life now empty
Not fulfilled
Need more somehow
More answer somewhere
So great the search
So long spent
Effort unfulfilling
Yet not wasted
 

Labels
 
Blue green yellow gray
Tall short fat thin
Needs wants right wrong
Good choice bad choice
My way your way
What do they all mean
Who decides, what they are
Is there any way to appeal
If it I hear
Is not what you heard
My blue is your green
You say I'm tall
I say I'm not
Is that person cute
And that one is not
Is what I think right
Or I have it all wrong
Or all just boxes
Some square some round
 

Power
 
In a quiet room
Were people wait
For words that
May change them
Many raise up their words
Speak of many things
Of life many ways
What has touched them
Most are uneasy
Afraid of their words
Slow to share their lifes
Reluctant to speak
Waiting for someone
To speak strong words
Who freely shares
Words that move
One with power
One who knows
One who has seen
One who fills them
 

Single
 
Wake up in a empty room
No one is in the kitchen
No one is getting dressed
Too quiet it always is
No help making the bed
Breakfast is never waiting
The plants need water
Dishes aren't washed
Mail is unopened
Bills wait to be paid
Grass needs mowing
Car needs washing
Today like yesterday
And tomorrow is never here
Time keeps passing
Day follows day
 

The Preacher
 
Long ago back in the day
When my beard was full
My hair wasn't gray
Had a bike and used to ride
Had a friend from LA
He had been to Nam
Had worn as badge
Tough as nails hard as steel
One day word came around
He was down and feelin' bad
Going to kill him self
And anyone who came around
A friend is a friend
A good one is hard to find
And there's a bond
You don't set aside
I got my bike
And I set off
Wondering if so I be dead
Knock on his door
And waited in dread
He opened the door
And looked me in the eye
If you're going to kill yourself
Can I have your bike
He smiled and said
You wouldn't want that
It got too many problems
I just wanted
To see who were my friends
Come on inside
 

Lottery
 
Years ago on TV
There was a big lottery
And most people watched 
And hoped and prayed
Most to lose this lottery
For every day of the year
A number was drawn
Just for that day
Many mother cry
And fathers were proud
The a low number came
For their sons birthday
Far away across the sea
Many boys would die
Much pain would come
Many Mothers would cry
Some father would too
For the sons who lost
That lottery
 

Health for cash
 
I went to a doctor
Just the other day
He checked me over
And then he said
You need help
And I can do it
I'll fix you up
Better than new
Just one thing
It's going to cost
And your insurance
Pays part of the cost
Once I get your cash
I'll get right to it
I shook my head
Said I can't do it
Pay the price
I don't have it
Left his office
Took my savings
Went and brought
loaf of bread
 

Valley
 
Twin hills stand side by side
A valley runs in between
Down from here the valley goes
To reach a plain below
Goes on Straight
Continuing on
To the bottom it goes
Then climbing up
Another height
Topped with brushes low
Often I've traveled  
Down this path
And often I hope to be
At the hills
Were the valley starts
And walk that path again
 

Forbidden fruit
 
Why does it call
So strong so loud
The think you cannot have
That which you can never touch
Though you thoughts
It always goes
You see it everywhere
Try in vain to look away
In your eye it will stay
 
You wish you had never
Heard its voice
Never seen its sight
That which you
Can never have
Its fruit you can never
Taste
 

Tiny flower
 
One spring day
In the early morn
Looking out the window
To see the new day
Out across the lawn
Under a apple tree
I see a bit of color
Almost to small to see
What there is growing
Waiting to be seen
Out the door I wander
To the lawn so wide
Sunlight strike my shoulders
Breeze blows through my hair
Little birds are sing
In the many trees
Now I see the flowers
And the buzzing bees
Tiny purple flowers
Waiting for me to see
 

Guru
 
Floating softly quietly
Still unseeking empty
Unbeing extending feeling
Being more not single
Reaching all yet nothing
Air flows though us
Earth roots us powers
Free from trying doing
One yet all
Yet nothing
Being
A voice comes saying
Guru teach us
 

Understanding
 
I know the truth
In a tale long told
I know it is real
But I can't understand
My mind is too small
My life has been to short
The story is too big
The story is too long
I know it is true
But I can't understand
My thoughts are too small
My ideas are to short
I know but I cannot see
I know but I cannot feel
How can I know
How can I believe
How can I know it is true
Only through faith
 

Jump off a cliff
 
In the early morning
Watching the sun come up
I saw a man come running
Headed straight into the sun
Sure thought I
He knows what he is doing
Surely the way he is running
He must know what lies ahead
Surely he knows what he is doing
Or maybe I should check
Excuse me I said to him
You know a cliff lays ahead
If you keep on running
Soon you'll be dead
He looked at me quite puzzled
As if I might be mad
You must be mistaken, said he
I was told quite clear
Nothing is better in the morning
When a run into the sun
I'm sorry you must have mishear, said I
They must not have been clear
I sure they said a run in the sun
No said he I certain
And now I'll be on my way
And soon he dropped out of sight
 

Choice
 
Good or bad
Right or wrong
Black or white
This road or that road
Pure clean white or total complete black
Can we always choose
Where to be and what to do
Is life always simple and clean
Clearly laid out and easy to see
So one can pick where to step and where not
Right is always clear and clean
Wrong is always clearly dark and bad
Never a question of what to do
Never a doubt what to do and say
Never a worry about what we have done
No fuzzy gray edges in our day
All choices clear to be made
 

Split time
 
Stop out of the time stream
And stand aside
Turn aside and walk on back 
Into the past
More needs to be done
Back in time
So set away the present
You'll be back
Walk back to the past
Just far enough
Now step into the stream
In your past
Now work can you do
Because there are two
The stream will carry you
Where you belong
Once again in the present
You'll to though
 

Next one
 
Why is it
Every time
As soon as we get something
We start want the
Next one
Never fails
It's never just right
Something is wrong
Or not quite right
What every the reason
We start to want the
Next one
Why do we try
Why
 

My mind
 
Empty black quiet
No touch no taste no smell
No memories of how things look
Never remembering how it sounds
Only words without letters
Not knowing how they sound
Nothing but words and emotions
Not the smallest light
Knowing not taste
No feeling any touch
Nothing but black silence
Nothing but words
 

Friday
 
Some people can't wait
For Friday to come around
Just one last day
To get through
Till the weekend comes
It seems to me
A little strange
For Friday to wait
Then spend all day
In endless pain
Count minutes till day is though
'cause Friday not
what they're waiting for
The whole long week
To be done with work
Is what they want
 

Rhyme
 
The arrogant of Poets
Ready does amaze
Their art only works
If you only use their words
Yours will never do
You must use their meter
And their rhyme
Or most if not all
Will be hopelessly lost
You must use their words
No others will do
You must speck their language
Yours will never do
 

Getting ahead
 
As I go through life
I often see
People who have a need
To always get ahead
In every place they go
In every thing they do
Being the next one
Will never do
First in line
Pass every car
Got to get ahead
And yet being first
Is good enough
Then they pause
Often slow down
To be better
They never try
They don't excel
They just get ahead
 
 

Assume
 
Never assume
I always say
That they are thinking
That they know what they're doing
Right will prevail
Never never assume
They assume
And they get hurt
They are disappointed
They assume and oft should not
Never assume
The world moves to what we want
Nature cares about our hopes
There is a balance between right and wrong
Never assume for
Right may fail
Wrong may prevail
Never assume
 

Slipper
 
Once so very long ago
I had a need
I want it to be just right
Long did I search
Many answers tried I
For a monument some felt right
Some how all slipped away
Still I sought
Never did I stop
I found the answer
Oh total joy
The perfect fit
Longing then was ended
Years fled by like moonbeams
Quickly passing by
Time now faded all
Soon all will fade away
 

Hard work
 
There are people
Who work very hard
At any thing
That's not their job
They come in early
Punch the clock
Off they go
And take a break
After doing that
In they come
Pass where they belong
To a different joy
They work quite hard
Time quickly passes
Then off they go
To take a break
They always aren't
Where they belong
Not doing their job
They work very hard
 

Candy store
 
When I was just a little lad
So many long years ago
The world seem a simple place
And really rather grand
One thing that I recall
Were trips the candy store
All the wonders that were there
Choices so hard to make
Some cost just a little
Some cost quite a lot
Money came not that often
Never seem enough
Often I would look and look
Want more than I could buy
Each pick was carefully made
And quickly so quickly disappear
Now then in the candy store
Money now have I
Wiser now in my years
No candy do I buy
 
