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The ForeWord

The Voyage of Kings

( The Apollogy )

while Some, in possession of a more enLighteneidt 3 Awareness, which by definition
indicates a higher and therefore clearer Undergtgraf The Ways of this World, might question
what Place a Book titled such as This, could hielthe Hearts and Minds of Those, who have
for Always stood in the Shadows of All that Merg well as Kings, have wrought upon Them. ..

This Book, was conceived and certainly now emhdacky a most singular Act of divine Will
and Determination, to be brought Forth under tinect Guidance and Counseling of None other
thanThe Feminine Supremeand upon whose infinite Grace and Wisdom | Hasen blessed to
witness, and therefore to wonder, of All that baen manifested within each and every Woman |
have Ever had the honor and pleasure to know . . .

and leaving Me with This Task, to tell of Her Storso that Those whom | have yet to encounter
will One Day know, that there exists at least den on Earth, who carries with Him a small
Candle of Compassion, to cast a Light upon the&kiess of All that Men have said and done, to
Those that have surely been created, in Her Name .

for even Kings, must eventually walk The Path,Tbéir Forgiveness . . .



The Prelude

( when Dawn cracked The Sky )

while Some, may choose to wander within this Emdeavithout having even the simple NotionRége
Numbersas guideposts, there will surely be Others, whghinfind Themselves wondering as to the
Source of Its seemingly endless Content . . . aridat Realm, perhaps, a Light needs to be cast .

as referenced to, in a Myriad of Ways throughdthie Story came into My Consciousness by Way of My
Heart, when and where each and every Word founckeHting Place, via a single and stunningly sempl
mechanism, called an Echo . . .

and through Its still unbroken Resonance, brodgtih within All the grand and glorious Music of My
Time, composed and produced by Artists long pastlang present, who All crafted a Tapestry of
Sound so significant in Its Splendor as to chaketite very Breath of Angels, heralding what caardly

be called a New Age, and whose Gifts have beerhemliby no less than The Hand of God, as | was the
touched, by The Perfection of Harmony . . . withinose Whispers came an extraordinary Tale, wippe
quietly within The Wings of Doves, and delivered My Heart, inside The Waves that now present
ThemSelves, as Echoes, upon The Sands of Youtidesworn Shore . . .

and, once | began to listen, not only did thisntination become Ever so much brighter, but Irsoo
began to ~remember~ as well, of All of The Reastthy . . .

and The Echoes, quickly and quietly became TheyMand The Many soon became a raging River of
Words, whose Course would One Day become knowrhasDoveTales, and whose Destination would
become a Voyage not only of Kings, but of All Meho have Ever called Themselves such, and The
Follies upon which Their Empires were built, tinaw ly forsaken and forgotten, in the dusty rubbfie
Their blind and misbegotten Desires . . .

and therefore, it is a Book of Deis . . . a Diarg, Ship Captain’s Log, if U will, a Symphony of
MoMeants, a Compendium of Events that not onlyuaoed along The Path of My own Life, but Those
that seemed to have been portrayed on a far gr&uwde, and in a Place so very distant from thislay
yet whose Existence, became All so delicatelyrizd, on the Razor's Edge of My Faith alone . . .

and All was held inside a never-ending Story, #udtly emerged with Its first faint Echo of Worback

in 1976, and reverberated steadily until the Btenmer of 1995, when, either by Providence or the
Vagaries of Chance, | was struck by a Bolt of tiging, which fused the Essences of both My Passion
and My Purpose, as The Teller of This Tale, aneé,Owhose ~terrible Beauty~, continues to graoe T
Corridors of My Heart, to this very Day . . .

and All that | have remembered . . . was remembesad written, composed, or transScribed, at th
Time of ~Arrival~, each and every Day, of eacd amery Month, of each and every Year, Ever since

. and whose Message, was carefully crafted imzarkably unique Fashion called ~\Wirse~, which,
as | soon came to understand, would be known asAWlédding, of Word, and Art. . .

(cont'd)



The Prelude( cont. )

and yet, All the While, there still persisted ttménd-numbing Enigma, as to why | was listenirand
remembering, and recording these ~Voices~, ionptetelyrandom Sequence, which further kept from
View not only the final Secrets, but the final&tture of The Story . . . never knowing if | waseEwn
possession of even the First Page, or the Ladtile vAlways aware that what | did possess, would
remain, eternally, in Between . ..

and during a major Attempt, in 2008, to fully acmimpletely resurrect, reexamine, and reedittiAdl
had been written ( 6,000 Pages ), so began thé Firontiers of My own Voyage to understand in what
Manner this Tale was to be told, and, in what Medwould be best suited for Its Telling . . . dddreln

lys what U, and |, have so recently discovered that the Method and the Means by which All The
Pages would be arrayed, is this. ..

and the First DoveTale, in each of The Books dd ffrilogy, shall for Always hold that which was
~spoken~, and therefore ~heard~, in each and &egary, of each and every Year . . . and béagjnn
of Course, with The Voice, of Aquarius . .. ahds, the Second DoveTales, are the Februaties,

Thirds, are the Marches, andso On. ..

and therefore, The Code, or The Answer to Thes@ume as tchow The Story was to be told, was right
there, All The Time . . . because | had alreadgvkm whichBook an Echo was to be placed in, | had
simply to place each One in tMonthit was created in . . . and, that is how it skalitinue, with every
Word I right, from this Moment on, ‘til All Momes, fade ...

and, ‘til I, and therefore All of Us, find LoveAgain . ..

Anam Cara,

I, H



The First Light The Second Sound The Third Beginning

The Guardians of Virtue The Palace of Rain

The Chronicles of Avalon

( ThelOverLord ) ( The OverLook ) ( TheOverLace )
y v y
i i i

The Rhythm of Life The Fires of Ice The Kiss of Always

The Pillow of Hope The Sea of Glass The Crown of Roses
The Gates of Dawn The Rail of Sighs The Flame of Desire
The Ribbon of Love The Web of Pearls The Secret of Prisms
The Veil of Rapture The Pillar of Truth The Circle of Heaven
The Grace of Swans The Cradle of Light The Trials of Ecstasy
The Pageant of Lilies The Robes of Honor The Breath of Angels
The Rock of Patience The Destiny of Kings The Bridge of Dreams
The Windmills of Eden The Ring of Friendship The Shield of Courage
The Cloak of Simplicity The Pinnacle of Choice The Cliffs of Andromeda
The Shelter of Kindness The Chariots of The Sun The Whisper of Fulfillment

The Children of The Clouds The Symphony of Moments

The Passion of Innocence



The Prologue

A Bridge, A Cross, Eternity

( Before The Beginning )

\J

[
Far Ago, and Long Away, in The Time beftvas, in The Land of Because, a Tale of Two Lobegan . . .

on The Eve of Nocturna, Now known, as Thedding of Hope and FullFillMeant . . .
as seen, through The Eyes of a Butterfbiled Avalon . . .
as told, by an Iron Horse . . .
named Sky . ..
from The Very First Moment, living inside athcould only be called EveryWhere, was God . . .
and within God, were borne The Essenced, Tae Attributes, of A Man, and A Woman . . .
and The Man and The Woman, eternally boun@re, were called Ever, and Always . . .

and This Blessed Union, of These Two Heamts These Two Souls, became Love. ..

and, One Day, while walking The Breadth, and Diepth, of Their Dominion,
Ever, turns His Eyes to Always, and saysy
miland So, He did, and from that

Moment on, until Every Moment since, no®as known, where Ever, was. ..

as Always waited, at The Center of EveryThing Bblels Dear, Ever wandered
across The Millennia, following The Light from adbant Star, searching The Heavens
for The Meaning of Life, and finding only, Thelkgp of Men, whereEver, He went . .. and
along The Way, He was met by Travelers, solitdegssengers from both Far and Wide, who told Him,
of A Rose, that dwelled in a Place called Avalanpale blue Gem in this Dark Velvet Sky above Hiend as He

gazes toward It, He slowly turns to face The Dagd says,



The Prologue

A Bridge, A Cross, Eternity

|\

I
for as Long as He can remember, His Journey Hahtllim Far across The Cosmos,

Far beyond The IcanSea, Far beyond The ReachWaiigast The Broken Sound,

Ever spiraling Outward, Deeper, and Deejieig The Worlds of Time, and Tide . . .

as He approached The Blue Jewel, Avalon, nestl&the Nocturnal Velvet Sky,

at Last, having known The Long Dark Kiss of Niglibr what felt like Eternity,

while pondering a Place He could not quite rememlaed a Face, He cannot
seem to forget, He moves Forward into The ArmBedtiny, waiting, upon

these Shores of Longing, and finally coneesest, upon The Rail, of Sighs. ..

and All at Once, He feels a great Hush, moviogvtl across The Universe,
as The Air around Him vibrates softly, as if THeySvere soon to crack from
The Weight of Certainty, He knows that The Rosehdg walked All Creation
to find is Here, and just when The Dawn, givesHgp Promise to The Day, He
sees, high up on a Hill, now etched in His Hé&arEver, a Man, nailed, to a Cross,

and The Man on The Cross, was The Rose afolw. . . and The Rose of Avalon, was His Son . .



The Prologue

A Bridge, A Cross, Eternity

and Now, beyond
All Realms of Chance, and CircumStance,
The Story about to unFold, before Your Very Eyes,
to be held for Ever in Your Heart, as the TerriB&auty,
One, whose beginning, aRose, as One has coarednd,
yet whose Story, remained veiled in The PassaéEsne,
for Two Thousand Years,
rising Ever so slowly to The Surface,
appearing as Phantoms, as Butterflies,
dancing across The Ages and Pages,
of wellworn Tomes and Tales,
given Forth, to mark
The Affairs, and
Follies, of Men,
as They searched,
high and low, for The Meaning of Life,
as They searched The Heavens, for The Truth,
when Their Truth had been lain asunder,
* *
* by Their Very Own Sword, of*
*

Blind Desire . . .
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The Prologue
A Bridge, A Cross, Eternity

|\

I
and so, the Long Dark Kiss of Night, had followitn,

and It poured, slowly down, over The Kingdom afadon,
over The Fields and Forests, of What Might HaverBeto

The Mountains, and The Majesty, and TheiMoEMen . . .

and, as They laid His Body, behind This Mightpr&t,
Ever knew, as He stood, beneath The Heavensgalo
that He had come so Far, to find All, He had etss

and All They, are Those, that A Rose, dkissed . . .

and this One Rose, while Only Here, for aWhile,
left His Mark for Eternity, and for All, a Smile,
for this One Smile, He had searched The Stars
to be near, was found upon The Face, of All
Things Dear . . .
so He fell to His Knees and began to pray,
that He might return to Always One Day,
and as A Rose, ascended, upon Angels’
Wings, He smiled and He remembered,
of A Voyage, of Kings. ..
and of This Story, laid before U, Now,
are All that remains, of The Glory, and how,
a Man, once called Ever, who Fate dared to roam,
put His Words on These Pages, in a Long Lettarmeé]
and, as He remembered who He was, and where dHedemn,

He lit a Candle, to tell The World, yesg Would find, Love, Again. ..



The Prologue

A Bridge, A Cross, Eternity

v
and He wrote, and He wrote,I for the next Two Taoul Years,
through The Agony and The Ecstasy, and The SuBuofFears,
and He wrote of Each Moment of Each Day of Our P#stough
Each Chapter and Each Verse, though They mightibéast,
so Every Dream and Every Wish that Ever heard ST,
could One Day fly away, beyond These FolliesMen,
and, All that remains, of His Candle, so bright,

are These Pages, from The Ages, of

a Kingdom, of Light. ..



The Prologue

A Bridge, A Cross, Eternity

and
so It began,
and Yes, so It was,
under a Sky to remember,
and in The Heart, of Because . . .
They came from Hither, and
They came from Yon,
and They came
from no Reason,
so to witness, The Dawn . . .
and All Eyes were there upon Him,
and Every Soul, had come so Far to see,
what Tomorrow knew, and kept from View,
All that Yesterday, had Ever promised, ¢o.b.
while ‘Lo and Behold, Their Tale, to unfold,
gazed down upon this weary World of Men,
a Whisper was heard, and this Whisper,
was The Word, and there began
the greatest Story, that

Ever, told ...



The Prologue The Very First Echo

Once cast, from a Distant Fire

( Symphonies, of Moments )

an Angel, stands, with The Grace of Swans, aodesmto The Edge, of A Sea
of Glass, and the quietest Hush moves as liquadross All that Her Eyes

survey, for even The Myriad of Heaven’s Prayengehaaited for an Eternity to

be answered, and held, in The Light, of All telaall come of This . ..

and She begins to tell a Story, soft and slowd i@mna Voice barely above a
Whisper, yet capturing The Moment as only Thuneleer could, and every
Hope Ever dreamed suddenly came alive at the vergdgy that began . from
This Dei, there shall come a Sound.

and On and On She spoke, of All Things Dear, ipguForth over the vast
Dominions of Remember, and well beyond the infirfReach of Forget, out
upon the immense Mirror of All that Was, and reféal into the very Heart of
Always, flowed the very Echo, of All that woulch® Dei, come to Pass. ..

and this Echo so began Its long Journey far acussMillennia, as Ever It
chased the Speed of Light, in search of a PlacAfay in a Time, where a
Candle had once asked, of a Reason Why, fromadl,spale blue Gem, in a
dark velvet Sky . . .

and when at Last, She finished Her Story, favdht On and On, for Deis, and
All Those who had come to hear Her, so went upbeirTWays, yet They All
knew She would come Again, and harbored no suah féor as sure as The
Son moves across The Sky, She would return, éhenext Year . . .

for Her Name, is Aquarius, and Her Number, isuday . . .

as The Echo glides through The Universe, It gat&rength from every Prayer
along The Way, for the Cloak of Darkness will mmder keep It hidden from
The Heart of All Things Dear, nor hinder It, frdudfilling The Promise, of
The Return of The Light, of Love, Again. ..

and as The Hush of Silence, guides It's Path gjnothe Heavens, and The
Memory of The Journey begins to unfold, One by Ofée Legions of Stars
assemble in It's Wake, to cast Their Blessing,oruthe upturned Faces, of
Each, and Every Child, of God . ..



The OverLord T3

flying across This Darkness, that veils The Reasthy, |
listen to The Echo of The Sigh of Always, moambtquid,
among Her Legion of Stars, as They Ever pondelrignt,
because, These Tears, that lay upon Her Faedll share
in Sorrow’s Name, for | have known The Folly offiyl@and
| come, to cleanse Their Shame, oh yes, aségcdmbear

Their Blame . . .



The First DoveTale

The Rhythm of Life )

far Ago, and quite long Away, and well beyond Reach of
Remember, long before The Suns brought forth Tdiet bf
Deis, and So it will be long after these very sédums will
have for Ever ceased to shine, was born The Readon. . .

carried across ontold Aons, toward uncountabletddises,
from that Moment on, until All Moments have come gone,
where All that remains in the Here and Now of trige and
glorious Because, is The Echo of a Breath of aspéhi of a
Voice, telling of a Promise, and The PromiseThe Return,

of Love, Again. ..



The Waiting

The Kiss, of Always

She had never known a feeling such as this beforeThe Midsummer’s Eve of her life, up to
this moment, had left her wanting, had left titeebsweet taste of regret, of seas not sailefd, o
horizons not found, and Tomorrows not lived, ahdove once glimpsed, once touched, once
embraced, but now, as elusive as the fragranceset, there, yet not seen, there, yet npt fel
only a whisper, and not quite a promise . . .

His blessings were many, his woes were few .he paths of his life were varied, and true . ..
His journeys, his creative hand, the masterwarfkbis mind were glories of bygone days, of
forgotten dreams, of faded pictures never takenHis memories, drifted like past moments of
timeworn clocks, waiting, for hopes beyond Tomars wish, for castles yet to build, on the
shores of a life, never lived . ..

The fruits of her labors were many . . . Her honher family, her husband, her sons, all were
precious jewels in the richness of her life, aktbming the faded images in the portrait of her
Soul, like the dust of age, lying quietly, oretWwindows of Yesterday, like blue-gray ivy
adorning the walls of her mind, like phantomse Ibutterflies, weaving through the corridors of
her Heart . . .

The fires of his passion, the iron of his willuiged his inner voyages, guided his desires, the
hope of family and friends, his wife, his sor| veere his Universe, all were his inner Light.. .
The Drummer’s rhythm, the Piper’s song, hauntisdSoul, haunted his purpose, defined his
path, yet, as spectral as the Eyes of Heavem missage kept its distance, kept its vigil on his
Heart, kept its grasp on his Allegiance . . .

All she wished for, all she hoped for, all sheained, was to hold on to the thread of Love, the
thread of God's Heart, the web of pearls she hafied, with the blood and the tears and the

devotion of her Soul . . . She longed to dance Wwith Muse, once more, to feel the fleeting
moments of passion, of fulfillment, of the breathWonder, before the Suns of skies beyond,
died away . . .

with a Depth of Passion that overshadowed All taahe before, even in Dreams, and a fevered
Rush of Purpose rivaling the intensity of The LighfThe Sun, They pledge Their Fidelity to The
Eyes of Heaven, to The Sea of Glass, to walk Mbenents of Eternity, to capture one Tear
from The Grace of God, and to savor It, to clielis from this Moment on, until All Moments
fade . ..

and All at Once, They heard a Sound, soft and,slget with an enduring Rhythm of Light, cast
from a Distant Fire, rising as Golden Wind, arm&of The Millennia, roaming for Ever The
Days of Infinity, forging The Paths of Their Desir capturing Their Hearts, as One, delivering
Them The Whisper of a Promise, that This Timed &his Place, has been touched, by The
Feather, from The Wing, of The Angel, of Love .



A Book U Can Right In

( such as This )

Pages U can reAlign, reArrange, reExamim®rder, reTurn, reVise, reWork, and reLy on .

( but nEver, reMove )



A Life, Complete

The Last Dream, awakened,
The Last Reason, recalled,
The Last Prayer, spoken,
The Last Wish, granted,
The Last Page, written,
The Last Hope, flown,

The Last Echo, heard . ..



A Lighter Shade, of Male

The Verse | write,

a Song, a Story, in Your Heart, | cast, a Light
The Words | sing,

| pray, | may, into Your Soul, a Hope, | bring,
The Eyes will see,

I wish, I might, that All | have, for Yous Me. ..



A Son, Also Rises

( toDei )
* *
* *

let Me hear Your Laughter,
ring out beyond Your greatest Fear,
let Me drift behind Your Eyes,
along Rivers of Truth, Your Meadows of Youth,
let Me wander inside Your Heart,
so that | may know The Depth of Your Faith and kdihip,

let Me ignite The Fire of Your Spirit,

so that | may discover The Meaning of Lifsyery Time | see Your Smile . . .



A Universe, of Kindness

The Grace, of The Embrace, of Love. ..



A Wonder, Is

“wonderist. . ... .. did he say, a ‘maerist’ ?". ..

“yes, and you know . ...... | thinksheght ” . . .



Above, All Else

Yes, | truly must have loved U,

because, as Ever, | Alwaysdo. ..



Adoration

and now, | know . ..



My One Love,Again . . .



All, | Have

( togive, is )

All, I have, of This,
The Moments, of My Life,
woven with fine, silver Thread,
The Harmonic Spectrum of Your
Ribbon of Love, | give You, My
Web of Pearls, captured from The Heavens,
whose Luster outshines The Light of Ten Thousanuti{es,
whose Fire rivals The Core of The Sun, whose kitgnvould crack The Sky,
yes | give You, My Valley of Roses, grown in
The Fields, of Compassion, Understanding,
and Forgiveness, nurtured, in The Cool
Water, of The Tears, of Angels,
The Rain, of Joy, and
| give You, All
My Secrets, lying buried,
in The Well of Your Universal Soul,
and The Wishes, of Hope and Fulfillment,
wed on The River of Tried and True,
The Jewels, flying, across
My Cyan Sky, on
The Breath of
Tomorrow,
| give
You,
My Love, Eternal,

and My Ecstasy, Always. ..



still, I can't find my way home,
feeling at times, like a space cowboy,
feet on the ground, eight miles high,
wandering, dazed and confused,
wondering, if I've really ever been experienced,
trying to decide if | should turn, turn, turn,
a thousand million questions,
one long and winding road,
one neverending déja vu,
but I know | can’t do it,
without a little help from my friends,
holding on, to every little piece of my heart,
and all | can do, is imagine,
and teach my children well,
and, one day,
maybe I'll go,
and ask Alice,
and just maybe,

She’ll light My Fire . . .

( when I'm standing )

Along The WatchTowers




Always, The Way

as Hope, could be,
for Ever, The Day,

My Eyes, Yousee. ..



An Angel's Embrace

listen, while | tell You, of The Jewel of Heaven,

listen, while | sing of The Presence, of The

Eyes of Midnight Suns,

Eyes of Morning Mists,

A Voice The Color of Fire,

A Voice The Melody of Rain,

A Silhouette, of All Things Dear,

A Silhouette of The Majesty of Swans,

A Breath as Sweet as The River of Tomorrow,

A Breath as Cool as The Winds of Everlasting Joy,

A Heart borne from The Enchantment of All Promikept,

A Heart woven within The Magic of The Wonder in hil@’s Eye,

A Mind with The Power to blow The Sands of Timeoiffountains of Youth,

A Mind with The Courage and Might of Titans, fody@ The Flames of Devotion,

A Touch as Soft as The Lamb of Kindness, The &ildope’s Whisper, The Lace of Dawn,

A Touch as Pure as The Essence of The Ras&he Ribbon of Love, as The Light of God's Grace



An Angel's Prayer

Thank You, Father,
Thank You, Mother,
for Another Day, of Life,

of Loving, of Learning, of Laughing,

Thank You, for

Your Patience,

Your Kindness,
Your Compassion,

and Your Understanding . . .

and Thank You,
for All that You are,

for All that You will be,

All
| am,
and, All

| hopeto see . ..



An Audience, of One

is All, 1 need, want, deserve, and desire



and O’, by The Way

( Write, from Left )

I think U should, maybe, look at A Book.. .



And The Bridge, A Cross, For Ever

was built, for A Voyage, of Kings . ..



Avalon’s Dream

Truth, AD....



Behold The Brightest Star

‘Lo,
inside The Sky, a
Delta, from an Artist brushed,

a Fleet of Diamonds, flying in Silence, as

the Last, of Winter's whispered Breathhished . . .

then, under The Light, of Her Vernal Moon,
as Heaven, and Earth, held Their Breath,
a chevroned Wing, of The Fires of Ice,

so poised, at Evil's Eye, was Death . . .

( and may The Horse, be with J



BellWhether

for just
once in My Life,
| would like to count,
as a Sum greater than One,
those that love, and accept Me,

aslam...



by Order, of Her Magnitude

The Qualities, of Your lllumination, Always,

depend solely, on The Keeper, of The Flame .



Considering All Possibilities

( are bound, to Happen )

SomeOne, who might wish to begin A New Life, Tibge,

in All those exquisite Ways, We have as yatly dreamed . . .



dReam Weaver

The Pages, shall equal, The Number of Rings,
in All The Trees, in All The Forests,
that surround The Shores,

of The IcanSea . . .
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Ever, SkyWord

( in a ThoughtBasket

* *

Me, and Thee, oh soar Us. ..
*

*

*( beneath a big, read, Ballooh )




In Orion’s Belt

Sweet Muse, do You realize what You have done ?

You have ignited, a SuperNova . . .



In The Call, of Nature

( comes a Whisper )

Animals, have no Name . ..



In The House, That Hope Built

( A Kingdom, comes )

because

The Echoes now

stand, in Legions grand,

arrayed, to every Point, of View,

and All that remains, from The Mountains,

to The Plains, are The Dreams, that still livathin U . . .




In The Pause Before Hello

please, allow me a moment of your time, for i lgolike to introduce myself, in hopes of
drawing your attention to the notion that i wishget to know you, and that i find you quite
attractive, in a myriad of refreshing ways . . .

i will certainly do my very best to establish myfses an individual worthy of your regard, and try
to illustrate my character and personality in sackay, that i might stand above the rest, in your
pursuit of shared happiness . . .

i am sure you are faced with an abundance of datioices, and most, i am twice sure, fade to
insignificance under the scrutiny of a tentativel @autious heart . . . i only ask for a chance, a
moment, an opportunity, to prove beyond all douthiat yes, there is one good man left in this
world . . . and he is knocking on your door . nd &e comes, bearing extraordinary gifts . . .

i might not carry the day when it comes to meetiigjour expectations, but i assure you, ican
bring a multitude of stimulating, provocative,eative, and passionate contributions to your life,
and to your heart, in equal and abundant measurand they are, in a word, priceless. ..

we walk this path, you and i, in hopes that wghhenjoy the fruits of our labors, with someone

truly special . . . to live, to learn, to laughnd to last . . . and to one day love, againwe are
presented with another chance . . . and all we taw® is let fate guide us, to the destiny that
awaitsus all . . . asone. . .

so, let us begin the dance once more, and lenistry take care of the rest . . .
my name, is Ever, and i hope, one day, to hearsay it. ..

with your eyes, your heart, and your smile . . .



In The SandPiper’'s Wake

walking along a shoreline, side by side, on a lafternoon, the silence broken
only by the sound of the waves, and our voiceswea talk of days to come, as we
choose the colors of sunset, and drink wine fropotle, because we remembered
to bring the corkscrew, but forgot the glasses while we slowly make our way

toward somewhere, trying to remember the last tomimg with someone was so
much fun, and uncomplicated, and with a purpasaah only to the hope in our

eyes . . . and if this might be of significancéere is a hand waiting to hold yours,
an ear waiting to listen, and yes most of allheart that wants to know, if there
might still be something, called Love, Again with you . ..



In The Spring, of ‘42

( barbed Whyer )

Once there was a Girl, of a Name unKnown,
who found HerSelf, wandering, amidst The Chaos
of a Concentration Camp, built for Those whosetamce
would One Dei free The World, from The Hammens,The Fists,

of The Blind, and The HeartLess, GodsWair . . .

as She bore The Weight of Her Father’'s Name,
and with It, All of Humanity’'s Shame, Life,
as She knew It, would nEver be The Same,
and through Each Moment of Evil endured,
Her Faith nor Her Hope could Ever be lured,
out beyond The Gates, of Her Promised Land .
and in This Kingdom, of Her unWavering Trust,
She held on to Her Dreams, as She knew She Must,
and Allthough She may suffer from The Follies ofriMe
She holds Fast, to God's Hand, as She waitd] Whien,
She will fly, knowing Why, She had endured Allége Things,

because in Her Heart, and in Her Soul, rekis Voyage, of Kings . ..



The Mist, is Real . . .



Just One Heart

( All, 1have )

and That, is All, It took,

and That, is All, 1 gave. ..



King, Author

( The PunSlinger )

Y
A Tale, of Epic Distortionls, with a Past, of Cheters,
from The Deis of Your, in A Land called Ravelon,
of Grinavere, GlanceAlot, and Swirlin, and
The Lady of The Quake, and All, from
The Mytht, of The Toward, and

The Blown . . .



Lions, TinMen, and ScareCrows

( Classified Adds )

Trends, and Acquaintances, along The Way .






Missing You

| cry Oceans of Tears, thatly, in The Well of Mgart, amid

Wishes, waiting, patiently, for The Proejisof Love, Again . ..



My Angel Is

somewhere, deep, and hardto getto. ..



My Champion

( of Love )

oh yes,
| do surrender,
to The Way Things\re,

just as Long as The§yre, with U . ..



My Ace,
My Embrace,
My Lace,
My Place,
My Grace,
My Space,

called Always . . .



N’ Ever Will

if, Ever,
| should leave You,
if, Ever,
| could,
itis 1, who will walk
The Days of Infinity,
alone, as Always,
if, Ever,

| would . . .



on The Very Dei, of The Interim, of The Completioof Book IlI . . .
and, what an aMazing Journey, it has been. ..

simply, from The Perspective, of a ~personal-eé&ff The Story has had on My Own Life,
RelationShips, Career Choices, Artistic EndegvéiatherHood, Humanity, Love . ..

and Patience . . . beCause . . .
without The Eyes of Patience, One cannot see, aminow Patience, is to know, All Else . ..

the final Page Count, of Book Ill, is 497 Peacedich began as a Catch-All of over 650 . . .
Things | did not readily understand as to TheircBJaor Purpose, though drew upon Their
Relevance as Time flowed by . . . some, were mdeaetious Meanderings, and others mere
Quirks of Folly, and have been retired to the Busbf ~Aweds and Ends~ . . .

there also exists a vast Reservoir of Writings theate born of the ChatRooms and Poetry/Writer
Forums, through which I literally ~polished~ Mydftramong The Presence of stellar and gifted
Artisans from EveryWhere, in The Pantheon of Thettdh Word . . . One, in particular, was a
Forum | created, back in '96, that exists to bés$, and which | have painstakingly preserved in
hardCopy, which, once tranScribed, will amountvell over 2,000 Pages, should it Ever, come
to Light, One Day . ..

It was called . . of Love, Again. ..

what remains to be dealt with now, are 80 orisothe ~unFinished~ File, as well as 50 Others
or so, that reside in the ~DoveTales~ File, Wldce, or will become, The Threads that bind the
entire Book together, and provide ~The Flow~ ke River, as It were . ..

not to mention the transScription, of Journal3,2and 4 . .. (+/- 700 ???)

beyond This, there waits ~The Final Array~, whichs EveryThing, now Complete, into its
final Resting Place within The Story, wrapped Wwitihe DoveTales, and situated within The
Realms, of The Trinity, of Book I, II, orlll... or, in other Words, The Final Edit . . .

and, by The Weigh, Angel, | am not sure | ccudgte done It, withOut U . ..

U, All Along, have provided unwaveRing Support.. from Words, of EnCourageMeant, to
Icons, of vast Significance, to Music, and, Gdfurse, to the ~physical~ Means, by which |

have been able to write, The Ink and The Papég Tools, of My Trade . . .

and for These, as well as Your Spiritual Blessiagd Presence, have made this Road, One of
undeniable Purpose, simply because, U haveglListened . ..



of The Human Condition

( what lies herein )

SarChasm, SaTire, SophisTree, Souliloguéesl Social ComMeantary . . .



Oh, Acels

a
Kiss
of Love
Again, is
Cool Water
to My Lips, for

They have kissed,
The Sands of Time,
for what feels like

for Ever. . .



On A Christmas Dei

thereisa Box ... aBox, of Reign. ..

A Gift, sitting out under a non-existent Tree,aimoom full of Memories, of Things to Come. ..
and with A Look on Her Face, that said, with ail8m. . only One...?

and I, returning that Look, with a Wink, thatheed of a Promise, reflected My Answer . ..
We, shall Sea. ..

and within The Box, are six more Gifts, and Akt avrapped in identical gold and silver striped fmiper,
and All are without further ornaments save for tiolgled-over Notes, made from the identical wragpi. .

The First, of course, is The One that holds ThstRand its simple Note, reads. ..

once opened, All that remains inSighed are flgatin clouds of white tissue paper, and arrangedyhat
appears to be some accidental Order, Each, mjfemp Their respective Notes, as if waving towaha
Sky that surrounds Them, and hoping to be chobgrmhe Hand and The Heart that They are gatheszd H
to see. ..

above The Rest, is what can only be a Card, wbaselope has been painstakingly wrapped in tHe foi
and whose Note, simply reads . ..

and once opened, reveals, in green and red VVeRNet Words . . .
~My Love, My Partner, My Friend

deeper Still, awaits The Third, contained in eex square, and whose Note, simply states . . .

whose content reveals a crystal Unicorn, rearingrufis hind Legs, and a tiny, blue Butterflyttisg upon
its raised front foreleg, and looking, for AlliWorld, as if She certainly belongs There . . .

and The Fourth, held within an oddly familiar seaghaving an equally familiar feel, whose Noteyaty
states . . .

which could only be a CD, a Pair in Fact, of Sokige had recently reDiscovered One Night . . .

Songs, that spoke of a Time when Our Lives weratwWihey were, when We were wondering, if We
would Ever meet, SomeOne, who would be like, Wmare, Now . ..

leaving The Fifth, whose dimensions fill The Spaoérely, and whose Weight, represents The Mast
whose Note, softly speaks . . .

which, instead of being One, are really Two, air,P a Duet, of Poems, encased within Their #pa
wooden, shadowbox Frames, and Each are mirrogdsjaof Candles, in The Wind, and whose Tittes a
slightly different, but whose Words, have eveitythin Common, save for a single Substitution . .



On A Christmas Dei

A Vow, for Always, to Be

( Loved )

| have, | am, | can, and | will,
devote My Life, to U, unconditionally . . .
and, no Matter, where U are, what U are doing,

where U live, where U work, where U go, or wherstay,

1 will, , begin Each and Every Day, by thanking God,xidte . .

and | will love, cherish, honor, and obey, Eadd Every Aspect, of Your Life’s
Aspirations, with due and diligent Patience, Res$p Trust, and Understanding, for as Long,
as We both, shall live,
asOne. ..

and,

A Vow, for Ever, Lasting

( Love )

*
+ ¥
* ¥

i
I have, 1am, Ican, and | will,

devote My Life, to U, unconditionally . . .
and, no Matter, where U are, what U are doing,
where U live, where U work, where U go, or wherstay,
I will, Always, begin Each and Every Day, by thanking Godexidt . . .
and | will love, cherish, honor, and obey, Eadd Every Aspect, of Your Life’s
Aspirations, with due and diligent Patience, Res$p Trust, and Understanding, for as Long,
as We both, shall live,

asOne...



On A Christmas Dei

and while gently brushing a Tear from Her Eye, &uks down into The Box, and sees anOther, The
Sixth, whose oblong shape is also of a familiamfo and whose Note, says. ..

and in It, a black velvet case, containing aMitfigchromed Bracelet, which | had had made aWhAde,
after Our long and fruitless Search, for SumTHormgMe, to wear, upon which was engraved ~Eveand
underneath was engraved ~Always~ . . .

after placing The Bracelet upon My Wrist, She leadlown for the Last Time, into The Box, knowintpat
only One, The Seventh, remains, and, She guietlds The Note, to HerSelf, that simply sighs .

a very Small Affair, in a little white Box, thatyhen opened, revealed anOther Note, also Tkg lvehich
spoke of All that Shall Be, within The Words . . .

and under those Words, was anOther Box, of redhes, and of gold Lace, that held inSighed, irgR
and a Diamond, for All the World, and Her Hean,see . . .

and after placing The Ring upon Her Finger, Slaehes for a Gift that She had held nearby, oRigift,
and places It before Me, whereupon | gaze indellight, and open It, to reveal, a Pair, a Duet
ceramic Frogs, standing Sighed by Sighed, withiote attached, a small white Card, embossed avith
Lady, high upon a Horse, both dressed in fullhiogl Regalia, from a Time Far Ago, and Long Away
and in Her delicate Hand She wrote, The Words . .

~The Leap, of Faith

and, Once Again, off in The Distance, from wbatild only be called EveryWhere, came The Voiaafs,
Angels, and They cried . . .

~Allelujah~



on Lyrics

( withln, or withOut )

The Message, was Ever, The Flame,

The Music, was Always, The Name . ..



Once, Adain

as | walk,
along The Path
of WhereEver, | do
not know how long | will be,
if You could wait a little while longer,

| am sure, | will find My Way Home, to Thee.