 

Silence drifting
 
Air slowly moves
In quiet background
Gentle light falls
About where we lay
Time flows slowly
Going nowhere
Moods lightly flow
Nothing stirs us
Lightly breaths quiet scents
Somewhere birds are singing
Children play in youthful joy
Butterflies float in colored clouds
Hearts slowly beat together
Contentment lies in wreaths
Joy is our bed
Love is our pillows
 

Gifts
 
Free given 
Without return
To enrich not buy
Not in exchange
Not for show
Thanks not sought
Tying not
Nothing owed
Truly free
Truly a gift
Free
 
 

Common
 
I often hear
People talk
About something
Found everywhere
They talk how
Everyone as it
You can get it
Anywhere
It is always there
In your need
On it 
You can rely
It will always
Stand the test
Yet somehow
I don't understand
It seems rare
I look for it
I never see it
I wonder where
It is really found
This thing called
Common sense
 

Chaos
 
Then you believe that it's okay
It all checks and all is good
All is was it should be
Then you find nothing works
You check and check
Nothing is wrong
And nothing works
Look every thing
Again and again
You work on everything
And make every change
Try it again
It still doesn't work
Put everything back
Know that you've failed
Try one last time
And everything is fine
 

Vain hope
 
To try 
The same again
To challenge
Over and over
To dream 
Only dream
To what
A different answer
To feel wronged
Seeking not right
To hope 
Vain hope
 

Blind
 
I watch them
As they walk by
And wonder how
They got that way
Do they never
Look in a mirror
See their refection
Do they ever wonder
Then they look down
That they can't see their feet
Do they thing in life 
A little too small
Why don't they see
How large they are
Or do they 
Just not see
 

Old dog
 
A man came to me one day
Told me he knew just what I needed
A new a better and the latest thing
Something everyone was getting
I needed a new dog
A new a better a smarter breed
Able to do thing my old dog could never learn
I just had to stop and think 
Memories from many years past
Of me and my dog and all we had done
And I knew this old dog was a friend
A friend this new dog could not replace
I told the man I would keep my friend
Some things a new dog cannot do
 

The plan
 
Once upon a time
A plan was most carefully made
Of needs and wants
And hopes and fears
Of greed and pride
That others would make work
The others how ever
Just shook their heads
Said they will never learn
They want too much
And there is no time
Their greed and pride
Cannot be full filled
They hope for more
Than can ever be
They fear the failure
But will never learn
Their plan will fail
It always does
They never learn
But ask too much
 

Cool
 
Everyone is really sweating
So up tight they're about to burst
Can't take the time to smell the flowers
Can't take time to watch the bees
They just know their world in ending
They just know the Man is coming for them
Can't stand still time is a wasting
No time to simply stand and talk
Can't you see it's time to panic
Can't you see it's time to run
Got no time for simply living
Got no time to simply be
 

Timer
 
Where ever I go
I always find
Someone who must
Know the right time
Always checking the clock
They just have to know
The time right now
Not two minutes ago
And the world had better
Keep right in step
All must happen
Right on time
Never be late
Nor to soon
Right on the second
It's got to be right
 

Clown
 
Always funny fooling around
Lite hearted joking for a good laugh
Life of the party fun to be about
Always a smile never a frown
Then at home and all alone
It all slips away as quick as it came
Dark fear spreads out and worry and fear
Quick darting glances
To sure no one is near
Tears start flowing
Quiet small sobs
Darkness overwhelming
Another day done
 

Good friends
 
Many people now have
Thousands of friends
People they have never met
Never looked in the eye
Never have heard their voice
Don't know where they live
Don't know how away
Who won't come running
If you need a hand
Won't come to guard your back
No friends like these do I have
No friends like these do I want
My friends will come to give a hard
My friends will come to watch my back
Good friends are what I want
Good friends are all I have
 

Fat
 
Little by little
Slow creeping change
Cannot see different
Day by day
Even weeks unchanging
Months past away
Years don't matter
All past away
Surely is unchanged
This has always
Been
 

Buying Melons
 
The other day in the store
I saw a man buying melons
Watching him wondering
As he tapped and smelled
And checked each one
Oh so very carefully
As I thought to myself
I could never buy that way
Know not I what to hear
Nor indeed that the smell should be
It is quite beyond poor I
To know which melon I to buy
So in my lack of knowing how
This is what I will do
And you can do it to
I close my eyes and I say
Oh father I know not which to buy
But you oh Lord know all things
Show me which one I should buy
Then I look at each one
Till one look's just right
Then I hold in my hand
To see if it feels right
And that is the one I buy
 

Cookies
 
Shortening and sugar mixed just so
Till it's soft and creamy
Add some eggs and vanilla  too
Mix till it is all just yellow
And some flour, salt and baking powder
Mix till it is soft and fluffy
On a sheet spoon it now
And pop in the oven at 350
Oh what a smell it now makes
As we eagerly wait
Take them out a wait a few
Hot cookies have you made
 

No words
 
As I place my hands
Close my eyes
My thoughts race
With all I hope for
And too with all I fear
I open my mouth
And words begin to come
My heart tries to shape them
My tongue will not fallow
They form not my hopes
Yet not my fears
My hope drain away
Fears not fully abated
Words not of me
Things I would not say
Powerless my will and hopes
I close my words
Ending drained
 
 

Better way
 
And this is the way
Says the old man to the young
It was always been done
Must I do it that way ask the young
No you may do as you wish
Sigh the old man in answer
And shaking his head
Goes on his way
So the young thinks
And tries this and that
Then does it a better way
The old man checks
Finds it not working
The new way failed
The old does it over
Back in the old way
Tried and tested
Since long ago
By a young man
 
 

New boss
 
The old boss was
One who knew it all
Was never happy 
The biggest problem
And went away
Every one said
Maybe now we can get it done
A new boss came
Was just a kid
Never around
Never checking
Never knowing
All that we did
Some thought
How far can we go
What can we do
They're not around
They'll never know
 

Women
 
All my life
I don't know why
Or how it was
Women have liked me
And some to chase me
I never could see
I'd look in the mirror
What did they see
I never problems
Getting a date
Cheerleader or homecoming Queen
I'd ask them out
They would say yes
But why me
Other men struggled
When it came to women
Afraid to ask
Often turned down
Had little luck
Rarely I got a no
If I did then
I would ask another
There are so many
Some quite easy
Some who asked me
What does be easier 
Maybe to understand
Looking in the mirror
Asking why me
What do they see
 

Death to poets
 
Death to poets
Do them in
Stop the words
The endless lines
Twisted thoughts
That turns the mind
Their strange views 
Endless rhymes
Kill them all
Buy their books
 

Dole
 
The check came today
First of many
Years have passed
Oh so many
Never really thought
This day would come
It makes it real
For this to come
Money for nothing
But for my age
It seems wrong
I'm not that old
My back's not bent
Strength not gone
Still I work
The day long
Standing so tall
It seems wrong
I'm not that old
 

Remember no more
 
There was a girl
Who gave a dare
For any boy to kiss
All the boys ran away
But I what has her name
 
There was a bully
Who would fight
Any boy he could take
All the boys ran away
But I what was he name
 
There was a woman
With great charms
With many a boy to share
Many boys she did have
But I what was her name
 
There was a dream
Most carefully made
But a test to pass
Three times I tried failed
But I what was that dream
 

Anything
 
When I grow up
I want to be
Miss America, you see
Silly boy that cannot be
You're not a girl
It cannot be
Then I grow up
I want to be
A musketeer, you see
Silly boy that cannot be
Those days are gone
It cannot be
Then I grow up
I want to be
King of the world, you see
Silly boy that cannot be
There is no king
It cannot be
But then you grow up
You can be
Anything you want
You see
 

You
 
I want you and you to
That is how it always starts
It always seems so simple
Yet some how it never is
I guess down inside somewhere
When they look you isn't there
Maybe myself, me and I
But some how you is never there
And then of course there only I
And you and you becomes me
Cause down inside then I look
There is you and hey you
And a few other things too
So I know they mean me
And so I do it all alone
 