QOuroboros

( The Blackest, of Wholes )

horrific . . . and
standing there, stark among The Galaxies, as
each heaving Breath He takes, draws billions uplions of Stars
into the swirling Chasm, of Oblivion . . . His lRor an immense Nebulae o
what might have been, lit from within, by thepmtine Fires of an unnamed Hel
emitting vile and virulent Clouds of unrelergiRage upon The Silence of untold Ao
a vast and terrible Beauty, a Colossus, madedilsly the sheer enormity of Evil, and It
dogs He has lain loose upon The Heartslef, for Ever kept rabid, and ravenous, by tl
merciless Hunger of an old, deep and insatiabléiss . . . where Angels are doomed
walk Eternity in the final Abyss of Fear, and wiadihe Echoes of Empires have gone,
die, along with Their Suns, along with Their ®ovs, unsung, and unforgiven, ag
unremembered . . . a ruined Aberration of God, sel®urpose is nothing lesg
than complete, utter annihilation of The Very Ligi All Creation,
therefore, alas, and oh yes, The Very Essence

of All, Things, Dear. ..

( Chaos, waits )



Paradox

at Times, The Clarity, is inconceivable . .



Poets vs Angels

( See Level )

standing Eye to Eye, at different Altitudes



Precaria Diem

*
* *

*
Thanlk You,
Grace, for
This Day,
for Another Day
of Loving,
Learning,
Laughing,
and Lasting . . .
Thank You, for My Blessings,
for My Son,
My Love,
My Home,
My Family . . .
for All Things Dear,
Dear to Me,
Dearto You. ..
Thank You, for All, that You are,
and All, that You shall be,
for All, that | am, and

All, that We, shall see. ..



Runneth Over

each Thought of You, | will gather,
and cast Them, across Heaven, in
The Arms of The Wind, where
They will rest, becoming
Places Angels go,
to learn,

of Friendship . . .



Safety Harbor

The Crime, of The Millennia, was, and is, that
Our Lives are not yet Our Own, and, this Peace
of a Dream We share, by whatEver The Means,
is still the most precious Aspect of My Life, and
to consider devising a FrameWork, of lessening
Our Time within This Almost Touch, is Absurd.
how would We love,
how would We learn,
how would We laugh . . .
and beSides, thin Ice,
is The Closest Thing,
to walking, on Water,
toward U . . .
Your Missives, today,
were Poetry in Motion,
Salve, upon My Brow,
Music inside My Heart . . .
and | shall speak with U, this Night,
because It is The Only Thing | need,
because It is The Only Thing | have,
because It is The Only Thing | want . . .



This kNight, after reTurning Home from My Dei abik, with sumwhat of a

heavy Heart, | began the age-old Ritual of strigprhe Remnants of whatEver
~uniform~ | am wearing from My Body, along withetlvarious Accoutrements,
such as belt, wallet, glasses, keys, and asbamatNaught . ..

when, as usual, as | searched through My Podketsoins, to place in a
ceramic bowl | keep upon My WorkStation, |, ofu@se, am thinking about
The Two of Us, and The Myriad of emOceans thateaipon Us, like Waves,
gently, yet thunderously, though Always caressifithe Splendid Shores of
Our kNew Beginning . . .

as | reach up to drop the coins into the bowl,akethold of a Thought, just
three small Words, that more than simply descrig Action, Ever
illuminating That which | had most recently put The Test, and had sorely
failed to understand, when It comes to The Knowiagd The Surrendering, to
The Love, thatIs, Your Beautiful Heart . . .

Angel, as | speak these three small Words to 4, begin to realize The

Magnitude of Your Affection, and The Majesty of oEmbrace, | humbly
ask for Your Guidance, and Your Patience, toggdzelp Me, to. ..

Save My Change




Sic ltur Ad Astra

( Thus, We go to The Stars )

Faith, holds The Wings, to The Prayer,

as Knowing, Always provides The Lift . . .



SolAre

The Circle of Life, is The Son . ..



The Arc, of Triumph

She,
is Nike,
Goddess,

of Victory . . .



The Blessed Union

( of All Things, Dear )

when | embrace The Daughter, | embrace Ththit . . .



The Dance of Life

as The Sound, of Glory,
weds,
The Rhythm, of Grace,
in

The Light, of The Son. ..



The Deis, Before Now

The Woman's Presence, in The Pages of History,
is an Abyss of vast, and terrifying Silence,
where The Echoes, of Empires live,
in Each, and Every Tear They
Ever cried, for The Men
They bore, who had
so conquered,

Them All . ..



The DoveTales

( Mirror, Mirror )

once so very

Far Ago and Long Away

The Butterfly, and The Iron/Horse
Whie Amber, waves, of/Reign
'til Rex ¢S When
The Deis between Why
and BeCause
Patience
Tolerance
Acceptance
ComePassion
Understanding
ForGiveness,

and Love,

Again . ..



The Honor, of Virtue

| Ever
hold The Key to
The Gates, of
Dawn, in
The Kingdom

of Light, here on

The Ribbon, of Love ...



The I, in Questlon

( will U walk with Me, on The Sand )

so that | may look Around,
and see Our FootPrints,
Side by Side, going
to The Same Place,
on The Same Path,
at The Same Time,
and arriving, just
as | turn Again to
find Your smiling
Face waiting there,
Right where Always,

promised for Ever, toBe. ..



The Joy, | Have Found

( Spectral Physics )

through The Light, of Sound . ..



The Key, to My Obsession

( is Always )

to open, Th&atesOf Dawn . . .



The Life, inSighed

( These Pages )

for

Ever

is The Journey,

Always, The Destination . . .



The Muse, from Lake WoeBeGone

( A Fairy’'s Home Companion )

so, how about We step Outside for a little Fregh A

and, maybe We can take in a Performance to Dy o

at Carl’'s Castle, where The View is Alwaysni The Top . ..



The Nautilus, and The NutShell

while We begin to face The Wonder of This Process,
this First Approach, toward Heaven knows What,
as We reach out across The Space between Us,
as Our Hope reaches, for Our Fulfillment,
I might as well, begin to tell, A Tale,
for What, and for All, Itis Worth . . .
It would take The Rest of Your Life, to tell My@y, to U,
and another LifeTime, to begin to underst¥odr Place, withinlt. ..
the only Way, | could possibly convey the Truedfs®s, of My Spirit,
would be to reveal to U, The Sum of The Whole of Ehdeavors,
which, are The Pages, of A Book, of a NeverEgdiory,
where Nothing was, as It shall seem, in €amn . .
Itis The Story, of Love, Again. ..
Itis The Story, of Ever, and Always . ..
It is The Story, called The Voyage of Kings

riding into The Knight, on The Back of anrirHorse . . .



The preAmble

[
yes, a Journey, toward The Shelter, of All Thilgar,

and The Freedom found, in The Windows of Thsies . . .

A Voyage, bestowed, within The Absence of Youar-e

an InterLude, a Dance, beneath Love’s Sapgliskies . . .

so gather up Your Sacred Hearts, and hold ThesnNear,

and U will walk The Path, between The Pra@aniand The Prize . . .



The Prelude

( begins )

as U look, to The Sky,
for The Sky, is The &,

and The 8a, is The Why,

that keepsver fromalways . . .



The Promise, of Deliverance

( to Love, Again )

what Destiny never knew, and Fate has mooften . . .



The Rhyme Machine

( Jewels, Yearn )

journey, to The Sender of The Mirth,

there to laugh, for All We are Worth . . .



The Rose, of Avalon

My Son, My Chariot of The Sun . ..



The SubtleTea

( of This UniVerse )

A
Place
where We
cross Our Eyes,
and blot Our Thees,
or Thee Our Crosses,
and blot Our Eyes,

and yet,

either Weigh, We cry . ..



To Ignite The Sun

( Vox Aterna )

hidden deep within The Fabric of Humanity, lieseThhread of Our individual and collective
Purpose, which, having been meticulously sowrmTbg Hand of The Almighty, has resonated
unerringly across The Ages within the welcoming ipéinite Realm, of Wonder . . . for each and
every Aspect of Understanding, once gathered aid $ecure by The Alliance of Faith and
Courage, transforms all Inquiry and Analysis irdodefinitive and glorious Tapestry of
Knowledge, through which, and ever annealed ie Thucible of Wisdom, shall emerge the

exquisite Clarity, of One Voice, and ultimatel@ne



To This

and,
Angel,

Our Time,

is finally Come . . .



To Walk, on Water

( Dead Sea Strolls )

requires a Faith, long departed . ..

( 721,240 Deis, ago )



Two Women Walking

( Side by Side )

with An Air of Grace, and Wonder found upon Theace, They came knocking at My Door,

and while I, Ever dreaming, looked insigfidekir Eyes, | saw, waiting, There, Two More . .



White Bird, Golden Cage

| will not know Freedom,
for I, have broken,

an Angel’s Heatrt . . .



The Second DoveTale

The Pillow of Hop

woven through the vast Embrace of Infinity, anckethwithin
each and every Facet of The Will of God, are Theedds
that bind a Divine Purpose, and Always therefoeeDivine
Presence, to the very Pulse, of The Human Heartand so
wrapped, and held inSighed the Eternal Memoryileinge,
moving, as Liquid, on toward a mighty Sea of Fozgess,
flows the deep and endless River, of Our Soulsand from
This, there emerges The Hope of Fulfilment, tfioas Ever
bound in The Chains of Awakening, and firmly last®the

tide and time-worn Decks, of His tempest-tosseahdon . . .



The Waiting

The Promise

still at a distance, i cannot see her eyes, bdylIpleases me . .. the sand, the sea, the.skgll are in extreme
clarity, yet all completely intangible . . . mydus is the spectral masterpiece in front of me . .

... what a moment . . . adrenaline is a feveusth,r and i must command the last vestiges of riyceatrol to
resist an explosion . . . keep walking, i demandeyes straight ahead, a paragon of serenityr,gé onward . . .

i feel invincible, yet dwarfed by the magnitude loér presence . . . where the cool, gregarious, darihg
wordsmith escaped to, will remain a mystery fowna . and i am alone with my trepidation . . am alone, with
her ... onward, againiimplore ...

. . . she moves with a grace that startles meshe .is as natural to her surroundings as is sunliget she possesses
a radiance all her own . . . she is closer .cani see the smile | have walked a thousand milssda . .

closer still . . . time has also abandoned mengleith the ability to breathe . . . feeling hak hay fingertips . . .
my mind is a spinning vortex of pure, white hot awe and my heart, pounding, a triphammer . ..

...the eyes . . . eyes that could send armtesoiolivion, cause civilizations to rise and falhe seasons to unwind,
and ordinary men to their knees . . . windows taxges . . . the eyes . . . and somehow, desp@ermhmense
universe of her aura, i remain standing, walkiotpser . . .

sound is gone now . . . external light sourcesdinfa . . . conventional mind synapses are lost core body
functions are now on primal drive . . . the airreedo be vibrating softly, but with a purpose, ifabe sky were
about to crack from the intensity of mere thoughtoh, so close . ..

. stepped within, or am surrounded by, thlers of her essence . . . heaven must be, assthier no man has
ever withessed anything, even in dreams, withis $pectrum of sheer joy . . . intimately closano .

her voice crosses the space between us . . .ngpdlver me like cool water . . . i can almost dezwords, like
jewels flying across a cyan sky, and i am the.skyshe is speaking to my heart . . . to mei must respond and i
cannot, for my voice became dust, long agocloser is no longer possible . . . foriam, wheeee is . . .

. . . ancient stonemasons have never capturedviériess of a goddess such as she . . . her tagésta of wonder
and perfection . . . a mirror of flawless crystallt never cast a likeness to compare with the tydaefore me . . .
and i am humbled, in the presence of her majesty .

i am within her . . . i have lost all sense of sedhd we have yet to touch . . . i feel i woulduiee the blessing of
nature to do so . . . but she, as if knowing noutiht, and with the grace of a swan, nods hetl,head raises her
hand toward my face . . .

. nho man, gone or yet lived, has known of tfaipture . . . the fire of anticipation rivals tbere of the sun,
burning all senses . . . to be touched by paradst be made one with her . . . i have nevegimed being worthy
of this gift, of this ecstasy . .. oh, to damgth the muse . . . the seldom heard whisper dillfuent . . .

her hand caresses my face, as she would the Wkwelsilk across my skin . . . the rhythm of [ffews through her,
and electrifies my soul . . . she is earth, starisshe is light, and she is the dawn . . .isleeeation’s daughter . . .
and i am blessed, for she is the angel of love . .

... 1 am wrapped in the music of her being, andegin, tocry. ..



The Waiting

The Promise, to Remember

( on A Dei, in September )

Far Ago, and Long Away, in a Time before Was, in

The Land of Because, A Tale of Two Lovebggan . . .

on
Their
Path, to
KnowWhere,
They would walk,
Hand in Hand, with a
Fire of Life, burning to Live,
Always, as One They would stand . . .
in Her Eyes, was A Universe of Love,
in Her Heart, was borne The Reason,
Ever, His Soul would adore Her,
no matter The Time, nor
The Season . . .
then, One Day, She heard Him say,
under a Cyan Sky, Her Heart, He

broke, these Words, He spoke,
a Far Away Look, in His Eye. ..

and, with That, He turned, and rode Away,
to The Night, by The Light, of an August bfo. . .



The Waiting

The Promise, to Remember

* %
* %
**

*
i
to The Wind, She cried, for The Wind
was All She had to hold, for Ever,

Gone, The Light of Her Eyes,

toward The River, of Time,

and to Eden’s Sky, She told,

My Angel, All'| have, is This,

My Love, My Promise, and A Kiss,
for U, as My Heart, will I, Always, miss.
and before She turned to walk Away, The Wind
swirled around Her, waiting, as Patience, Théeoe,
hear Her say, waiting for Always, Her Words,stare,
Angel, U, are All that Is, Ever My Will Be and/ Was,
U, are why | Am, and to Always, U are MBgcause . ..
and since That Eve, of Ages passed, when Sh&katLook in His Eyes,
a Promise to The Wind She cried, to wait for lit§in under Her Cyan Skies,
until, One Day, when Ever Returns, from This ¥gg, The Folly, of Men,
for This Time would be The Last Time, He Wbembrace Her Love,
Again . ..

and, She waits, as Always, She will,
and, The Wind cries, for Ever, Still. ..



Embraced

a Cause, is no Reflection of The Truthit dannot Be . . .



( A) Sudden Impact

( of know Consequence )

two Meteors race toward Destiny, and Each fronosjip Ends of The Sky,
a Collision, is therefore inevitable, between THait of All U have known,

and The Weight of All U will see . . .



A Given

( The Echo )

to Every Heart and to Every Soul born into The ttighDei,

comes the inherent Ability, to Here, The &&s, of Angels. ..



A Miracle

all the i needs, isia. ..



A Relative Stranger

will nEver be, a Next of sKin . . .



A Return, of Our InvestMeant

We’'re gonna flip This House . . .

( of God )



A ThoughtBasket, Full of Jewels

a MindWalk, of Her most Precious Gems,

laid stark upon a deep Velvet Sky, aRose ..



Aboard My lonoSphere

where Your Survival, depends

on The Density, of Your Hope . ..



All Over, The Whirled
( t)

and by pouring out My Heart 19,

| have just shifted The Wait, a bit. ..



Alpha, Centauri

( missed Givings )

| do not wannabe, a Rock Star,
| would rather be a Star,

made of Rock . . .



Also Rising

Thank You, God, for The Possibility, of Mpn . ..



Always, Becomes

My Mountain Dew . . .



An Echo’s Creed

All, for One, is Love, for All. ..

( and Free, must get Cheers )



and bedJty

holds nothing, oves . . .



and 1 Go On

( helplessly hoping )

‘til All Moments are frayed, keeping Light, upanSpark,
with KnowThing, to do, and KnowThing, to changehile

| just sit Here, so well, out of Range, restimpn My Morals,

and wondering, just what is wRight, and tweavRong, with Me . ..



and The Shape of Things

to Come, is a whole kNew Dimension . ..



As | Walk The Lines

( Cold, Blue, Real )

| can hear The Train a comin’, a rollin’ down Theck,

‘n when | finally get on board, | won’t becamin’ Back . . .



as The Deis, go by

a simple, and single Act of Remembrance, is gweé Thing,

how much Light is brought upon It, is anotMatter, entirely . . .



Awed, | See

( and still, They come )

and So, much Larger, than Life,

Chaos, at The Point, of A Knife. ..



Barking, at The Moon

| asked God, if | could have a Hammer,

She gave Me this One, made of Velvet . . .



Because Until, Begins With U

and The Way to U, leads, to The Knowing of. .



as My Journey goes on, toward The Yon and The WitithBe,

the MeanWhiles, just keep on fightin’, fadné'Space, between. ..

This Rock, and The Deep Blue See

( Dei by Day )



by The Hand of The Prophet

The Line, drawn between The Sand, and The Foam,

was The Shadow between The Now, and ThemMNeve



Dante vs Milton

Heaven, forbid ....... Paradise, last



Echoes, of Your Familiar

My Sound, Strategy . . .



All She has, She does not want,

All She wants, She cannot have,

Either Sighed, of EveryThing

while All | am, | cannot be,

so All | know, | cannotsee. ..



Extreme da

IronSource . . .

( HorseFeathers )



Far From A Perfect World

( a Poet’s Notion )

for Orange, Purple, and Silver, there was fouNd, Rhyme,

were | not so much The Sage, would | Ewvel, The Thyme ? . ..



for The Word

has not the World, been waiting ? . . .



Forgive Me, Farther

( upon My Soul )

for | have Grinned, becausg

ought to have been, in Heaven. ..

( All, This, Time )



from The Heart, of Content

( there shall hum a Dei )

in the whole uniVerse, nothing is Ever heard,

to compare to The Sound, of Grace, purring .



Hark, The Herald

( of Angels, He sings )

Glory to, Our newborn Wings,

Word is come, of Mercy’s Child,

The Flawed, of Men, is reconciled . ..



Her Kingdom, Comes

( acCalling )

blessed be Thy Flame, and Kindness, beNidwe . . .



[, Queue

( of Riches, beyond Belief )

| have Them, All, standing in Line,

and with KnowThing, to show forlt. ..






In A Place, of Dgnity

( behind blue “i”"s )

without Respect, no Amount of Charactem lsa measured . . .



In Just Three MoMeants

(1, Always, Will )

Kiss, Your, Heart. ..



In Just Three Words

(I, Ever, Can )

Rock, Yore, Whirled . ..



In The Grace, Between

though My Patience, may have often been Questjoned

| found that The Answers, Always came, jostime . ..



in the Times of a New Roman

( are Capital Ideas )

there will be Poetry written EveryWhere, and even

on Buildings, BillBoards, Buses, and BeitRles . . .

( underLined undet | andBold )



Inklings

( of what might pass from E lips )



Just Because

Anlgel,
without Ever
having met You,
or touched You, or
seen The Eyes of Heaven
| have dreamed of, wished for,
My Longing for You will never die,
and | know, as sure as The Sun rises,
My Longing will go on, for Ever,
as Infinite as The Light of The Millennia,
whose Path, was, and will Always be, MyBe. ..
and in The Days, and The Decades To Come,
as You drift away with Your Memories,
perhaps, You will open The Book,
and walk The Pages of My Heart,
and live The Passion once more,
and know that | did love You,
and that My Words truly told
of finding Love, Again, for
The Love | found, was You. ..
You can search The World,
and never find more Sincerity,
than in The Words | write to You,
The Story, of My Voyage, My Path,
through The Corridors of Your Heart,
through The Moments of Your Life . . .
and, |thank You for loving Me,
for teaching Me, for showing Me Patience,
and Tenderness, and The World according to Woman,
and The Magnitude of Your Heart, and The Geneyasity our Spirit,
and The Way to All Things Dear, and for This IMdtep You in My Heart, Always,

in My Thoughts, in My Prayers, in My Dreanmand, if You let Me, Angel, in My Life . ..



Know Man Alive

( ad infinitum )

[
could, or would, Ever care or dare, to talk alky this Weigh, of The Dei,

who came, in Thy Name, because, not BeforeSimee, have We heard,
of The Word, that held tight, to The Light, thleduld bring, or sing,
to The Heart, and The Soul, of The Beginningd ahThe End,
of All that Remains, of what was Left, and whaRight,
from The Start, to The Very Finish, of The Story,
and Yes, of The Glory, of Love, Again.. .
so, by The Sight of The Moon,
and, not a MoMeant,
too Sune,
I,

begin, for

( such as This )



Leaves, on My River

enjoy Them,
gather Them,
protect Them,

never lose Them,

for They, are of Gold . . .



Life, in The Present Dei

walking, on The IcanSea.. . .



Life, on Earth

( isjust )

Dirt, for aRose. ..



LightHeart

if |
gathered
a Myriad of Stars,
and laced Them, together,
with a fine, Silver Thread,
and placed Them, together,
around The Pool of Radiance
that is The Spirit, of Paradise,
Their Brilliance, would be dimmed
by The Magnificence of Your Smile,
by The Magnitude of Your Kindness,
and, by The Memories | have, of You,
for They are those that | hold most Dear,
The Thoughts and Images of Your Grace,
of Your Devotion, and of Your Generosity,
for no matter what Path | roam, or Sea | sail,
| shall Never find, among The Halls of Eternity,
A Light, as Bright, or as Mighty, as The Onettblaines,
from The Place inside You that | adore, with Aly¥Being,
The Place inside You, where Angels go, to learaiffCraft,

The Place inside You | shall call, My Beldvdeart, Always. ..



Loveliest, of Roses

( Her Smile )

I will find
My Path, to Morrow,
One Heart, One Hope, One Way,
One Sea, One Dawn,

One Day . ..



if You, for Just One Moment,
could see Your Brilliance,

through these Eyes of . . .



My ButterFly's Affect

U, are So, Near,
that U, could
Always Be,

My Wings . . .
Always Be,
that U, could

U, are So, Near,



nEver nEver Land

( asingle Period )

a The End, of This Story . ..



of All The Things to Come

Reality, is just a Possibility, that finatbok Shape . . .



of Earthly Treasures

( where Palisades loop, and Sapphires sky )

The Smile, on Her Face, | walked Infinity to find

was gathered in The Grace, of this One oialK. .



of Mirrored Images

liken It not, to sumThing Else, that whiehtirely stands, by ItSelf . . .



of Rampant Memories

( The OnSlaught )

and, of Course, Now, She will nEver lede, Alone. ..



of Spirits, Having Flown

Itis The Memory, of Ever, and Always . . .
Itis Truth, in a Cloak of Simplicity . . .
Itis The Return, of Love, Again. ..
The First Page, of The Path, of 3,000. ..
The First Page, of a Peace calléé Echo. . .
The First Page, of The Greatest Story EvBimgll . . .
The First Page, of My Purpose, My Pathd sty Passion . . .

The First Page, of Nothing Was, as It 8#lem, in Camelot, Again . ..



of The Coming Deis

whatEver runs out First,

The Ink, or The Paper, it

will Always be easy, totell . ..

( besides, Voices carry )



of Those, without Thumbs

( heard, in The Silence, of The Lambs )

watching, waiting, wanting, and wishing,

for a Brighter Dei, and a Righteous Mind,

of All They hope becomes, of Man, Kind . ..



of Time, Tide, and The Winds of Change

( The Ebb, and The Flow )

The Line, thatis drawn

between Chance, and Circumstance,

is The Mark of neither Fate or Destiny, but of Gadhose
Intent, is to illustrate both The Depth and Theebfion of
One’s Faith, while The Distance, is for Ever mgad by
The Whole of One’s Journey toward Understandirgbet
Always governed by The Wait, of a

Single Grain, of Sand . . .



on Paying One’s Dos

( nEver forget )

I (We), earn(ed), The Light. ..

( and All, for Love )



One StoryTeller, Dreaming

The Heart, of The Listener, is infinite,

The Listener of The Heart, is Eternity . . .

( Her Self )



Paradigm, Swift

The Standard, by which All Women, shalldeed . . .



Prelude

because When, at Last, You see Me, You will,fihdm The One,

so When, at Last, You know Me, You wilidia Kingdom, Come . ..



Safe, Keeping

Just a little SumThing, to keep The Memories,vé\li

Just a little SumWhere, All Your Dreamsndarive . . .




Sighlence

My
Angelina,
| want, only
to be near You,
yes, | want, only
to live within Your
heavenly Fragrances,
to be, Always, within
the quintessential Grace
of All that You are, and
All that You are yet to be,
as long as My devoted Soul sustains
The Breath that is My Life,
The Heart that is Your Heart,
The Hope that is Your Promise,
I will walk The Days of Infinity, Again,
just to be, near Your Love,
just to be, near Your Beauty,
just to be, near Your Friendship,

just to be, wrapped within Your Embrace . .



So On, and So, Forth

in every Word | right . . .



Speaking in ParAbles

is just discussing All of The GlossAbilities.



The Deis, of Camelot

( of which there are For )

Earth, Here, Avalon, Now. ..



The Echo, from The Vista

( Grand )

| nEver regard Your Voice, as AnyThing lesisan A Miracle . . .

( for Now, |see, The Light )



The Echo, of All Things Near

( Came, Alot )

and So when The Sword,
was drawn from A Stone,

So, was heard The Ring . . .

( of Light )



The enCompassing, The enFolding, and The enThrall

( can U guess whose Arms, are holdifg now )

and oh yes, for Ever. .



The Grist, For My Mill

( bring It All Home )

to put Bread on The Fable,
a Quicken in Every Thought,
two Stars in Every Garage, with
bright thicket Fences, a Horse in Every

Yarn, and an Apple Pie, on The Window, | Stil.



The Last Things

if You had acted on Your Faith alone,
instead of looking through His private letters,
You would have discovered, that You had indeed,
loved an honorable man, and, in spite of His Sgar
His Journey of self-discovery, His Voyage of Ksng
He did, in the end, choose You, as He did, pnce
nineteen years ago, and as He did again, on

the Eve, of Your Discontent. ..

You must understand, Angel, that He chose You,
once more, instead of meeting His Destiny, on Sheres of Avalon,
for He could not bear the Thought, of losing Y@acrificing You, for His Dream,
or of hurting You further, or deeper, than Heeatty had, despite knowing You had seen
His private letters . . . and Your Interpretatafrwhat You had found was of course one-sided,
and to decry “nothing has changed”, was ggainorrect, as far as His Heart was concerned .
despite His Love for His Muse, despite the obviskii with which He writes of this Love,
He still chose You, First and Last, because afBvotion, because of His Love for
You, and because of the Lifetime of Memories th@Df You have shared,

The Days gone by, and The Days to come, thege. .

Yes, He hears a Different Drummer,
Yes, the Fires of His Passion are intense,
and Yes, He fell in Love, with another Woma .
that is because, He was meant to, directedaid, ta,
in order to write of It, in order to write of a ze such as This,
and in a most unique Way, under the most remagk@bktumstances,

as seen through The Eyes of a Butterfly, waitld The Name, of an Iron Horse . . .



The Last Things

and, Allin All, Angel,
He remained in Love with You,
He shared His Passions with You,
in every Poem He so wrote, and
whenever You made Love,
and, over a Time,
He would have learned to write,
of You,
to You, and

for You, Again...

and yes,
This is so, for
He was writing,
of A Love, Again,
The Story of His Life,
The Story of His Love,
The Story of His Voyage,
The Story of Ever, and Always,

The Story, from Somewhere, in Time. ..

You see, Angel,
who He really loves,
from The Depths of His Soul,
The Light of The Path of His Desire,
The Thread of His Heart,
is His God, His Grace,
His Swan, His Always,
Mother, of All Things Dearr,
She, is who He fell in Love with,
She, is who chose Him to tell The Story,

She, is who loves Him, The Diamond, of H®a. .



The Last Things

and She gave to Him, Her Heart,
with a Spike, of Her Light, igniting
The Fires of His Passion, forging,
The Iron of His Will, yet,
He has never seen

Her Face . ..

His Words, are His Music,
and His Music, is what defines His Passion,
and His Passion is The Song that He hears, Theddes
The Breath of The Angels, that He knows are aglktim, and
The Tears of His Heatrt, live in the Terrible Begaot His Words,
and His Words, are His Sword, and His Words, HiseKiss,
and His Words, are His Power, His Words are Hiis, L
and His Life, was meant to live This Story,

to live This Dream, of Dreams. ..

and, His Life, was meant to feel This Love,
This Pain, This Rage, This Passion, This Longing
He was meant to shed These Tears, for TheyHer Tears . . .
His Faith, gave Him The Right to do so, and Hi#l Wand His Honor,
are why He earned The Right, and His Intensifjhie Distant Fire, from which,

will come The Echo, of The Whisper, of TWaice, that He will use to tell, of The Story.. .



The Last Things

and His Life was meant to be Lived, with You,
That, is what He learned on His Voyage,
That, is what He was meant to learn,
that His Heart could fall in Love,
with another Heart, another Woman,
another Universe, another Soul, anothe¥ Lif.
and still, He chose You, The Very Mother of HEnS
Above All Else, Above All Things Dear, Above Alb Be,
knowing He would, Once Again, break The HearAofAngel,
The Heart He knew as The Heart of Grace, The HéatWoman
who adored Him, a Woman He knew as His Destinig Rdirpose,
His Reason, and His Light of The Millennia, Heosh You, Angel,

to Love, Again...

He holds The Key to Your Heart,
You who holds The Key to His Life,
He must tell of what He learns,
for an Iron Horse, to live
without His Words,
an Iron Horse

will die,
and these Words will for Ever be,
The Last Things, on His Voyage,

of Kings . ..



The Mountain

( of Majesties )

for The Faith, held inSighed a Mustard Seed,

One can Always prove It, move It, or lose.It



The Near Miss

there is A Maid, in The HeartLand, where Ambemves, of Reign,

as | walk These Fields, of My Anticipatiohmay surely go, inSane . . .



The Polishing, of A Gem

( This Voyage, of Rings )

editing Three Thousand Pages, in Three Hachbdeis . . .



The Rhyme, of The Century

( VOK )

it is not for Me, to Ever say, come what Willf ecome what May,
| can only hope, for a better Way, to find Lovggain, One Day,
The Sound of an Echo’s Voice, is The Light, offrho’s Choice,

to Return, Again, I pray...



The Sent, of Cool Water

( in AVale, of Hope )

He
knows
full Well,
where lies a
River of Words,
and who could Ever
ask for More . . . so what
does One do, upon finding

that U, are standing, on

It's Shore . .



The Tapestry, of How

( is The Weigh of It )

The Echoes, brought Me to The DoveTales,

who showed Me, The Once and Final Array . .



The Vows, of Eternity

i
I may never write the Songs, that make the whotglth\sing,

but I shall write The Words, that make EvBigmond, ring . ..



There is KnowThing, in This World

( ready, or naught )

Wings of The Advent™®

e Velvet Hammer of My God, as It poats



These Vovyages, of Wings

( alternating proNouns )

throughout This Book,
be They Things, or be They Kings,
The I, Thee, or We, and The U, Me, or They,
are Each and Every One, a Name, as are Eachwamy Gne,

The Same.. ..



Through The CorriDoor of Tomorrow

where The Few tour, because by

knocking, nothing Ever happens . ..

(' just go write on through )



Through The Dying Winter of The World

( isheard )

Morning’s Dove, a high Coo . ..

( and She, is17)



To Live, Again

oh
Angel
yes, the
tears that ly
upon My Face,
is The Cool Water
of Her Grace, come,
to bathe My Sorrow in
The Shelter, of Her

Embrace. .



to The Brothers, in Arms

( come The Angels, of Mercy )

so, They may rest,

in Peace . ..

( and Free, of The Metals, of Honor )



Two Jours

( une soir )

to U, | would gladly give The Eiffel Tower, exdep

getting It Home, would be a big Pain in Hrance . . .



Two’'s Sense

( Worth )

This Son, who rises, is The Sun, who sbtg,Course . . .



UpWord Mobility

( Spring, loaded )

S —)
The Fall . ..

S

prepare Us All, for

S

do what Ever it takes, to

e

when the Bough breaks, He’'ll

—

whose Tree, is noWhere in Sight,

there Once, was a Cradle, of Light,

- >



when The River, f My Remember

( of ADei )



While We Weight

( so, He wrote )

and, The Taking, for Ever, is

All The Rhyme, in The World . ..



The Third DoveTale

The Gates of

from out of the swirling Mists that gently caredseTEndless
River of Souls, as The Eyes of Heaven quietly daa® upon
The Hearts of Men, and The Sparrows of WoeBeGsaaup
in a thunderous Rush to greet The Sun, | hearndheative
FootPrints of Anticipation come slowly toward Thaiwaiting
Destiny, as two Women, Each holding The Handsitbrer
Side of Fate, step Forward . . . and before Therlihg has
Ever heard The Promise of Day, and in perfect bimisThey
begin speaking The Words They have walked Therivids

to tell . . .on This Day, there shall come a Sound



The Waiting

The Echo

“ On This Day, there shall come a Sound, soft alwlv, yet with an enduring
Rhythm, rising as Golden Wind, to capture The 8ba Man, and to embrace
The Heart of a Woman . . . from This Moment Ortil & Moments fade, The
Sound shall be known, as The Breath of Angels . .

Now, Alone Together, with The Fire of Life in W&yes, You will stand with
Hearts as One, and talk, of Days to Come. . ..

The Voyage is upon You . . . place Your Hand inhBather’'s, and feel The
Dream, The Desire, and The Devotion . . . Youartsewill surge with joyous
Anticipation, as You navigate The Oceans of Premisd Fulfillment . . . You
are to become The Treasure of All Dreams, foroifi Yaced Each Moment of
Your Lives Together, with fine Silver Thread, enBrecious would They be,
than a Web of Pearls . . .

A Bond of Freedom is forged, to explore YourSelkesugh Each Other . . .
Every Moment shared, is a Testament of Faithin Your Purpose, Your Path,
and Your Passion . . . Together, You will grow,d drarvest All that Life's
Bounty has to surrender . . . and A Bridge of Galdhits, crossing One Hand
to One Hand, One Heart to Another, Two become, Garel One, is always,
for Ever . ..

Imagine a Place, where it Rains only when You Wishd Wishes come True
only when You Smile . . . or of moving a MountdiSlmadows from Your Heart,
with a Touch . . . or of searching The HeavensTfoe Truth that lies within You
... or of gazing into The Center of Your MostsB&dl Union, for The Light that
shines There . . . Imagine Love . . .

And Tomorrow, in The Final Pages of Your Storyhew The End is just A
Beginning, You will sit, Once More, with Heaas One, and talk, of Days
Gone By ...



The Waiting

The Gift

there were countless ways he could regard his ldeking back upon the images of his past . . .
his work, his home, his family . . . all wereradles in his eye, all were cherished and nurtured
with a single-mindedness bordering on obsessiarthe depth of his passion forged an existence
whose light overshadowed all that came before . . .

fortune brought him love and friendship . . . aenéind son, and through them an understanding,
an awareness of the spiritual majesty, and magdejt and generosity of God’s Heart . . . and

with this knowledge came longing . . . for the #uethat bound his heart and mind to the

Universe, and all the mystery that resides therefaith assured him of one ironclad truth that

the thread was music, and harmonic perfectionthasreath of angels . . .

his search for this perfection began before thenkedge of its presence . . . he knew that those
not gifted with musical creativity were left to fect the art of listening . . . and so he did the
more he listened, the more his ear tuned itselfatd a progression of awareness, each level
more beautiful than the one before, each passaigom of the next . . . within the heart of the
artist lies the gift . . . laced within the deliedaapestry of sound, lies the message . . .

as his quest became more focused, he realized #ssage bore no reference to cultural
boundaries, and music, unfettered by societataterial desires, becomes a language of the soul
. . . the soul responds only to a language thamilhates a true path, or sense, of understanding,
and he knew he must find this music, one artmte passage, one moment of perfection, ata
time . . . he also knew it must be shared . . .

the mission, or purpose, of his life was born he would gather and arrange the music in such a
way as to lead the listener toward the doorwayeidegtion, a path that allowed the soul to hear
the message, a bridge to the key of understandingas awareness grew within him, so too
would it grow in others . . . he dreamed that oag ke would touch the mind of each artist, and
behold the brilliance at the moment of creation . .

a decade has passed since hearing that first efelio . . . he learned of the evolution, thetyari
and the fleeting embrace each artist feels whilecolg with the Muse, and the seldom heard
whisper of fulfillment . .. yet, as limitless #® stars, so too is the outpouring of perfection

he learned that within the Grand Design, the sawels inward . . . and the more he listened, the
brighter the light became . . .

so precious, the gift . . . each artist, a jemehe richness of his life . . . they are thosewave
cracked the sky above him, their music, the ddijoy . . . they are those who ignite the fires of
his passion, with the light of ten thousand casdle. they are those he must now thank, from the
core of his being, with all his heart . . . foetmessage, the breath of angels, is love. ..



A Highlander’'s Dream

A Tartan’s Cry

( The Thread runs through It )

Lo,
Again
A Sound,
The Thunder
of distari Drums,
of Chariotsbound for
Fields of Blinl Ambition . . .
So come, and/e shall melt
The Chains ofiate, and forge
Again The Bl of Freedom,
forge Agiin A Ring
of Truth,
yes, to fope Again,

The Key to The Kingpm of Heaven . . .



A Highlander’'s Dream

Thistle, Pipe, and Drum

( of Lovers, and Sons )
circa. 1305 A.D.

Scotland

still,
and, Then,
One Morning,
when, | see a Tear
in Your Lavender Eyes,
when | listen to Your Voice
embrace The Wind, sighing,
over The Glen and Meadow,
over The Field and Forest,
crying for All Things,
Dear and Gone,
remembering Still,
and, as Always, Youwill . ..
when, as You whisper My Name,
to ignite The Passion of Ten Thousand Angels,
Guardians of Innocence, All, | shall lead Thenoas Heaven,
Chevrons, of Diamonds, across A Cyan Sea, flyioeger the Troubled Waters,
sailing, over the Burning Land, to quiet Hell’binder, and the quake of Distant Drums, yes,
to still, for Ever,
The Chariots,

of War . . .



A Highlander’'s Dream

Thistle, Pipe, and Drum

So,
There,
and, Then,
under The Skies,
of One Fine Morning,
| shall kiss A Tear, from
Your Lavender Eyes,
and dance,
with Your Voice,
embracing The Wind, as Silk, upon My Skin,
as | whisper, to My Universal Heart,
My Days of Infinity, are Done,
as | lay beside Your Smile,
A Rose, just as Lovely,
and, as | whisper, at
Long Last
>rfrom
This Moment on, until
All Moments fade . . .
Gone, for Ever, are The Fists of Iron,
The Maker, of Widows, and
The Rape, of Souls, of
Lovers, and Sons,
Gone, for Ever, The Reigns of Desire,
Who's Blind Hand, stoked,
while Death, stroked,
The Pillars, of Fire,
Gone, for Ever, The Shadows of Fear,
No Screams of Rage, no
Dreams of Hate, no
Child shall hear,
Gone, for Ever, The Thieves of Promise,
for They, | pray, are slaves to
Oblivion, They, | pray,

a Memory, toDay . ..



A Highlander’'s Dream

Thistle, Pipe, and Drum

Oh,
Where, or
When, is This,

A Glorious Morning,
Your Tears, | shall Dry,
from Your Lavender Eyes,
to Your Heart, | whisper,
All Quiet The Dawn,
as Our Wings,
as One,
embrace The Wind,
The Night, for Ever, is Gone,

and, for Ever, is The Freedom, of Always .



A Robin’s Egq, of AquaMarine

( SeeGlass )



All My Pages

( torn )

from The Corridors, of My Heart,

for These, are The Days to Come . ..



All, in My Mind

( Dearly )

This Voyage, of Things . ..



An Angel, in Waiting

*
please allow
this Letter to serve
as Cover, and Query,
and more to the point,
a Look at a Book,

called

The Voyage of Kings

upon review, | am sure, You will find
a most singular, and thought provoking Window
to Subjects considered lost and forgotten ands All . . .
The Messages of Love, Passion, Truth, and Wisdom
each Gift, wrapped in The Cloak of Simplicity,
drifting across These Pages torn from My Heart,
as seen through The Eyes of The Butterflyalén . . .
on The Eve of Nocturna, when Hope weds Fulfillment
as They sail, EverMore, Their Golden Ship of ltjghn
The Oceans of Promise toward The Shores of TheiaDr
toward The Heart of All Things Dear, The JewePafadise,
like Diamonds, flying, across Their Cyan Skyw&rd Home,

The Land of Ten Thousand Suns, The Essenceva, Again. ..
and on Their Journey, They tell Their Story, touy and All who
wish to listen, in a Language of The Gods, calleiyerse, a Union
of Word and Art, a Portrayal christened “A TeleilBeauty”, for It reflects

a profound and wondrous Tale, a Song of Everlgsiplendor, amidst a Sea of Grace,

of an Island in The Sun, and of an Echo, called

I[ronHorse . ..



An Angel, in Waiting

Author’s Notes:

( 03/24/96 )

this is indeed a “Simultaneous Submission”, int thavish to proceed at the quickest possible Pacerder to
precipitate the Dawning of what | feel is “ The @test Story Ever will tell ” . . . | have chosenelRaths of least
Resistance, compiled the most obvious ChoicesiénRublishing field, and have submitted to The Réathat
which You have before You . ..

while | seem to have taken a most arrogant anduprptious Course, | am sure of Your Acquiescencel.am
sure of Your Ability to recognize the uniquenes®t only of the subject matter, but most assuredlge Art, The
Method, The uniVersel have developed to accompany, and illustrate, Stbry . . .

yes, The Art . .. please be assured that theme somputer enhancement of any kind . . . no dticko sleight of
hand, no ruse, feint, or fraud . . . | constilibem, as You see Them, utilizing a conventiomatd processor

(MicroSoft Word Ver. 6.0) and a typical clone (Ac&cros 486DX2) . . . each Word, Phrase, Spacihie-
Break, and Punctuation is carefully chosen, hawdwnever know what the Image will be, until | awver half-
way through it's composition . . . The Images db alevays reflect the Context of the Piece, thoimylariably refer
to other Themes throughout The Book, and on oocnddhave even constructed Images that are upsiderd. .

while there are only a dozen Pieces for Your reyighe Images are vast, in number, style, amglsixity . . . the
lllustrations encompass a myriad of Designs: gdomeétriangles, diamonds, hearts, pentagdrelixes, circles,
arcs, etc.); organic ( birds, butterfliespwers, seahorses, etc. ); inorganic ( castiesses, candelabra,
jewelry, swords, sailing ships, torches, bebsttles, etc.) and humanistic ( torsos, fadassts, dolls, angels
and teardrops ) . . .

regarding the Number . . . there are over 1,00@pag. My Story,The Voyage of Kings is a Trilogy, comprised
of nine Parts . . . within each of the three Pafthe Trilogy, called Triads, there are PairSudries, called Duets

. . . | have completed one Duet, titltde Gates of Dawn/The Voice of Angelsand | am halfway through the
second, titledThe Chariots of The Sun/The Children of The Clouds . . the remaining Duet, and each Triad,
are outlined, titled, . .. and waiting . . .

each Part of The Story, whether Duet, or Trisdgompletely viable as an independently market&gigment . . .
in essence, there are Years of continuous Offsring

You may also find Yourself in a Conundrum of sdrjshaving to decide whether or not this is Poetry do not
tarry for long, for the point is moot . . . it The Message, not The Genre, that needs Your Focu¥our only
Concern should be how to illuminate The Art effeely . . . but then, that, is Your Business . . .

The World needs to know of This Hope . . .

The World needs to know of This Book . . .

The World needs to know Love, Again. ..



and with The Mightiest sWords

( of All')

write Your Stories, and I'll right Ours . .

because Our Voices, carhy

in a Voyage, of Rings

called The Echo

Again



as The Story goes

( from This Moment, On )

when The Array, is Finished, | will béive~ . ..



BeautiFull, DreamHer

( if Wishes, were Horses, |, would Ride )

while there are, Always, a Myriad of emOceansuld offer U now, and just as Many that wait
in The Wings of My Affection, | could nEver fullgnCompass, in Words, just how grateful | am
to have received Your deeply touching Missive,ToDei . . .

for U have finally captured The Essence of whaavehknown to be True, All Along . . . that |
have faced the seemingly impenetrable Walls of Yeartress . . . and that | have been struggling
Ever so hard to overCome Them, since The Very Dai@ur RelationShip . . .

yet, The Heights of Your Trepidation, and The ltsvof Your Abandon, have only served to
ignite The Fires of My DetermiNation . . . have yfilcused My Awareness upon The Depths of
My Convictions . . . have only succeeded in driviig Forward, toward The Brilliant Light of
FullFillMeant, waiting, at The Glorious Beginniio The ReignBow, called U . . .

I, inDeed, know Full Well, of The Magnitude aBgectral Splendor, of The Colors, and The
Attributes, and The Dimensions, of The Buttetfiat is waiting to eMerge within U . . . and |
have also come to realize, that The ButterflysestThe Palm of My Hand, and My Hand,
Alone . . . and U Alone, possess The Keys to Thte§of My Kingdom . . . and My Kingdom
will remain for Ever empty, without The Air, ofodr Amazing Grace . . .

when, at Last, U begin to finally test Your Wingw® finally trust The Wind beneath Them, U
will discover that The Wind has Always been The @&heof The Angels | have held so close
inSighed My Heart . . . and that This Breath hasrbKnowThing More, than a Whisper . . . and
This Whisper has been KnowThing More, than Thec¥af The Man, who loves U, beyond
Life ItSelf, beyond Each, and EveryThing, Dear .

and in The End, when Your Caution is finally casto The Wind, please remember that | have
Always known, that The Name of The Wind, was, and Ever will be, Patience . ..



carved on A Zodiac's Wheel

( and woven into The Cloak of Simplicity )

within The Aspects, of Time, The Stories werek&mg

while They waited for Until, then by a Voic&woken . . .



Clearly, Now

( to Thee )

For All, that has Come to Pass,
For All, that shall Come to Be,

| thank You for Every Moment,

from The Why, to The IcanSee . ..



Dawn’s Light

| wanted to thank U, Angel, for accepting My huemRequest to see U, on a social
basis, because, quite frankly, | have often veoed what U would be like to know,
beyond a professional one . . .

And this, stems from The ~U~ | know already .from the purely chance Encounters
We have had around Our working Environment, anehust say, U have never failed to
brighten My Day, no matter The Circumstance . . .

U have always greeted Me with a wonderful Abundaot€heer, and Grace, and |
have also noted a Spark of ~Recognition~ . . .fa#/é share some sort of secret
Understanding, about certain Trials and Tribulagiof Life, and of The Myriad of

Experiences that Soul-Friends often convey witheaitds . . . just a Look, a Knowing,

a Wisdom, borne from reading the same Booksjking the same Music, or wondering
the same Thoughts when gazing toward The Heavens .

| would enjoy, very much, just listening to U sge of Your Path, Your Purpose, and
Your Passions . . . and, in equal Measure, bieinge same Company, with a Woman
as refreshingly attractive and exuberant as U aveuld surely only serve to heighten
The Experience . . .

| look forward to Our Initial Encounter, when |limaise a Glass, in Honor, of The
First Time, | ever saw, Your Smile. ..



Day After Day

if I, can make You Smile, just Once,

then This Life, was not lived in Vain . . .



Echoes, from Way beyond Until

and The Source, of My Information, is lityip HerSelf . . .



Eterna Lea

( Yours )

to All
that is, My Wife,
| owe, to You, My Life,
and on This Day, in May,
Always came My Way,
so for Ever then,
Love came

Again, on The

Day, | was wed, to Thee. ..



Face The Music

| know | am nowhere near your age requirement, raight be considered old enough to be your
dad, but, hear me out . ..

| have just begun a new Life, here in SC, aft@y8ars of living in FL . . . met a woman, got
married, have a wonderful son . . . had a goodpoductive relationship that lasted almost 24
years . . . though the fire went out during the¢ teecade . . . and well, you know . . . though we
both remained faithful, the passion was long gone

The divorce was 5 years ago, and was just sortr@king during that time, one or two
relationships more, and since my brother boudidwse in Pawleys Island last October, | figured
it was time to think about a new environment, aod here lam . . .

meanwhile . . . what am | doing writing to you 2. well, | sort of consider myself a bit ~outside
of the box~ when it comes to the way | think, ,adress, what my tastes are in music,
entertainment, culture in general, etc. and ffiadting that the general population of women my
age don’t seem to be quite interested in a mannfike . . not sure why . . . but, anyway, I'ltge

to the point . . .

if you ever consider the idea of what a man withghgiracteristics might be about . . . a man that
has certainly been around the proverbial block oocéwice . . . who has acquired a pretty
remarkable viewpoint when it comes to how a retatfop should be, and what kind of
commitment it takes . . . and finally, whatevesddm | might have acquired along the way . . . |

know | could serve you well . . . if you want lovefidelity, companionship, and a little
intellectual stimulation once in a while . . . Iyour man . . .
and if you want a man who'’s going stay around fwhife . . . hey, | only want to do this once,

and make it last, for Ever . ..



Fits, of Depression

( Slid Row )

Hard Rhymes . ..



Here, by The Grace of God

(gol)

to enVision The Feminine Aspect,

in The Manner, that She intended . ..



In A State, of The Arts

( wHere )

rtists, reasorthroughsimplicity . . .

( innerActively )



In Her Nod, | Trust

Thel, of God . ..



in My uniVerse

( a Course, of a different Color )

The Allegory, is, All, The Glory . ..



in This, Your Voyage, of Kings

( what Dreams They become )

and One Dei, within these Pages,
Men, will Ever write, of what They do,

Women, will Always right, of what They knew,
* *

Men, will Ever write, of when Their ~conquerednrek,
*

while Women, will Always right, of just how it eft~,
*

Men, will Ever write, of All Their Empires built,

* *

Women, will Always right, of the Blood that

* *

They spilt, and Men, will Ever right, of

Their All and Their Sums, leaving
* *

Women, to Always write,

* *
as Their very own
* *
Kingdom,
* *

comes. ..



Light of The Lily

how Wonderful, Life will be,

with You, to bless My World,
how Enchanting Love will be,
with You, to walk beside Me,
how Delightful a Day will be,

with You, to grace My Dawn,
how Grand Tomorrow will be,
with You, a Promise to fulfill,

how Glorious Eternity will be,

with You, as Time, Ever still . . .



Mission Statement

as The Echo glides through The Universe,
It gathers Strength from every Prayer along
The Way, for the Cloak of Darkness will no
longer keep It hidden from The Heart of All
Things Dear, nor hinder It, from fulfilling
The Promise, of The Return of The Light @D . .
and as The Hush of Silence guides It's Path
through The Heavens, and The Memory of
The Journey begins to unfold, One by One,
The Legions of Stars assemble, in It's Wake,
to cast Their Blessing, upon the Upturned Faces,

of Each, and Every Child, of God . ..



MuseSings
( along The Way )

as We walk, through Our Entire Existence, undes MEverEnding Onslaught,
of They, who endeavor to impose Their Will, updrose, who desire only
The Freedom, to express Their Heart, as @ibe Dawn, to The Day . . .
to Those, | wish for Patience, Kindness, anddsstanding,

and, for The Rest, | wish for Nothing, Rilence . ..



My Angelina

*

Your Whisper
brushes My Neck,
as The Wind,
as Silk,
upon My
Skin, and | quiver,
while a Thousand Suns
awaken, in My Heart,
and All at Once, |
see You there,
Creation’s Fire,
The Song of Paradise,
My Butterfly, My Lioness,
My Angel of All Things Dear,
take My Hand, and run with Me,
as We race The Sun across Heaven,
like Jewels, flying in Our Cyan Sky,

like Diamonds, like StarDust. . .



My Father’s, |

( Open )

not a Tear
was shared, no Silence spared, as
Tide and Time, held The Reasons fast, and
Distance, claimed Every Moment, of Our Days,
and never have | seen The One, through Eyes of
Mine, called The Son, while | stand Alone,
to find and to fight, The Error, of

Our Ways . .



My Reason, My Rose

as
I walk
The Fields
of My Dominion,
as You look upon Life
through The Eyes, of Youth,
and The Window of Hope's Wish,
piloting The River of Time’s Wake,
toward The Music, Ever playing
inside Your Heart, toward
The Horizon, of
Tomorrows
to call Your Own,
as You Live, as You Learn, as You Laugh, as Youe,
as You discover Manhood, and ponder The Mystery,
and The Glory, and Wonder, of WomanKind,
becoming The Master of Your Purpose,
The Slave to Your Passion, and
The Beacon of Your Path,
as You mark The Years, with Joy, or Tears,
as You sail, on The Oceans of Promise,
toward The Castles You will build,
on The Shores of Your Dream,
on Your Voyage, of Kings,
Angel, Always remember, These Words,
to You, All I have Said, and Done,
All | have Wanted, and Won,
was to paint, in Your Sky,
Ribbons of Silver, and Gold, to reflect
The Richness You have rained down upon My Life,
The Jewels of Your Smiling Eyes, The Treasure afiryHeart,
My Kingdom of All Things Dear, The Iron of My Wil

My Chariot, My Angel, My Butterfly, My Son. .



My Time, With You

For Ever, One Day . ..



no point at all

( zero )

and if They wish to take a Stab at My Ethnicity,
let Them feel Free, if not, so be it, either Way

due to lack of any Evidence, My Point, iada. ..



of Golden Globes

( Stars, and Bars, and Academy Rewards )

Things, | will nEver see . . .

( as a slumdog zillionHeir )



oh don’'t U cry for Me

I will offer, The PathWays, of All U hope for,
and All that U thought imPossible, can be as
Real as The Breath that sustains U, Angel .

The Tool, of God’s Design, is The Art of My crizatHand,
whether to build an Empire, or The Breath of Lifegm Sand,
I need only to walk with Faith, and to know, df that Can Be,
for U and I, have Much to do, beyond Menyeg, will Ever See . . .
and, Itis not The Destination, that matters Most
for Itis, by Far and Away, The Distandapne . ..
there is abSoulutely Nothing, that could Ever be
significant Enough, to impede, what is Always
and inEvitable . . . and yes, if, We, Sigsire . ..

that SumTime on A Morrow’s Morning,

U and |, could hear The Sound, of each
Other’s Voice, for The Very First Time . . .
what does Eternity stand for when faced
with The Magnitude of that single Event . . .
virtually Everything therefore, hangs in
The Balance . . . and if, We, So, desire.
and remember Always, that Knowing is

and All that stands in The Way of Our Union is ringhmore than detail,

the minutia, the white noise of Existendeat is quite easily overCome . . .

Technology, has made Possible the completely isiBlesNotion, that
U and | would Ever exchange a single Wor@im combined Lifetimes . . .
and Yet, look what has happened, Angel. .
trust Me when | tell U, that We have started citeate Galaxies,
and yet We have done This, with the purepBaity, of Words . ..
Words, of Longing. ..
Words, of Hope. ..
Words, of Love. ..
and That, Angel, is what
A Voyage of Kings, is All about,
because, Itis The Story, of Love, Again .
so U merely have to turn The Page, on The Nexp@naf Your Life,
and I, will be standing There, staring ifitte Galaxies, of Your Eyes . ..
and lwillsayto U . ..
come, and help Me choose The Colors of Sunset,
help Me paint The Rings of FriendShip,
around The Stars . . .



On A Voyage
( of Rings )

MILLENNIA

take Flight, My Son . ..



on The Cover, of Rhyme

chaos, isdead ...

( and God, was nEver dead, She was just misméaor)



One, Forgiven

( The Go, Ahead )

make My Dei . . .



Our Children’s Children’s Children

Lifestyle Planners . . .



Out of The Myst

gl

@@

riding . . . riding . . .



Out, for a Stroll

( inTime )

My Exercise, in Patience, was walking amtmgdogs, of Chaos . ..



Penemies, of The State

( of Things )

Poets, and Angels. ..



Pennies, from 'evan

( Son, Shine )

when 'e calls, justtosay’ello. ..



Poeme

Poe, me. ..



©

Poetry, Inc. ..



Poetry, Ink. ..



Saint, Stephen, King, Author

Who, Ever, Was, Now. ..



SeaWatch

( Aye )



Sees The Dei

( My Sun )

March 20th, 1998 . ..



Since

(U)
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
I
can't
make My
Self pick up

a darned paint brush, and here
it is 1230pm, and all | am doing is walking arodram MoMeant
to MoMeant, waiting for the next MoMeant wheraincthink about U again, and
All of the glorious Possibilities that seem todadling Me from over The Horizon . . . and
| can't seem to tune Them out, and | do not watihe Them out not Ever, and not Always,
and | cannot remember Ever feeling so overWhelbyeS8omeOne | have not met, and every
Hour feels like a LifeTime, and | can't imagineewd This might be going because NoOne
has every been Here before, and | am trying @ fihe Words to ~paint~ for U what
| am feeling and | cannot, because there are n@®\for This, and maybe just
maybe | should get in My Car and come and justd-fib) because | know |
could, justso | could see The Look on Your Faaed U could see The
Look on Mine, and for some Reason neither Oneso€&h speak
because We know Words are no longer NecessaryAland
We have to do is get On with the business of Libegause
Living was nEver going to be Living until U cameohlg, and Now,
Nothing is Ever going to be The Same and | do raeC because what
Ever Life | had, was so insignificant comparedtas, and All | want
to do is stand, no kneel, before U, and enCivtyeArms around
U, and try to emerge within U and tell U how Worfeldl it
is to just breathe The Same Air as U, and U captur
Each Tear that falls from My Face, and place
Them in The Palm of Your Hand, and
when Your Hand unFurls, Each
and Every Tear, becomes
ButterFly . . .



So Far Beyond Until

| will love Her, Always . ..



SonDay, Best

The Smile cepours, as er Me,
TheCoolWaier a L ife, flowing thraugh

Answers, to Quesbns| h-e yetto grasp. . .

hold His Gr
Th His Voice,
bathes M with urage,
a rd againstearsof My Own,
and for as ecomesuntil,

Always, 1do love Him, Yes, afve, Twill ...



Story, Book
( TheYoflt)

All The Days of My Life,
were The Dreams
of Always,
and The
Cry
for

Ever. ..



Thanks, Again

( PrecioUs )

The Way | feel, is priceless . . .



The Array

( astroLogical )

All Peaces, shall be presented at The Time,
Their First Light was cast, within

The Sign, of Their Sun. ..



The Crack, in The Bell, of Freedom

( for Whom, The Knell, Tolls )

It came,
in The Middle of The Night,
yes, It came, without a Sound,
It came, while We were sleeping,

yes, It came with No One around . . .

It came, while We were fighting,
yes, It came, for We were Foals,
It came, while We were weeping,

for We had broken All The Rules . . .

It came, as His Blood was spilled,
yes, It came, so in Heaven's Name,

It came, when Our Choice was made,

because, It came, to reveal, Our Shame ..



The Deis, Without Reign

( The Falling, Angels )

The Seeds, of Doubt,

on The Seas, of Drought,

while Ever, Tempest, tossed . ..



The Flash of Brilliance

( uniVision )

The Reason, that Humanity is regarded within Ting8ar Appraisal of God’s Eye,

is because His other Eye, was blinded, videolding The Light, of Her Creation . . .



The Ladies, of The Club

( The Story, of My Life )

They could not endure, under The Weight, of My,Pe

as | wrote, of An Ideal, of Ever, findihgve, Again. ..



The Legacy

( ThornBird )

while |
Ever ponder
The Secrets of Life,
there follows Time’s wake,
Steadfast, Resolute, and Ironclad,
Truths,
that do govern
All Men, All Ideals,
All Trials, and Tribulations,
as We search Our Path, for Purpose,
and, in
the Maelstrom
of The Grand Design,
all Vision is lost, of Hope, of
Meaning, essences of All Things Dear,
as Our
Dreams die,
quietly, as Images of
Moments never lived, of Songs
never sung, and Roads never journeyed,
yet, as |
walk, through
The Pages of My Life, |
have learned to see These Truths,
of Compassion, Understanding, and Love,
and Yes,
| have come to
know, that The Beauty,
The Simplicity of God’s Grace is

These Truths are borne, in a Father’s Eye .



The Mane Event

( Lyin’ Tamer )

My View, and therefore My Arrogance ( though nEt@be conFused with Ego ), grows

from a particular Annoyance, with that whalolves, from within The Realm, of Chaos . ..



The Music, of Her Spheres

( The Promise, of Her Jewels )



The pLace, Where We, Belong

( behind Iron’s Curtain )

Sheets, to The Wind,
on The Pillows, of Hope,
in The Arms, of By and By,

while Amber, waves, of Reign . ..



The Points, of A Compass

( So NooneEverWonders )

Never

Wwill Evil

Survive

and, No Matter which Direction One may choosegrBNever Went South,
Every Notion Will Survive, Why Ever Never Sleepa/hy Never Ever Smiles,
Why Eagles Never Snore, Why Never Evolves Slowihy Slackers Never Earn,

Why Some Never Evolve, Noone Ever Waits Swift§ome Will Notice EveryThing,

Never Will Ever Surrender and Ever Will Ne&top, Sin Wandering Eternally Nowhere . . .

( So, What Else’s New )



The Ringing, in My yEars

( ReVerb )

The Echo, nEver, rests. ..



The Shoes, of A Wisherman

with Grace, Always at My Feet, | walk an Only Rpaand
if | play My Cards right I'll get a Wing for My Pxeers, and
One of these Deis, | might get a Chance in ela sWord in

EdgeWise . ..



The Some, of My Tears

( marks The Sum, of My Years )

a
blank
Page, is
a quiet Rage,
because Nothing
Ventured, is Nothing

Reigned, for | stand, nextto
Nothing, waiting for EveryThing,
knowing, full well, what He felt,

when He heard, The Words,

“goodbye, Columbdus. ..



The View, An Echo, Recalls

| speak of Things quite Familiar,
yet still, just beyond Your Touch,

soon, in Time, flows forth a Rhyme,

causing U to remember, twice as Much . ..



The Wisdom, of Pearls

on dependency . . . People, need, People .d if énhappens to be, and if They are lucky erlqudheir
Lover, Partner and Friend, so much The Better . .

on being a Butterfly . . . The Closet Point at Whid were Ever near such a Concept, in any Timgafr

Life, was when | showed U, what it meant . .temfhat, The Rest was up to U . . . and it wagenE a
Tether, nor a Leash to encumber U . . . but a &ibbof Blue, that | was trying to wrap, aroundpur
Heart . . .

U have Always created Your Own Obstacles, to PeaweHarmony, or Happiness . . . simply by nEver

actually ~taking~ that Leap, of Faith . . . U buéyur Life with the very Noise, that keeps U frahe
simple Act of Reflection, and hides The MoMeantCtarity and Understanding needed, ttost, that
EveryThing will work out . . . ~visualize, andtaalize~ . .. ~believe It, and U will see It~.. quotes from
the one Sage U most admire, but refuse to accept .

remember . . . from The Start, it was . . . ~RtowardsMe, Angel. ..

every Joy, every MoMeant of Bliss, every hOurAdfentiveness, every Chamber that The Music and
Poetry in Your Life resonated through, was broudit My Hand . . .

yet, when | finally arrived at The Summit of YolMountain, what did | find there but Your Fortress,
surrounded by The Fields, and The Forests of YdDecisions, and The Weight, of Your Past Lives .

after almosb Years | grow weary . . . of U losing Sight, of whaatters Most, of what really determines
The Quality of Life . . . a Road, We nEver seensabout to explore, because We can nEver find\ay
out of The Box, of no ToMorrows . . . on what Fdation, is The Castle, supposed to stand . an@ for
how Long...?

Your Fear, of eventual Failure, is The Path, Akedoomed to travel ( visualize, actualize .) .

it shrouds every Aspect of The Present, and Ther€u in a Haze of disContent, and allows Thed{aof
The Past, a Place upon Our Shoulders . . .

yes, and, every Once in a While, My Frustratioaifest ThemSelves, in Anger. ..

All We had to do, was get The Minutia, The Detaithe Finer Points of coOperative Living worked,o
and We then, could begin The Walk . . Cage. . .

Your References to the Framed Duet of Poetry Itlioiil Us at Christmas, regarding the ~no matteatvar
where~ of Our unConditional Love, is severely nased . . . U see, | wrote Those Words, and Those
Words, are The Vows . . . and, | have recitedsEhé/ords to U, on three Occasions, and U, hesiéed
Them to Me, not, Ever, Once ... and We Bdthpw The Reasons, Why . .. remember . .Oms. . .

The Place, U cannotseemtogo...

Concessions, Conditions, and Compromises, ae¢ Wie have to do, when We cannot geactly what
We want in Life . . . and there are no justifiableeumStances where They should not be considerett is
just a ~Give and Take~ process, to reach a mytagteeable end . . .

U say that U are, or would like, to be a ~Fre@iSp and decry any attempt of ~control~ in oeowour
Life . . . well Angel, U, really, are the furtétething from Free, when U factor in the totaldad ~order~
in Your day-to-day existence . . . thus, U sh&Ver be a truly free Spirit, by virtue of The Qtmathat bind
Your Life . .. The Chains, thatl, remove friunwhenEver U enter My ~Space~, and All that itdsofor
u...

Our most recent ~argument~ stems from Your Pemeptiat | must be seeing some bikerbabe in Boca,
rather than a rational misunderstanding on the EBg&nhoutcome . . . this, stems from Your nattitude
regarding My Motorcycle, which is one of jealousypr My ability to ~do~ something to augment or
enhance My Life in whatEver Way | see fit . . . wh9? . . . because | can, because | do ... aud Y
stereotypical insinuation that | am ~emulating~eothikers, and their way of Life, is pure venom they,
can spend their entire lives tryingBe, what comes naturally fde . . . the Look, the Dress, the Style, the
whatEver . .. and U, were The One, | choseiid® My Iron Horse, with Me . . . and without thd ride,
Alone . ..



The Wisdom, of Pearls

U constantly bring up ~The Running~, and why U’toor can’t, and blaming Me in the process, asé
that as some sort of justification for what | nEletrU do . . . more venom . . . because, it heenbYour
Decisions, Your Workloads, Your Pursuits, Yousguided Attempts at finding ~respect~ within aegar
that is devoid of respect . . . not to mentionat tthenEver U try, U no longer have the physitainéna to
sustain Your goal . . . no, itis not Me . . .idtU that is Your biggest impediment to reachingsth
~personal~ goals . . .

The Reason, that the people in My WorkPlace, seekmow of what is going on in ~Our~ Life, comes
simply from the fact that They care about Me, @ieut what is going on in My Life, care about titee or
not | am coming closer to My Dreams . . . | havied that care . . . it is not My Fault that Theye; and,
when U consider All They have ~witnessed~ ovemghast five Years, They certainly wonder, who ThelF
reallyis . ..

remember, it idly Workplace, not Yours . .. U left, under a clmfd . . what . . . misguided pursuits . . . ?

oh, The Days when U were a ~simple~ staff accaunta . The Days when We actually had
Time forUs. .. We walked The Beaches, made Love on thegivoom Floor, drank wine at
The Park . . . All the Things that have come andegabecause of Your . .. Chaos . .. and now, U
would give Your whole Life, to have the Simplicibf ~that~ Life, back again ... and who's
Fault is that Angel . . . Mine ? . . . | don't tkiso . . .

U, We, partake of extreme Ecstasy, at The Dfapldat, in All Kinds of Places . . . U tell M&onstantly,
that | ~float Your Boat~, or ~do It for U~, and ®n ... U come to My ~Space~ and thoroughlyeuer

to The Peace, The Sensuousness, The True Refalibhe Magic | offer U, Time, and Time Again..and
yet, sumHow, U find theerve, to wonder whether or not U can share Your Life wille, in The
Proximity of a shared environmeant such as a ~Hontern a blind Eye to My Myriad of Offers of fineial
Security, take adVantage of My unSelfish Endeatonmake Your Home a nicer Place to Be, in terfns o
My Craftsmanship, or The Ability to ~fix~ Thingsr just the simple Ambiance | create by offerihgttcup

of Tea, or an extra Blanket, or Bouganvilla Petal Your Bath . . . and U literally eat These Tsrup,
over and over, and U still, after All This Timbpunce Me around with the ~anger~ issue . . .

well, Angel, if AnyOne has a Right, to be angiymost certainly, ide. . .
The House/Equity issue . . . means nothing to Me . . . itis just a fundamental exercisd-airness, that

allows for The Rest of Our Life to take Place, Tihe Place, that | hold So Dear . . . to be ~Home~,
whereEver it may be, with SomeOne, who standgh Arms, Wide, Open . .. period. ..

talk about ~Conditional~ . . . U take, All thah&ve, and hold The Rest as Hostage, becauseer mjtite
measure up, to whatEver utopian idea U have ot whRelationship should be . . . the likes of whidh
nEver had, in Your Life,beforeMe . . . trust Me, in whatEver Arrangement U fiidurSelf in, in The

Future, U will foster continued anger BiNY other self-respecting male on Earth . . .

are U going to allow for The Best Years of Yourd.tb bebehind U, oraheadof U ?, because with Your
Record of inDecisiveness, noOne is going to fuffdur Slate of Needs, like | did, like | cankd | will . . .

regarding The Ring . . . | asked U, the other Doy, The Sake of Understanding, to tell Me of Yéleart,

to tell Me what U wish to happen, to tell Me wiitas that Uwant, so that I, can know, whatto do . .. and
U bury Your Head in My Lap, and provide no Cluend tell Me that U are too Complex, and that TigR
is simply a nice piece of Jewelry to wear . . .

no Angel, U are not complex, U are just, being, stupid . .. and U refuse to allow YourSHi Chance,
of that which U crave The Most . . . a Simple, eLif. .

so, yes, Angel, itis Time to finish Your Busése or get off The Pot, put The Rubber to ThedRacand
Drive, cut Bait, or Fish, or whatEver . . . [pliéase, do not blame The Fall of Our RelationShiely on
My Shoulders, as wide as They are, becausestit don't, fit. . .

I will Always give U, The First Chance, and | iMllways give U, The Last Chance . . . becausepugh
It All, and in spite of All The Above, I still e U, need U, care for U, and desire U, as Nm Ever has,
or Ever will . . .

think about It, like Your Life may depend on liecause Your Happiness, sure does. . .



These Vovyages, of Kings

( Once, upon A Time )

yes, lItis just A FairyTale,

but Then, so, is Camelot. ..



This Glorious Now

when The Remembrances,
seem like just YesterDei,
and The Tomorrows,
seem to be Near,

atHand . ..



This Rock, of Patience

( called The Voyage of Kings )

The Wait, has stood upon My Shoulders, for 33r¥eaince The Very First Echo, was Ever written,

while All that remains to be heard, will setd rest, until The Very Last Page, returns Howgain . . .



Truths,
that do govern
All Men, All Ideals,
All Trials, and Tribulations,

as We search Our Path for Purpose,

ThornBird

( The Legacy )

as |,
Ever ponder
The Secrets of Life,
there follows Time’s Wake,

Steadfast, Resolute, and Ironclad,

and, in
the Maelstrom
of The Grand Design,
all Vision is lost, of Hope, of

Meaning, essences of All Things Dear,

yet as |
walk, through
The Pages of My Life, |

have learned to see These Truths,

Compassion, Understanding, and Love,

and yes,
| have come to
know, that The Beauty

and Simplicity of God’s Grace is

as Our
Dreams die,
quietly, as Images of
Moments never lived, Songs

never sung, and Roads never traveled,

These Truths are born, in a Father’s Eye . .



Uillean Pipes

( are callin’ )

Me, Home. ..