Working hard to be some one
 
It often seems has I go about
That people work quite hard
At being someone that they're not
Someone they want to be
Be it tats or hair or pins
Clothes of every type and style
Colors nature never had and all that can ever be
Tight or loose or maybe barely there
And some times all mixed together
And have no doubt whatever is there 
They'll try hard to make you see
Be it tats or pins or flesh it will be a show to see
It makes me tired to watch the show
I never could work so hard
Nor am I unhappy with whom I am
I need no pins and tats 
nor many types of clothes
It very easy to be me 
It is all I want to be
 

Write
 
Do I write or
Does something use me to write
Do I find the word and meaning or
Does something gave me words and meaning
Often as I write
It seems the words shape them selves
And do not go how I would write them
But take me there they would go
And sometimes they go to
Places that I would never go to
Is it something inside of me
Or something outside of me
Do I write
I am not sure
Where the words are from
 

Curbs are optional
 
I go along looking out
Over the top of lesser
They are bound by lines
Marking where they can go
Places that are safe for them
Where their limits will test them
Narrow places where they can come and go
I sorrow for them in their places
For there is so much more
But they cannot go there
They cannot do these things
So much more they does have
Where curbs and roads are
Optional
 

Reasons
 
We act without thinking
Rarely wondering why
Doing what we always do
Ever single time
Rule by our habits
Doing without thought
No better than robots
In unthinking acts
No reason for our acts
Knowledge doesn't matter
Thinking plays no part
Acting without thinking
Just acting out our part
 

Nickel
 
For the want of a nail
Or a talent buried 
You must spend money to
The tale is told again
With different words
And in different ways
But is never learned
People still lose a dollar tomorrow
To save a penny today
The fears of today
Over the promise of tomorrow
Put it under the mattress 
Hide it in the ground
Hold on to every nickel
Live only for today
 

Time machine
 
I am amazed all the time
By people who want something
Yesterday
They are always in a rush
Disaster will come if it isn't done
They never think it is funny
Then I say my time machine
Must be in my other pants
I'm never sure what they want
Or how to get it done
If they cannot see tomorrow
And plan not today
They will always want
For me to have a
Time machine
 
 

Albert
 
Maybe if we try it again
And cross our eyes
And wiggle our toes
Maybe it will work this time
If we cross our fingers
If we close one eye
Maybe that will do the trick
Think positive thoughts
Truly believe it
Maybe surely that will work
We must keep trying
We must always give once more try
Maybe if we try it again
 

Kid's Cake
 
Once there was a kid
Who wanted some cake
But where wasn't any cake 
And mother wasn't home
What could a kid do
Bake a cake themselves
Just get a bowl
Some of that white stuff
Put in some eggs
And that other stuff too
Mix it all up
And pour in a pan
Pop in the oven
And go out to play
And after playing
There would be cake
Mother would be happy
There would cake for her too
So after playing a game
The kid came back in
Mother putting the frosting 
And they both ate some
 

Statue
 
On a pedestal in the square
Beautiful and fair strong and true
Looking into the rising sun
Surrounded by brown grass
Rain-washes it and wind dries it
Summers and winters age it
Time passing slowly changes it
Lines grow soft details fade
Strength and beauty is less so
What was cleanly saw is lost
Form and statement so long held
Are no more seen there
Purpose even fades in time
Dreams and promise are gone 
 

Who
 
Who turned on the sun
Its light so bright
Drives dull rusty nails
Through my head
My skin burns 
At its touch
Who thought this
Was a good idea
In glasses so dark
Clothes covers all
Lotions and potions
Rubbed on everywhere
Go in doors
Close the curtains
Turn up the air
I need to ask
Who
 

Snakes
 
In the dark of night
And under rocks
Dark deep holes
Sliding across our skin
Soft quiet noises
In dark of night
Spiders and snakes and bats
In almost us all
Down deep inside
Are things we fear
We try to deny
And try to forget
Waiting to drag us
Screaming away
Always waiting
Always there
They will have us
 

Choices
 
I watch people
And wonder why
Why they do
The things they do
How did they decide
The choices they made
What thoughts or lack
Did they use
What hopes or fears
Wants and desires
Needs and hunger
Shape they actions
Govern their choices
 

Wall
 
Over the years
Where ever I've gone
Someone always says
I look like I could
Walk through a brick wall
I must say
I don't know
Quite what they mean
Now I'm a little tall
And a little wide
Between my pecs
And my belly
The pecs are ahead
My muscles can be seen
And also my abs
But as far as that wall
I don't know what they mean
 

Peter
 
What is this need
To always keep rising
Climbing higher and higher
Trying harder and harder
Never stopping from more
Till the day comes
When they cannot do it
They are too high
Where they fail
Cannot stop short
Stay where they could
Stop trying for more
Be happy safely there
Not be driven so
 

Extrovert
 
Some people love to talk
Talk with everyone
Talk about any thing
Talk about nothing
Talk to talk
They think every one
Should talk like them
If people don't talk
That's a problem
A problem to fix
To make them talk
Always  
 

Eyes
 
I watch the world
Thinking I cannot see
Seeing only the surface
Not as it really is
No understanding
Stories not told
Shadows of that is
Lacking fullness
Blind with open eyes
Blind to truly see
Only shadows
Eyes that cannot see
 

Current
 
Press the key
Electrons flow
Motors turn
Heads seek
Fields interact
Patterns form
Paper moves
Ink flies
Eyes see
Answers the question
As I current
 

Fond hope
 
Just a chance
Not much
Just a little
Enough for hope
Enough to try
Hopes rise
Effort put forth
Looks good
It's working
No, no
It's not
Chance is gone
Didn't work
Hope is lost
 

My best
 
I try my best
To do the job
To get it right
I dot the i's
Cross the t's
Check and check
And someone else
Does not
And I try
To fix their work
I cannot
It must be them
My work is lost
All for not
They did not
 

This way
 
This is the way
I always go
Rain or snow
Day or night
It matters not
I go this way
I never check 
If the way is clear
If there's a problem
I never hear
It matters not
What may be
This is the way
I always go
 

Bent rules
 
Bend the rules
Just a bit
No one will know
It'll be okay
It must get done
Make no delay
It's just a little
They wouldn't mind
They'd say okay
It will work
If not it'll fail
Just bend the rule
And make it work
 

Gut
 
Oh how sad we men are
If a petty woman is around
We suck in our gut
Flex our chest
Looking so natural
But a petty girl
As seen it all
Can pick and chose
And won't pick us
We waste our time
In fools tries
For a woman
Who'll never see us
 

Alone
 
Free from wants of others
Not watched and judged
Unbound from their rules
My wants not theirs
Saying my words
Being that I want
Walking where I'll walk
Dressing for me
Eating as I'll eat
Dreaming my dreams
Hoping my hopes
Free of them
Free

Illusions
 
A fly flew by
I watched it go
Thought of others
Faster than I
Who reach out
Who catch the fly
But I cannot
I don't try
There is no point
Others can
I've seen it done
Tried
I'm too slow
I have no illusions
What I can do
 

Put down
 
So small so cute
Barely there but strong
Growing developing
Becoming a friend
Living together
Doing things together
Days and nights
Long walks playing
Time passes
Much too fast
Eyes grow dim
Joints grow stiff
Temper short
Striking out hurting
Growing fear worry
Time has passed
An end needed
Not wanting hurt
Pain lasting
An end
 

Lure
 
Eyes see movement
Are drawn to it
Is it prey
Nose smells air
Is it food
Hunger awakens
Need unsated
Is it good
Can we catch it
Are we safe
If we chase it
Flashes of color
Keeps moving
Driving hunger
Can't ignore it
Is it prey
 

Positive
 
I believe I can
I believe it can be done
I breathe deep
Focus my thoughts
Relax and think
I believe I can
I believe it can be done
Feel myself rising
Feel the ground slip away
I believe I can
I believe it can be done
I breathe deep
Focus my thoughts
Relax and think
Float up
Rise away
Believe
 

Artifact
 
Just look at its size
All of the details
This windows is clear
But that one is dark
Look at those parts
I bet they move
Those must slide
And those turn
This looks like you fill it
And it goes in there
Comes out over here
All those holes
Must hold something
That comes out
Must go in what is held
I bet it's a machine
That makes something
If only we knew
Just what it is
 