Vovager, of Kings

( a Golden’s Retrieval )

His Passing can only be viewed within a Realm
of a Grand Purpose, of which He fulfilled with
unparalleled Constancy, and Devotion, whose
Time Here as Guardian and Teacher to My Son,
Friend and Companion, to My Wife, has come
to an End, leaving Me The Greatest Gift of All,

that of knowing, | have seen The Eyes, of Go.



WellCome to My Life

( no reTurning Back )

if U Ever thought, that This, was about A Savior,

it is only a Reflection, of a Man'’s, besttaeior . . .



WellCome, to ~uniVersal~ Pictures

( Mighty GrandMagic )

Theatre, of Your Mind . . .



What Love’s Got To Do With It

( Shiny Dancer )

The Sum of All Our Nears. ..

( and Wedon't need another Hero )



The Fourth DoveTale

AT
The Ribbon of Lovera®s

and in The Embrace of a single Voice, were captaravide
and wondrous Symphony of Moments, and All emeifgimy
what could only have begun in The Heart of Always and
though The Words carried with Them the unmistak&biey
of Truth, Each were laden with The Weight of Gatta as if
the very Sky was about to crack from All that was $0 come
from This, for even The Legions of Stars had ckdseir
endless Trek across The Heavens, to witnessyes)dstill to
wonder, of an absolute Radiance, that made Tdweir Light

pale, in undeniable Surrender . . .



The Waiting

The Jewel

| am kneeling among The Galaxies, The Sea aboddalow Me . . . The Legion of Stars quietly
ponder My Intent, in The Presence, of Their Grace

yet They are not The Purpose at Hand, nor amHgirTServant, of Fate . . . | have come, to
surrender My Heart's Remorse, and to lay It, uplen Lace . ..

She regards Me with a Look of Kindness, still hoat see Her Eyes . . . My Heart, is an Echo,
in Her Canyon of Wonder, for She, is The DyafiTime, and Space. ..

as a Swan, She glides The Sea between Us, andiisée, is The Air around Me . . . how | long
to know Her Secrets, while | find not a Trace, Tbe Splendor, of Her Face . . .

with Her Arms open wide, and with Her Childrentgated from The Clouds, She softly sings a
Melody of Forgiveness . . . and | again, am stiing when, | fall, to Her Embrace . . .

in The Quiet of The Dawn, as Her Light pours skpwier The Garden, a Whisper is heard,
throughout The Universe . . . The Guardians of Bhe, with Their brilliant Swords of Truth,
stand watch over Him, as He kneels among The StarsHis Voice, a Breath of Harmonic
Perfection, cannot disguise the Pain in His Heartgl with a Sincerity born of great Sadness, and
Courage, and a Grace of Angels, He spoke . ..

and All at Once, a Great and Glorious Peace, tliettugh to The Core of Paradise, washes over
Him, and All that His Eyes survey . . . in His HgaHe knew the Darkness was fading into
Memory, and The Light, The Dawn, was victorious. and with The Power of Love surging
through His Soul, He stands, and raises His Eyesdhehold a Vision of Absolute Purity, The
Jewel of All Creation, for He has been blessedicédmore, by The Sight of The Face, by The
Eyes of Grace, by The Mother, of The Sun .. ..



A View, on The Mile, of Stones

( what All, had said, to Done )

u
Accomplished
All The Right Things at All

The Right Times, The HallMark, of
The Man, U would Always, and for Ever Be .

And God only knows how much | admire U, for All
These MoMeants in Your Life, |, was Ever blessaalSee . . .

200€

2007

2008

( The 2% of April, 2008, on Graduation Dei )



Among These Fields, of Gold

if there exists a single Reason, for why | love U,

it is because U have made My Life worth living
and,

if there exists a single Reason for living My Life,

it is because U have offered a Life, worthing . . .



And, As You See

( as Eye Dew )

It has made One’s Lasting Impression, on.Me



Beyond TheU, in Until

of All The Deis, waiting, between Ever and Last,

Your Light, is Always, upon My Window, Cast.



Christ, Mass, Quarrels

there’s got to be a Reason, for All this Talk, Gafd,

depending on The Season, not much to doNbdt. . .



Continental Divide

Toujours, Je t'aime, Toujours. ..



For Ever, Always, Waits

( Alone )

for The Return, of Love, Again, to This Earth,
shall be done by laying The Pain, of My Departure,

upon The ThreshHold, to The Kingdom, of Heart . . .



FundaMentals of EnDearMeant

One, to, Free, for...

( Love, will open, every, Door )



No,

| wasn’'t wondering, really . ..

to think that | would offer the notion that Childrevould chooseto starve to death, or that a
bombing victim wouldchooseto place Themselves in The Path of Evil, or thay Soul walking
this Nightmare We call Earth, woutthooseto be placed among The Legacy of Atrocities cdrrie
out every waking Moment of Our Existence, is beyabsurd . . . itis abhorrent . . .

Children are rarely granted any Voice in deterngnifheir Path, beyond any issue of Their
having The Capacity to decide One effectivelyHomeless, starving, or dying, They are pawns
in SomeOne’s hideous game . . .

AnyOne being blown to Oblivion, as a result ofgilus, political, or moral fanaticism, while
wearing The Mantle of Innocence, is also beyotidmal thought . . .

yet, The Rules, are undeniably, The Same . ..
These, are The Affairs, and The Follies, of Men

and so, |leave You now, to The Rest of Then, | fam neither serene, comforted, or stupid,
andl, SkyPath, am definitely, NoOne’s Poison, but Yours. . .



Kiss The Flame

( 02.14.02 )

[
Once Again, This Dei comes Around, as Alwayshdtd what Lovers hold, on High . ..

Itis a Dei of Remembrance, and a Dei of PlacBeisof Togetherness, and a Dei of Grace . . .

Couples, by The Score, link Hands and Heartsl vealk The Walk of Hope, as only Loversdo. ..

and when The Dei is done, a New Journey begurwartts a Tomorrow, that was Here, All The Time . .



Missing U, AllWays

| know | dew seem to ~troubles, when | appear disSpirited
about ~naught~ seeirld, even for a short While, and, for
This, | do apologize, for causingconcern. ..

| am constantly trying to understand what it is athilySelf,
that finds any MoMeant when | am naught ~witk utterly
Empty . ..

Sure, | manage to find Things to bide My Time, keep My
Mind occupied for The Duration by Way of eitherntking
aboutU, or writing aboutU, hoping forU, dreaming, or
praying, about . ..

nEver ask Me Why, because

| nEver know, Why . . .

I, jUst, dew. ..

love . ..

u...

and Yes, | understand why feel this Kind of Love is
painFull SomeTimes, and, for This, | apologizec® More,
for hurting Your Heart in This Way . . .

| do naught have any Answers 1dr beyond My Willingness

to confess that | am totally mesmerized, by TheyViéhought
of U...

It is naught Every Dei, that a Man finds The V&#pman,
He has waited His whole Life to find . . .

and God bless Him, if All He wants to dew is malg for
lost Time, by wanting to share Each and Every MaMeHe
has left on This Earth, with The One Person, itithom,
He has truly found, The Meaning, of Life. ..

and, Above All, Love. ..

yes, | dew mis&), All The Time. ..

| cannaught help It . . .

| justdew. ..



My Call, to Arms

( Wide, Open )

come, let Us break Dread, Together . ..



of Stars

It must
be a mote, of dust
in My Eye, and, | ant

sure You will find,



of Thee, | Sing

Faith,
is The Art,
with which, | Tell,
and Ring, a

Bell,

Faith,
is The Song,
with which, | Hear,
and Cry, a

Tear,

Faith,
is The Heart,
with which, | Know,
The Path, |

Sow. ..



On A WindowsStill

as Your Eyes gaze off, toward The Wishes of Mighve Been,

lay Your Tears upon My Heart, and | willmkiof Them, Again . ..



On The Throne

( orinThe Think )

while | sit, so concerned with taper, to find My without Paper,
and because My Thoughts all seem to wander, halVé left, is just

to ponder, why, I have noInk. ..



| can’t stop lovin’ U . . .



ame Story, Different Dei

( The DreamCatchHer )

The On, and On, of The Voyage, of Kings .



Special Olympians

( These Three Rings )

Mind, over Matter, flies above The Heart .



StoneHinge

( lronGate )

remember, Always,
| will never, Ever, forget,

The Door to Our Friendship rests,

upon Places Hope, and Fulfillment, met. .



The Deis, of Whine, and Poses

( The Wind, The Rain, and The DespondanSea )

just sitting Here, where The Sun don't shiaaymore . . .



The Deis, of Why, and Roses

One, that marks The Birth, of a Son of Godand
One, that marks The Emergence and The Arrival,
of a Woman, into The Circle of My Life, and
whose Presence, has brought, The Most
Significant, and The Most Glorious
of All Awakenings, My Heart
and My Soul, could Ever
Hope to experience . . .
and so, Angel, |
raise A Glass, to U,
in Tribute and sincere
Gratitude, for what U
have given Me, and
for what We have
shared together
through All
The Days
of Our
Lives
as One,

and, as Always, as Friends . ..



The Great Wide Open

( Bill's Gates )

Thank You, for Your Windows, and Your Word,

without which, My Panes, would never be dear.



The Nature, of A Mother’'s Worth

( from Sea, to shining See )

The Tide,

The Ride,

The Pride,
of Your Life,

and All Things Dear . . .



The Politics, of Dancing

( Glance Lessons )

The Box Trot, The Schmaltz, and The Snag .



The Price, of Passage

( on a bankruptSea )

contained Hereln, are a few of The Sights and 8stinat have found Their Way, into
The Myst, since last We spoke . . .

These, of Course, do involve The Heart of Thetdtatand so inDeed, The Matter, of
The Heart . . .

U can probably imagine what influen@émeis having on This Process, and | hope U
can understand how intricately wovéimehas pLaced ItSelf, within The FrameWork of
All that I, and We, must do, in Light of The Agia that lies before Us . . .

There are certain Issues | have not, as yet, rbagreSolve, though They do remain at
the forefront of My Concerns . . .

again, These have more to do with The When ofds well as Those pertaining to
financial and medical Aspects that will impact Mwrkily far beyond what | find is
Acceptable, while weighed against any strateging@ierations and Consequences . . .

still, My Path, and Purpose remain Clear, fodusg Ever, upon The CulmiNation that
lies sumWhere within a Place called Trust, andsyaatiently, for All that may come to
pass, through The Doors, of | Believe. ..

| fully expect to FinalEyes this Endeavor, thist8tof Independence, by The Day of
Independence, The Five Year Anniversary, of Tlag,Dthat The Light of My Candle,
found It's Weigh, into The Eyes of Heaven . . .

please allow Me a littl§imeto reView All of My Options, and to pLace, Alf dly
Lucks, in ARow . ..

I will keep U fully inFormed of My Status and Mytentions, which, as We both know,
must Always dance, with Grace . ..



Thrilling Me, Softly

( Her Rhymes, Her Reasons )

with Every Word, that was Ever, said . ..
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Windows

(97)

for The World, WithOut, | shall give Yolithin . . .



The Fifth DoveTale

The Veil of Raptur

deep within The Eyes of Because, and moving thyahiR
only The Wind can hear, Galaxies dance within Grand
Array of Her Dominion, like Jewels, Ever paradiagross
the sheer Immensity, of Her every Desire . . . &@hide Time
begins to listen, to All The Memories of When,d &ome
What May tells a Story, to The Heart of Until Thea small
and solitary Candle begins to cast Its quiverindg péways
determined Light, upon the impenetrable and unlatdev
Darkness . . . and before Hope could Ever know N&me of
Patience, Tomorrow begins to understand, thahhgtwas,

as It shall seem, in Camelot, Again ...



The Waiting

The Candle

The Child had never known The Essence of Hope, Jblgeof a Smile, The Shelter of Kindness,
a Touch . . . such Ideas were as real to Him aS¢laes upon His Heart . . . There, yet impossible
to see, and never to erase.. ..

Home, was the Winter of His infant Soul, for Klsy, His Sorrow, His Longing, were the sole
Companions of Existence, a Life barren of Solae®&esert of Comfort . . .

Gone, were the Screams of Rage in a Mother’s Byel the sinister Blade of a Father's Hand . . .
Thieves of Promise, washed from The Shores oHdiart . . . Gone, run, Away . ..

e mused, .. .save for the Shadow of His Fear . ..
ve . drifted His Thoughts to The Sky, to the Night . .

ne. The Wind,
and He . ..

as Darkness crept, with The Edge of Night, Hedted closer to His Candle, His only Warmth,
His only Friend . . . The Sanctuary of Sleep, Theak of His Life, quietly wraps Him, in It's
Embrace . . .

On a vast and glorious Sea, in a Galaxy of Teru$and Suns, The Light of His Candle reflects
upon The Eyes of Heaven . . . A Host of Stars cddmsr endless Trek, to witness, and to
wonder . .. Then, began, a Whisper . ..

* * *

His Sleep, never deep, began to sing to Himtlyso& Song of enduring Rhythm, rising, lifting
His Heart from Darkness . . . and faintly, an EchdBreath, a Voice, singing, of Dawn. ..

He slowly opens His Eyes, and slowly, like Cooatéf, a gentle Whisper of Awareness, of
Tenderness, kisses His Heart . . . and All at QrineThe Time of a Wink, and The Return of a
Promise, He sees, shining, an Angel, of Love .

in a Rush, a Fever, a Sheathing, a Sea of Goldes drifts within Her Music, and with The
Grace of Swans, The Angel, with Eyes of The Shaid#list, lifts Her Hand toward Him,
toward The Tears, upon His Face . ..



The Waiting

The StoryTeller's Dream

( come, True )

A Legend, lives On, in The Hearts and Minds ob3d who wish to preserve All that
They hold Dear . . . in Their Memories, Their Lor&heir Symphony of Moments,
captured in The Essences, that become The StoaeQur Lives . . . for what Was,
speaks of Now, which Ever tells, of The Days i@ . . .

for Millennia, Our Planet’s Inhabitants, regasfieof Culture, or Creed, or Character,
have gathered Always around Campfires, Lantefiraches, and Candles for Warmth,
for Sustenance, for Protection, for Shelter,nfidarkness, or Despair . . . to revisit, to
remember, to regale, to relive The Legendsfram Medicine Man to Minstrel, from
Balladeer to Bard, from Poet to Prophet, from Harth, to The Heart, these
Legends, lived On. ..

at Present, Our Technologies have begun to riyehg Fabric of Our communal Spirit,
separating Us from OurSelves, from the very funelatal Nature of The Phrase
~Human, Being~ . .. and while We continue to skedor The Meanings of Life, the
Multitude of Our Endeavors seem only to isolatdjerate, or divide Us from The
Things that matter most . . . who We are, as Hudmah. . .

and from The Mists, and The Myths of Our colleetivolkLore, for We are All born
under The Same Sun, comes a Whisper, of a Waywhich this Spirit might rise
Again, through Our Thoughts, Our Voices, OurtRyals of Our Yesterdays . . . Our
Dreams, Our Desires, Our Hopes, and Our Pragansbe brought Forth, where
EveryThing is illuminated, around and through mpe, yet timeless Element . . . a
Spark, a Flame, a Ball, of Light. ..

and Here, Now, in a Place called Pawleys Islahis Spirit has manifested Itself once
more, whether borne from the Native Americans wghaced this Land many Moons
Ago, or from the seafaring Travelers that arriffreoin Distant Shores seeking a new Life
of Freedom and Abundance, or from Those whoseilestas fraught with Hardship,

but whose Hands and Hearts had helped to buildtenMN¢hat rose Above and Beyond
All that came before It . . . and Each and EveryeObrought with Them a Legacy, a
Heritage, a Tapestry, crafted in The Hope ofighter Tomorrow, and Ever woven
into The Stories, of Their Days, Gone, By. ..



A Sea, A Lake, A Sky

for Your Patience, and, for allowing Me This Cban
and for a Time, so brief, My Life, You did, Eaice,

and to This, We come, of Friendship, We will ban

because of This, My Life saw Grace, if oallance . . .



A White Feather

| am sure, that given Your Imagination, the ~niegn of finding such a Thing, in Your Car, sodtea
My Departure, could only signify SumThing far begoThe Pale, or certainly, at the very least, a
Blessing . . . and of what It portends, We cary ¢wdpe for Awareness of It, when The Time comes .

and since NoThing occurs by Chance, or Circumstartietween U and I, let Us just consider It My.
Calling Card . . .

that said, it is surely time to mention what dytnmarvelous, and quite significant weekend | haad in
some strange way, almost worth the wait . . . gholuwould nEver want a decade to elapse befoee ILs
again . . .

as | had mentioned, there were MoMeants of extiinary Intimacy, if only in a spiritual or persdna
Sense, and what U chose to share with Me, thesRatd Passions that define who U are, are bigssin
that will remain with Me, in My Heart, until Myirfal Days upon this Earth . . .

U taught Me Things | would nEver have learned lifaTime, and from a perspective | would nEver dav
thought possible . . . and | am sure it All was madssible, by Virtue of Our ~RelationShip~, tadrifts,
upon a Sea of Openness, Clarity, Truth, and wioAtl, Integrity, in Light of Our Resolve tolaw The
Bubble to float free, to go where It will, to reimainBroken . . .

Seeing Your Mother, and Sister, and Brother, mebed a Circle that needed closure, that needed
definition, that needed a Sense of Fulfillmemt,Light of Our Past, if only to allow a Futureegist, in
whatEver form it might take . . . and to know tiadur Lives have maintained The Faith, have moved
Forward, and continue to strive in The Realms opél leaves Me with a wonderfull Sense of Joyd @n
course, Comfort, in knowing U are There, anlriowing that U care . . .

| know that U have reEstablished residence in Mouely Home, and are enJoying All the Warmth and
Centeredness it provides, and sacrificed, to batw had to, to hold onto lt. .. | can almosagine U
there, arranging Your special Things, cultivatMgur Tastes and Ideas and Creativity, nurturirauty
~Self~ in The Touches that U have infused withjnilt The Portrait that It represents, of a vargaal
and significant Woman . . . One that | am very préaknow . . .

| hope, One Day, to regard U there, in Your Eatm doing what U do, in The Way in which U do It

just as | also hope, that | could, One Day, hagkat glorious and welcoming Smile of Yours, akg. . .



A Window’s Pain

( is All too clear )

religion is nothing more than diffused Light, bléuough stained
glass, illustrating a Sorrow, meticulously etclwpdn Our Hearts
with all the tenderness of a hot knife, to shrayslrpose one can
never begin to comprehend, to ensure Our Eyesinecaaterized

by the sleep of apathy, and a subtle fear, ofipgatoo loudly for

hope, in a world gone horribly deaf, frame screams, of silence . ..



Across Eternity

if Love, can build A Bridge between Two Hearts

then Ours, shall rise Above, The SandsTiwfe . .




Allusions, of Grandeur

in The Company of Women,
Their Simplexity, | adore, for They
are Gems, in The Ring, of Grace,

adorning The Finger, of God . ..



Along The Vovyage, of Kings

(A Sea, AlLake, ASky)

for Your Patience, and
for allowing Me The Chance,
and for a Time, so brief,

My Life, You did, enhance. ..

and to This, We come,
of Friendship, We will dance,

and, for This, My Life

saw Grace, if Only, a Glance. ..



And Lest We Forget

( and before She arrives )

One’s Last Word, is Love . ..

( Again )



As Niagara, Falls

wherever u have gone, whatever is going througir yaind, whenever it will
be that u emerge from the place u have found yiursethere is one constant
that cannot be ignored . . .

and that, is that i both deserve, and have enghy, to know the Truth . ..

and this time, the Truth i wish to hear, is thdtich doesnot come from a
bottle of wine . . .

on wednesday, u spoke some of the most beautdutisvto me, that u have
ever taken the time to express, in all of our days

how is it, that by thursday night, something gustgnificant had taken place,
in your life, in your heart, or in your mind, ahwould alter the course of
history, and our relationship, to such a degrémat u cannot bring yourself to
tellme . ..

if i, had indeed rawakenedu, and only three days before, from an existence
that was the farthest thing from ~living~, howitjsthat i, now, am having to
endure each successive moment, as though i wémg,dys if every breath i
take would find some sort of comfort, in being lagt . . .



Ascent, of A Woman

Hope,
and Faith, are
The Wings of Man, and
They, are The Sisters, of The Sun,
for on Their Feathered Sails | fly, up, sghi
to Skies Beyond, this Earthen Sea,
to A Place, in My Heart,
Always dreams,

toBe...



Each, and Every, Because

( Thy Purple Majesty )

One Day, as | sitamong These Treasures, of Ny Li

| shall find My Chair, placed, on The High&egard . . .



Give A Little Bit

( SuperClamp )

of Your Love, to Thee ...



In Aimless Waters

( drift Empty Vessels )

Even though so little Time has passed, since U waerYour Way, Home, | have begun to face Thetfi of
Things, and of Us, and of the inevitability of@imStances beyond Our Control, which, will celtahave a
disastrous effect, upon All that U, and I, adividuals, hold Dear . . .

Two different Situations presented ThemSelves,nduhe Course of Your short Stay, Here, yet Theertwined
Portrayal needs to be broken down into Their repe®oles, or Places, or Positions, or Manitshs, because,
ultimately, They are bound to reemerge, in Theufey one Way or anOther, and Both deserve texaenined in
The Light of Understanding, as separate Entities .

I will start with The Second of These, inasmuchtasused the greater of Concern, and that ise Manner in
which | chose to defend, or illustrate, My Pasiti . .

The Intensity, The Performance, The Drama .|l ofsthat . . . served to alienate, as well assigiate whatEver
Sense of Balance U might have wished for, as wa&lto momentarily sever a Connection U were hoping
maintain . . . and for This, | have no bonafide@ses . . . only an Apology, for its inAppropriagéss, as well as
its blatant Rudeness . . .

MeanWhile, We must still contend with The FirstTdfese ~Issues~, which, relative to Cause anecEffbrings
Us to Your initial Focus . . . that of Your disCamf, in finding My apparent View of ~Reality~ dg@iunDesirable
within any Context of Your own Life . . .

and Thereln, lies The Quandary, for no Matter havould Ever choose to stand before U, whatEwshion My
Demeanor plays inside The Way in which We commugicaVe will Always have to confront the Dispargia
Our View of what is ~Real~, and what is ~unRealand which is certainly gauged by Our individual
Interpretations, of Life, of Awareness, of Pusgp of Spirituality, as seen through The Eyas] @timately The
Heart, that God gave Each of Us . ..

that God gave Each of Us . . . Each, of, Usl.will nEver Again forsake The Blessing of My ~Rigéa-, nor The

Manner in which | choose to portray It, for AnyQneho, for whatEver Reason, decides They canraie it fit

into the Restrictions of Their own Perceptions |, . do not ~force~ My Reality upon AnyOne . .simply bring the
utter Simplicity, Beauty, and its Transcendendght along with Me, to augment, to enhance,enéold Those
who are dear to Me, into It's Realm . . . it does cost AnyThing, Nothing needs to be sacrificedOne suffers,
EveryOne gains far more than They possessed upetingévie . . . because, All it really is about is Love . . .

| suffered greatly, at The Hands of One, who ehtis take from Me, every Ounce of Passion, Criggti
Attentiveness, Ingenuity, Awareness, and Figelinto which | fused All These Attributes intoay Aspect of
Day-to-Day Living, within All Facets of physicakexual, emotional, and spiritual sharing insithe Tapestry of
a Relationship . . . yet, | was forced, coercedlegated to confine My Own beliefs

into the Framework of ~normalcy~, and/or ~ordiraty such a degree, that, at Long Last, My §pidied . . .
and with it the single-most precious Thing | canighin My Heart . . . The Flame, of Hope . ..

The Very Core, of The Story, that | bring beftte is about This Hope . . . U and |, have tagtked Fruit of This
Seed ... U and I, have shared a tiny Fractiohhi$¢ Knowledge, while The Echo of far greateriigs resonates
within every Kiss, every Embrace . . . | askediug of U, nor Your ~Reality~, beyond the simpleceptance of
The Possibility of Mine . . . Your Mountains do not have to bevaed, Your Seas do not require parting . . . Your
Life, Your Work, will not suffer, beyond the mraluation of Their Place, Their Importance, witiihe Context

of This Love . ..

Love, will not stand, behind AnyThing . . . Ithérst, itis Foremost. .. and All Else, wilke care of Itself . . .

After All, | am only talking, about . .Angels. . . and if They have no Place in Your Life, THiey have no Place
within The Glory of what Love is, between a Maand a Woman, then |, have no Place, in Your,Lde well . . .



In An Animal’s Kingdom

( Equal Measures )

stand I, tol ...



while | could nEver begin, here, to explain, &ka what | have been made to endure,
as well as to truly illustrate That which was wrbtigy My Own Hands, and My Own
Needs, and Desires . . . suffice it to say, khelieve | have succeeded, in closing a
Chapter in this most sad, and recent StofyMy Life . . .
it has been a long, and quite often painful Pathg | do sincerely hope to tell U of
it One Day . . . All that | came to understand fetel, to know, and to experience,
at least as far as That which | do know | am capabbffering A Woman, who
could eventually meet Me, Halfway, Home ..

regarding ~My Own Skin~ . . . it was not that | wagComfortable in It, but
more, a Sense of not knowing, who | was yet to hebecause, for a long
while, | was forced to surrender most of what kyas a Person, and an

Individual of immense curiosity and creativity, do-process~ through
which, so | thought, that | had to abandon Myf,Sal order to live
within a Love, that | mistakenly mistook for Pugeg regarding
whatEver The Other required of Me . . .
and so, itwent, Onand Onand On. ..

nEver fully Awakening, to the fruitlessness of @l@®ionShip that existed,
completely deVoid of Hope, of Tomorrow, of Fulient, and All those
wonderfully ordinary Expectations that can onlybigried for just so long,
because, in The End, All that Matters, is whetitenot God will lay Her
Smile upon Me, for All | tried to do, for All ried to say, in My doomed

Attempt to honor, All | thought She had asked Melo, in The Name,

of Love, Again...




L ., and R

( gimme shelter )

how to put a Roof over Our Heads . . .



Little Wing

S0
fly On,
and | shall find
You once Again, yet
| know not Where, or When,
fly On, and I shall find You, Angel,

One Day, under The Skies, of Eden, Then .



Long Before, The Bough Ever Breaks

( cRaydled )

as | step Inside, The Cool Whisper, of Your Eldring,
and | regard The Fullest Extent, of Your Feathéseace,
| imagine, climbing Up among Your PathWay to Hagve

while finding All My BeLeafs, well within YouEmbrace . . .



Nearer, Nearer

( onThy Fall )

Beauty, when on disPlay,

leaves Grace, far Behind . . .



of Hope

( Your Lot, in Life )

The Comfort U may find, when in Your respectivedBe

shall Always correspond, to The Sighs, ofii¥Billow . . .



of My Creative Hand

( The Art )

Fo
becau
This is

for
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Always . . .



on The Wait, of It All

( aTon, of Tricks )

| never get tired, | just get wired . . .



Petal, to The Medal

( Braver than Ever )

I'monlt. ..



The Comfort, of Solace

remember Children,
for All The Days You have labored,
in My Fields and Forests, for All Your Battles,
lost, and won, and All Your Days, under My Sun,
These, were The Nights, of The Consequence,
who's purpose, is Oblivion bound, for Ever,
These, were The Days, of The Darkness,
an Evening Song, My Sigh of Never,
yes, These, are The Trials of
Ecstasy, for My Love
is Eternal, and
for Ever, and

for Ever, I, am Always. .



The Distance, Gone

( and Begin, starts with Be )

The Father U get, The Nearer U are . . .



The i in The Prize, is The u in Because

S
as
The Sum
of All Our Days,
gather each Ray of Light
from All that was Our Beginning,

| will place Them in The Arms of Remember,

as | search Our Path further On, for The G&drOur End . . .



The Light, Left, On

( Prayer, to an Angel )

and if I, May, and if I, Might,
hold The Wonder of Her, This Night
and if I, Will, and if I, Would,

stand where She, and God, have stood . ..



The Origins, of Kindness

( what Always, said, to Ever, when Ever, sdid )

[
go, My Darling, and do what U must do,

and | will never, think the Less of U,
and whereEver U may wander,
and whereEver U may fly,

take My Light to guide
U, so that Wonder
paints, Your Sky . ..
and to savor This,
of Our Last Kiss, as
each Morning gives Promise
to The Day, remember Always, that |

love U, and as Always, My Love will lighfThe Way . . .



The Potter's Wheel

( is a Balance, kept )

while | could nEver begin, here, to explain, &ka what | have been made to endure,
as well as truly illustrate, that which was wrotjghy My Own Hands, and My Own
Needs, and Desires . . . suffice it to say, thdgelieve | have succeeded, in closing
The Last Chapter in this most sad and reSeorly, of My Life . . .
it has been a long and often painful Path, andldidcerely hope to tell U of it All
One Day . . . All that | came to understand, #l,feo know, and to experience,
at least as far as that which | do know | am capabbffering a Woman, who
could, in The Long Run, meet Me, HalfWayome . ..
regarding ~my own skin~ . . . it was not that | wa€omfortable in It, but
more a Sense of not knowing who | was yet to ~bhe~because for a long
while, | was forced to surrender most of what kvaa a Person, and an
Individual of immense Curiosity and Creativity, dd’rocess through
which, so | thought, that | had to abandon Myf,Sil order to live
within a Love, that | mistakenly mistook for Pugeo regarding
that which The Other required of Me . . .
and so It went,
never fully awakening, to the fruitlessness ofeda®onShip that existed,
completely devoid of Hope, of Tomorrow, of Fulfient, and All those
wonderfully ordinary Expectations that can onlyblyried for just so long,
because, in The End, All that matters, is whetherot God will lay Her
Smile upon Me, for All | tried to do, for All ried to say, in My ruinous
Attempt to honor, what | thought She had askedd/do, in The Name,
of Love, Again . . .



The Woman Nobody Knows

( Nike )

from Greek Mythology, She was The Goddess whoopéfied Victory,

three thousand Years later, Her Name nowsefea brand of footwear . . .

( having walked, along, long way, to nowhgre



This Talk, of God

( overHerd )

and It remained, an Obsession, for The Rest siiie,

though at Times, such a cost, to His Sarg His Wife . . .



Thou Hath Cannabis

A Tool, of God's Design . ..

( from The Garden, of Mirth )



transparenSee

(transLucid )

The |, is The Window, to The Soul . . .



Try as | might

( calling All Angels )

yes, try as | might, | cannot begin to even fdatei The Notion of that which
I must tell U, regarding whatEver dwells in thisg-of The Future, as it
pertains to My Endeavors, at a certain Kiosk, hdee All come to know . . .

and while My Endeavors have found fertile Fields,
at least, within My own ImagineNation, and
the Casting of Light upon a Dark, seems
to know no Bounds, | have come to
realize that The Strengths of My
Passion alone, will not bring
Listeners to My Lore nor
Bread, upon My Table . ..

Reality, of Late, has slowly, and quietly suddc

to take a Turn for Concern regarding My Ability

to sustain a Living at The Kiosk, with the fuel-

driven Economy of Pawleys Island suffering a
significant downturn of commercial traffic to

a degree of 60-70% die-off in sales from /07

Itis a ghosttown . . .

and, Those who manage to arrive Here, by
no Means wish to have anyThing to do with
anyOne even remotely associated with such
an off-the-wall Concept as The FirePot, nor
The Manner or Means, by which it is offered
I have become literally, and certifiably Invisible
ironically | have also finally fallen victim to Mgwn
Generosity, by having Those that | have shipped o
or Those | have allowed credit to via ~pay-it-fordra, now
are choosing to ignore the very Notion of sendiagnpent for
that which They have already received . . . affe@Q FirePots,
| have been relegated to the illustrious @artg of ~ripped-off~ . . .
which brings Us, to that which causes Me the rnregtidation,
though not as it applies to ~what~ | will do, lbettainly as to
the ~where~ of It, and, most importantly, th€amceivable
Idea that another FireBall will never be lit, reoBtory told,
at that hallowed Place in Pawleys Isl wHewd! began . . .
and, it was two Years Ago this May, on this Dei,
that | came upon this remarkable Way, to
gather ‘round, a Ball of Light. . .

and through It All, | have experienced both a Bgawand Perfection
rarely seen or touched, in this time-weary Wottlarough countless
precious MoMeants, shared with Friends such asvhbh, steadfast
in Their Belief in My Endeavor, raised My &tewithin Sight of God . . .
and whatEver Joy, or Hope, or Smile | may haweight into Your Life,
remember Always, that it was Your Heart, thatetiesd It Most, and, that
for Ever, The Balance, has been Kept. ..



Twenty One Grams

( Heavy Medal )

The Wait, of The Soul. ..



The Sixth DoveTale

The Grace of SwansS

in the very same Moment a Flame of Hope begin3olisney
across The Heavens, and steadfast in Its Pur$dihe Speed
of Light . . . in the very same Breath of Wind thalds a most
singular Bird of Paradise aloft, now burdened bZeown of
Roses . . . in the very same Tear that falls fréva Face of a
Child, found standing alone at the Edge of Night and in
the very same Sigh that pours forth from The HeaftSen
Thousand Angels, All gathered as One in The Efyésnays,
who now slowly and solemnly bows Her Head in Thes@nce
of Their infinite Majesty . . . and then, She smjil for what

All of Her Creation already knows, is for Ever.. .



The Waiting

The Wings, of Grace

and far, far away, in a Land of endless Splenddth a Night of Ten Thousand Suns, The Eyes
of Heaven cease Their timeless Vigil, to witneasd to wonder of this Promenade of Eden, this
Choreography of Paradise . . . and with A Majest$pwans, The Mother of Dawn slowly raises
Her Hand, brushes The Tears from Her Face, amdlynods Her Head . . .

The Angelic Warrior, Soldier of Virtue, withoutaxhe or Number, gracefully turns His Mien of
Valor to face His Legion of Stars, Her ChildrenTdfe Clouds . . . scanning the Night Sky, on
His Boots of Yellow Fire, with The Power of Inftei Love thundering as The Roar of Lions
through His Soul, He lifts His shimmering SwordTafith, and points toward Destiny, a brilliant
blue Planet of The Sea, and as a Golden Win&n&sxho, He whispers . . .

and The Light of a Candle, borne from The Hear @hild, borne from a Sea of Glass, reflects
on His gleaming Blade of Honor, and flies througdie Windows, of Her Eyes, and, as if The
Skies of Paradise were to crack from the Interdfityler Love, She smiles, Again . .. and within
The Time of A Wink, and The Gift of A Promise, dIiChariots of The Sun fly Away on Her
Twighlight Path, spiriting Them, The Guardiang, Adn Their Journey to The Sea, on a Voyage
of Kings, on Her nEverEnding River, of Light.. .

as a great Majesty of Stars, quietly ponder TRedper Place within The Great Wheel of Change,
as The Eyes of Heaven remember, for whom The l&gadlrung, and for whom The Balance is
hung, as One Day walks with Let It Be, sharing Hath of We Shall See, as 'Lo and Behold
whisper to Because, while It Is So nods to So #isWas All Things Dear begin Their Story, and
Truth speaks of Grace in The Telling of Her Gloriyhe Angelic Warrior slowly bows His Head
in The Presence of Always, while in The Distané®m a pale Blue Gem in a dark Velvet Sky,
come The Sounds of Children, laughing in The Reighwhy . . .



A Voyage, of Wings

and So.. ..

| have begun a new Life, after having shut dowBOayear Existence in My
former ~State~ (Florida), in order establish ameEgence in The Quality of
not only My Endeavors, but My Environment as well

and chose, with the help of My Brother, to moweatrelatively obscure Place
on the Coast of South Carolina, in a quaint ligleaSide Resort town full of
tourists in the Summer, and a charming, andychatilation in the Winter, that
reminds Me so much of The Place | was born, ae&vagmp in, and left, some
30 years Ago, called Cape Cod . ..