Slow
 
I used to think
I was slow
Check and check
Measure twice
Always make sure
Seemed to me
I must be slow
Others I saw
Were so fast
I took so long
Way I was
Then I met
Some one else
Slow to start
Hesitant to try
Unsure that to do
They were slow
I may not be
Fast like some
Nor very slow
Either
 

Flight
 
I rise up
In to the air
Seeing far
Across the land
Darting I go
Free as a bird
Dancing here and there
Were ever I please
Looking here and there
All I can see
Were I can go
Free to fly
Where I will
 

Told you
 
No one likes
Someone who's always right
If you stop and think
Check and make sure
Never say anything
Till you know you're right
Never ever say I told you so
They don't want to hear it
Remind you were right
They didn't listen
Again like always
If you're going to be right
And you have to tell them
Then never ever say
I told you 
 

Small work
 
I hear tales
Of other men
Of how the Lord
Speaks to them
Calling to them
To do a work
To save others
Who needs them
To save the day
And I wish
That I could be
Called also
To be needed
To be worthy
To serve fellow man
To be called
By a still small voice
To serve
 

Right hand
 
Oh my Lord
Forgave my weakness
That I understand not
Seeing not my worth
Nor why I matter
Ye go before me
Angels on my right
And on my left
Ye turn me from harm
Guide my steps
Protect me from danger
Tell me that to do
Speak unasked
Louder than the world
My life ye preserve
Sickness heal
Yet why me
Why do I matter
 

Felt
 
Once I saw a man
But more some how
Felt the man
Standing over there
Then I felt another
And another inside me
Reaching out further
Feeling more and more
Some how I knew
Where they were
I touched them
Knew of them
Some how
And then it faded
Left me alone
Just me
Alone
 

Never
 
I hear them say
It's never been done
Not here
Not that way
This is different
It's not the same
I wonder
It's been done
Some where
You know how
Take that
Different how
Made it match
Make it go
Never been done
Be the first
 

Fins
 
Moving like sharks
Fins held high
Showing them
Show what they are
Out of darkness
Ages long past
Monsters of the road
Dangerous to drive
Using much fuel
Love by some
Clinging to the past
Things of long ago
Turning from today
And from the future
Stay in the past
Fleeing what is
And is to come
 

Do well
 
In my life
I have found 
Things I do well
Be it a talent
Or a skill
Some things
I do well
Although for some
I do not care
And for fun
I'd never do them
They bring no joy
I don't like them at all
While some are okay
A rarely do them
It seem a waste
Finding little joy
In the things 
I do well
 

Tiger
 
Smooth flowing form
Rippling moving mass
Gliding almost floating
Barely touching ground
Controller purpose
No move wasted
Each part meshed
No part unneeded
No excess
Clean
 

Now
 
They made it clear
Made it very clear
Has to be done
Must be ready today
Today has come
Of course you know
It's not done at all
Not even close
Now what to do
A way must be found
It must be done
It must be ready
But it's not
The plan is laid
The clock is running
But it's not done
No time is left
Now

Highway
 
There is always the man
The one with the power
The one with the money
The one who wants it his way
 
If I want his money
Then I must do it
The way he wants it
Never have I a problem with that
 
There are people who do
They know that they're right
Know the man is wrong
Often they are right the man wrong
 
Some times the man listens
Mostly the man never listens
Mostly the man gets mad
And keep's his money and his power
 
The man will say this
My way or the highway
Be he right or wrong
His money his power his way period

Bar
 
Some people want
To raise the bar
Other people don't
They like the bar
Down near their toes
Often I find
The difference is 
Using the bar
Some add weights
And raise it over head
Others thy to step over it
And trip trying to
 

Sneeze
 
Someone sneezes
And people say
Bless you
I wonder
Do they know
Or even think
The saying is
God bless you
From the days
When people believed
That Father would
Bless their health
 

Costume
 
People often want
Others to be a certain way
To dress right talk right
It can be simple
Give them what they want
Even through it is fake
So with them
We do what they want
Dress how they want
Say what they want
And stop again
Away from them
It's all just a costume
We put it on
And take off
To made them happy
But it is a costume
Empty without meaning
False
 

Turf
 
People need
It seems to me
Some place they
Can call their own
Some time it's land
For some a job
It may be a book
Or a piece of art
It might be a look
How they dress
Or how they talk
Or some thing else
As long as it is theirs
And fills that need
They must have something
To call their own
 

Gray fog
 
A new skill learned
And long practiced
Till without thought
It is perfectly done
Abilities added
One by one
A lifetime in building
That the job be well done
Long years pass
Skills begin to fade
Steps left undone
No longer perfect
Change is unseen
Just slowly fade
Just is gone
 

I.T.
 
I always find
Where ever I go
There is someone
Who knows it all
They're always right
What ever the question
In any subject
They'll have the answer
Never are wrong
There is no debate
They will not listen
So it you are in doubt
And need the answer
Find the one
Who knows all the answers
 

All hallowed Eve
 
Once we tried
To make it pure
Once we tried
To drive them away
Once our thoughts
Turned to Heaven
All our thoughts
Were for the next day
Now we try
To look evil
Now we try
To have them come
Now we try
To make merry
All our thoughts
Are of today
 

Two people
 
Can keep a secret
If one of them is dead
And the data is encrypted
The Internet is like
Leaves in the wind
Then they land
Someone picks them up
Looks at them
Maybe takes a picture
And throws them
To where ever they've going
Many people see them
Some keep copies
And some read them
If they can be read
There way be copies
And no secrets
 

Words
 
I tried so hard
To hide away
Never to be seen
Escaping their pain
Mocking laughter
Hurtful stories
My slow broken words
Never done right
Hard to say
Fearful to use
Trying not to
Ran into darkness
From the people
They fear darkness
There hide safely
Lone without mocking
Lone without pain
 

Closet table and tree
 
When I was young
I found places
Where I could hide
And feel safe
There was a closet
Filled with coats
Long and heavy
Rarely used
I could crawl
Back behind
Dark and quiet
 
Downstairs a table
Covered with things
Piled all around
Room beneath
For a little boy
To quietly be
 
In the yard
A tree
Against the house
Thick and green
Climb up in
Move not a bit
Safely be
 

Not a friend
 
People will say
I'm your friend
I care about you
I want you happy
Do it my way
Maybe they do want
To be a friend
To care about you
You to be happy
Their way
But their money is
Their true friend
What they care about
Makes them happy
All that matters
Because money
Comes between friends
Is what they care about
Makes them happy
Is what they want
 

No friends here
 
You know you're not their number one
Or even their number two
You would never ask them to guard your back
Or trust them with a gun
If they make a mistake
You'll get the blame
If they ever need an out
You know who it'll be
You have a way to sign your name
And a pen you use to do it
Keep your things all locked up
Always double checked
All the lines you must toe
They cross at will
A friend is a special thing
There nothing special here
 

Promises
 
They found someone
Who said the right words
Pushed the right buttons
Talked a good line
They would need to spend
Make some changes
Get a free hand
Take a little time
Said it would be better
Time would show
Bare them out
Show the truth
They are tired of waiting
Counting their money
Reading reports
Not seeing change
Running out of patience
Stop spending money
Want change now
Find someone else
 

Disappointment
 
Longing wanting searching
Many long days looking
Checking every where
Hoping over and over
Failing again and again
Endless problems
Yet wanting not ending
Keep every day searching
Till one day finding
Without problems
Joy blooms at last
Searching is over
Longing and wanting to end
Waiting for the joy
Waiting for deliverance
Waiting still longer
Waiting without end
Answers not to be found
Lost what never was
Hurting fearing needing
Again searching
 

Survivor
 
Friends and family
Were called to serve
One by one
They went away
Some came back
Some did not
Some wished
That they had not
I watched them go
And in my youth
Wanted to go
Three times I tried
Three times refused
I could not serve
I could not go
Friends and family
Paid the price
I stayed and watched
Stayed and cried
They went to serve
I cry still
 

Angel
 
These is a angel
On my shoulder
Who whispers in my ear
Tell me what is right
And that which isn't so
I try to listen most carefully 
To all it say to me
'Cause there is a devil
In my heart
Who wants all that's bad
The angel has the harder job
The devil has it easy
For though I look to heaven
My feet are earthy clay
I world give the angel
A great big stick
To hit me with quite hard
So I would listen
To what it says
More eager to obey
'Fore my feet walk
The devils way
And easily lies me astray
 

No sound
 
Words without sound
Unuttered and unheard
No walls and stop them
No sound can drown them out
Yet the heart can turn from them
The mind refuse to understand
Even though they pierce the heart
And call to what is inside
We can walk away from them
We can answer not their call
They can force to obey
They no control at all
We are free to listen not
Free to turn away
 

Eyes ears mouth
 
See nothing that
We want not to see
Nothing we will not believe
Nothing we want not to be
 
Hear nothing that
Isn't what we say
Isn't our thoughts
Isn't what we agree on
 
Say nothing that
Makes us wrong
Makes us a fool
Makes us weak
 

Penny
 
See a penny
Pick it up
Someone else
Had bad luck
Can their lost
You make good
Try to find them
Give it back
Or perhaps
Just let it lay
They just might
Come this way
Looking for
What was lost
See a penny
It's not yours
Help it find
Them again
 

Wind
 
When a ill wind blows
And trouble is afoot
It's too late to prepare
One can just ride it out
Too late to choose
A better course
Too late to have worked
While in the sun
Then you might have worked
Has pasted away
Best now to pick
A very wise plan
And work quite
To be prepared
So the ill wind
May be good for you
 

Needs
 
Many people have a need
A need to be wanted
A need to feel liked
And they will try to have people
Need them and like them
They will do things
That others would not
Often they do thing which
Other would see as wrong
Things they think are wrong
Because the need controls them
Need forces them
To get what they need
To feel wanted and liked
 

Transfer
 
After 30 years
At the job
They start to worried
You'll go away
Who will do
What you have done
Who can learn it
Quick like today
Get a person
Have them watch
Now and then
Have them try
Here and there
A little time
Should be enough
For them to learn
What you know
Shouldn't take long
Or be hard
Do it today
 

Them
 
It can't be so
Don't say it is
A difficult answer
It must done
Just because
It happens to them
And not to you
It can't be them
Even though it never you
Even though it's always them
It can't be
Don't say it is
 

Egg
 
There was a source'
Of golden eggs
One every day
Eggs were sold
For a nice sum
Adding up
Day by day
Soon some how
It hasn't enough
A way was needed
For even more
Cut back on feed
Save some coin
A little more
Every day
Till the day
There was no egg
No more coin
Day by day
 

Make do
 
Some times when you try
To do some thing
Or make some thing
You find that for
Some reason
You can't do it right
Some thing is wrong
Some thing is missing
Some thing doesn't work
You can't do it the right way
Some time you can make it work
And it will be okay
You can make do
And some times you can't
Or shouldn't make do
Because it won't be okay
The hard part is knowing
Judging then you can
And when you can't
Some people can't judge
And make do then they shouldn't
 

Attractive
 
Some how calling
Luring them
Something appealing
Not meaning to
Not trying
Yet still
They come
Unbidden unwanted
Unending stream
Pressing touching
Wanting something    
Seeking hoping
Longing hunger
Answering a call
Drawing near to
Hopeful seeking
Something
Some how
 

Young knowledge
 
When I as young
I wanted to know
About all sorts of things
And I soon found
As I looked about
There is much to know
Some of it is good
And some is bad
Many thing I learned
Of circles and stars and candles
Of locks and how they work
Some things I wish
That I had not
Not all is light and good
Some is dark and bad
In my youth 
I learned things
I now wish
That I had not
 

Wonderment
 
In the mind
Deep in the thoughts
Dreams and ideas
Wants and hopes
Spin and turn
Sparkle in review
Fade when not
Beat of the heart
Breath of life
Thoughts move all
What we are
Moved by them
That what is
That what is not
Slide and flow
Life and not life
Is and is not
 

Carrot
 
One way to get a mule to pull
Takes a stick, string and a carrot
Hang the carrot from the stick
Hold it before the mule's nose
And it will step forward to get it
Since the carrot moves
With the mule
It always stays out of reach
The mule keeps pulling
And will never know
The pointlessness of its work
Some people are like mules
Will work to chase a promise
Never learning that the words
Are worth less than that carrot
 

Beyond
 
Something seem unclear
Very hard to understand
Not said quite simply
Not in black and white
Often if left to think
When reason is called upon
Answers grow and multiply
However thoughts may run
Each person knows they're right
All else are wrong
To them it's all quite clear
As anyone can see
Perhaps something's are unclear
Maybe there is no answer
Each person may a need 
To find a path
To their own unique answer
 

Look
 
I knew a woman
Years ago
Who upon the minds of men
Each day she'd pick a different bra
To lead men's eyes astray
She found it most amusing
Their puzzlement a joy
They never knew
How she would look
Or what she really was
 

Big fish
 
Some people like a small company
In which to have a job
Where they know everyone
And for everyone to shine
To be the best at what they do
With few to whom compare
Other people like a very large firm
In which to be employed
Where they can easily disappear
And no one even know they're there
To do their job quite normally
And be just another one
Some people want to be the one
And some really don't
Some people want the spotlight
Others like the shadows
Some people want to be the one
Some just want to be
 

Let go
 
As time goes by
I think of rusty metal
And of weathered wood
Of thin gray hair
And of younger days
I watch my fellows
Grow soft and weak
Muscles fade and fat grows
I think of how they have
Let it go
I hear say there is no choice
Time has past and they are old
Yet I choose not to be
Call a stop and hold a line
Lift some iron and not some food
Chest should grow not the waist
Say not today to
Let it go
 

Store
 
I walked in
It caught my eye
Those lines
Sleek smooth curves
Every one just right
Perfect form
All fits just right
But it's not for me
I turn away
As I walk
There it is again
Just in front
I walk past
With just a touch
Walk away
Memory burns
Feeling linger
Walk away
 

East
 
I rise up and run
Eastward into the sun
Leaving behind my day
And all the people
People trapped in their night
Their time not yet come
Casting off my anchors
Things that would hold me
To the day yet to come
Running into a different day
Out of step with their day
Not with their comings and goings
I run before them
Bound not by them
Free of their time
Free of their doings
East into the morn
East into the new day
 

Kleenexes
 
We go lying
Holding lies before us
Seeking what we should not
Our lies will not hold
They'll fail in need
Truth will show forth
What we seek will flee
Our quest will fail
Lies failing to find evil
Where truth would have stood
Could have found the evil
Found what we should not
Our lies coins not sought
 

Gaols
 
Some people say
You must have goals
To do anything
And you must plan
And have steps
To your goal
Some people think
That goals are gaols
That locks you in
Keep you from the flowers
Turning to a new path
Jumping in puddles
Yet both people
Get things done
Some with goals
Some with out
 

Loosing
 
Some times nothing helps
And every thing goes wrong
You just can't make it work
Going in circles
Ending in the same place
You try every thing
And try it again
Every little gain
Is lost again
Fighting a loosing battle
Cannot see a way to win
Maybe you cannot win
Nothing will work
Not every thing can be fixed
Not every battle can be won
Some times you can only lose
 

Friday
 
Happy Friday someone said
It is Wednesday I say back
It is Friday someone else says
It is Wednesday I say again
No I feel it is Friday they say back
I know what they mean
Tomorrow the weekend begins
Today is the last day of work
It isn't Saturday tomorrow
Nor is it work
Still tomorrow is Thursday
Yesterday was Tuesday
Today is Wednesday
Tomorrow is Thursday
It isn't Friday
 

Draw
 
I often wish
That I could draw
With pencil and paper
Create what I see
Frozen in time
Saved forever
To see again
Over and over
Just as it was
Not fading away
A memory not lost
As now they are
I often wish
To save memories
I often wish
For memories not lost
 

Jiggles
 
Wiggling shaking catches my eye
Many sizes and shapes
In many colors so nice to see
Some with fillings some without
Some topped and some bare
They look so good
I want to try them all
 

Manly
 
I never understand men
I don't hunt nor fish
Watch sports or a team
Only have a few tools
Just ones I need
I'm not the biggest or strongest
Baddest or toughest
I am nice not mean
I'm often wrong
Make mistakes
Ask for directions
I see men go their ways
All they try to be
I ready don't understand
The thing they do
The rows they try to play
Seems so hard
I don't understand
 