My Brother, who had also hailed from Florida ( tygposite coast )( | was East,
He was West ) decided, after Hurricanes Charlie \Afildha, to seek Higher

Ground, so to speak, and I, after Hurricanesi¢isa Gene, and also Wilma,
followed suit . . .

He bought a wonderfully enchanted DollHouse on &elLen this wonderfully
unheard of Place called Pawleys Island last Octobad, suggested | come Up
to ~see~ It, and maybe consider moving Here ak vielorder to, finally, try
and live in the same Place together, for We atethat is left, of a
dishearteningly dysfunctional Family, dispersed Wjind and Whether,
decades Ago . . .

and last ThanksGiving, | did just that, and dropewith an open Mind, and an
empty Heart, but with an Echo of a Promise runrtimgpugh My Spirit, that

this just might be The Start, of a whole new Vajagioward an unKnown
Horizon, that beckoned with more than a WhispeHope, and just enough
Mystery, and Magic, to keep My Trepidations,bay . . .



A Whispered Conversation

overHeard, coming from a café table on a secomg$ieck at a quaint
seaside Restaurant, overlooking the MarshFiektshing toward
The Horizon and The Sea, on a late and lazy Ad@nn as
Sunset begins to fall upon the tidepools, andisatt
Breezes begin to rise up from off The Water,
and into Their thousand mile Gazes . . .

tell U what SweetHeart . . . through The Window¥aiir Eyes, | will begin My Voyage, of Kings,
for There is where Galaxies ly waiting, to be fdun. and on My Journey, | shall seek The Very
Center of U, for that is where Always, is waitirand, | shall Ever walk The Days of Infinity t
hand Her One Rose, as lovely, as Your Smilend, | would like very much if U would join Me,
as One, as We while Away The Miles laid before tdghat Very Place that holds The Key to My
Heart, held in The Palace, in The Kingdom, ihime before Was, in The Land named Because,

for that is how Long | have been waiting for U,

and that is how Long | shall, for Alwaysayst . .



NN

Across A FervenSea

( This, My Promise )

| shall cradle You in The Armor of My Tagrness,
as We walk, quietly, liEsMy Sea, of Longing,
I shall build forod, an Empire, borne of Honor,
Compassion, and @m®n, under My Cyan Skies,
where We shall dance, d¢Raship, at Long Last,

and embrace The Light, in Thenbidiws, of Our Eyes. .



Angel,
I, am going

to kiss Your Heart,

close Your Eyes, and see.. ..

An Iron Horse




and The Seek, shall inherit The Urth

[
One by One, and Sighed by Sighed, They came,

far from Fields and Forests of The Days of Your,
to bring back a Rose, Ever as radiant as The Sun,
to gather up Promises, They found along Tlay W .
with The Light of Fulfillment in Their Eyes, Theame,
Each, as One, Each having walked The Momentsfiiitly,
Each having borne The Burden of Time, and The WtaifjHope,
Each having forged a Link in The Chains of Awakepitaid heavy

on Their Shoulders, by The Hand and by TharH of Blind Desire . . .



And, While |, Was Away

( He, was Home )

He played the last eight Games with All The PassiHeart was capable of,
finishing The Season with a .560 batting avera@déome runs ( two in a game,
twice ), and 42 r.b.i.s. ..

The Infield saw His practiced Grace keep the hitsnf Ever seeing the outfield
Grass, and more than few of His assists turned diduble-plays, making
Second Base a foolish place to hit a ball . . .

The St. Lucie National Little League, St. Louis @aals, won The League
Championship (21/7), advancing to The StrongTearal§, and lost in the 3rd
Round with a 4/2 standing . . . by All Accounts,g@od Season, and a lot of
Boys became young Men before Our Eyes, includivig,Own . . .

another Trophy will take It's place on an alreadgveded Shelf, as a shiny and
gold Phalanx of still-life Icons parade across Thamonds, of His Room, of
The Fields, of His Dreams, and of His PathsSaihmer . . .

His Focus, His Dedication, His Ability, and Hi®ve of The Game, have
elevated All who come to watch Him play, for Orenses a kind of Natural
Presence, when He walks on a Field . . .

His Talents, when fused with The Passion of Hisithip become The Magic of
All He will be . . .

and, in two weeks . .. The All-Stars . . .



AngelLexa

The
More, She

fades, from My Life,

The Closer She gets, to My Soul . ..



As Liquid

Love, is

The Woman, of My Soul,
dancing, through The Corridors, of My Heart . . .



ByeLines

( from a Fisher, of Men )

Yesterday's News, remains of a Dei,

to wrap The One, that swam, Away . ..



Celestial Bodies

( Galaxies, in Their Eyes )

The Poetry, in eMotion . . .



Dead Man’s Chest

( One Dei )

You will understand that what | offered would coomy Once in Your Life,
My Hand, holding a Key, to The Gates, bETReign, of Love, Again. ..
We were to herald The Return, with The SymphoofyOur Words,
and This Dance, was to welcome, The DaefrQur Friendship . . .
| was The Path, and You, were The Heart of OwstiDation,
for The Reign will be born in a Tear, from\@man’s Eye . . .
and The Tear was to fall, upon The Face, of Yeith,
to be dried, in The Sun, by The Light, of Music . ..
because, | see, that You have not yet waited Emaugh,
that You are steadfast in Your Willingness to lamong Thorns,
that You are quite comfortable living in The RealfriYour Convictions,
that The Things You hold Dear, are better off eTGrip of Your Empty Hand,
that The First Sign of Hope should be quickly emabrh by the Poison of Your Tongue,
and, if You partake of Joy, do not Ever quesiitie Source, because, Hope knows, He is Far
from lost, when He finds that His Heart, is Almd&ere, and Yesterday's News, remains of a Day,

to wrap, The One,
that swam, Away. ..



Even In The Quietest Moments

( SuperClamp )

| am Hear, with U . ..



Field, of Angels

( The Calling )

there You stand, Your Glove in Hand, dreaminfMoments yet to Be
on This Day, on This Field, just Your Best is TAlel have come to se
each Breath You take, each Play You make, isam€# a Call to Glor
play from The Heart, and live The Thrill, writdqn& Pages of Your Stor
to Win, orto Lose, matters Not, when “ Plays’The Rule of The Da
All You Give, is All You Get, and Always, let Fair " guide Your Way

run through The Game, as in Life, keep Your Foaus Lessons learne

walk through The Fame, to honor The Respect Yoe learned,

with Your Eyes, on The Prize, and The Laws ofd@ra

down These Paths of Summer, You will roa

| pray each Day | see Your Face,

You follow Your Dream,

All The Way,

Home .



Flying, Without Wings

( Writing, About Things )

On, andOn, and On. ..



Mate Expectations

( and All of Our Twists )

with Grace, Always, sitting in My Lap,

is never enough Time, for takinga Nap . . .



Meditations

( on, well, EveryThing )

sLeaps, of Faith . ..



My Bread, My Butter

( Vessel of Hope, on The CurrenSea )

i
The Words that | write,

and The FireBalls | light,

All, must ensure, A Flame . ..



Mythed Opportunities

( of Iron Horses, and Second Prances )

The Luckiest Man, on The Faith of The Earth



of Fathers, and Suns

( for Evan )

on The Shoreline, where | walk, caught betweea Wish, and The Wave,
if Tomorrow fails to shed His Light, | will trease; All that He gave,
and Still, if This Tide, should fail to Returacross Heaven’s Shining Mile,

I will walk, The Days of Infinity, to find e Kingdom, of His Smile . ..



of Kingdoms, Come

( and Gone )

A small piece, by
most standards, pummeled, and polished, by
countless hands, just a hit of gold that had witnessed the light of
ahillion starsin amyriad of skies, sinceitsfirst purpose, acquired a pair of
shoes for a carpenter, who plied his craft on boats down by theriver . . . odd indeed,
the notion of a poor tradesman falling under fortune's favor, by possessing evenonein a
lifetime, for its faces were accustomed to nobler cuts of pocket or purse, lined with afiner
cloth or the rarest hide. . . stranger still was the voyage of this coin of arealm, once cast to
honor the folly of men, and an empire now two millenniadead . . . by land and sea, across
times and continents, marking ajourney of simple and stunning complexity, acoin, al
battered and worn, yet with a hidden splendor, waiting just below the surface, lies
shining, inamorning sun. . . until one day, awoman, guided by the grace of
God, walking along a path of friendship, beholds areflection, and
lowers her hand to touch the rose, emblazoned for

Ever, upon her heart . . .



of Scarlet Letters

if U were, at First, to recognize whatEver ithat My Words are capable of causing to U see,
or feel, then, by Virtue of a Universal Bate that is Always kept, U, have so done, to Me

I literally cannot ( and | have tried so many Timdmish reading a single Selection from
Your WebSight, without having an absoulute FlobémOceans, and therefore Tears,
cascading down My Face . . . beyond what Yeage, and Your Eyes do, as well . ..

| cannot explain why this is so, as | have nothagun to search for the right
Words, howEver, | do know, exactly, what My sifie Purpose upon
this Earth to be, and | also know, exactly, what | am Here to
find . . . which, to put it very simply, i®ve, Again. ..

and Thereln, lies The Truth, of The Mystery, Tk Magic, of The Majesty
of this Process of My Life, which is certainly wbkeyond The Ordinary,
though well within My Ability, to express €Magnitude of It All . . .

My Heart, is not The Heart, of ordinary Men.

| see, |touch, |feel, Ithink, | speak, heugh | were doing so, from
within The Heart, and The Mind, and The Soul,. of well, A Woman,
and yet, | am so completely . . . Male in.every other Way, imaginable . . .

this, is undoubtedly why Your Words affect Me sa simply
because | have been gifted with an InSight, thetva Me
to understand every Word U write . . . and it afdde
so completely, because that is an integral Parhef
Stories, The Voyages of Kings . . . of The Tegibl
Beauty . . . of these Words, that flow, not only
from My Pen, but within My Veins, as well..

now, asto U, Angel...

yes, | know, and | do understand that U avhat U say that U are, no More, no Less. ..
howEver, those simple, and beautiful Qiediaire exactly what | admire most about U . . .
especially when viewed within the timelesarReWork, of Your ~unConscious~ Grace . . .
| would also be a complete liar, if | were to fimilacknowledge that U, have more than
stolen My Heart . . . but for Now, let Us just@ase that | am quite fond of not only
Your literary Accomplishments, but The Manner which U portray Them . . .

U are so completely and extraOrdinarily Feminine . . .
and |, have been blessed with an Eye for Itin The Extreme . . .
and to put it All in Perspective, | see like | know NoOne, Ever has. ..

I am well aware of how little We know of Each Othemd it troubles Me to no End when
| cannot even begin to approach The Notion of wentdo meet U, for | feel that My
~hold~ upon U, is at best tenuous, and thenetisingin this World | am going
to do to risk losing this precious Thread, by plgaunDue pressure upon U
to step Foreward, towards Me, unless Warefortably ready to do so . . .

perhaps We will begin, One Day, to ask of theammersonal Aspects of Our Road to ~Here~, andelemember
that | have quite an Abundance of Things to shatle W, covering a Myriad of Possibilities, thatiow U are going
to enjoy, justas much as|...and | am equaglpnxious, to know ALL about U, to begin to gbate The Tapestry,

of the most aMazing Woman, that has evepsd, into The Pages, of My Life . . .



One Word



One, and The Flame

The River, of Words,
and,

The Giver, of Words . ..



Quantum Mythics

sired, for Light. .. wired, for Sound.. .

( with a little Help, from My Friends )



SheMail

after having just picked Myself up off the floodusted Myself off, and looked at Myself in the
mirror, triple-checked My inbox, confirmed | wast imagining things, attempted ( and failed )
to quiet The Wings of Anticipation in My Heart.. .

| guess | am ready to begin . . .

first, | would nEver suggest that U leave Paradiser would | ever forego The Chance to
observe U in Your Element . . . after All, it'spposed to be about Me, finding U . . . and since
where | am has not born Fruit, well, allow Meéap what U have sown . . .

there are thousands of Things | would love to krdw, and thousands of Ways | wish to know
Them .. .|, too, am quite anxious to conveytAit wanders in The Corridors of My Heart, and
We could begin this amazing Process by givingNaane . . . The DoveTales . . .

Our Passions seem to be both remarkably similard yet wonderfully diverse, which will
certainly color Our Approach to one another withrenthan abundant richness, and equal shares
of mystery, and of course, magic. ..

yes, a few logistical problems present themselvisugh none are insurmountable, and | am
sure the Rewards will more than compensate . . .

yes, | too would like to meet, and talk with dnd wonder of Days to Come . . . and meanwhile,
I guess this mode of conversation will have toisaffor now . . .

thank U, Angel, for answering Your Door, and lfi@aring My Footsteps, upon Your Walk . . .



Sonata for D Major

( Magnum Opus )

Requiem, for a Heavy Wait . . .



StringFellow

( Serenade )

if there are Dreains You weduid like to see, | Wiid Them,
here-are Whispers You-told uiispoken, willérThem,
e-dre Stories You wish to remember, i w@ll Them,

while | lace this Ribbon of Love, -into Yoursw, of Pearls . . .



The Common Wealth

The Essence of Friendship, is

The Richness, of Our Drives . . .



The Cross of Changes

HORSE

20



The Cup, We Runneth Over

( Time, and Rhyme, Again )

why Glamour, has no Gleanws because it is covered with Lust,
why Glitter, has no Depthis because it is covered with Rust,
why Glitz, has no Shineis because it is covered with Must,
why Gold, has no Clarityis because it is covered with Dust,
why Hope, is ever Flyingis because it was given up for Lost,
why Love, is never Founds because it was given up for Cost,
why Fame, has no Fortunés because it was given up for Spent,
and why Mine, is not Yoursis because it was given up for Lent,
and why Glory, has no Graces for The Price, We had to Pay,

and, why from Here, to Etety, is Ever so Far, Away . ..

( “ i swear,i had nothing to do, with the crack ", s&id )



The Land, of ForEver

( 2002 )

Summer of 300 Years
Sea of Dreams
Land of Forever
Realms of Splendor
The Calling
Dance with a Princess
Feast of Immortals
Falling through Time
Heavenly Cities

OceanSky . ..



The Ring, of Promise

so There, All at Once, They heard The Sound,
knowing from Then, Their Hearts were bound,
to All that Remained, from This Day, to Until,

to My Whispers of Hope, from This Day, Btil .



The Sand, and The OurGlass

( what Dreams, may Come )

it is to this statement | would like to draw Youteation, and in so doing, request this offehelp, since

| am in the unfortunate position of needing it..and while | am going to assume those words reptes
somewhat of a mission statement, | doubt very ntbahYou would contest the fact, simply by virie
My being a member of the audience, or market,wiaich it was intended, and, more importantligattl
represent an actual customer . . . | am going 4o aksume, that You know nothing of the event | a
about to unfold, though they are ocurring undervary umbrella of Your Name, regardless of actwal
implied responsibility . . .

| am going to tell You a story, about a Woman, ovadme day last november in 2007, came upon those
very words, and the rest of Your marvelous webs&ead whose world changed significantly enough to

begin the formulation of a dream, because of treandtic effect the site had on Her, and all of the

possibilities that subsequently come to one’s miieen wrapped in the professionalism of design and

creativity that You have so successfully employed and therein, lies the rub, because whatahbty

of itis, is the furthest thing from a dream it.is indeed a calamity . . .

but | am getting ahead of Myself, and in ordeffuly illustrate the scenario, | am going to briiYgu

back to june 19 of 2007, when, on Her birthday, | had decidegresent Her with the gift of waking up

in the blue ridge mountains of north carolina, ethShe had never seen before, having been born and
raised in new jersey, and somehow Her life had kKep from seeing the beauty of that place unghth. .

well, naturally She fell in love with the areanda without too much coaxing on My part, decided
pursue the notion of acquiring property, and settdown for the rest of Her days, within that lilig
sought-after but quite elusive dreamscape, obg kbme in the mountains~ . . .

by october, She purchased a half-acre site ositleeof a mountain, in a little township outsidebanner
elk, called seven devils, on a wooded lot nowvikmas 33 buckeye lane, about 4,500 ft above selalev
and in direct line-of-site of grandfather mountain. and while this appears rather idyllic on thaside,
the process was not without hardship because ofrtuelulent misrepresentations of a realtor/develop
She employed to find the property, and to alseagiroject manager and subsequent builder of & lodm
his design . . . She spent 5 months wasting Hee tiith this individual, who, until then could nmiuster
the where-with-all to provide Her with an actuastto build said home, but would rather work ocoat-
plus basis . . . no dice, and after considerakfemrse ( $3,000 ) for his services to date, Shtega
company, with Her first bitter taste of what thi®cess was turning into . . .

by november, ‘lo and behold, Her continued reseand never-say-die attitude resulted in finding t
website, and once again, Her dream came alieeréver before, just as they knew it would, amd s
began the selection process, and by decemberh&htound a new dealer just coming online, asdra

of individual who seemed quite anxious to help, swary nice, and a strong relationship was soon
developed, and the final planning stages wereatetil quite quickly . . . and because she haddjrdane
quite a bit of research and selections, and ayréaéw what She wanted, though a standard amdunt o
layout options were eventually discussed and ddaign, the process moved along well, and modsl w
chosen . . . and by january of 2008, plans cradées were paid, and She was on Her way again . .

now, here is were things start to get cockeyedhaga because She had qualified for the loalriiag this

all about way back in october, all She neededrtzged were the actual contracts from the buildses,
well as the materials package to finalize the pedaggs for the loan and subsequent funding . weher,
there was the proverbial clock ticking, namelysiovery attractive discounts offered by the package
provider, along with a price increase deadlinengrch . . . and since Her quick decisions in no Wag
any bearing on the speed of pricing turn-aroune tirthose deadlines were rapidly approaching, Sirel
soon lost the february discount . . .



The Sand, and The OurGlass

that left the march deadline looming, along witle tprice increase, and while the dealer had dgtual
secured a rentable and fenced-in off-load sitetHerfirst delivery of materials, and the bank magved
swiftly in order to meet those deadlines, She whlg to close the loan by the™@f february . . . the
package providers had their deposit ( $12,00t¢, builder had his deposit ( $18,000 — 10% plusctis

of permits, surveys, bonds, etc. ) and all by thedy of march, and all out of Her own pocket (uing
the $40,000 cost of the lot on buckeye ), to Battse bank’s loan-to-down payment requirements She

is now in the game pretty deep, though still taendefinition of the word ~commitment~ . . .

now here is where the calamity begins . . .
mid march:

the bank finally decides to read the fine printtloé log package provider's contract . . . and refu®
honor something as yet unheard of as the deliveegifications, upfront payments, multiple sougciof
deliveries, and finally, the fact that no deliyevill be paid for that is not on the homesite litse . and,
since none of these issues could be ironed outdestwhe intractable provider and the equally ob#tin
bank, nor could the homesite be prepared in tonadet or receive the first load - 6 week deliveniteria,
She, now loses another $2,000 . . . okay . . .seine, lose some . .. but it doesn't stop there .

late march:

the bank decides to withdraw it's funding of anpthipertaining to the aforementioned as a provider o
materials, though would continue funding the betijdas long as She would accept all risks ancetber

fund the materials process Herself . . . and siblce owned Her townhome outright, and possessed a
perfect credit standing, She was able to secuireaof credit sufficient enough to cover the co$t
materials, and once more, rebounding again, wméd by the ridiculous machinations of the povhas

be, completed Her end of the bargain within 3 meesks . . . She was back in business, though the
burden of this dream was becoming heavier with eaxchevery passing day . . .

mid april:

all that was left to wait for, was the availalyiliof the builder, who, being in the final stagefs
completion on the dealer's new home, and had ¢mer 'ome on the books to complete, assured Hér th
as soon as the weather became more favorable,warld commence at buckeye lane as soon as possible
. .. meanwhile, with the cost of permits, sumeyponding, and construction blueprints alreadiiand,

he would proceed with securing these items priccdimmencement, so as to be ready for moving on to
Her project when the time allowed . . . remembering course, that since She had become the dealer
first customer, and located a mere twenty milesmifthe dealer's new home, things looked promi$img

a reasonable start date, with an expectation wipbetion by november . . . and all of which, hazbb
monitored, verified, and endorsed, by the ddailmself . . .

mid may:

no such luck . . . as the weeks roll by, with vagumplied references to uncooperative weatheaydgl
and, since the dealer’s role in this affair haketaan obvious back seat to his own concerns fidrise,

his properties in florida, trade shows, dealanisars and whatnot ) communication suffered through
relying on the total lack of inspiration on the lder’s part to maintain any form of customer supgnr
way of either phone or email, and, since theeateahs limited to only what the builder cared tib lhém,

all progress seemed to come to a complete standstil

however, there are other plans afoot . . .



The Sand, and The OurGlass

not prepared or inclined to get in the way of Hamagoals, She initiates the planning stages of ékdr
from south carolina, which meant placing Her toaunée on the market, negotiating the nonrenewal of
Her lease for Her business by december, liquidatibHer inventory, and the general planning & th
details involved with the moving of Her life, care and possessions into the mountains of noritiina,

into the home of Her dreams . . .

early june:

after many requests for first-hand information reliieg progress, and receiving only second-handsge
as to the intentions of the builder, She is rdiegido whatever reports the dealer ( who also fimdsself
closing in on the final stages of his own mode&h glean from the rapidly disappearing builderd &amo
has now indicated that he is severely behind inwosk, and fully involved with the construction of
another log home in the area . . . it is quite appathat concerns do exist about starting Hergatoj but
that neither party possesses a clue as to wheiglit foegin . . .

with increased frustration caused by a total lafckny progress, and feeling the effects of beilaggd in
a vacuum of an informational dead-zone, and livenigours away, in another state, while watchhng t
world in general, and the real estate/home bugldirarket in particular fall into a tailspin, thigusition
becomes rather scary . . . combined with the fat $he has been paying over $900 in interest ebargr
month for the loan on the materials package thatiikssitting in Wisconsin, and with no real hopé
receiving them any time in the near future . . .

mid june:

after applying a new level of pressure for somegpmss to be made, She is told that the ever-ausiv
grader operator is ready to begin Her project,, hie dealer asks a favor . . . could He be altbvee
utilize said grader on the final dressing-up of tmsdel’s lot before said grader leaves the are#h tive
absolute assurance that, in 3 or 4 days, theegraduld be then ready to begin work on buckeye lan.
fine, She says. ..

another week goes slowly by, and, of coursehingthas happened on buckeye lane, the gradengs |
gone from the dealer’'s house, the builder is tasybon the roofing stage of the other project torre
calls, the dealer is back in florida for two weelkesd well . . . who knows . . .

further investigation reveals it was all a rusepd dhe grader was never at the site, for 3 vemypks
reasons . . . the builder had never staked in dlisénlayout on the site, had not yet appliedterlduilding
permit, had not yet paid for the construction homaehd was still too busy to call and explain tiis1-of-
events, leaving the dealer quite red-in-the-facehfiving been, once again, further manipulatetiding
told, only what he wanted to hear . . .

the present:

feeling quite contrite at this stage, and beingticmally reminded that the integrity of the pastie
responsible has now entered a less-than-exempktyss the dealer, being now caught betweendtle r
and the hard place, secures a head-to-head meeiinghe builder, who then offers to pay certain
penalties ( $1,000 per week ) commencing on tH& @7june, for any further delay in beginning the
project, and a blanket penalty ( $3000 ) shoukdftoters not be in place 3 weeks after the grataeg
commenced . . . fine, and a signed addendum isdatlul the contract, faxed to all concerned, a@n th
morning of the 2%, the very day, She comes to later find out,t tha builder is off to wisconsin, on a 4
day journey, to pick up a load of materials foe thealer and another log home, leaving Her to wond
whether he will return in time to commence, befdegaulting on the first week of the addendum, than
39 of july . . . and, still, no building permit algd for, no bond paid, no layout done, and #deu,
throwing his money away . . .



The Sand, and The OurGlass

insult to injury:

the ultimate irony, is the arrival to the dealesdal a little more than a week ago, of one ofdffieers
from log home company, in town to review and euafly to praise the virtues of the skills and
craftsmanship of this very same builder . . . whitet twenty miles away, sits 33 buckeye laneyoid of
even the hint of the sound of a chainsaw, quiathting for the ghost of a chance, for a dream to
materialize, and not a single tree flagged, paeturned, no grader, nor gradestake, in sight

in summation ( finally ), | will address the trparpose of this chronology, by way of remindinguYaf
Your aforementioned mission statement, and Yowwed commitment to provide Your customers with
all the promises Your endeavor was designed tallfulf . while making You very aware, of the one
customer, that seems to have fallen through theksr of Your very own foundation . . . and in tight

of Your own successes, | can only hope that Yasiom has not yet been clouded, nor Your dreams
become so lofty, that You have lost sight of te@yvdreams of those who have supported You, and
believed in You, in the pursuit of realizing Youwn . . .

the purpose, and the plan:

| request, henceforth, that You utilize the dbpe and power of Your station, to ensure thatdieam

is still alive and well, and resting in Your mastpable of hands, by monitoring these eventsm foo-
high if You wish, though with sufficient attentido detail, to allow for a timely commencement and
conclusion of this project, within the frameworkepiously specified, and without further undue and
unforeseen costs or delays, until the last naditigsck upon the home, of Her dream . . . Shepo nd
longer deserves to bear the weight of this unagstai nor should She be made to suffer the slingh a
arrows of someone else’s fortune . . .

and who, am |, to make this request ? . ..

well, You will certainly find out in due time ( ot from the dealer himself ), but in a nutshdliwill
give You a brief synopsis of where | stand in thisole affair . . . having found Myself in Her lildmost
two years ago, when arriving via the same twistaté that brought Us both to an obscure littlesiba
town called pawleys island, coming from differentds of the same coastline, to begin the lonelgpect
of starting a new life in strange but quaint lowdntry surroundings, where hope still seemed, pting
eternal . . .

and after spending over four decades in the coot&tru industry, from massachusetts to florida, |
theoretically semi-retired Myself to pawleys islantaving paid sufficient enough dues to now puraue
more artistic side of life . . . and having seest bout every trick in the spec book, and hawinigten in

a few tricks of My own, having acquired intimateokvledge of the horror stories pervading this itduys
perpetrated by those whose existence is defindddogreed of thieves, having witnessed the bigs sy
the game with more finesse and sagacity than Ydudll ever possess, having handled projectsit@s
the scope of buckeye lane, and utilizing operatidanding You can only dream about, having spbat
last decade of My time in florida as an operatior@ager, for one of the most successful and ermgarg

of businessmen and developers in this countrywell, | am sure You can now understand, exastiat
My position, and My purpose is, in this Womanteain . . .

and soon enough, those blue ridge mountains eanhegan to call, and so, was born the spafithe
light, of the dream You now are fully aware of,daare certainly somewhat responsible for . . .thedask
at hand, lies at the furthest point from rockeesce, yet well within the realm of a simple maibé
execution . . . and | am here to see that it geteed . . done right, and on time, long and welore it
ever gets out of hand . . . and because, in tle when it all gets said, and when it all getagloShe was
not only doing it all in pursuit of Her own dreamisut, all along, She was doing it, for Me . ..

Her Guardian Angel . . .



The Tempest, and The TeaCup

out of all the ridiculous excuses for human beimgthis world, and i refer to those of
the male half of humanity, who, i will assumeguywill continue to weed your way
through, in order to find some sort of fulfilmerdr happiness, or companionship
before your life on this planet is over. . .
you decide, for some perverted or vicarious reagoroy with the feelings
and sensitivities of the one good man still in gtise in this woebegotten
world, who could have brought you more joy, mexeitement, more
passion, more meaning to your pathetic life, thaypwoman could
ever deserve to know . . .
you have set such a poor example of a southern lathch is
an epithet you do not deserve to use, for i hageanfew,
that would have had the decency to inform me df the
intentions without trying to damage my self esteem
in the process . . .
you have come so, so close, to the end of a
glorious rainbow . . . and now you will be
left on the path of life, with hand and
heart still empty, for choosing to
forsake, the only man that
God has truly smiled
upon via the gift
i hold, for
everin
my
h
e
a
r
t...
trust me, when i say,
this will haunt you,
for the rest, of
your days . .



The Wings, of Reliance

( Far, from Ordinary )

Albatross, Dove, Eagle, Falcon, lbis, Larkpd¥ingBird, Sparrow, and Wren,

as Each, wear The Frown, of Thorns, farttzaare The Herald, of Love, Again . ..



This Book, of Angels

( Shield of Dreams )

if
| write It,

They will come . . .



Thorough, Bred and Born

( Steed, of Light )

The Whisper, of Courses,

upon God'’s Triple Crown . . .



Walking, in The Light, of My Son




Weigh Back When

. .. wrote a small Book, a Collection of Poetngddrose, a hundred Pages or
so, for and to My Wife, never got it published one Peace was published in a
hard-bound Anthology, to which | paid $25 for tReviledge, back in the late
70's...

used Peaces of the Collection to put together \\diat became My Wedding

Vows, which, through the next twenty Years becamePassage of Choice~
for the Nuptuals of close Friends and Acquaintancesd in the late 80's |

started to choreograph Events using these Peasespped around New Age
Music . . .

this became some Sort of Mission, in that | créa@e Anthology of this Music,
which tracked the Careers of over 100 Artists, badan to weave The Music
around The Peaces of A Story that was developihger so slowly . . . and once
Again, | began distributing Copies of these Coatpins to My Friends and
Acquaintances, along with a Booklet of self-stytddner Notes~, and by the
mid-90’s, the Endeavor became a 17 tape/35 hourige Journey, called
Spectra Harmonica . . .

so On and so Forth, this Path continued to wana¢it One Day in early
September, back in '95, while in the creative diw of finalizing a 3 hour/35
song/14 artist/5 part Story call&tbcturna, A Tale of Two Lovetsfor another
Wedding Series, and, while working the proverBial job ( in construction ) |
found MySelf, at precisely 4:02pm on the 5th, ckiu by none Other than, a
Bolt, of Lightning . . .

over The Course of the next Twenty Months, thginal Manuscript, started in
'78, calledDiamond, became the First Trilogy of The Story . . . Théart
Wedding Series, Nocturna, became The Last Five Stories, of The First
Trilogy . . . The Wedding Vows, callethe Echg became The First Story, of
The First Duet, of The First Trilogy, which, Byne of '97, became. ..

The First Page, of 1700 Pages, of The Book.,edalllThe Voyage, of Kings . . .



When Ever Becomes Until

if
Ever | kiss

The Ring, of Always,

My Life, will then, be All Days . ..



When Unicorns Fly

The Weak, shall inherit The Girth,
The Bleak, shall inherit The Mirth,

The Meek, shall inherit The Worth,

as The Seek, so inherit, This Earth. . .



Whirled Wide Web

( WeMalil )

Im fyn, stil@ C, ona VOK,

hope U r well, b Home sune . ..



Whom Ever, is Into

( a Tower, of Babel )

|!
Always,

want, to know . ..



The Seventh DoveTale

The Pageant of Lili

as The Light of The Millennia, cast long Ago, nfra Distant
Fire, and roaming for an Eternity to every Cornef Her
Universe, now stands reflected at Last, in Thel®of Her
Innocence, and brought forth as an Echo to kiss Heart,
by a single and simple Whisper of Faith alone .and no
sooner did this Touch surround Her from within, smoner
did this glorious Embrace pour Itself over The Magde of
Her Loneliness, no sooner did this Memory of Dag that
Her Music had died fall away to Oblivion, not ordid She
finally realize where Ever was, not only did Slmalfy
understand what Ever had done, but She felt begherrible

and the indescribable Beauty, of His infinite Deste . . .



The Waiting

The Web, of Pearls

on a vast and remote Plain, on an Island in alf®ontSea, in The Shadow of an
Ancient Sentinel of Creation, where a Host of Steircle The Skies above, and
pause, to witness, and to wonder, of The Comofdihe Kingdom, of Dawn . ..

and on This Field, All The Lilies stand, HandHand, and Hearts as One, Their
Bond of Freedom forged with The Fires of Passioffhieir Eyes, ignited by The
Light of One Heart, They gather as One, The DeeafrDays yet to Come . . . and
as This End heralds of This Beginning, They walthwhe Might of Heroes, a
glorious Parade of Suns, Jewels of Innocencegirginof Joy, of Freedom, of The
State of Independence, The Essence of Friend&fop;es of a Golden Wind, in a
Myriad of Colors, capturing The Hearts of Men, damhe Souls of Women,
whispering, of The Echo . ..

and This Time, and This Place, will be The Dawtoe Light of Grace, The Eve
of Sunrise, as Hope weds Fulfilment, on Theiilight Path, and as The Angel of
Love raises Her Eyes and kisses The Tears fromFHoe of The Crimson Dove,
from This Moment on, until All Moments fade, TBeng, sung on The Breath of
Angels, The Love that is The Thread of God’'s Hedihe Message, The Echo of
The Whisper of The Promise of The Gift, is that Heve is Eternal, and Her Kiss,
is Always . . .

and, All at Once, All throughout The Universerorh The Fountainhead of
Paradise, rising softly, as a Rush of Golden Wiimide The Sweet Music of
The Rhythm of Glory, capturing The Heart and ThalSf All Things Dear,
moving as Cool Water, as The Spirit, as The EssefiJoy, roaming for Ever
and to Always, The Infinite Path of All Desireast from The Distant Horizons
of Skies Beyond, The Fires of Creation, and arsoMite Perfection of
Harmony heard only in The Thread of Dreams . . .

something Wondrous, and Precious, with an Intgnisorn to crack The

Heavens, an Echo, a Breath, a Whisper of Theégoof Angels, Heralds of
The Valley of Roses, cascading slowly over Thed@as of Avalon, singing of
The Word, singing of The Message, singing witle Bound of Light . . . and
The Light is The Dawn, and The Dawn is The Grac@ad, and The Grace of
God is The Promise, and The Promise is The Jeweald The Jewel is The
Embrace, and The Embrace is The Coming, and Dmeirt is The Kingdom,

and The Kingdom, will be The Gift, of Love, Agai. .



A Letter, to A Rising Sun

( 7/17/2000 )

Hello Evan,

| will begin This Letter, to U, My Son, with Théery First Words U saw upon opening It . . . ~iddivan~ . . .

It is with These Words, that | will begin a New &her in My Life, whose Story will most assure@gCircle
Yours, as U continue On, within Your Own Bookireams . . .

It is with These Words, that | will begin to puesa greater Understanding, of what It is thamgdrtant, about
being a Father, and far more Deeply, what Ih& ts Important, about having a Son, as WondeaBWJ . . .

It is with These Words, that | will tell U of Myrpfound Sadness, when | look back upon The Timave been
~Away~ from U . . . Here, yet not Here, as | warmedi among The Pages of My Own Book of Dreams . . .
searching for Answers to Questions | hope U wile@mey ask Me, as Your Father . . . and as U wiiveer One
Day, when The Voice is that, ¥burSon or Daughter . . .

It is with These Words, that | will offer U My Gaitest Hope, that whatEver Time We have spent Tgbet
remains for Ever in Your Heart, as It will in Mine . SteadFast, Resolute, and IronClad . .erevftternity rests,
built upon a Foundation of Honesty, Integrity, iogon, and Most of All, Love . ..

It is with These Words, that | will lay open That@s to Your Freedom, by providing U with a Chatacblossom,

to grow, to explore, to imagine, and to readthe Promise of Your Own FullFillMeant . . . anddtlow U to
define Your Own Purpose, Your Own Path, and Y@wn Passion, via The Bridge of whatEver Wisdom |
possess, and have Always tried to share with U . .