Passion
 
Passion flares hot and full
Filling me full
Wonder over comes me
How and why now here
What has touched me
So deep and hot
How was I moved
Fire flared brazing hot
What had I seen felt
Thoughts have fled
Reasons lost in fire
Moments now lost
No understanding
Flames fade
Passion
Fades
 

Logan
 
Long ago
Far away
We walked
Talked loved
Days together
Time not
Matters not
Just we
Together love
Long ago
Far away
Memories fade
Feeling lost
Wonder where
Wonder why
Now lost
Never more
Long ago
 

Ship
 
Wind blown splay
Waves now bow breaks
Deck raises and falls
Blood flows and heart beats
Something old rises
Here some how home
Right inside feeling
Water ship wind waves
Old before birth
Before I
Here is right
Here am I
Something old
Something real
 

Squat
 
Eyes see movement
Lines flow and dip
Curves gather and brunch
Mind sees patterns
Associations forms
Thoughts remembered
Emotion springs forth
Body reacts
Moves prepares
Odds are checked
Values assigned
Out comes assessed
Decision is made
Act or not
Try or not
 

Pride
 
Sell my time
Sell my skills
Work for the man
Do what he wants
Pays the bills
Food to eat
Do it right
Do it well
Takes no pride
Gives no honor
Just a job
Just a job
Pieces of silver
Not my dreams
Dreams don't pay
Don't pay bills
Don't buy food
Sell my time
Sell my skills
Just a job
Just a job
 

Last day
 
Some when
Down the stream
When it comes
And nows have past
Where we are carried
And the flow stops
We sail no more
Journey ends
Day fades
Night is there
Will stars still shine
Wind still blow
Carried no more
Will all stop
On the last day
 

A bird
 
A bird in the hand
Is worthless
If you don't need it
Let it breed
Tomorrow you may need
Where now you don't
Two in the bush
May just be
Better than one today
Tomorrow
 

Old coot
 
He thinks he looks petty good
For a man of his age
Plenty of muscle not much fat
Can see his belt buckle
Stands straight and tall
Spring in his step
Walk smooth like a cat
Not a snuffle
You can see his ab's
Cute little dimples
His not that bad
For a man of any age
 

Simple believing
 
A simply life
With little needs
Little is gray
Most is black and white
People tell the truth
Don't tell lies
They just believe
What people say
It feels wrong
To them to lie
It isn't fun
When they believe
Still people lie
And people laugh
Like to hurt
At their lost
Simple life
 

Feels good
 
I feel good
Awake alert
Clear thoughts
Not tired at all
It's a lie
I've missed sleep
For days now
Up early
I feel awake
Lost track of time
What I am doing
I forget
I'm awake
I feel good
I'm okay
 

Beauty
 
What is beauty
Is it lines and curves together formed
Or the shapes and textures of how it's made
One substance in concert with others
One sound against another
Or our thoughts and ideas
Is it movement as it flows
Or something that moves deep within us
A lifetime of feelings and thoughts on all these
Or the thoughts behind a smile
 

Crack
 
A smooth line
Running through glass
Each side a mirror
Each side matching
Day and night
One sheet split
Joined they're whole
Apart showing lack
One defines other
Two parts whole
One part missing
 

Woman-child
 
Some how young
Innocent and pure
Yet still mature
Wise and knowing
Young in form
Eyes that know
Looking of youth
Small and slender
Feeling of purity
Yet knowing much
Still a woman
Knowing and full
Promises of passion
Promises of love
 

Just Beyond
 
Many things
Have a spot
A sweet spot
That's just right
When on that spot
Every thing works
Every things fine
Most people
Go too far
Can not stop
Just right there
Often close 
Very close
Yet not there
They go beyond
 

One spring night
 
On a spring night
Many years ago
In a stable of a inn
A child was born
Son of a king
In a captive land
Family far from home
Come to be taxed
To free his people
From chains of sin
Chains far greater
Than a empires rule
Kings would fear him
Some would love
He would change the world
For ever more
 

New star
 
The wise men came
Unto the king
After long travel
From far away
Seeking the king
Of the Jews
The star fore told
Six seasons ago
Said the king
I too would go
To see this king
Where he is
Come here again
Tell me where
I will go
See this king
So they sought
Found the child
Gave their gifts
Went their way
An angel came
In the night
Told them of
The king evil plan
Kill this child
Kill this king
Save his throne
Stop this threat
Return not there
Tell not the king
Save the child
Go another way
Back they went
To their home
Told not the king
Saved the child
 

Garden
 
On a spring night
In a garden
One man prayed
One man groaned
Unbearable the pain
Sins of the world
All not Godly
All not good
His to bear
His to pay
One night to do it
One night alone
Alone in a garden
God's work to do
 

Cross
 
One last gift
For all of man
Only his to give
Only his to take
For all creation
Homes door to open
His was the power
His life he gave
 

Three days
 
Three days it lay
Empty and dead
With no return
No way to rise
Now all ended
No life returned
Unto the tomb 
Lord in glory
Took up his body
Life now returned
For all creation
Life unending
His gift to them
All of mankind
 

Fantasy
 
Nothing is as we want it
We haven't got what we want
We are too fat or too thin
Too tall or too short
We want what we cannot have
We have what we don't want
So we pretend we dream
That they like us
That we look good
We're in great shape
Our ship is coming in
Build our own little world
That's just how we want it
Where everything is just right
And there we hide
 

Today
 
Eat drink and be merry
Have joy in the moment
Think not of tomorrow
Or the problems of today
Food and drink makes us happy
Comfort in the troubles of now
Worry not of what we're doing
Worry not of health
Exercise not at all
On only very little
Nothing is harder then
Waiting to eat again
Comfort and joy in the moment
Peace in a full belly
Tomorrow can be put off
It never comes
Live for today
Live in the moment
 

Needle
 
Close my mouth
Just say no
Don't eat that food
Not even a taste
Get on a bike
Run on a track
Pump some iron
These I will do
I do not want
Will not think
Of using a needle
Every day
 

Any reason
 
Any reason is a good reason
If someone comes
Or if someone goes
To start a new job
Or leave an old one
For weddings and for births
Birthdays and anniversary's
For thanksgiving and Christmas
And New Years too
Because it's Friday or Saturday 
Any day will do
Any reason is a good reason
To party
 

Christmas
 
Riding on a horse drawn sleigh
To a party we are going
There be eggnog and mistletoe
A delightful fire to warm us
We will sing merry songs
And eat a turkey dinner
After that a visit from
Merry old Santa Claus
With never a thought
Of so long ago
In a stable dark and cold
Was born a child so long awaited
To save the world from it's sins
Jesus the Christ of Christmas day
He is the reason we all gather
All but forgotten by us today
In our merry parties
 

Greatness
 
Some people want to be great
They often have a plan
They have been taught a secret 
Sure to get them there
Still how they're still not there
It haven't worked just yet
But someday they know it will
It's just not that day yet
They need to work and aim so high
And do it all just right
They will get there by and by
Just you wait and see
There always is a lot of them
And more so every day
 

Shadows
 
The day is here
The shortest one
Long cast shadows
On shorten days
Now is passing
Once again 
Still now the sun
Longer each day
Shadows grow shorter
Spring again will come
Winter that is now upon us
Will surely past away
Shadows give to us hope
Each passing day
 

Christmas time
 
Mass of Christ
Time to consider Jesus
To remember his birth
Born to save us all
Too much to ask of us
To think of him
Of what he taught and lived
Of that he was
His teachings changed the world
And would change us
Christmas time is here
Yet no time for Christ
No time for his words
No time for him
 

Vice sells
 
If you want
To be very rich
Know this
Vice sells
People will buy
Things they should not
Drinks they shouldn't drink
Foods they shouldn't eat
They will buy
Drugs bad to use
Love that isn't love
Things to hurt others
If it is bad
If it is illegal
If it is sick
It will sell
If you want
Lots of money
Lots of power
Vice sells
 

Old age
 
There are people
Who are old
And the oldest
Is much older
Than me
 
There are people
What think that I
Should act old
Act my age
Why me
 
There are people
Who believe I
Am barely just
Middle aged
Like me
 

Too old 
 
I'll admit it and say out loud 
I ran out and looked under the tree 
I kept hoping right till then 
That he would come 
That some how it would be 
This year Santa would find me 
But again he did not 
There wasn't any gifts 
From Santa to me 
Most will say I'm too old 
I should have stopped long ago 
But still some how 
I have not 
I still hope 
I still believe 
Some how some day 
Santa Claus will find me
 