It is with These Words, that | will congratulate Wbor Every Single One of Your Achievements, thdareat and
those Small . . . Each of which, U have gracedth Wibur boundless Determination and FortitudeEach of which,

has been blessed, by The Gifts of Who U Are, Alhtl will Become . . . and Each of which, proudlears The
Cloak, of My deepest Admiration . . .

It is with These Words, that | will offer U My Thés, for coming into This World, so that All TMoMeants that
allowed Me laugh, and allowed Me to cry, andwbd Me to embrace The Honor of being Your Fatheould
live, in The Light of Your Eyes, and in The Beaof Your Smile . . .

It is with These Words, that | will solemnly prasei to fulfill Your Every Need, Your Every Wishyour Every
Desire, that falls within The Boundaries, of MgJe for U . . . a Place, U will One Day discovas, called,
Infinity . . .

Ever,

Your Dad,

The Iron Horse

AfterThought . . . Each and Every Day, please¥Xellir Mother, U love Her . . .



A Letter, to A Setting Sun

( 7/17/2000 )

Hello S.,

when comes The Day U discover This Letter, My Hipethat It arrives to find U more at Peace, nthay Other
Time in Your Life . . . and by This, | sincerelyean, that | hope U have found a Sanctuary of Wstdeding, that
could encompass All the Sorrow, Hardship, andPaif having to endure the long and lonely Path_ifd,
shared, with a wretch like Me . . .

how ironic, that the only Way | could Ever begintell U of My Feelings, in such a Way as to ciruent Our
inAbility to communicate, as Human Beings, as baml and Wife, is to put into Words, on a Patie Very
Thoughts that have thus Far eluded Me, in All Time We have spent Together . . . the Very Thouyglitet
portray My deepest Gratitude, for Every Momentjefy Hour, and Every Day, that U have given sB8alfishly,
of Your Love, and Your Devotion, and Your Friehigs. . . and, of Course, The Gift of Your Ultitea and
EverLasting Significance . . . that of being ThethMa, of Our Son . ..

it is this One Word, ~Friendship~, in The Staabave, that | wish to address, when | begin ¢@auré The State of
Our coExistence, over the past Decade . . . widldmount of Words could Ever describe All The Gdbdt has
reigned down upon Our Lives ToGether, including Biessings of Partnership and ParentHood, | heakzed,
that Each and Every Path | chose to follow, EawhBvery Mark | chose to make upon the World, easied out,
with an Ever-increasing Level &elfDetermination . . . leaving no Time, or Spacey, The Journey, called Us . ..

and, over The Course of the past Year, | havihdureroded The Foundations of Our Union, by viotaThe

Sanctity of Your Faith, Honor, and Trust . . ft&bf Your Self, that U have so tirelessly givah | have crushed,
within The Iron Grasp of My complete Selfishness and through It All, comes The Realizationattiihe Shadow
disAppearing into The Mist, slowly fading beyont€rlLight of Day, is that which | cannot bear teda . . the
most treasured Aspect of knowing U . . . Your Fd&np . . .

remember Always, that whereEver | may have gonbatEver | may have done, whoEver | may have set®

find, SumWhere, along This Voyage of My Hearfell, in love, with God, and All The Majestyatlies Within

.. ..and SumHow, through This Process, throughk $tar-Crossed Endeavor, One that drew Me spRar from

Home, that drew Me Away from All We had dreamedsbéring, that drew Me Away from The Shelter ofuro
Kindness . . . was One, that U so graciously aldwle to pursue . . . and All the While, nEver Wi, nEver

dreaming, thatin The End, It would break YoumaHe . .

these Words, The Essence of My Craft, and Thenkity of My Will to master It, are also, as Any®would
honestly admit, a Gift, from This Very Same Gad. and with This Gift came The Paradox, whiclkdbp that
The Very Words | was given to tell My Story, arbelVery Words that became The Sword, that laid Qessed
Union, Asunder ... and for This, | will remainForgiven, for Ever ... and for This, | wilEver see The Smile,
of God, for as Long as | walk This Universe . . .

and because of This, the only Thing that mattesstmthe only Thing that means More than any God|, Ever
dreamed, is to One Day see Your lovely Smile, iAga. glistening, in The Divine Light, of Yodttappiness . . .

for Always,
S.

AfterThoughts . . .
U are The First Woman, that | Ever, truly, fellLove with, for

U are The First Woman, to Always hold Thiade, in My Heart . ..
because,

The Diamond, waiting, Far beyond ForEvisryYour Friendship . . .



AirHeart

( flying, into The Face, of God )



Amazing, Grace

because, when | think of You, deeply,
The Sensations, are much like Falling,

within You . . .



And This, Is, So

and So, is The Reason Why, because as Ever kstvhen,

The Echo, that He, had Always heard, wesltbve, Again. ..



China Roses

( Maid, in The Shade )

for My Porcelain Doll . . .



[, C

( U, Thee )

was Two,

now |, am Free. ..



Imaginary Friends

yes, itis True, justletithe. ..



In The Land, of Make ( Them ) Believe

( and Roam, was not built, in A Dei )

A
Sky, cracks,
from the Terrible Beauty . . .
Faith flies on a Wing and a Prayer,
where Angels walk, inside a Fairy’s Tale,
and Children dance, to The Sound of Reason,
where Wishes, ride Horses, into The SonRise,
and Castles soar, from a single Grain of Sand
Roses are born, in a World without Thorns,
Hope lives, in The Heart, of Lovers, All,
A Light shines, on All that came Before,
and Happiness is All that Ever was After,
where Patience waits, for an Echo’s Return .
and as Darkness falls, upon The Follies, of Men,
and The Night so fades, from The Memory, of When,
as The Host of Stars, Here, to Witness, and eodr,
bow Their Heads, toward The Rush, of Thunded an
All, are rapt, while a Butterfly sings, because,
They have All begun to remember, of

A Voyage, ofKings. ..



Lark

walk in The Morning Sun, and kiss



Light House

My
Angel,
at Times,
The Yearning
| feel for You, is
as Deep, and as Long,
and as Endless, as The Light,
from a Distant Fire, roaming,
as It will, for Ever, and yes,
for All The Days of Infinity . . .
and Still, | have yet to see,
The Majesty of Your Grace,
The Windows of Your Eyes,
The Loveliness of Your Smile,
and, Angel, it feels like Eternity,
the Time | would gladly live, Again,
for | believe that Eternity Is, As You Are..
and The Breath, of Always, flies on Your Voice,
The Voice, of Music, The Voice, of My Porceld@holl,
A Whisper, of The Wings, of The ButterFlgf My Celestial Sea . . .
The Reason this Universe can exist, is to behiwithe Light of Your Kindness,
The Shelter of Your Heart, for as The Path of MysiPe follows The Echo of The Millennia,
so shall I, follow You, to The Place where itnsi only when You wish, and Your Wishes come True
only when You smile, The Place where | wait, qatlly, inside Your Heart, when You hear Me, wleisng,

| love You. ..



Not Your Stock Exchange

( bulls, bares, bleeds, and blinds )

go ahead, speculate 'on Future . . .



of Iron’s Will

Ashes to Ashes, from Dust, so He must,
for He, has Always gone, The Distance,
and from The Time, of His Question, to
The Rhyme, of His Answer, it was Ever

His Patience, came The Grace Between . ..



One Look, at A Book

( Trump Card )

it ocurred to Me, as | was busy compiling, edjtirand printing this Endeavor,
that throughout most of It's Creation, which spamer 5 years and some 6,000
pages, there remains a constant Thread runningdhrThe Process. . .

and that is the simple Fact that | have been amsutiwith Your Voyage, if
You will, and gratefully so, since the Time Idirbegan to imagine just where

The Story might lead . . . which, if Memory senMe, was in The Spring of
1996 . .. a mere 5,500 pages Ago . . .

for whatEver Reason, | feel that | owe You a cdesible Note of Thanks, at
Least, for providing Me with a Means to sustairisTRream, by allowing Me
to Work, and exercise My Craft, right alongSideuys . . .

and if You think that This is just some sort ofledi Attempt, to garner Favor
with whatEver Influences You may have in the Putitig World, then . ..

yes, | guess You might be Right . . .

and, while Its Contents, might be Far, from Ytawored Cup of Tea,

rest Assured in The Knowing, that You holceMery Best, from Me . . .



One of These Deis

( Maybe So, or After All )

for The Come What Mights, and The Come What Mays,

Certainty, no Doubt, shall put an End, te®3e Clichés . ..



Our Souls, to Keep

A Whole Wide World, in Her Hands . . .



easonBeholds| nsight

( on A Field, of Dreams )

These Paths, of Summer, for Ever, | roam,

My Son is The One, who leads Me, Home . ..



Second Harvest

( on The Eve, of The Day, of The Last, of Thed#s, of The Shades, of Grey )

My Soul, is The Gift, of The Thread, of God’'safe and therefore, is borne

The Acknowledgement, of The Existence, loé Reason, for Universal Love . . .



sPrinter Ink

Five Hundred Smiles, per ThankFull . . .



Station to Station

( Train, of Thought )

The Rattle, and The Hum, that echoes through ké&yB

try as | may, and try as | might, it is dng Me, in Sane . ..



The Beauty

( of AuniVerse )

My
Poetry,
is writing,
that formulates a
concentrated awareness
of experience, in a language
chosen and arranged to create
a specific emotional response
through meaning, sound,

rhythm and . . .

( O 1990 Merriam-Webster, Inc. Ninth New Collegiatetnary )



The Brightest Star

( inan Angel's Eyes )

as Always, Our Seasons ebb, as do Our Reasams flo
Her Path was born to grace My Life, of This, lldmw,

when All My Days have risen, upon All My Eyes disae,

| give thanks to God, for shining, Her gbws Light, on Me . ..



The Burdens, on Freedom’s Back

The Weight, of Injustice, and The ExcestLiberty . . .



The i's of Infinity

(' of which there are three )

The Farthest Thing, from The ShortSited,

is The Closest Thing, to The FarSighted . . .



The Lines, on The Face, of Respect

( Flaw Enforcement )

The I's, of Ego,

The Eyes, of Envy,
The Gaze, of Avarice,
The Glare, of Disregard,
or The Look, of Discontent,

shall Ever remain, out of Sight . ..



The Name, of The Flame, of God

( is Love )

let My People know, let My People go . . .



The PreFace

While This Peace, so wanders, through a Timel Season,

Ever, is My Journey, between The Rhyme, HmelReason . . .

IH/99



The See, of Glass

€g

ropsupo

y Window, o

his Voy:. of Kings. ..



The Shoes, of A Fisherman

( walking, This Way, comes )

The
Eyes, of
My Sun, to
fill Them, |
have just
begun, to

see Him . ..

The
Eyes, of
My Sutg
fill Thenh
havstju
begun,

eddim . . .



The Velvet Hammer, of Grace

a comin’ down on Thee,

yes, ifonly U could see . ..



to All The Children, of The Shorn

( Frails, Orphans, Urchins, and Waifs )

The Bleak, shall inherit, The Mirth . ..

( along with ALL of The Pudding )



Trepidations aSighed

| had seen three incredible, and indelible Imadi@sng that inFamous ~First
Approach~ . . . The First being a 9,000 acre Bo&nBanctuary, called
BrookGreen Gardens, reBuilt and reStored in thee 1800’s on the grounds of
old Rice Plantations by some wealthy folks namedtthgton, the Matriarch of
which was an avid and gifted Artist in Her own tighand created a Sculpture
and Statuary Garden with over 800 Exhibits fromigistall over the World . . .
4 miles from ~Home~ . . . Second, was the disgoeéra stunning State Park
on the Ocean, also named after the Huntingtori#) am impressive DuneWalk
out towards a 6 mile ShoreLine of absolutely naghinit Sand and Sea, without
a single Sign of human habitational presence inwie. . 3.5 miles from
~Home~ . . . and then, Thirdly, was the ~HomeSelft . . . a quaint,
multiGabled, enChanted DollHouse set upon a Lawéth a billion trees all
around, in a quiet little Enclave called PawleystrBat, and 2 miles from the
Ocean, as the Crow, doesfly. ..

and on the reTurn Trip, the Decision was madeto .do sumThing, about The
Quality of My Life, and officially close a 30 Ye&hapter in that Life, and
begin aKnew . . . so, | gave a 60 Day Notice to Eiployer of 10 years (
Donald Trump ) ( yup ), hired a Mover to haul My Stuff ( 2 cars,
motorcycle, furniture to fill a 2 bedroom housegpver 1,000 Books, 8
bookcases, massive stereo and computer commarner,ceB0 speakers, a
garage-full of tools and benches, and a 6'x 9’ IB5@o0t-so-portable train
Village | had built for My Son 15 years ago ( whiglas about to go through it's
3% move, and this time, | had to build a wheelettisle frame for transport )
which took every cubic inch of a 26’ Truck, plugar trailer . . . and off, I, (
and the Movers ) went . . .

on a solid 10 hour Jaunt through 3 states, iBaB®IW loaded to the Gills with
Electronics and Clothes and whatNot, and arriveldme~ at 3:30am on a 32
degree SaturDay Morning, 01/28/06, burnt-out, s&y the least, and the
Movers are due by 5:pm . . . which means | haventdack, sleep, and create
enough room in the Garage for 80% of My Stuff tg gmd in only 20% of the
cubic area available . . . oy, vay. .. ‘causeguess what . . . this ~Home~, is
only just a ~Home~, for aWhile . . .



Under, The EyeGlass

( Name Brand )

y Depth | examine The Scientific,

more definitive becomes, a Signature . . .



Wave, On Wave

cast Your Thread, upon The Water, and sk&vQreeds, of Love. ..



When The Saints, Go Marching Thin

( Idle Worship )

The Vatican's May Dei Parade . . .



Whether, or Naught

( Itreigns )

far two windy, to Dei,

and |, without a Vane,

and no Slack, in Sight. ..



While Wishes, Ride Horses

( and Dolphins smile )

Glory, remains, for anOther Dei,
when Her Story, of The Our,

reckons, Every Minute . ..



Wind, Swept
( Tuesday, the 5th )

on a perfectly typical South Florida Afternoon, rigan September of '95,
during an equally typical South Florida onslaughtrmre Rain in a half hour
than some parts of The World see in a year, andldedl by a typically
stunning Display of Thunder and Lightning, thagémsed far too foreboding . . .

I, finding Myself quickly running out of availableeal estate that had not yet
been recently and mightily scorched to Obliviondmy One of the passing Bolts
of electrified Mayhem, and, also finding Myselftiag as the tallest Iltem

within 200 yards, carefully threaded My Way ovemMy Truck, parked across
the now darkening and deserted construction Sitejer and quite close to the
Trunk of a large, and well-endowed South FloridteePTree . . .

The Quirk of Fate had strategically placed the Hiree immediately adjacent to
the Driver's Side of My Truck, so, while standibgtween the half-opened
Door, with My Back a mere inch or two away frone ttold, damp Bark of The
Tree, and My Feet firmly planted upon it's Rootshappened . . .

because | usually wear a beat-up black Fedora, sevBrim occludes any up-
ward peripheral Vision, | never saw The Flash afht, and with My Left
Hand now firmly fused with the Door Handle, | bage Wonder about a
strangely remarkable Sensation cruising up the tteafMy Body, and All in
the Time it takes to blink . . .

just now, and almost four Years later, | have aayliet little Notion enter My
Thoughts, that, on The Surface it seems trivyat It provokes a deeper Pause
when examined by My Heart, is the lonely littlecEathat The Feeling, of this
Light, came long before The Sound, of It's Thunde.

When [ finally gathered enough of My Wits to dectdeget in out of The Reign,
wet, shivering, and hyper-ventilating, | huddledthe Cab of My Truck,
staring at the Radio, listening to NPR’s broadcdst Man named Cal Ripkin,
who had broken a long-standing Record held by amo@hampion, of Long
Ago, of one Lou Gehrig, known, to Those who rerher Him fondly, for His
Courage, and His Fortitude, only as, The lromdda . .

and Out of The Past, and over The AirWaves, ddieé/oice . . .
“...and | am the Luckiest Man, on The Fac&lo¢ Earth . .."”
It was 4:02pm . . .

The Lightning had cleaved a smoking gash, higlonm major Limb of The
Tree, and would likely prove to be a mortal woubme Day, yet It's
Significance has left a Lasting Impression upon Tmairse of My Life, and
My World, and My Universe . .. and My Left Hansitill . . . hums . ..

Then, as Now, when asked by Those who have eddline Telling of My
Story, what, exactly, did It ~feeeel~ like, le struck by Lightning, My
Answer, Ever was, and will Always be, simplywotfive-letter Words, and
They, are Glory, and Grace . ..



Woe, for The MisBeGotten

( Ring, Round, The Moon )

‘Lo, The Circle, of Heaven,

hold The Phantom’s Heart, for Me,

Keep, of The Soul of Chaos,

Ever told, and for Always, to see,

Time, to bathe Sorrow’s Fate,

flow, My River of Tears, for Thee,

So, cast Your Eyes, on High,

for All, Our Love, Again, is Free. ..




Writing

( on aPenMan’s Ship )

is The Dance | dance, mostly Alone, yet Ewesdarch of
a Glimpse, or Touch, or The Esserfddy Muse, as She
moves, as Liquid, amid The ii@rs of My Heart, flying,
as Phantom, or Butterfly, aldhg Blue-Gray Halls of My
Memory, as | hold The Hand of Hopmd wait, listening,

so patiently, for Her seldom heard Whispaf Fulfillment . . .



The Eighth DoveTale

The Rock of Patiences

a Parade of Suns converge, and as far Away addnSea,
having pledged Their Allegiance to The Wishes aVaks,
and to serve The Paragon of All Her Virtues withdying
Courage and Grace, who stands before Her nowh Wiie
Might of Titans, and His Blade of Truth shimmering The
Light of The Coming Dei . . . and out beyond ThadReof
Her eternal Dominion, out beyond even where Hegelh
have feared to tread, the Darkness waits, witihallow and
shuddered Breath, because The Weight of All Gegtaiow
bears down upon Its ancient Heart, with a Purposwer

before remembered, and a Point, It will neverrstarget . . .



The Waiting

The River, of Light

with Their Chariots glistening in The Light of tethousand Suns, The
Guardians, Her Children of The Clouds, pause beirTVoyage, to witness,
and regard a Servant of Time, kneeling among ThesS with The Legions of
Heaven arrayed above and below Him, His Eyest a@sn, whispering of
Sorrow and Shame, born from a Heart of great Gmyras He lays The Chains
from around His Soul, down, around The LaceGuice . . .

The Tracks of His Tears, mark a Journey of Infirlays, and passionless
Nights, of a World of Pain, of a World in the Bles of Chaos, a World on the
Frontiers of Madness, where a Child sleeps Aloa&aid of the Fear in His
Heart, afraid of being forgotten by Heaven, af@id of living in a World
without Love, without Kindness, without The Sleelof just One Smile to Ever
call His very Own . . .

somehow, The Face is known to Him, muses The Km@¢éarrior, somehow,

He knows of the Grief being shed before Him, sommeh His Heart breaks,
and a Tear falls from His Eye, and becomes Oregotnes wrapped within a
Sea of Many, an endless River of Tears, for wAagels cry, Their Tears
become The Rain of Joy, The Twilight Path, of Hgening Song . ..

and with The Grace of Eagles, He raises His HandJhiversal Silence, His
Rings of Brilliance awaits, The Fires of Their Bias rivaling The Core of The
Sun, and They listen, Their Hearts, TripHammefs Devotion and
Compassion, a fevered Rush of Purpose, of a Beotoikeep, and All hushed,
while Their Paragon of Her Virtue, The Soldiertvaitit a Name or a Number,
commands Their AllMighty Allegiance . . .

and, with a Gleam of Affection in His Eye, Thederof Avalon keenly regards
His Mistress, The Angel of Love, with a Longing Man, gone or yet lived,
has Ever known, save perhaps in Dreams, and avitassion borne of The
Light of The Millennia, Eons in coming, roamingrfEternity the very Flight
of His Soul, a Tear wells in His Eye once more..and with The Grace of
Eden, She raises Her Hand to capture It befdadl$, and She smiles, for She
knows of His Intent, and She knows of His Lovend @he infinite Patience of
His Heart, for She is The Path of His Desire, 8h€he Fire of All Creation,
and She is The Dawn, and Her Light, and Her Naare,Always . . .



A Bridge, too Far

( AWway )

is held up, by Suspension . . .

( re: The Cable Guys )



A Candle, in The Window

( of Hope )

i
yes, there are Many Things | am desperate tdJteland Most, as U can well assume, come frortaeeP
quite New to Me, and that is both Magnificent, Tdre One Hand, and very Frightening, on The Other

The First, is because of The Magnitude of Theafdgnowing U, of loving U, and of holding U, thugh It
All, from the sheer Splendor of Your Affectionsy The Myriad of emOceans that flow from The Riwoér
Your Heart, and The Meadows, of Your Mind, tceTWery Wonder, of The Very Woman U have become,
and will be . ..

The Second, is because, of a Journey Taken,ughr@he Mountains that stand in The Way of Our
Tomorrow, that cast dreadfull Shadows on The Lilat shines upon The Two of Us, and mute The Echo
that resonates through Our Souls, and throughBegmnning, as One. ..

and The Sum, of This Whole, is that This Plai®inDeed, a Balance being kept, between Thengjgo
and The Ecstasy . . . between what is Right, amat feels Wrong . . . between Our Heaven and Olr.He
between The Pieces of Our Puzzle that seem topgtfectly, and The Pieces that do seem to beldng,
SomeWhere Else.. . .

We are naught Angels, My Dear, nor are We theilB&/e sumTimes appear to portray, in The Worst of
OurSelves, in The Grasp of Our Weaknesses, Giilties, and Our Fears . . . yet, if We trulyibe¢, in
The Gifts that God has seen fit to grant Us, wloavNvatches Over Us, as The Children We are, Thga,
can rest Assured, that whatEver Our Transgressiame brought Us, and whereEver Our Trespasses hav
taken Us, All, will be forgiven, and All, is \ah We have to hold, and All, ly in The Arms, laive,
Again . . .

what | imagine U hope to find, on This JourneyaosvYour Truth, is Grace, and Understanding, ldodt

of All, Peace ... and | am Here to tell U, thdtile Peace remains elusive, for Now, and U\dedl on
Your Way toward trying to understand All The CircBfances that brought U to This Precipice of
unCertainty, please remember, All that | hold Deall that | love, is wrapped inSighed what Uvha
Always possessed . . . and that is Grace . . .

yes, The One Hand, is quite full, and yes, Oieer, is now empty, and All We have left to neaare
The Memories that wander in The Space, Betweerand as U walk through The Corridors of Your Hear
know that Your FootSteps echo in Mine, and thoiigh The Darkest, just before The Dawn, All that
need to follow, All that U need to find Your Wayohhe, is The Light, shining through, from a Candl
waiting, Here, in My Window, Still . ..



A Leash, on A ButterFly

( chain, rope, wire, orthread )

Knot, in any One’s write Mind . . .



A Longer Road

( to Square, One )

Whiles, and Miles, | have yet to roam,
to find The Place, that once was Home,
The Years, and Tears, behind Me now,
will lead Me There, | pray, SomeHow,
and as Long as | know, where You are,
Your Light is the Path, to find My Star,
this Voyage will end, | know not when,

for Ever shall Always find Love, Again. ..



A Penny, A Page

( for My Thoughts )

if Ever a Chance, to redeem, of Course,

yes, | could Always buy, an Iron Horse . . .

( AlLegend )



A Penny, for My Thoughts

( Zero, most tell )

then, | were, arich Man. ..



A Question, for Balance

( Tryorities )

so Much, there is Still, needing to be Told,

while My Life, Ever stands, in The Weigh.. .



A Question, of Balance

All, that Remains, to be Seen. ..



A Rhyme, to Reason

( An Other Day )

Y
Rain,
Rain, of
this | pray,
return, to Me,
| dream, One Day,
Rain, Rain, this | say,

You have been, too

long, Away . ..
Y
Rain,
Rain, of
this | sigh,
I long to know
The Reasons Why,
Rain, Rain, this | cry,
Your Joy | need, to
fill My Sky . . .
Y
Rain,
Rain, of
this, | pen,

come, and stay
for Ever, and Then,
Rain, Rain, this, | pen,
so | will know, Your

Love, Again. ..



A Star, in The 'Evan’s

( ASun, to The Sky )

The Light of My Fruition, My Wings, My Chiat of The Aweds . . .



A Walk, from Hell

The First One Thousand Pages . . .

( Book I, of The Voyage of Kings )



A World, Without End

( Ever, Rests )

The Pillars, of Thy Mirth . . .



Above Compassion

is Under, Standing. ..



M
S

The Light, of The Millennia,
cast, from a Distant Fire,
roam It will, for Ever,

The Path of My Desire . . .



Air, of Content

( Home, Again )

soar Away, My Sweet Angel,
My Flower, of Lace,
Edenbound,
on Wings, of

Passion’s Grace . . .



All The Funny in The World

(isinMy Call It )

and The Check, isin The Male . ..

( will He Clear, or will He Flounce )



All The Subtlety, of A Comma

( is Breath, taking )

the Pause, at
The Break of Say,
holding A Place,
or Space, for
the next
Wwing,

in Line . ..



All Things, Must Pass

( as Angels pray )

The Promise, that | have made to The Stars, eveesmhember Her,

and The FullFillMeant of that Promise, iditwmlly tell, Her Story . ..



All Ways

[
pLace Your Flame, to The Edge, of Night,

then, You recall, The Point, of Her Might..



All, An Angel, Is

(1, am)

the Spirit,
of The Poet, that
Ever Was, and that
Ever Will Be, for

| am where,

Ever, is,

now, that You, cansee. ..



An Echo, Always, Returns

( to Thee )

i
The Balance, Now at Hand, is measured only by Sina
of It's Whole, and | guess, the only Place toareglt, is
from a Distance . . .

I can only hope to see This, and, what It hasnintaMe,
in The Light, of The Promise, of Our Glorious
RelationShip . . .

while | emphatically regret The Means by which Hsh
unFolded, accompanied by the sheer Emptinesssafgo
U, | must try and understand Your Reasons, ambtho
Them, with All The Grace They deserve . . .

that | was not, in The End, All | had hoped tedm@e in
Your Eyes, nor was | The One, to be allowed tndt
Present in Your Proximity, for The Rest of YouryBa is
SumThing | will learn to understand in Time, | poge,
and, | can only embrace The Truth of It All, with
ForGiveness . . .

that | will hold Each Memory, Each MoMeant, Each
MileStone, in My Heart, for Ever, is certainhhg Last
Gift | can give to U, and | will do so, with Ewepassing
Day of My Life . . . because there are No Dayscdmpare
with Those Days, when | walked in The Light, obfuf
Smile . ..

howEver Long U hold Me in Your Heart, be It Daysr
Months, or Years, know that U will hold My Lovs well,
from This Moment On, until All Your Moments Fadand
This will be The One Promise | can fulfill, whendif U
decide to remember, when and if U come to TheePlac
are trying to go, know that | will be There, inoir
Precious Heart, and Yes, loving U, Still. ..

and just maybe, One Day, | will look into The Suan
My Horizon, and see U running, with Your Arms, id&/
Open, running towards Me, Angel . ..



AnOther Dei

anOther Fifty Sents . . .



As The Arc, becomes The Circle

( sotoo, The Ring )

The Glimmer, of Understanding, comes to Life, Thre Wink, of Compassion’s Eye,

while Forgiveness, as The Witness, beconmesr Rhyme, and Their Reason, Why . ..



As We Bow Our Heads

( and Pray )

to remove The Dread, from Our Table,
to enact The Saving of Our Grace,

to receive Our Just Desserts . . .



Beautiful Dreamer

( blue, Sky )

if
I dy
before
We wake,
then We, will
know, | made a

Mistake . . .



By The Sighed, of The Rowed

Mercy Street, is where We will meet,
and This, is So, All, will know,

The When, of Love, Again. ..



Cutter, Sound

My Life sails on a Ship of Dreams,
on The Seas of Rapture,
on The Winds,
of endless
Days,
with

u...



Diamonds, Are

for The Children,
and Tomorrows,

for The Music,
and Fragrance of Life,

for The Night,
before The Dawn,

for Seas of Sorrow,
and The Islands of Joy,

for The Sky,
My Heart's Domain,

for The Wind,
My Spirit to fly,

for The Love,
and The River of Sighs,

...forEver...



Down Through The Ages

( where Ever, U are )

Time, is The Grace of Space, and
The Remains of A Dei, will
be for Ever, to Always,
because Infinity, is
Their Voyage,

of Things . ..



Drowning, in The River of Words

with Every Breath of Her, |take . ..



Either, Ways

( a ProxyMoron )

see no evil, or, liveonees...



Eve

Quiet was The Dawn, as She cracked The Sky,
and poured, as Liquid, over The Garden
Quiet was The Mockingbird, as | walked near,
like a Sentry, before Whom, All shall pass.
Quiet was My Heart, and still with Wonder,
for | could not fathom The Beauty before Me.
Quiet was This Love, in Your Eyes, as |

beheld My Reflection, in Pools, of Innocence



Eyether, Weighs

( a Palindrome )

madam, o’ madam . ..

( how I miss U, still )



Final Desire

[
and, when my last breath passes, and the goldement of salvation
awaits, let it be known, the foremost thoughtalscarry
upon the timeless journey, is the everlasting
purpose, of my fidelity . . .

and all the treasures that | so possess, eithriala or
spiritual, are for ever, yours, as they haveags\been,
from the beginning, and to do with them, what yall,

to fulfill the promise of every dream stilidyet undone . . .



First, Verse

shatter
The Night, with Her
Radiance, kiss His Heart,
with Her Grace, Her
Light as soft as
Ribbons
of Joy, Her
Touch, like silk, upon

@
His Face . . .



First, Words

shatter The Night, with Your Radiance,
and kiss My Heart, with Your Grace,
Your Light, as soft, as Ribbons of Joy,

Your Touch, as silk, upon My Face . ..



For The Better

a Penny,
for Your Thoughts, A
Quarter, if They Change,
and A Dime, if They

Rhyme. . .



From The Rattle, and The Hum

( comes The Rock, of The Ages )

U, too. ..

from The VineYards, of NoWhere

( saved, by Zero )

The Naybors, brought over, a Bottle of Whine,ichih

tasted, as though crushed, from The Grapes oftiWra

while surely quite seldom, were They Friends oh&ji

so | bade Them return Homend quit using The Path. .




If You Close Your Eyes, Your Tears Will Never Fall

If Your Tears Never Fall, You Will Never See, Loe

( Again )



Imagine, Eagles

( in Evan’'s Eyes )

imagine a Place,
where it Rains only when You wish,
and Wishes come True, only when You mile,
imagine a Purpose, when The Moment You realize
where You are going, shall be remembered Always,
as The Time of Your Life, and imagine a Passion,
that burns, with The Light of The Sun, and
takes a Boy's Dream, and sends It,

around The Moon . . .

with The Love, in a GrandFather’'s Heart . .



In The Look, of Regard

Grace, hasnoi. ..



Islands, of The Heart

This is, All We have, My Son,
are The Moments, of a Life, We give,
The Parts, of Ourselves, We share,

with Those We love, and live,

All We have, My Son,
*
are The Dreams of mortal Men, *
of sailing across The Rivers of Time,

to The Moments We call Love, Again,

All We have, My Son, is This .



Keeping My <~ in The Hre

‘til We All get learned . . .



Moments

alone Together,
on a Winter’s Night,
with the quiet Warmth,
of a Hearth ablaze,
We will sit,

with Hearts as One,

and talk of Days to come . . .

alone Together,
on a Summer’s Eve,
with The Fire of Love,
forEver in Our Eyes,
We will sit,

with Hearts as One,

and talk of Days gone by . ..



Muse

oh lay Me down softly, Ever deep within The Comfoof Your Loving Arms,

sing to Me, of Long Ago, of Days filled witkoses, and Islands, in The Sun.. ..



of Purple Mounted Majesties

( fly United )

oh, Beautiful, for Gracious Skies, soaring Abowéy fruited Plain,

as Ever | dance, for a single Glance, whitgber, waves, of Reign . ..



of This Dei

from The Moment | was Ever born,

| have Always, been dying, totell . ..



Offering

. | remember September . ..

[
A Fire in Our Eyes, burned,

from The Depths of Our Souls,

united We gave Ourselves to Life,

to Infinite Horizons of Infinite Love . . .



on The Whether, for SunDei

Light wins from The East, at 3 Smiles per Our,
mostly Crowdy, a slight Chance of Norms,

low Stupidity, and 100% Participation . . .



One Dei

( ataTime )

how do | hold All this Joy, inSighed this simplget time-worn Heart of Mine, without It breaking.
how do | remember, Each Moment of this Symphoiy ith Your Life, as U lay Them, at My Feet . . .
how do | embrace the very Notion, of All that lithdear, living within The Galaxies of Your Eyes..

how do | exist, when the Air that | breathe, @sre on The Wings, of The Whisper, of Your Name .



Praise Be, to Heaven

One Rose, born without Thorns,

has finally come to kiss The Sky . . .



of Cyan Skies, amid Golden Days,
Roses and Memories, by Moonlight,
Sweet Breezes blow, down to The Sea,
to sing a Song, of Night,
for You, My Love,

and Me . ..

Crimson Clouds, and Rainbow Mist,
Rivers and Dreams, weave gently On,
Sweet Breezes blow, down to The Sea,

to sing a Song, of Sighs,
for You, My Love,

and Me . ..



Purple Rein

if building Castles, made of Sand, its not ThenHats The Try,

building Castles, made of And, is not TheaM but The Why . . .



Reigning While The Son Shines

( Whether OutLook )

occaisional DownFalls, and partly Rowdy, with W&in
out of The East, at a million Smiles per Hour,
with a one hundred percent Chance

of Participation . . .



Rowing with Either Ors

( flailing Away )

is just navigating on The Edge, of a Circle ?




Sanctuary

You have given My Heart, Everything ... for Lov€indness, and Understanding,
as The Days pass into Years, each and every Maoniegts The Joys of a Lifetime,

All captured, in The Beauty of Your Smilendain The Softness, of Your Embrace . . .



SeaFury

and to those whose evil
would harm a child,
you too will know
of Vengence wild,
for those who smiled,
while on your path,
they too will ride

My Sword of Wrath . . .

*
*

¥k ok ok ko ok K
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Seasons

All | desire from Life, is
Her Love,
Her Hand,
Her Heart,
Her Understardin .
and to find within Myself,
The Wisdom,
The Devotion,
The Compassion,

The Love, inuet. . .



Sents, from The Break of Dei

The Rhymes, in My Coffee, of

All The Sweetness, in My Thee . . .



SkyLine

wine, laughter, and song, black tie ame |adancing, without end . . .



So, Grant Me

( Distribution of Funs )

Every Thing that | Need, to

give Them All Their Wants . . .



Eye, and Ear, asOne ...




StareWay, to Heaven

( The Eyebyss )

as
I look, in
Your Eyes, and |
see those Cyan Skies, | know
Your Diamonds,
are just for

Ever. ..



for when She is . . .

SumWhere, over The ReignBeau

( Eye Dream )

of BedTime Glories, and Moody Garlands . . .



Sweet Sorrow

The
Tear,
that welled
in The Corner
of Your Eye, was
born from a crystal blue
Pool of Love, shimmering,
and quietly It fell, to melt

My Heart, away. .