Hidden
 
Some things shouldn't be seen
They're better kept concealed
Passions are too easily aroused
Control is to loosely held
But people want to show them
They want to be interesting
They want to be desired 
So they cover them on so thinly
May be just some makeup
They say that it is covered
That you really can't see
But you know what is there
You know its shape and form
That you can't see it is true
But you can see it well enough
 

Fear
 
Temptation calls me
Beckons me near
Saying just try it
So easy to do
Reach out my hand
So easy to touch
Easy to feel it
Won't it be good
I feel a hunger
Real and strong
I know that I want to
What could go wrong
It could be so easy
It could be so good
I would really like it
It could go really well
Be very simple
That is my fear
 

Keys
 
Once I saw a woman
Who was dressed up so fine
Walking and looking very nice
Till she dropped her keys
First she went to bend right down
And pick her keys right up
Then she stopped and looked around
And decided she didn't dare
Then she tried to squat down
And stopped again afraid
Of what would then be seen
She already was showing
More than was really wise
But then a man picked up her keys
And gave them with a smile
And so he saved her day
And her womanly charms
 

Unchanging
 
He is always there
Always waiting for me
Waiting to help me
He turns not his face
Turns not from me
From not helping me
I stay not with him
Stay not in his view
Not seeking his help
All fault is mine
Fault of turning away
Turning from his help
His love for me
He is unchanging
Is always there
Always to help me
 

Running
 
He is out there
Watching waiting
Waiting till I need help
Ready watching
I want to be free
He's waiting
I flee from him
His watching
I want to be free
He's watching
I want to do it myself
Waiting to help
I want to do it my way
Always there waiting
I don't want help
Running from him
 

Waiting
 
Father is always there
Waiting for me
To turn again to him
He changes not
Loves me always
Will give me all
I am blown about
Everything moves me
Chasing the world
I turn from him
I listen not
I do not obey
Father is always there
He loves me
He will help me
I can always
Turn to him
Be helped by him
 

Excuse
 
As I wonder of some people
Who some how can never do
What ever needs to be done
Reasons are always without end
There is always a why
For whatever should have been done
Some how it couldn't be done
I often wonder how it is
That they never can
Is the world against them turned
Or do they think to fail
Of course some will say
They simply never try
To do but find a reason
Thy they couldn't do it
 

Candy
 
Now and then
Once in a while
I give in
And buy candy
I go to the machine
Put in my money
Push the buttons
And it doesn't work
The bar hangs up
I touch the machine
I read the sign
'Do not shake machine'
Shaking it is not
What I think of doing
But I just turn
And walk away
 

Changes
 
In our life's
As we view the world
We made up rules
How things work
Some of us
Change our rules easily 
Some cannot change at all
Some welcome change
Some do not
Those who will not change
Deny there is change
Some will not see change
And their world becomes unreal
Impossible to live 
In the changed world
 

Cell
 
My first cell
Could made calls
And play a game
 
Once cells
Made calls
Got calls
Were too big
For pockets
Earphones had wires
Then came bluetooth
People talked to no one
Then smartphones
Games and texts
Phone in hand
Always in hand
Rudeness ruled
Then smartwatches 
To be less rude
Or to look less rude
Always looking
At the watch
Talking to the watch
Not to people
Still just rude
Always rude
 

First hunt
 
Since a child
They have been taught
And shown how
To do the tasks
They would need
Then they go out
Into the world
To test their skill
And learn their strength
It is never easy
And some will fall
Some find nothing
Others find it all
Earn great rewards
Not all will go
Not all will try
The path is not easy
But some will try
 

Fish stories
 
Everyone tells
A different story
Everyone has
A different tale
About how many
Each one caught
And the one
That got away
Tales about
How hard the labor
And about
Getting none
Everyone must
Tell their story
Everyone has
A better tale
 

Night flight
 
Winging into darkness
Down a dimly seen path
Known not where I'm going
Unsure from whence I came
No stars overhead are shining
No moon lights my way
Silence like death awaiting
No sounds for me to hear
Wondering as I travel
What awaits me where
Will I be there before morning
Or fly the whole night through
 

Muse
 
My muse away is running
From this rain and cold
She is seeking light
And butterflies
Far from this dark wet day
Leaving me behind 
I sit and to write something
My words are gone with her
Pen is lying with my pad
Page as blank as are my thoughts
Empty my mind without her help
No words dance there today
How long I wonder will she be
Leaving me here alone
 

Wrong page
 
This is wrong
I over looked it
I turned the page
And went right on
To the next
Left this blank
Left this empty
Wrote not a single word
Gave it not a thought
Right in front
I did not see
And it is just wrong
No way is there
To made it right
It should not be 
Right here
But here it is
And it is
Wrong
 

Not understanding
 
I know it's true
I know it's real
Yet I don't
Understand
Just how it is
Just how it can be
How can it end the pain
Memories of what was
Change all that I am
Change what life did to me
I want to have joy
I want to be free
Of all the sorrow
And all the pain
I know that' it's true
I know that it's real
I want to believe
I just can't understand
Just how it can be
 

Hasty
 
I jumped to soon
Made my choice too fast
Should have waited
Took time to be sure
Thought I knew
All the answers
Someone had changed them
That I didn't see
Now it's too late
I cannot go back
Live with my choice
Made the best that I can
 

Seen
 
It seems to me
That some women
Need to be seen
Show their figures
Much of their skin
They're only happy
In really tight clothes
Or very see-through
Which they wear
When ever they can
In freezing cold
Or questionable taste
They must be seen
How ever they may
 

True beauty
 
Come not from clothes
Nor the makeup
Not hair color
Nor hair style
It comes from inside
It is more than flesh
Is felt more than seen
Need no training
Is seen unlooked for
Without effort
Is not a talent
It is simply there
 

Border 
 
A line is drawn
To say this is mine
Here I decide
What are the rules
Who can come
And who cannot
On earth no line is
Giving to someone
Not mine or yours
Earth knows no borders
Gives not to people
Nature's laws are for all
Treats one and all
Just the same
Makes no divide
One or other
 

Pick
 
Oh long have I looked
Wondering of their taste
To just reach out
Take one in hand
Press to my mouth
And taste one
Long thinking of it
Once done 
I would be changed
Knowing taste and feel
Changed wonder to knowing
Acting becoming more
Then I am now
Fulfillment in the act
 

Faster
 
I like watching people
They intrigue me
The things they do
Seems without reason
Like they barely see
Where they're going
Where actions will go
What future they'll bring
They are a puzzle
They want so simple
Seeing not tomorrow
In doing today
 

So many words
 
One wonders about words
The sounds we make
Or letters we write
So many ways
To say the same thing
Why different people
Use different words
Why so many ways
To talk of the same thing
Why does not what we see
Make us think the same words
Why doesn't word's
Say what things really are
 

Old song
 
As I walk alone
I realize
I'm whistling a old song
I learned many years ago
When listening to the radio
I think of all those years
When all seeming to sweeter
Than it does today
Life felt better then some how
Love burned brighter hotter too
How long it's been 
Since I first heard it
How long it has been
Since I've heard it played
Softly now I sing the words
Thinking of how it felt back then
The old song brings it back
Takes me back
To so long ago
 

Tan
 
Joyful playing in the sun
Sunlight warming our skin
Feeling so very fine
Summers days pasting slowly by
Golden tan lookin' might fine
Skin slowly dries
Skin stays brown all year round
No looker looking young
Still we keep on trying
Workouts keep the body firm
Careful diet for your weight
Measurements stay the same
Kept the body and the tan
But youth has gone
From the tan
 

Look out
 
I look out
Before me I see
Life and death
Locked in endless fight
Fences and borders
Making lines
Who is in
Who locked out
Good and bad
Endless race
Green fights brown
Above and below
Poison's against life
An endless fight
Is there hope
One day to be
Peace before me
Is I'll see
 

New way
 
In the morn
Of a new day
After the night has pasted
Some will seek
Another way
From yesterdays
But other's
Will not know
Of the new way
And will do as before
Knowing not
The change
They must be
Taught the way
Of the dawning day
 

Another day
 
Not today
Not tomorrow
I prepare
For another day
Don't know when
Don't know if
Still I prepare
For another day
It may not come
I can not tell
Still I prepare
For another day
I need to be ready
If it should come
Still I prepare
For another day
 

Fruit cake
 
There is a cake
That everyone knows
And very few will eat
A heavy cake
Full of fruits
And more than a few nuts
It makes me think
And you'll see why
Of something call
Government
There are fruits
Some are well preserved
And there are nuts
And I must say
The nuts are really nuts
Mix them up
Add a little heat
You will get something
Most people don't like
But there is always
Some who love it.
 

Just a little
 
Often it seems
You can gain
A little good
With just 
A little bad
People will gain
What they believe
Is a little good
And try to ignore
The bad
Gain nice curves
Think not of weight
Make some friends
Over look their problems
Find a new place
In a bad place
The bad is okay
To get 
A little
Good
 

Some people
 
Life can be hard
Bad things happen
Some will say
It's not my fault
Life was hard
I was hurt
I can't help it
I do bad things
I hear them
On the news
Saying it's not their fault
Some bad things
Where done to me
I have problems
I was hurt
But I am not
On the news
I have not
Done bad things
I can help
But it is hard
But if I can help it
So can they
 

Youth
 
When I was young
Many long years ago
My body knew
There were girls
I just didn't
My body reacted
Strongly to them
Making me 
Quite confused
Not knowing why
Now I'm older
And now I know
My body forgets
Needs some reminding
Then it reacts
Not just as often
Maybe some day
I will forget
My body too
There will be girls
I just won't know why
 

Paint black
 
I was using
Hot angry words
And the target
I must say
Was completely me
Judging my self
So very hard
Some how always
This I do
Angry replaces thoughts
I'm really not
All that bad
But I set
High my bar
And quick judging
Wait out thought
Myself paint black
 

Know God
 
Would you know God
That He is and loves you
Would you know His plan
Then read His words
Pray to Him in the morning
Pray to Him at night
Listen to His answers 
Give Him thanks for all things
Do good works for others
Live as His Son lived
Ask Him to tell you it's true
Do these every day forever
Then you will know God
 

Believe
 
Listen to birds singing
Watch the sun rise
Feel the rain fall
Let the wind blow
Take to smell the roses
Eat good food
Watch people in love
Take time to sit and think
Look up at the night sky
Forgive others and yourself
Look for the good
Do good deeds
Live
 

Different
 
Each of us
Aren't the same
As anyone else
Nor is our world
Quite like anothers
Each color we see
Every sound we hear
Isn't the same
As anyone else
All is different
Not the same
That is why
Poets write different poems
Painters their own painting
Musicians their own music
Every one has
Their own world
Where nothing is
Quite the same
 

Copter
 
In the quiet
I hear a sound
Fills me with dread
Every time
Though the years
I look up
Even when inside
I learned it
Then I was young
To know it well
What it meant
Never is good
Always is bad
Bad for someone
Always is bad
Long ago
Many years
Learned to fear
Copters
 

Morning blooms
 
In the morn
A bud unfolds
Spreads its pedals
In early light
The bright colors
Brings the bees
That bring pollen
And takes it away
Bee's are used
By the flower
To its proposes
In the day
The light wanes
Pedals fold again
The bud closes
It's needs fulfilled
 

The part
 
People want to belong
People want to fit in
To have a place
That is comfortable
Were they belong
Were they are welcome
To get this
They play roles
Wear the clothes
Talk the talk
Walk the walk
Do what it takes
Act how they must
Live in the role
Act the part
 

Fist
 
Long ago
In my youth
I did ride
But few did
As we rode
As we passed
We would salute
A fist raised in the air
There was pride
There was a bond
It was special
Long ago
Time has changed
Salutes did stopped
We'd rise a fist
They would not
Long ago
There was a bond
Long ago
A fist in the air
 

Boy toys
 
Be it wrenches or saws
Trucks or cars
Boats or cycles
Boys have their toys
They must show them off
Everyone must see
All of their toys
What ever they be
Spend all their money
Nothing is too much
Can't shine too bright
And it's said
Then all is done
On the last day
Who has the most
Wins
 

Fantasize
 
Longingwatching
Wantingwondering
Fantasizingthinking
Hopesmemories
Futurepast
Perhapswas
Mixflow
Blendtogether
Dreamshopes
Maybenever
Foolishwiser
Dreamerplanner
Somehow never
 
 

Cry for us
 
Cry for us
The misunderstood
Who go though life
Seeking joy and happiness
That we might share
With all of those
Who's life's we touch
Yet we fail
Time and again
Joy to dust and sorrow
In darkness we walk
Seeking light ever lasting
Finding only glimpses
Fleeing breams of light
Too quickly lost
Lost again to the dark
Always we look
Always we hope
Walking in the dark
Misunderstood
 

Up stairs
 
Some people watch
You never know who
They are every where
And don't need to hide
Keep taking notes
Keep making lists
Giving their reports
To people up stairs
They are making their plans
Of who they can use
Who might help
Those who will not
All is in secret
For only the few
We'll only find out
After their done
Better be careful
In what you do
Someone is watching
Taking notes on you
 

Inches
 
There is a lack
Some people know
Deep down inside
A lack of inches
Here some where or there
Where their not
They want to be
They just need some more
Only a few
Added on just there
To make it all right
Happily they add
Not knowing it seems
Everyone can tell
Everyone can see
Just what they lack
Is now plain to see
 

Defend
 
Then we were young
We could defend
If we were attacked
We were allowed
To fight back
Times have changed
And now we cannot
If now we're attacked
We cannot defend
Helpless we stand
In a free land
Free to be attacked
Free to lose all we have
It is wrong to defend
Wrong to fight back
Someone will help us
Someone will come
When it's to late to defend
To late to fight back
 

Old friend
 
Many years since we met
In a place that is no more
The world has changed
In that long time
So much has past us by
Time ruthlessly passing
All it tears down
It seemed as if
Time would pass us by
Now I see the end
Our escape will not be
A dark horizon now we see
Growing near to us
With growing speed
Our years together
Now will end
Time will even
End old friends
 

Evil
 
Often in the dark cold of night
Yet too in bright light of day
If you are alone of with someone
Be you inside or be you out
Most any where and most any time
Evil walks and lives with men
Dark selfish thoughts within the heart
Helping our self and no one else
Taking what we want and no one gives
Seeing people as your toys
To use as you will and then cast aside
We need no monsters to walk the land
We need only ourselves
To be destroyed
 

5 cents
 
In the candy aisle
With only 5 cents
So many the choices
So very hard to choose
Ten penny candies
Or a full candy bar
Even a small bottle of pop
Oh how ever to choose
It must have took hours
Going bank and forth
Each of the flavors
And how long they would last
Pop went the fastest
Next a candy bar
Often the penny candies
Was what I picked
Ten for my money
Ten flavors in all
They could last for hours
Even through the day
But ever so hard
Was it to choose
 

Women choices
 
Every day
I wait to see
Just what
Some women will wear
It seems unfair
Some how to me
All of the things
They can do
I never know
Color or style
What will be covered
And that will be seen
As there is for me
Very few choices
Little change in color
Even less choice in style
Where as for women
There seems no end
Some how this seems
As quite unfair
 

Other guy
 
When things go wrong
As they often do
You can always be sure
That no one did it
When ever you ask
They will tell you
It wasn't them
It was that other guy
It never fails
It always is true
It never was them
That would never do
It was someone else
It is never their fault
 

Rock
 
It sits through day and night
Though summers and though winters
Many birds will sit on it
Many animals will hide in it's shadow
Life will flow all round it
Every thing will change a round it
But it stays unchanged
As time passes by
Life cannot touch it
The world has for call on it
The same today and tomorrow
It is a rock
Without change and without life
Dead and cold
 

Filled
 
I start to write
Words fill me
Don't write that
Say this instead
That word where
Change it to this
The words aren't mine
I would never say that
I can't believe what I wrote
What will people think
It sounds so pompous
Sounds so sure
Like this it must be
It is the only way
What have I wrote
I cannot believe
They aren't my words
They just filled me
 

Run
 
Life can be be
A little hard
It can get
More than we can take
Sometimes when we
Should be strong
Instead we will
Run
With a scream
Or with a sob
Filled with fear
Or with hope
When we cannot
Take any more
We'll turn and
Run
From our self
From our love
From much more
then we'll bare
We will turn
And run
 