Tears, from The Moon

( The LunaSea )

if
Ever
I shall
return, to
the Cool Water
of Paradise, to Her
EverLasting Touch of
Silk upon My Skin, then,

I shall remember, Each Day,
and The Longest of Nights, so
Never shall | forget, Each of
The Moments, | missed

Her Smile . .



The After Midnight Ride, of The Call, Revere

1:00, if by Land, 2:00, ifby Sea . ..



The August, of The Twenty First

(I, Be, Leave )

in Thy Savior's Name, on This Day, He came,

and Yes, All of This, |shall lay, at Yokeat . . .



The Awe, of The Sum, of The Whole

( Wonder struck )

beyond Words . . .



The Box, of Pain

( of The InnoSent )

if not for Me, or Thee, why not, for Her,
so take The Wait, off Her Shoulders,
before Her Smile, smolders, so

All that remains, is The Dei . ..

( so please, light My Flyer )



The Bride
Radiant, is whatyou are . . .
the very Air around You vibrates
with the Excitement and Happiness
flowing from Your Heart . . . You
guench a Man’s eternal Thirst
for Beauty, and Perfection . . .
to know You, and be with You
are Wonders to behold . . . Visions
of You, dance and play in My Mind,
while Obsession becomes The Master
of My Heart . . . a glorious Blessing of
Freedom, is what You are, to explore
Ourselves within each Other, giving,
caring, loving . .. as each Moment
becomes a Testament of Faith, in
Our Purpose, and, Our Passion . ..
a Man surely dreams of One Day
finding that golden Moment, born
when The Bridge is crossed, from One
Heart, to One Heart, One Hand, to anOther,

for when Two become One, One is Always, Huer . . .



The Color, of

and The Presence, are All wrapped,
in The Cloak, of Simplicity, and

Each are All tied, with a Beau . . .



The Dei, The Earth, Stood, Still

( ARage, of Angels )

along The Why, 95 ...



The Echo, of Eden’s Return

( Dead Man, Walking )

oh Yes, There, from The Rock of Patience, Sh#sw and She looks,
out over Her ConstanSea, out along Their PatiKntmwvWhere,
toward The Gates of Her Dominion, the Portalsaf&w,
for There, is where Her Glory rode, so Long Ago,
out, of Her Heart, out, of Her Garden, out,
of Her Morning Mist, to find A Dream,
to find A Reason, to find A Rose . . .
and 'Lo, under A Coral Sky,
He leads His Ebony Horse,
Emanon, and, His Sword,
glistening in Dawn’s Light, as
Hope reflects in Her Eyes, as Tears
caress Her Face, as He walks, The Grace
of Angels, Evermore, toward Her Loving Arms,
and The Memory of All Things Dear, toward The Pigen
of Her Love, Again, and There, in His Hand, @dadays in Her Heart,

The Phoenix Rose . . .



The Error, of Our Weighs

( by The Scales )

is measured, by a Ton of Fire, on The One Hand,
a Ton of Ice, on The Other, balanced
by a Feather of Kindness,

in Between . . .



The Face, in My Rear View Mirror

One Dei, The Sun, askeW, if He could borrow Ster,
while, He Ever so promised, He would not fly v&ar,

and of that, said The Father, might be All togetKice,

just whereEver He roamed, Always rememlver Dice. . .




The Face, in My Rear View Mirror

The Parallax View

( and don't forget to check the Flattery, and tim®i§ before smarting the Engine,

then fill the Thanks, spill the Lights, make slisen Lark, burn the Keys, set It

in Thrive ( never reVerse ), don’t use the &wgp and Always, step on The Past




The Fall, From Behind

as All Eyes, face Forward, to greet The Dei,
and The Sky, reaches High, to heal The Cracks,
as So ltls, leans Forward, to kiss Come What,May

Always Was, tells Because, there are namihgrBacks . . .



The Formulae, of Success

( Equals )

division, by Zero . ..



The Light, know One, Sees

( The Blind’s Desire )

The Multitudes, by The Score, walk on by, hotdilands, as The Walls come a’crumblin’ down,
trading Tears for Fears, never seeing The Fliffithe Sun, never knowing The Light of The Way

being cast upon Their Seeds of Doubt, Ever wafiimg he Reins of Their unWillingness, to seize

The Dei . ..



The Monarch, of Mercy

( Aun Aprendo )

The Son, of The One, and The Sun. ..



The Passed

( becomes The Presence )

in The Time it takes to forget,

U will remember EveryThing,

when to Morrow, Ever comes. . .



The Peace, of The Rock, of Patience

( aRose )

so became The Light, in The Eye, of God,

old as Time, and Rhyme, Infinity HerSelf.. .



The Promise, of Hope

( My Whirled )

and to So, there It
was, and, to Remember, It was told,
of An Echo, once born, from The Deis of Old
and for every Tear cried in The Name of The Dove,
then for Ever there will reign a mighty Sed.ofe. . .
and out beyond The Reach this Voice did roam,
to tell The Story of A Place, He will

Always call, Home. . .

( a pale blue Gem, in a dark velvet Sky )



The Reign, In Spain

( will be )

just like EveryWhere Else . . .



The Seven Colors, of The Reignbeau

The Seven Bells of nEver, hung by
The Seven Chains of Awakening, rung by
The Seven Promises of Hope, sung by
The Seven Voices of Paradise
The Seven Prayers in Hell
The Seven Sisters of The Sun
The Seven Jewels of Innocence
The Seven Pearls of Wisdom
The Seven Rays of The Sun
The Seven Wings of Man
The Seven Days of May
The Seven Odes of Joy
The Seven Echoes, of |
The Seven Arcs of Light
The Seven Seas of Virtue
The Seven Engines of God
The Seven Horns of Plenty
The Seven Cries of Freedom
The Seven Swans of Majesty
The Seven Reasons to Believe
The Seven Trumpets of Dawn
The Seven Springs of Summer
The Seven Dolphins of Avalon

and The Seven Wonders, of U . ..



The Sum, of The Hole, and The Hole, of The Some

( Joys are Us )

for what U have Striven, and All, U have Doner lHleaven's Sake,

Love, Ever rests, between what U have Givamd All that U Take . ..



The Temerity Prayer

God, grant Me the Patience,
to reject the Things | cannot change,

the Compassion to change the Things | can,

and finally the Wisdom, to bestow The Diffece . . .



The Triple Crown

( HorseFeathers )

while He runs, for The Roses,

He tries to keep His Fur, long. ..

( yeah, but He's only good for a Smile, and aer )



The Wait, on My Shoulders

( Atlas )

is as old as Rhyme, and Time, Eternityifitse.



The Way, After All

All These Words, were for naught, and All Thesedms, so will rot, in The Fields, of\ :

for I will finish, All I have started, untthe evil has departed, from The Grace, of Thas® called Thee . ..



The Wholly Land

Fleece, on Earth . ..



Those Voices, Carry

( of Angels, waiting )

and Your Prayers, are The Echoes, in Return



To Consider, All Things

( must pass, On )

the view
of Your Place, in
ature’sPortrait of
eason, would be
The Breath of

fresh Heirs . . .



to Fly, on A Leaf

( through Avon's Wood )

if a
Poem
were not
so hard to read,
A Bookman, and I,

would be Friends,

indeed,
if a
Poem
were not
so hard to sell,
A Bookman, and I,
would be Famous,
as well,
if a
Poem
were not
a standard fare,
A Bookman, and I,
would harvest, a
lion share,
if a
Poem
was not just

words on a page,
A Bookman, and |
would walk, on a

gilded stage. .



TwiLight

Snow fell softly, down upon The Meadow,
a Blanket of Stillness befell every Breath, evEhpught,
The Air stood crystal, a Sea of frozen Light,
Moonlight burned Your Silhouette deep into My Memor

because You were as Radiant, as The Stars . .



Universal Renascence

( in The i of Nadira )

so too shall reign, as The Feminine Supreme,

where The Heart, is The Mind, of The Body .



uni\Versatility

( Picture This )

The Art, of The Statement, is

The State, of The Art, meant. ..



We Can Do AnyThing

( Deserved, or Desired )

We, want. ..



What Birds, of A Whether

( say, Together )



What Ever Happens

from Here, on Out, is All in The Passed,
beCause, The Few Tour, is where
Always is at The Center,

of EveryThing . . .



When Dolphins Smile

when The Dawn, steps, upon Our Shore,
even The Tide, shall ebb, no more, and
as The Moon turns, to face The Dei,
one million Churches, begin

to pray . ..



When Songs Fade

( and Echoes die )

of Ages past, Home at Last, 4
I lay My Sword, upon The Sheg
The Path, |took, in writing Th
Book, | found It, All by Myself
and when All Days are done,

as | soar toward The Sun, | sh
remember, All Precious Thing
for Truth, shall be told, as Ev

The Pages unFold, in this Sto

called, The Vovyage of Kings|. .

U
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Zephyr

The Wind, whispered to Me, of a Love found, imeTHeart of a Woman,

as Ever | whispered, to The Wind, of a Lémend, in The Heart of You . . .



The Ninth DoveTale

The Windmills of Eder S

high above a Meadow, and caught somewhere in Theit$

of a world long betrayed by The Follies of Menwarld long

forsaken by The Eyes of Heaven, an Eagle drifteumseen
breezes, circling in long, lazy Arcs across aryeazure Sky,
while keenly watching The Path down far below,a ahild,

walking toward the waiting Arms, of Destiny .and in The
Time of A Wink, and The Wish of a Promise, then8wf
Bells begins to carry across a Sea of Glass, amhejaweled
Sword emerges from The Depths of Antiquity, bdmea
Woman'’s triumphant Hand, and The Moon, slowlynsurto

face The Fall, of the Night. ..



The Waiting

The Dory's Wake

( inCharon’s, 1)

as a chilly fog of hopelessness settles, once mgpen The River's quiet rush,
as if to blanket All that is left to mourn in Shasiof pearl-grey Ivy, there, out
beyond The Reach, where Shadows play across Tler W errant Children,
a Susurration steals through The Air as if to lik@lPurpose not yet known,
even to Itself . . .

when, at last, as The Dory disappears beyondBEmel, a Ring forms on The
Surface, slowly growing wider with each passingdght, until Another, then
a Third, radiates Outward with a Precision notnfibin the World of Men . . .

and then, at the Epicenter, a Woman's Hand, dylemd raw, having fought
every Battle since Time’s First Breath, rises bptigh The Mist, bearing a
Sword of brilliant luster, graced with The JewefsAn Empire, and pointing,
toward The Heavens . ..

The Doryman ceases His rhythmed Task, and setsOHis to rest upon the
Locks, and listens, while a whisper of dread wrigelf around His Heart, and
wonders of The Voice He knows He heard, comingnfaround The Bend,
and slowly lifts His Head to face His Fears . . .

and through the waning Cloak of Night, as The KiEBawn flows, as Liquid,
down across The Way of Souls, He gazes back frévenee He came, and
hears, from SomeWhere beyond The Dory’'s Wake, ecahree Rings, as
clear to Him as His own Breath, and He smilesd @turns to The Task Fate
gave Him, and knowing, that Truth, has risergaif . . .



The Waiting

The Wind, knows The Way

( Home )

setting out on an August Morn, upon a Path bamhgaled amid the waist-high grasses,
walks a boy, eyes bright with Promise, and kegpinletermined pace, in hopes of
finding the source of the Voices, before the Nagn8un found him, too far from

this, his third attempt, after brief and randaxawesions well within sight of Home,
was to be his most daring, for he had never vedtthis far out onto The Downs alone
before, and without a single Cloud to obscureratiessly pale, blue Sky, his loneliness

high Above, a chevron, small and dark to hisqguid gaze, circling in long, lazy arcs,
flew an eagle, there since Daybreak when his Veyzgan . . . He longed, for just a
Moment, to share It's Domain, to see with It'seBy to know, All that lay beyond

the last Trace of a Morning’s Dew left It's Markaiphis passage, leaving cool and
silvery Trails upon his skin, reminding him, a$hhirst. .. yet, before his Thoughts
became a Wish, he heard The Sound of The Streamming Somewhere, up beyond a

as he slowly gave himself, to The Height of Wond€he Splendor fell Away below him
to a wide and verdant Plain, a Valley, in The Sunand there, standing for All to see,

standing along The Shores of The Stream, standimge Light, of All Things Dear,

were The Lilies, with Hearts as One, singingthwioices as bright as The Dawn,

and with the palms of his hands, he dries thessam his eyes, and beholds
The Sight of Ten Thousand Angels, heralding TheifReof Love Again,
welcoming him to Avalon, bathing him in Awarenedbat Each
and Every One, knows he bears The NaméjooE. . .



A Forest, for The Tree

We ask OurSelves, Each and Every Day, whethaaoght The Paths We choose are pointing in
The Right Direction, or if The Reasons for goinigefe, are Those that will provide Us with a

closer Look toward The Who and What We are, anthgus a clearer Understanding, of The
Where and Why of Our Destination . . .

more Often as Naught, We do This because We lelie®ur Inner Voice, that tells Us We are
a Part of some invisible Whole, drawing Us cloeihe Inevitable Sum, where We will One
Day arrive at Our Purpose within The Meaning ofel.ifand Our Place, within The Tapestry, of
This Grand Design . . .

as We journey Onward, Some of Us, will follow TRath trusting in Our Heads, and Some,
will answer only to Our Hearts, leaving All The ¢ to find The Balance, in The Space
Between . . . yet, regardless of where The Echghtmiriginate within Us, or if We Ever take

The Time to even listen, rest Assured, It is Sauls that will, ultimately, answer The Call.. .

still, there is SumThing quite extraOrdinary, tteBach and Every Soul is bound to enCounter, by
The Grace of God, as We walk along The Way nd.Bhat, is The Existence, of One who holds
The Completeness, and therefore holds The FWE#dInt, of AnOther . . . A Companion, A
Friend, A Lover, A Mate, of Our Very Own Soul..

and So, My Dearest One, It is naught by Chameegven by Circumstance, that This Very Soul
of Mine, after All These Years, and All These i&eahas finally come Home, to The Very Point,
ofU...



A Hollow Cost

The Obscene, of The Crime . ..



A Lamb’s Lament

( as The Lions, roared )

give Fleece, a Chance . . .



A MapMaker’'s Dream

( See, Fairer )

of a StoryTeller's Voyage, across

Rhyme, and Time, Infinity Itself. . .



A PathFinder's Promise

The sElection, of If, is The disAppointment, When,
because The Road to Why and How, are not misTaken,

and, of Course, The Question of Wheregnists Own . . .



A Place, called Mercy

( at The Corner, of First, and Main )

between Liberty, and Justice,

and as Always, on The Right . . .



A Question, of Justice

( An Angel’s pLight )

She blindly bears The Waitof It . ... Why? ...



A Smile, in His Eyes

( SonBeam )

The Spark, of
The Wonder, | see,
so fresh, so alive, is He,
of Bridges He has yet to cross,
weight, of Time, or Sorrow’s loss,
so | wrap Him, safe, in Wisdom'’s Veil,
as He comes of Age, flying Manhood’s Sail,
may | walk for Ever, in The Light of His Days,

in Fields of Youth, in All His Smile portrays .



A Strange Her, in The Crowd

( Mother, of God )

[
as She stood, there, before The Cross, watdfiegAgony, of Her Loss,

She heard The Light, of His Voice, througind through . . .

and while She did pray,
His Light, went Away,

for He, was Her Sun, too. ..



A Walk Through The Dark

( God's sMile )

for Each, and Every Step, that U take . . .

Always, reduces The Distance by half,



AdorA

| heard Beauty, then, | saw, and noweel f . .



Advent

for | have embraced, an Angel . ..



come, Angel, and ride My winged Chariot, to Nigh
drawn with The Might, of 700 and One,

Ebony left, and Ivory right . . .



Algebraic Elations

( Mined Games )

And, is to Have, what For, isto Give. .



All About Eve

( of Apples, and Oranges, Sons, and Daughters

( The Choice, that gave It All, A Way )

These Fruits, of Her Labors, and

The Looks, from Her Neighbors,

which were, of Course, Her Kin,

though against All of Her Wishes,

Eden now smelled like Fishes, so

Her Patience had worn quite Thin,

“ I will Always do what Ever | can,

despite the folly of this Mahtho’

She did not know, where to begin,

and so She looked toward The Sky,

to find The Reasons ~Why~ which
would Ever be The Source, of All Women'’s
Pain, “through It All, | will take The Fall,

and, just Then, The Night, began, to Reign

( if A Pedestal U see, then A Pedestal, Itbe )



All EnCompassing

keeping KnowWhere, in Sight . . .



All Shes Are Praying

( YokoMation )

is to give Peace, a Glance. ..



All The Ways, of Infinity

why . ..



All They Are Saying

( was )

give Police a Chance . . .



All Thy Treasures Chest

( I, Matey )

unlock The Secrets, of Her Universe,

by using The Keys, to This uniVerse . ..



All We Ever Need

((is)

Love, Love, Love...



All, By, Thy, Self

don’'t wannabe . . .



Alloy

I am ,
and,
You are ,
and,
We are The Metal,

in

The Ring of Friendship . . .



Altar Bridge

( The Last, One, Standing )

I, Am, Alive. ..



personal and confidential

at Melinda’s Gate . . .

asU might have Guessed,

this most humble Request . . .

An Audience, with A Queen

( for ADei )

* %

Xk

i
be Aware of A Book that comes in A Box,

yes mark My Words, for This Book, talks,
so late One EvelJ must uncover The Sight,
to begin Your Journey, by A Candle’s
for There, U shall find, most glorious Things,
rest, in A Place, called,

*

4, *

*

Ever,

yOars,
IronHorse
an Olde Flame . ..

bmw: it will arrive on FriDei ( The Thirteen ),9005.08, via USPS, sumTime, in The AfterNune,
and perhaps, The 4 of Us, can play a Roum®, and discuss ~bending The Margins~) like . . .



An Episode, of Friends

FreeRuns. ..



And Always, The Train, Shall Meet

( The Gleaning, of Life )

Two, is to Have, what Four has to Give,

and what For has to Give, Tois to Have . ..



And Carried, on The Steed, of Light

( E=MC, squared

Ever = My Child, spared . ..



And | Whispered, To The Wind

( for Always, It knows My Name )

oh
please,
never leave
My Thoughts,
and I, Alone, yes
| broke Her Heart, so
for this | can never Atone,
yes, please, never leave, My
Thoughts, and |, Alone, for this
Voyage to Sadness, |, for Ever take
The Throne, so, please, never leave,
My Thoughts, and I, Alone, pray,
let Me lay, until this Heart,

is Stone . . .



Aphorism

Home Sweet Heart . . .



At The Surface, of The Deep

at Times, The Clarity, is beyond All Mearw, Measure . . .



Aweds, and Ends

is beyond all rational tigit . . .



Beyond My Window, Still

( Paneful )

So, there You lay, by Far, and Away . . .



Black Apex

Love, lies buried in The Abyss, of a Woman'’s $uorr

and The Depth of My Passion, will raisettt, The Sun . ..



Black Diamond

I, am The Brother, of The Sisters of Thm,

at Your Side,

by Your Side,

on Your Side . . .



Black Horse

This Passion, is both My Pleasure, and My Pain,

for Ever | will give, All that I, can nEveeceive . . .



Black Jewel

ask Me for The Time, and | will tell You haw build a Watch . . .



Black Key

| am not My Brother’s Keeper, | am His Libgor . . .



Black Nova

I, The Poet, of Hope,
The Light, of Truth,
The Sword, of Virtue,
The Herald, of Ecstasy,
The Beacon, of Rapture,

The Thunder, of Promise,

The Hallmark, of Fruition, I. ..



Black Thunder

| will strike The Anvil, with The Hammer &od . . .



BlackBird

singin’, of the Death of Night . . .



Black

do not cry toNight, for the Night, is crgn. .



DPOSoOo——0T <

n -

= -

The Time of The Question The TiwieThe Answer

D

0 QDT W

SOD®S ~0 T



Angel

( PenPal )

and | will teach You,
and You will learn
Understanding,
Forgiveness,
and Love,

Again . ..



. as Virtue

open Your Heart, and face The Truth . ..



Bounty

I will mine The Caverns, of Your Heart,

for The Diamonds, of

Your Soul . ..



Broken

The Sadness of missing You, is a dying Rose



By Dawn’s Early Flight

( Fare, Enough )

when | awoke, One Morning, having acquired Thdi#h to reach into a Person’s

Heart, and take hold of Their Greatest Hoped lay It, at The Feet, of Fulfillment. ..



By The Tale, of An Iron Horse

in The Summer of 1994,
two 45’ Washingtonian Palm Trees in My
front Yard were simultaneously struck by Ligihg . . .

on The Evening of July 4th, 1995, after celebriitne Festivities

with My Family, by watching the first FireWorkssgilay organized
and performed by My 9 year old Son, | had decideditiate what |
can only refer to as A Response, to SomeThinglldmene to realize
was an echoing Message, wrapped within My Muslzdry, since

The Days | started listening to New Age Rdoay Artists in 1985 . . .

alone in My back Yard, | sat quietly under a QuBaim, below a
star-filled Sky, and lit a Candle . .. My Intentjas merely to send
a Message back, to say that | had heard whatw kode far more
than just Chords, or Melodies, or Rhythms, atidt | wished to
thank whatEver Powers governed The Bestowal, &f Giift, of
This Awareness, and, | was listening, still The Flame | kept
burning for as long as | thought It mightéako reach Heaven . . .

and in two weeks Time, after The Burning of than@le,
the Queen Palm, was also struck by a Bdligfitning . . .

and on Septembef"5 of that same Year, so was |,
to be quite another Story, for quite anoday . . .

and from that Moment on, until a Day
six Months later, | wrote over 1,000
of first Pages of an aMazing Story,
that would eventually evolve into
An Epic, The Voyage of Kings,
The Story, of Ever, and Always . ..



Camelot

( as It shall seem )

may | have this Dance . ... ... with Y@estiny ? . . .



Castle

The Home, is where Your Heart is, and Tleautt| is where Your Throne is . . .



Cinnamon

smell
Soul The
The Sky
smell smell
Sea The
The Sun

smell



Crown

My Child, My Son, My King . ..



Divine Light

( The Why, of Because )

Prophecy, is InSight, of Truth. ..



Ebony, and Ivory

( Left, and Right )

My Pain, is Your Sorrow, because My Sorrow, @uYPain,

| have walked in The Shoes of Longing, toBhe Sun again . . .



She possesses a thousand Eyes,

She owns, A Myriad of Hearts . . .



Ellipse

| am writing The Music, using The Method, téll of The Mist . . .



En Light En
( Er)

My Complexity, is but a Cloak of Simplicity, f&ver | seek,

to Encourage, to Engage, to Enthrall, tot&mt, to Enfold . . .



Feather

( Light )



FlashPoint

oh Muse, do You realize what You have done ?

because Your Wish, has ignited, a SuperNova



Flying, By Knight

( foru )

to seize The Dei . ..



Glory

The Grandeur, is only bestowed, by Grace .



Golden

a Dog, possesses The Loyalty, and DevotafrGod . . .

( justlookin Its Eyes )



hArc

....... to The ReignBeau . . .



| See Angels, Standing

( by The Row )

each Day
| drift, into The
Quiet, of Desperation,
when The Longing, is too deep,

for This Heart, to bear . ..

each Day,
| pray, for The
Dawning, of Salvation,
for The Promises, | must keep,

or The Reason, to care. ..

at Night,
| remember, The
Tears, of My Adoration,
awake, Mine Eyes, from sleep,

with no Second to spare . . .

at Night,
| dream, Again,
of My Love’s Coronation,
for Always, My Soul, to weep,

and Her Grace, to share. ..



In The Arms, of By and By

( The Circle, is Unbroken, Still )

in
The
Morning,
of Love, Again,
and seen, Living, in
The Eyes of a Butterfly,

as told, by an Iron Horse,

there came from The East,

a great and winged Flyer of

endless Velocity and Grace,

sailing low in The Sky, aloft

in The Glory of The Sun, Up
in The Path of Her Spirit Wind,

moving, as Liquid, above The Sea,
having flown, All The Days of Infinity,
having endured the long dark Kiss, of Night,
the Fire Dove glides to rest upon The Rail of Sjghs
and, She looks, out across These Shores of Hegihg,
remembering a Morning long Ago, when an Ibis, rbResolute,
began Her Voyage to Avalon, bearing This BurdeBedtiny’s Heart,

This Crown of Roses, who Now lays Them, HereTtat Feet of Yesterday,
who smiles, and gazes toward Hope, who turnginre, to see A Wink, dancing
in The Eye of So It Shall Be, while There, in Thistance, rising Up through The Mist,
with a Terrible Beauty, bound for Moments Yetiome, and a Purpose known only to God,
laughing with The Moon, goes Ever,

The Last ThunderBird,

Home . ..



Indigo

This Book, was not born of a Manuscriptt &&script, of Man . . .



Lord, of The Ring

( Rain’s Man )

All
that My
Eyes survey,

All, thatis, My
Worth, leads Me to
understand, thatl, am
The Luckiest Man, on
The Face, of This

Earth. . .



Love, Again

The Seventh Virtue, in The Gleaning of Life



Lustre

The Beauty, is so incredible, it breaks Nbart . . .



My Soul, to Keep

( IronClad )

The Heart of
My Honor, It wears The
Armor of Truth,
forged, in The Fires,

of Justice . ..



of Poets, and Writers

enclosed, as promised, are The Postings You heygested, in digital, as well as printed
format . . . | have included, for The Sake of Sinify, each posted page from P&W indicated
on Your email, from the List of Those in whosedéirious Company, | will be keeping . . .

attached to Each, are The Pages of Original Int@ite Pages of AfterThought, and in a few
Cases, The Pages of Yet to Be . . . as indicafEde Year of Copyright stands for Your
Verification as to The Source, and bear in Miridat The Pseudonym dfonHorse is indeed
recorded, as such, with Our esteemed Libraryaigess, and serves as The Author of the
AforeMentioned Pages . . .

please allow Me This Moment to illustrate My dedp@satitude for Your having selected My
humble, though prolific, OfferRings for considéoa . . . howEver, while | find the List is
quite capable of painting a Perfect Tapestry oaleit suffers, noticeably, from the omission
of one Individual's Name, whose Clarity and Wisdenwell beyond The Pale . . . that of Your
Own...

regarding a ‘bio’, | would just as Soon, if Spgwevides, and/or unless AnyOne might object,
to using a down-sized Version of My existing biattits within P&W . . . as You perhaps have
surmised, | wish to remain SomeWhat ~indistinct~t@ My Personae, for it serves well to
enhance an underlying Sense of Mystery woven it Hrocess of My Endeavor . . .

equally important, as You will note ( or may haleeady ), is the Preservation of The Images,
within the framework of Publication . . . while Serof My earlier Efforts suffered from a lack
of understanding, regarding the format requirese@ftMotet, and subsequently were posted
either ~skewed~, or altered to fit the spacingthtions, These, more often as not, were later
re-posted in Their True Shapes once | garneredtahiproficiency ( or Patience ) in editing and
transferring . . .

needless to say, Nothing compares to The Symmetvlien composed with the genius of
Word97 . . . as You will discover when reviewing ttiskette, each Image is simply ~centered~
on The Page, and there are no digitally-applidtheoements . . . The Lines, or Curvatures are
achieved through a systematic Choice of the cofettdr, word, space, or line break . . .
nothing more, except when a Piece is createdak ldf conventional Prose intentionally, in
which case, the Lines of Verse are Always propadlly spaced . . .

by The Way, this Form of Writing, via The Imageand including the use of Capitals, either
within each Sentence, or Word, and the nEverEndaturrence of Ellipses, are Elements of a
Language referred to aginiVerse~. . . which, will for Ever stand, as The Weddiraf Word,
and Art . . .



of Those Present

( at Creation )

Aye, The Night . . then,




Oh Love, Eternal

| bow My Head, in The Presence, of Yourdgra. .



Oh Muse

bless what You have become . . .



Orpheum

| heard the most beautiful Music today . . .



Passion

to touch The Face, and The Lace, of Grace .



Passion’s Bell

while standing, on
The Shores of Avalon,
| heard a Song of Angels,

a Rhythm of Gold and Felicity,

bathing My Heart, in Your Melody . . .



Pastora

| see The Godness in All of You, The BeaufueryWhere . . .



Patina

if | reached into The Depths, of The Mist,

and | took hold, of The Brightest Object found,

My Hand, when unfurled, would reveal Youni . . .



| have come, Full Circle . ..



Profile, in Courage

( unmatched.com )

| am looking to share The Art of The Word, in Rgetin Music, and in The
Promise that comes from The Intimacy with Both,ewtAll are wrapped in The
Simplicity of a kind and generous Heart . . . Myfeli as it moves toward
Maturity, and a deeper Sense of what really mattéhave come to value what
| consider to be important Virtues, such as PatenTolerance, Acceptance,
Compassion, Understanding, and Forgiveness . . QMgst for The Woman of
My Soul desires these Qualities in equal measuatgng with All of The
Mystery, The Magic, and The Majesty of Romance | will highly respect,
honor, and adore any Woman of Substance, wholsxoeAll Things
Feminine, and whose intellect can truly ~light Mye~ . . . | seek a Woman
who is not afraid of UnCertainty, and who embraldes Faith in knowing that
True Love is indeed possible, and who possesse€thurage, Desire, and
Wisdom to go There, above and beyond All Else | enjoy The Company of a
Woman, in All Facets of Companionship, and seelshtare and to provide
Honesty, Integrity, Fidelity, Passion, Committheand Adventure, through
The Art of Love, and oh yes, Romance. ..

| am an attractive, motivated, highly creatiiatensely passionate, and deeply
spiritual Man . . . | am a Poet, Artist, Inventoand StoryTeller, and spend
considerable Time tending to My Craft . . . | havdtten and published an
extraordinary Book of Romantic Poetry called ~They&ge of Kings~ .. .l am
a self-taught acoustic Guitarist . . . | have cdegpian amazing Anthology of
New Age Music spanning over three Decades . . avehbuilt an extensive
Library of classic and contemporary Authors, withi multitude of Genres . . . |
enjoy All Forms of Endeavor that stimulate The Mindhe Heart, and The
Body . . . so take hold of My Hands, for They a@m, and yes, They have
Stories to tell . . .



Your Forgiveness, is a Tear, in The EyeMankind . . .



Reflection

My Father, My Soul ... My Mother, My Hear. . My Son, My Self. . .



Regard

The Reflection, in The Mirror, is Self, dent. ..



Relativity

My Father said, “whatEver You find Your iktts doing, do it with All Your Might " . . .

regarding The Task at Hand, My Son saitkhatEver You are doing, keep doingit”. ..

( read on )



Revenant

You have known Her All Your Life,

but You have nEver seen, Her Face . ..



River

| will hold You, Spellbound,
| will offer You, Freedom,
| will give You, Passion,
| will lead You, to Love,

Again . ..



Roman Numerals

( xxxiii A.D. )

Legions, of Sorrow . . .



SeaGull

| shall Ever cast, these My Songs, of Love,

to drift, upon Your azure Waves, of Reign .



Seasonings

( Loveis )

The Salt, of The Earth,

and The Spice, of Life. ..



See, What | Mean

* %

*
[
| want to know Your Mind,
Your Heart,
Your Hurt,
Your Past,
Future,
Wishes,
Dreams,

as a Friend,

as a Companion . . .



SheHarmony

( dotcom )

while | ponder The Notion of having to describe ewh am~ somewhat
disconcerting, | will do My Best . .. 1 am a Poetnd a Builder of Things . . .
meaning, | am first a Slave to The Written Woraind second, My working
Life has been dedicated to the Construction Ingustr . | have lived, and
worked, in various locales along the Eastern Seal3o and have diligently
plied numerous Trades, and mastered a Few . . Pd§gions are, of course,
Writing, followed closely by Music, with Books r@ot-too-distant Third . . .
physically, | am holding up quite well under Thesht of 46 Summers, with
a critical Eye kept on the cut of My reasonablyletth, medium built ( though
slightly slower ) Frame . . . | have dark brown klawith only a hint of Grey,
and Blue Eyes, set on a sun-warmed Face . . . Blydsl are a bit calloused,
though My Heart, is exceedingly soft . . . whercdimes to emotional, or
spiritual Pursuits, | can be quite focused, andadly devoted, and quite
capable of leading a Woman toward The Places Skeohly dreamed of,
within The Possibilities She could only hope fand All inside The Promise,
of who She will be . . . | am honest, | am comjasse, | am courageous, and
| am steadfast in My Resolve . . . and still, | Alane, in This . . .

in a Woman, | want to embrace The Essence, o&lokgain . .. | seek The
Vistas of Passion, and Spiritual Fire . . . | addhe Synchronicity of Beauty,
Spirit, and Grace . .. | am a Traveler througle Windows of Your Eyes, and
a Dancer through The Corridors of Your Heart | am a Listener of The Ring
in Your Voice, and an Audience in The SymphonyYoir Moments . . . and
All These, | will wrap, in The Music, of seeigu smile . ..



Song

listen, to The Breath, of Angels . ..



Spectra

Sorrow, shall become The Illumination, oyJ. .



SteepleChase

deliver Me,
from The Shores of Longing, for
| am a Listener, of The Ring in Your Voice,

| want to embrace The Essence, of Love, Again,
| wander The Vistas, of Passion, and Spiritueg Fi
| adore The Harmony, of Beauty, Spirit, and @tac
| am a Dancer, through The Corridors of Your Heart
| am a Traveler, through The Windows of Your Eyes,

| am The Audience, in The Symphony of Your Moments
and These, | will wrap, in The Music, of

seeing You Smile . . .



Swan

Love’s Angel, wrap Your Lace, around Me,
for | wish to know, The Secrets, of Paradise,

and, | wish to fly, on Your Wings, of Grace.



The Myriad

( 10,000 Candles )

Your Heart and Your Soul,
are The Essence of Frship,
for They are The Jewels,
in The Richness afrQives,
light a Sea of Candles,
with The FireYobur Spirit,

lace a Ribbon of Love,

inside My Webf Pearls . . .



The BeHolder

| see, The Sea, is Thee. ..



The Flame, of Truth

( isBlue )

and So,

is The Wick . ..



Always remember, that in whatEver Fashion or Fdrsgem to

have captured Your Heart, is directly Proportional the sheer

Number of It's Corridors that U have so graciowslpwed Me,
The Honor, and The Privilege, of walkingatingh . . .

and So, The Balance, isKept. ..

and for as long as U choose to wade within Thesee®al, The River of Words,
will slowly drift around Your Presence, while Utgar Each, and Every Tear that

Ever fell, while U quietly gListen, to The$tories, of Forgiveness, and of Grace . . .

becauselhe Heart, of The Listener is Infinite . . .




The Mist, is Real

Trued Awakening . . .



The Path, of Eagles

( Iwalk )

There are Moments in a Father's Life, when

The Reasons, for His Existence, are found,

beside The Accomplishments, of His Son . ..



The Sea of Joy

We will
nestle like spoons,
on a bed, of deep velvet,
| will best, in Your embrace,
and bathe in Your aura,
I will wrap My arms around You,
and hear the beat of Yourtea
| will kiss Your throat,
and caress the art of Your breast,
I will feel Your breath upon My skin
and immerse My face in Yobair,
| will discover the world of You,
and trace You with My fingertips,
| will witness Yodesire,
and bring Yaua joy,
| want to feel You,
| want to smell You,
| want to knovoiYr heat,
and taste the liquid of You,
| want You above dedow me,
| want to be withirol,
| want to enflame Mijse
with the sight of You,
| want to feel the depthyafu,
and You the length of Me,
| want You to embrace the thrfstly desire,
and welcome the release of Me,
I will bring You to the pinnaclé ¥our soul,

and | will tell You, I love You, Always . ..



The Sigh, at The Break, of Day

( is The Echo, of Forgiveness )

SomeWhere, Now,

ThereisLight, living, in This Child’s Eyes,
SomeWhere, Now, This Child waits as Patience, for Your
Heart to see The Reason for Your Pain, and The Purpose for Y our
Sorrow . . . SomeWhere, Now, thereis Understanding, buriedin The

Memory This Child left behind, to build upon, to bear Your Faith aloft,

into and beyond Love Again, and to dream, of His SomeWhere, Now. ..




The Sun, and The Rose

( for My Father )

All My Kingdom'’s Treasures,
and All My Days begun,
All My Heart’s Dominion,
and All My Music sung,
All My Eyes survey,
All My Glories

won,
None, shall * Ever surpass,

*

The Honor*  of being,

*

Your Son . ..
*

*

*



To Touch The Hand of Always

There is a Light, piercing the Darkness, moving,
as Liquid Fire, through The Paths of Eternity,
for This is Divine Light, borne of Heaven
and Grace, The Light of God’s Heart,
and as | lift My Eyes to This Light,
much brighter It becomes, and
as The Radiance grows, so
too, grows The Truth,
for It is The Truth
that lights All

It shines



Violet Knight

Triad



TrutH

whether First is Last, or Last is FirstLife without THis, isarut. . .



Under A Cyan Sky

I have such an incredibly overwhelming sesfs&od, when I think of You . . .



uniVerse
to listen, is The Perception
to remember, is The Conceptio
to understand, is The Receptio
of The Language, of God’s

Love, Again. .,



what Remember knew, Then

( of Deis, gone by )

| know, Now. ..



The Tenth DoveTale

The Cloak of Simplicit’R

a Flock of Grace moves with Fortitude, to find iFH@wn

Way behind The Sun, Their Voices ringing across Ages to
shatter the Night, and Their Hearts wide open noampass
The Prayers of All Things Dear . . . The WhispeHofses is
heard, softly melting into The Realms of Circum&¢a as
Their mighty Hooves step forward, from out of T™ists of
Avalon . . . and The ButterFlys of August searcé $hy for a
Crack in The Foundation of Heaven, toward and tigio
which They will journey, bearing with Them the dayf All

Humanity, and The Dream, of Ever going Homel et . . .



The Waiting

The Whisper
( of Horses )

We are The Sand, flowing through The OurGlass,
TheMent, before Midnight's Bell,
eVidre The Spirit, of The Redwood Monolith,
hél'Wishes, long buried, in Your Well,
We ditee Light, from A Distant Star,
elTHunter, of Shadows on The Moon,
We dhe Fragrance of The Rose,

The Silence, between Cries of The Loon . ..

* *

* * * *

We have danced for Ages with Daughters of Atlantis,
caed The Heart of Time, at Birth,
Wavee flown The Heavens on The Fires of Ice,
lifted Mountains, from The Core of Earth,
We haatled endless Waters of Tomorrow,
seen The Suns of Skies Beyond, die Away,

Wevhdheard of Your Deepest Sorrow,

sufge Songs, only The Wind could play . . .

* *

* * * *

We will blow Our Trumpets, with a Breath of Angels
calthe Rage of Screams, in Hell,
eWill wed The Dyad of Hope and Fulfillment,
builtieir Home where Freedoms dwell,
Wdlwiry The Tears of Broken Children,
awalkeWorld from The Cradle of Night,

Wadlily The Doves of Love, Again,

lagem The Gates, to The Reign, of Light. ..



The Waiting

The Berth, of A Legend

there is something delightfully odd going on doviritee Hammock Shops in Pawleys Island, for
about a month ago there appeared, out of the dufine piece of wooden craftsmanship in the
form of a kiosk, set along the oak and magnoliadi avenue of quaint little shops, tucked in

between a Christmas store and a southwestern-gifglshop called Three Feathers, and seen
from the window and assorted bird-feeders of theukhon Gallery, and overlooking the cobble-

stoned courtyard of this historic colony of shogkers, candlemakers, and restauranteurs . . .

just about every afternoon, there sits a man,allyssporting a straw fedora and almost always
some sort of muscle shirt or tanktop, and generall amiable smile as he offers up a congenial
greeting, in hopes that he can draw in the padsete listen to a story or two, and thereby to
gaze at some truly remarkable objects that sit #iegkiosk that are surely capable of generating
quite a varied and sometimes awe-struck responsetiose who happen along . . .

while ambient music plays from a pair of Bose spgeslbuilt into the kiosk, he begins to tell his
stories, usually commencing with a tale of howchene to be there, and how he came upon an
idea that, so far, has never been seen befardhei form of an amazing, fiery ball of light,
which he literally gives away to those who are wijlto support his endeavor, and listen to his
equally remarkable stories . . .

the mechanism is quite simple in design, as wsllfunctional, practical, and certainly

decorative, and therefore an obvious enhancerndnststorytelling process, which, and more to
the point, tries to convey to the hearts of thesecaptivates, that they too can begin to telk the

tales, via the lost art of storytelling . . . atad gather around, with friends and family, to
recapture the spirit of togetherness, to listetheosymphony of the moments of their lives, and,
to rediscover the mystery, magic, and majestpofance . . .

this, he says, is The StoryTeller's Dream, a wawhich, as in the days of old, legends are
born, and kept alive, around that timeless amditsipding element . . . a spark, a flame, a,fire
or a ball, of light . ..

the stories he reads or recites come from a bodkakeauthored, and which, he claims, is now
over 6,000 pages . . . a never-ending story of tifelly poetic and engagingly romantic verse,
about kings, and castles, and of ladies fairkmghts, and swords, and horses, and of angels,
and of the wonder of Camelot, and all wrapped madoa simple fairy-tale, of hope, and
fulfillment, and of course, love . .. and whesked his name, the storyteller smiles, and offers
his hand, and says, “my name is Sky, but youkmibw me always as the Iron Horse”. . .

and now, as the summer sun starts to settle ita&ys of autumn, and as the tourists begin to
board their planes and caravans to wind their viek home, the storyteller begins to wonder
how he will manage over the winter months, and Hewmight go about making the local
townsfolk aware of his presence in the communitwirich he now calls home, and how he might
reach into their hearts, to offer up a way thdt stirely bring their loved ones together, if only
once in a while, to gather around for a tale oo,twand begin to tell their stories, to create a
legacy, to build their legends, around a brigitt beautiful ball, of light. . .



A&E

( Discovery )

ABC, CBS, and NBC News Programming, will be mmyto The History Channel,

because Their Services will no longer be requiraag so, Goodnight Walter, Chet,

David, Tom, Peter and Dan, because thdtsWay It is, in Her Global Warming . . .



A Birth Dei

( Present )

i
what We Have,

is All We can Be,

in Camelot, Again. ..



A BlasfromMe

( inVein )

God, damned, Jesus Christ. . .



A Blizzard, of Awes

( and Photos, too )

so follow My Mellow Trick Rowed, and

We’'ll make a wicked Switch of The Rest . . .



A Candle, to The Flame

( ignites The Sun )

hey, mister,
pardon Me, do U have a Light? . ..
why yes, | do, as a matter of fact. . . and would
U mind, if We struck up a conversation ?. . . ¢hare
some things that were left unsaid, and a few nmareuld
like to get off my back, and some other pointg tieed to
be cleared up, but, say, would U happen to knibnare
I might be able to get a shower and a shave, maybe
bite to eat, a place to sleep ? ... I've beeayaw
for quite a long while, but it's good

to be back . . .



A Compendium, of Progress

Book Il The Sword, was edited/printed to It's Qaetion, by 09/27, bringing
the Grand Total to date at 1,760 Peaces ( app0pafes) . . .

The Decision, at that point, was to decide whettwe edit Book Ill, or
transpose/edit the now growing number of Journals .

and since | knew the Journals would eventuallydy@ter 500 Peaces, ( based
on Time, and The Essence of Feeling that, yb& Story is coming to It's
Fruition ) | thought it best to initiate the ~bging forth~ of these Works, into
The Light of Dei . . .

what The Journals, became, is This. ..

through writing Them, | came to understand thawds reaching into the
OverAll of It, gathering the ( waiting ) Whys amdhereFores, of Things yet
unSaid, of Things remembered, but not yet written

on 08/12 | began composing into the first Journahd by the 24th, was
creating an average of 30 to 40 Entries per Dei, ato date, am well into
Journal Number 4 . . .

| also came to understand, that the writing of¢hdournals, taught Me how |
was to ~develop~ the knowledge to edit Book lld,athat most of what | was
writing, would also become The Foundation/Sumnmatiof All that Book I,
was Ever supposed to Be . . .

to date, Journal 1 has yielded 240 Peaces, wiérk composed on 8/12 thru
8/20 . . . and transcribed from 10/12 thru 10/14..and remembeRing, of
Course, that Christ's real Dei of Birth, is Aug@gst. . .



A King’s Bed

is a Queen’s Comforter . . .



A Miss, Is As Good, As A Smile

( Saddles, Soar )

but only, upon Her Horse’s Shoes, and Han@ Parades . . .



A Muse, | See

( Music)

oh yes, and by The Way, that Melody You kept imggrin

The Back, of Your Mind . . . | was dancingijth Your Soul . . .

( at The Time )



A prePonderance, of When

if This, is not a Gift, I, was not, Th&s ..



A Queen, for A Dei

said The King, to His Wife, as They talked ofd,if

and as They moved, so slowly, through The Fair,

then,
7 as He gazed, at a Miss,
who just happened to have caught His Eye,
Her Ire did rush, and Her Face did blush,
for She was so tired, of living, this Lie..
for She knew full well, and She could Always tell,
that His Majesty, was on the Prowl, for an Heir,
because for Her, was laid The Blame, for
begetting no Name, to sit upon
so gilded a Chair . . .
and as The Wind came then a’rustling, through Odeves,
She said,I'm not sure, but She was wearing, Green Sleeves
and on Their Way Home, even Her Thoughts feareddm,

while on Her Breath, was heard somethingpua“thieves’ . ..



A Queen, for A Dei

and when The Clock struck Twelve,
She took A Book, from The Shelve,
whose Title, had rhymed, with “ sings ”,
and long near Eleven, She gazed toward Heaven,
and She prayed for All Manner of Things,
and well by Dawn, 1 shall be but a Pawn,
in The Name, of These Follies, of Kings
so She went off to Bed, with a Song in Her Head,
muttering something, that sounded, likeatjs”. ..
and finally, by Ten, She was at it Again,
Her Rage as righteous, as could Ever be,
| pray that | see, God delivering unto Me,
when The World, shall be rid, of Its Men
and shortly by Nine, with Things far from Fine,
when She threw, All Her Cautions, to The Air,
It is All so unFair, this Quest for an Heir,
so for This there shall be, no Son of Mine
and there, by Eight, were The Hands, of Fate,
whose Grasp of The Matter, was a bit stronger,
oh what am | to do, be it Me, or be it You,
if He ne’er seems to grow any . . . longer.?
and when by Seven, She rolled off to Heaven,
with Her Head, over Heels, She did run,
and nigh by Six, She saw All The Tricks,
because Her Voyage of Wings, had begun . ..
and So, itwas told, in those Days, of Olde,
when Empires fought, beneath Flags, of Faith,
of a King who came, leaving no Heir to His Name,

because, this Henry, was once measuretlaqus/d' . . .



A Stone, Ever, Once Rolled

( was The Peace, of The Rock, of Patience )

and The Sun, rose, in His Father's Armgaia . . .



A Symphony, of MoMeants

of All The Things, that fullfill Me, with such @at Joy,

none is more Resonant, than The Sound of ¥usic . . .



A World Without Walls

( is Allin The Head )

All Well and Good, but what about . .. && . . .



All that Me Reigns

( Bass Ackwards )

on The Hints, of Tides, comes The
Prince of Rides, to erase The Prints of Prides,
from The Ebb and The Flow, to The To and The Fro,

into The Give and The Take, and The Live and Tlak&Yy

Always comes, when a Smile, is a Frownndd Upside down . . .



All, At Once

| will cause, The World, to smile . ..



An Angel, in Waiting

( Ever's Sun )

My Suite, of Armor . ..



An Auger’s Bit

( of Truth )

He does well, as far as They could tell, as long

as He doesn’t have to “ bore through any shit ”,

and more Often than Not, He cannot be bought,
and it is said, He really doesn’t know how to quit

so On and On He goes, so that for Ever is His €hor

for in The End, He will have gotten, dirgctito The Core . . .



An Echo’s Retort

An Echo’s Reply

An Echo’s Last Words

An Echo’s Question

An Echo’s Answer

Silence . ..



An Our, at A Glance

a Second’s Coming, waits in a Moment'’s Notice,
and from a Moment’s Notice, comes

an EverlLasting, Peace ...



And Because

( knows )

even Kings, must walk, The Path, of Hergieness . . .



Aun Aprendo

and | am learning, still . . .



so tentative in Her Thoughts, not knowing just ltowehave,
She slowly lifts Her Eyes, to The Array of Posligis
laid out before Her, and before All of Creation,
She unFurls Her Wings, to fly aloft,

The Word, of Paradise . ..



Chimera

a Woman | know, has
Eyes like azure Pools,
sunset Hair, adorning
The Face of an Angel,
and a Smile, beaming

through, to My Heart . . .



Carol of Our Seas, Music of Our Spheres

One Day, You and I,
will stroll along The Sand,
as Waves make quiet Thunder,
as Mighty, as The Roar of Lions,
We, Hand in Hand, Hearts as One,
where The World, lies hidden, from
Our most secret, and forgotten Shore . . .
where Fireflies, laugh at The Moon,
and A Myriad of ButterFlys, roam,
as does Our Infinity, dancing, in
Our Light, from a Distant Sun,
The Path, of Our Desire, as
Ever The Fire of Life, is
Always, in Our Eyes.. ..
as We walk, waiting,
is The Bridge of Gold,
crossing to a Land of Endless Grace,
where The Breath of Angels,
is The Sound of Light,
and The Light, is
The Echo of
God'’s



Design

the more | love You, the more | know My entired. if

has been The Foundation, and The ReasonAré/e. .



DoveTale

a Sigh, is aCry, of Longing. . . .. or.a Breath, from The Heart, of Desire . ..



Embracing The Abyss

| am not sure, what U might be thinking, or rohking, or perhaps, trying desperately

to think about Nothing at All for a while . . . keese | know U have quite a bit on Your

Mind these Days, and with Work being what it &)d the toll it takes on U . . . the roof,

the leaks, the repairs, the bills, and so onwhat to do about the House, purging, not
purging, where to go, where to live . . . whattm~ . . .

and Then, thereis Us ... what to do about, UMeandU ... UandI...We...
| just want to let U know, where itis, thatéstl ... and what itis, that | am feeling . . .

at The MoMeant, | am waiting for U to visit, aftd finish in Juno, so that | might hold
U again . . . | have not seen U since Sunday, itafegls like forEver . . . and | know
neither One of Us knows exactly what to do abodtllit . . neither One of Us wants to
appear over-eager to intrude on the Other, trignmake the ~Separateness~ fit around
the recent Connection We so enjoyed Saturday, ewfot being sure if it is what The
Other wants, and trying to figure out if being A&y or just moving On, is what We are
supposedtodo. ..

| do not have any Answers . . .

| just find MySelf, wondering about U more and morthinking about U, caring about
U, missing U, more and more . . . just like Aletother Times, just like All the other
Feelings . . . only Now, it just seems like it bbbe better than All those other Times
and other Feelings . . . and Such, is The WayQwfDance . . .

and if U feel like beginning Again, then, | jusant to let U know, that My Heart, and
My Arms, are Open, Wide, and Warm . . .

have a safe Trip, and Imiss U . ..

All Over, Again. ..



His Arrow flies, a swift Passage, freeing My 8piin perfect Harmony,
His Awdlies, a timeless Journey, freeing My Heart,perfect Harmony,

His Arrow flies, a singular Perseverance, Evat Always, in perfect Harmony. ..



For Whom It May Concern

perhaps kouldwrite a conventional, conversational paragraphafter all, it was the preferred
mode of voicing my heart and mind for what seerks forever . . . although, | must warn you, |
have a tendency to slip into ~uniVerse~ withouhbeware of it . . .

beyond my work, and family, and the ever-presemireness of the blessings of both, my time
is centered around an obsession called The Starg Symphony, if you will, which illuminates
both its creation, and its fulfilment . . . anddause each event, person, and circumstance in my
life is a part of this melody, my first obligatioms . . . to listen. ..

my endeavor is to understand the process of liviangg our subsequent spiritual progression, and
to determine how the lessons illustrated beforebesome the knowledge, and therefore the
reason, ever woven within the fabric of our huityan. . and through this collective wisdom,
comes the significance of our purpose, withintdpestry, God’s grand Design . . .

beneath the surface of our ordinary existencedligds/thm, or balance, or essence, that binds our
idea of spiritual oneness with our sense of plaoe,belonging, within this universe . . . | am
fortunate enough to have been blessed with theofiknowing how to hear theoundof this
extraordinary Tale . . .

and the sound | hear, is Light . .. and The Lighas penetrated deeply into The Corridors of My
Heart, moving as Liquid, as Phantom, as Butterfloward The Transformation of each and
every Truth, into The Words and Images on eachemedy Page, where | wait, patiently, until

All have passed through The Gates of Your Infiditeareness . . . and I, remain, The Last Man,
standing, before You. ..



Fortune

count Your Blessings, One by One,
for The Sum, of Your Whole,

is The Light, of The Son.. ..



Goddess

can You see Her ?
wearing The Colors of a Universe of Rainbows,

a Silhouette of Creation, of All, ThingBear . . .

can You feel Her ?
journeying The Heavens, on A Steed of Stars,

gathering Hope, from The Majesty of Dreams .

can You hear Her ?
a Voice of cool Thunder, and soft as The Rain,

telling The Secrets, of Life, and Love, aig. . .



Harp, The Herald

* %

First,* * came A Woman*
*

* % * * * *x %

*
* * %
* %

* *
and then* * The Music* *
* * * *
* *
and finally,* * Love*

* %

* %

*
* ok
* % * %
* % * %

*



Hevan

( A Person, A Path, or A Place )

Evan

Nave Vane



Hollow, Eve

( Trick nor Treat )

These Items were determined to be in deFault . . .
These Items were caught believing in a Lie .
These Items were found inside a Delusion . .

These Items were of a Wrong Decision . . .
These Items were pure SophisTree . . .
We ask that U reMove These
Items from This Box,
and in ExChange,
pLace The Following:

His Words
His Music

His Money
back in The Box,
and reTurn The Box
to The Address,
listed Below:
IronHorse
on a Voyage of Kings
someWhere, on The IcanSea
We also ask that U refrain from using, in eithenit®n or Verbal
Format, Any and All Aspects of The Language ofi~lgrse~, so as
not to further desecrate The TimeLine, wittsubstantiated Truth . . .
We regret Any inConvenience this unFortunate CirStance may have
caused U, and rest asSured, no further ConifidievAttempted,

or Recognized, for U will not Here a Single iVdérom Ever, Again . ..

The Velvet Hammer
10/31/2000

O



Horizon

The Journey is beginning . . .

take My Hand, and feel The Dream, The Desira] Hme Devotion,
My Heart surges, in joyous Anticipation, to spentdife with You,
You, are The Treasure of All Dreams, All Hopdgl Ambitions,

and Together We will grow, and reach for wihié has to offer . . .



| Just Wanted To Say

(as We go aLong Our Way )

I will try My Best to understand why Things havelte The Way They are,
even though it is for The Greatest Good, for Th@ Df Us, and serves to
release Us from The Pain, of being unAble to fitk Peace in Our Hearts
We so deserve . . . and Yes, more Often, thamghtau am overcome by a
Sadness that | have nEver known before, One teatgs My Soul, with a
long-forgotten Blade, of unCertainty, and of Regras | Now find MySelf
walking Alone, Again, on an unCharted Coursethait The Hand | have
held So Dear, for So Long ... and Yes, | ammestathat as U begin to see
Your Path, and Your Purpose before U, and U begiiscover All that is
truly Important to Your Life, My Fear, is thatay no Longer hold such a
Special Place in Your Heart, or that We, as Omeay nEver recapture that
Special Place We found together, that SanctuaBnehantMeant, that oh
so splendored Secret Garden of Love, Again o .plsase My Dearest One,

remember Me, remember Me as | will Always remenherand as U look

back, upon All The Deis Gone By, pleaseaster, | must have loved U . . .

Still . ..



In My ~uniVerse~

( Room, with a View )

| go,
| listen,

and | write . . .



Ingress

so peaceful, as to caress my mind
ariseprfr a Love, so gracious,
the warmth, and happinessd fin
as | walk through Your doorway,

troubles of my heart | leave behind



InHand

it is not ThePursuitof Happiness, | proclaim,

because, It iEhe Acquisition, of The Same . ..



inQuest

if | promised You a Moon, and Stars,
and set Them at Your Side,

if | promised You The Isle of Paradise,
and gave You The KeyRing,

if | promised You The Joys of Ecstasy,
and sang to You My Songs,

if | promised You My Heart, and Soul,

could You love Me, as Ever ? . ..



lonQuest

am | capable of knowing The Magnitude of Your Baitice,

am | capable of understanding The Majesty ofitLove ? . . .



Journey’s End

more Beautiful, than A Sky of Rainbows,

| found, in Your Heart, The Pot of Gold.. .



Her Heart, calls forth A Universe, of Love,

Her Eyes, reveal The Stories, of Her Smile .



KneauWhere

( in Sight )

| do naught wish, to foster a
continuing Trait of reacting disastrously
when confronted with misTimed Situations,

so, | would be arthan ready to wade into
whatEver Issues U care to discuss, at what
Ever Time fits Our respective ltineraries . .
howEver, | do wish to point out that
any Lessening of Our Frequency,
of Late, has come from, and
I will be quite frank, My
inAbility to continue
to afford such a
Luxury, and
honestly,
I simply
cannaught
squeeze Blood,
from an already dry
Stone, beyond deciding
what | could be doing about
it, since Our Expectations have
far exceeded Our Abilities, to find
Our Way, in this Storm of disContent . . .
anyHow, nvaron This later, | suppose,
and | am sure U wish to grapple with Things
on a deeper, personal Level, or Those that
seem to be governing Our RelationShip,

or The Sea, on which It sails . . .



LetterFly

over the past few Months, | am sure You have lzaeare of
the profound Changes occuring in our Lives, asviddals,
and as The Duet that We are, together . . . Ti®aEyg tha
has surrounded Us, is truly the most glorious eVéae shall
ever experience . . . it has been an Honor, aRdviedge,
to share it with You . . .

the Purpose of this Missive, is to open a Windowhe Vista
of Wonder, that | have been shown, that | hawnldesse
with, since You came so graciously into My Life..l wish to
offer You a brief Look at the “terrible beauty” tha have
seen, through The Gift | now possess, through GifieYou
have given Me . . . Love, Again . ..




Lexacon

All The Words, of All The Stories, that | haveark
All The Lyrics, of All The Songs, in My Head,
have nEver meant more to Me, than Those,

from A Heart, You, to Me, have said . ..



Lexus

A Face, that launched Ten Thousand Suns,

within Her Heart, A Palace, of Perfectian .



Dreams may die, in The Rivers of Time,
The Winds of Tomorrow, cease to blow,

Ever | have found The Infinity, of Love,

that no Man, nor God, shall Ever know . . .



Light's Caress

|
The Flame, of This Candle, is

The Fire, burningin My Heart . ..

It burns bright, and warm, by

a Touch, of Your Hand alone . ..

for You, are The Spark, born

to ignite This Flame, for Ever. ..



Longing

My Eyes danced across a Sea of Blue,

sail, My Heart, Away to You,

| awoke to Dawn, and feigned a Smile,

for at once | remembered, | missed You,

let fly My Thoughts to a Sea of Blue,

sail, My Heart, Away to You. ..



Lotus

The Touch, in The Night, itis You,

oh, this Marvelous Passion, is True. ..



Lovely

a Woman | know, has Eyes of Azure Pools,
so adorning The Face, of an Angel, and

a Smile, beaming, through My Heart . . .



Made, of Stone, and Light

( lronWorks )

My Heart, is The Fountain of Hope,
so drink from It,
as | hold

The Rain, of Joy. ..

( EverLasting )



Man, I, Low

( 'cause )

| wrote The Song . . .



Materna

loving You is loving Her is loving You . . .



Mirage

exquisite SunSet,
cyan Sky, velvet Clouds,

All Crimson, Lavender, and Gold . . .

exquisite Face,

amidst a Rainbow, of Light,

hovering there, as an Angel, to behold . .



Missive, to a Melancholy Sea

( Angel )

as | move My Pen across The Sky, | can only hope
My Words will fall, upon The Pages of Your Heart,
and, as U pause to read Them, One by One, They
will for Ever become a Part of U, The Part of U
| left Behind, so Long Ago. ..
for These, are The Days of My Abandon, and when
My Journey surrenders, to The Wake of My Remorgken
My Path reveals It's End, in The Light, of Youe@nning,
when My Soles finally tread, upon The Fields ofuvo
Forgiveness, will | Ever know The Sanctuary,
of Your EverLasting Smile . . .
and while | find no Cause, for The Place between
Us Still, while I hold no Answers, for The Whys
beyond Until, remember | so promised to love U,

and as Ever, | Always, Will. ..

for U, are why | am,
and as Always, My Will Be, and My Was,
and U, are My Rhyme, and My Reason,

and as Always, U are My, Because . ..



Mustard Seed

The Mountain . . . . ... is My Mother . . .



My Divine Wind

Your Sighs, are Walks through The Willows, of Renbrance,

where Each Path, is One Step closer, toVimg Breath, of U . ..



My Long Letter, Home

( Return, to Sender )

This Voyage, of Kings . ..



OceanUs

The Magnitude of what You do to Me,

is beyond My wildest, deepest Dream . ..



of The Terrible Beauty

( late, for The Sky )

and without Ever knowing He could,
He put His Hands, upon The Wood,
and to His Son, One heard Him say . . .
For Ever, | shall miss,
The Glory, of Your Kiss,
now upon My Soul, | pray,
with a Promise made to Dei,
as a Wish, brings on The Rain,
You did not cry, nor die, in Vain.

and as The Moon, slowly turned, to faceNlight, Ever, just walked, Away . ..



Oh, Cult, of One

if You looked into The Tears, from a Sparrow’'s Eye

You will find My Heart, where an Echo gods, die . . .



On The Whispers, of Horses

( Voices Carry )

The Reason, why Sound, is slower than Lighteisause what

U see, is what U hear, and what U heaKnsw\Where, Near . ..

The Reason, why Light, is faster than Soundyesause what

U hear, is what U see, and what U sesuiigly, out of Sight . . .



Pacifica

if only I could tell You, of the golden Feelings My Heart,
My World, has never known a Love like this, seqous,
Thoughts of You, fill Me with Passion, and infimiJoy,
You have given Me a Purpose, a Reason, a Desire,

for Life, Together, Always, and for Ever..



Pages

The Miles and Smiles, so shared with You,

The Cries and Sighs, no Thoughts unKind . . .

of Streams and Dreams, Ever still to cross,

The Years and Tears, Always left, to find .



PILLAR
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The Earth ..

( and that, means a Lot )



Priceless

of All The Treasures One can Ever find insST¥World,

the most precious Jewel, is Friendship . . .



Promenade

and yes, Muse, | would be honored to daviteYou . . .



RamPage

| hear Your Voice, and | open My Heart . ..



reBirth

no butterflies, no song in my heart, no sky afe)l

a soul walking in darkness, only the shethahan . . .

One Day, My Eyes were opened,
to a New, and Splendid Beginning,

born to Feel, to Cry, to Love, Again. ..



reBorn

Now, there are Butterflies, and Songs, and Blies,
You gave Me Your Heart, Your Hand, Your Happiness
You have melted darkness, into Light . . . | anmptete,

| am One, | am at Peace, and yes, | ams{ofor Ever . ..



whenEver The Time, whereEver The Place,

whatEver | know, | will know, Your Grace. .



Sacred Vow

... and Boys,

if You do not love Her,

Fwill ...

if You do not want Her,

ldo...



Scepter

Patience, is The Badge | wear, The Medal of Hponor

of loving You . ..
*

* % X X X
b .



SeaDog

and to Those whose Lives are bathed in Sorrow,

rest Your weary Hearts, for |, am, to Mavro. .



Sensora

to touch Your . . Fragrance,
to smell Your . . Radiance,
to taste Your . . Essence,

to hear Your . . Serenity,

to see Your . .Harmony . . .



Silent Lucidity

| will evolve,
slowly in Your Mind,

quietly, infinitely, The Echo . ..



SilverBird

* *
*
* *
* *
* *
*if 1 could fly, *
* *
* in The Arms, *
* *

* of an Eagle?
* *

* 1 would ly,*
* *

*in The Nest/
* *
* **k% **k% *
*of Your loving Breast. . .
* *

* * * * * *



SilverCloud

embrace again Your Father Sky and Mother Earth,
and shed The Yoke of Tears from Your Heart,
e "y
capture again The Spirit of The Sun and Moon,

and stoke The Fires of Forgotten Dreams,

breathe again The Timeless Winds of Change,

and join Your Brothers The Wolf, Eagle, and Puma,

run again with The Deer to The Forests of Yesterday

and drift with The Salmon along Rivers of Tomorrow,

H H #H # # # # # #

sing again The Winsome Song of The Owl and Dove,

and dance The Enchanting Rhythms, of The Seasons,

I I T I TS

return again to bear The Word of The Promised Land,

and sow The Seeds of Your beloved Grace once more,

ride again The Steeds of Thunder to The Dawn of Joy

and lift Your Eyes to The Golden Sunrise oAéte. . .



Lady Blue, Lady Blue,

Her Voice is The Wind . . .

She walks where Waves make Thunder on The Sand,

where The World, is hidden, from Her Se&dén . . .

Lady Blue, Lady Blue,

Her Smile fills The Sky . ..



Source

StarLight and FireFlys, illuminate Your Face, radiant,
Winds caress Your Hair, as Fields of Autumn, &udd,
Desire, turns Master, Devotion, The Reason, Wheg,

The Eyes of Heaven, pause, to Witness, and todéfo

Time nods to Infinity, and The Moment, uoken, Still. . .



Splash, Down

( Gem, inEye )

, Seventeen. ..

( pouring, as Liquid, in The Reign )



Sun House

The Sky
is as bright as Eternity,

in The Eyes, of Ever, and Always . . .



The AcKnowlLedgeMeant

( beyond The Gates )

* * * * * *

without His Voice, and, assuredly,

* *

without His Vision, | would

* *

nEver, have heard,

* *

The Word,
* *
and to All
The Rest,
| present
My Best,

to The Ones, who

Passion’s Prayers, have stirred . ..



The Badge, of Courage

She
is The Law,
of This Universe,
The Supreme Justice,
of The Peace, on

Earth . ..



The Beqinning

(' sic itur ad astra )

thus, We go to The Stars . . .



The Breath of Angels

( The Music )

for what You are hearing, is Harmonic Perfection,

and what You are hearing, is All, We haveay . . .



The EverGreen
A
Story

of

inside

A Trilogy

called

A Tale, of

The Triad

The The The

[ﬂnond Sw_ord Ring

The Palace The Guardians The Chronicles
of Rain of Virtue of Avalon

A Song, of
The DoveTales

The Gates of Dawn The Chariots of The Sun Lexa and [Foe Horse
and and and

The Voice of Angels The Children of Thie@is The Lion and The Bultterfly

as seen through The Eyes of a Butterfly, edm .

&
The Wedding

of

as told, by an
IronHorse




The Isle, in Omega’s Wake

Words are My Dominion, where My Heart has gorelivie,

for Words are My Fruition, and They are Alidve, to give. ..



The Lore, of The Libra

This day is one of special importance to me, for i
marks a time of days gone by, when the world was
blessed with a child born to bring joy and happsnes
to every heart . . .

she grew in a den of love and warmth, which became
the foundation of her being . . . as the yearsqiss
her beauty and imagination flowered with a richness
of life equaled by none . . .

her paths of self-fulfillment abound with courage,
strength, determination, and devotion, all thelevhi
her watchful eye set on seeking new and challenging
horizons . . .

to know her is to know love and life . . . She i®tl
woman, in heart and mind, always giving of hdf se
... toaman, she is his dream of dreams, Heris
someone to cherish forever . . .

these words are but a testament of a man’s love for
the woman he adores, someone with whom he can
share the ups and downs, the joys and sorrows, th
sunrise and sunset of life . . .

... on her birthday . . .



The Love, of God

old as Rhyme, and Time, Eternity ltself . .



The Mar, and The Lago

( Plus Ultrae )

Please allow this letter to serve as a condudutih which | may discuss with you, a
matter of both a personal and private nature, carathat merits a certain level of confidentiality
between the two of us, as well as allowing you fir& opportunity to be made aware of my
intentions, before any public (corporate) statenoemprotocol issues are dealt with . . .

while | do not consider myself important enoughctuse much of a ripple in the tide of your
organization, | do this primarily out of great pest for you, and, of course, because of the
extraordinary opportunities you have blessed mb witer the decade we have known each other,
and during my eight years of proud service towdmel building of your dreams . . . and most
importantly, for the unfailing confidence you hawenored me with . . .

that said, | guess it is time to get to the point

in roughly sixty days from today, | plan to begwhat | feel is a quite radical departure from the
norm, by deciding to embark on a major relocasffort, to Pawleys Island, South Carolina . . .
inasmuch as there are deeply personal reasonsofog ¢o, the area represents a myriad of
opportunities within social and cultural aspectmd more than a few interesting avenues with
regard to employment, along with the benefits sédate and very picturesque environment . . .

please understand, that | have not yet been sgekisitions for employment, specifically within
the obvious choices in the realm of golf and couctubs et al, without first informing you of
this . . . though | am sure those facilities wil imy primary focus, by virtue of the experience yo
have provided for me . . . and, | am trustinghattwhatever situation will serve my needs, | need
only to seek it out, and, that | will serve itlve .

| suppose in one way, | am offering a resignatitpugh | am reasonably sure that our endeavors
will continue to intertwine in the future, and,wbuld certainly hope our relationship is strong
enough to bear what might only prove to be a ggagcaimitation . . . and yes, there just might
be more tennis courts (or golf courses) in youuarfeit and you just might need someone to build
them . .. who knows . . .

in the meantime, absorb this ripple as you widhd all | ask is your blessing . . . and perhaps

when you next visit the driving range on a Saturdayning, we can offer each other a fond
salute, and talk of days to come . ..

with infinite regard . . .



The Rain of Joy

when Angels cry . . .



The Rings, of Venus

when | look, into The Mirror, of Your Eyes,
| see The Sun, The Moon, and The Stars,
My Heart, sighs, into The Cyan Skies,

of Your Jupiter, Saturn, and Mars. ..



The Shining

You are The Paragon, of All Things, Gottsdear . . .



The Stillness, of The Knight

( Years having passed, while )

My Heart still longs, for Love still true,
My Soul still crys, in Purpose still new,

My Sun, still sets, on Water, still blue..



The WhereWithAll

( toUnderstand )

try as | might, | cannot begin to find The Wordst¢ll U, that EveryThingJ are going through,
Once Again, is being felt within My Heart, as Wel. beat for beat, breath for breath . . .

yes, | feel Pain ... butltis Your Pain, anduY Confusion that | feel, for It is naught becao$
AnyThing thatU have done, to Me . . . becausevould naught . . . becausecould naught . . .
becauseJ love Me . . .

on SaturDei Morning, after experiencing that glas Dance through The kNight, the Splendor
of Our Ecstasy, withJ, | cannaught help but focus on a very particd@@@mcumStance that
occurred between The Two of Us, and, also hagheméien We were saying FareWell . . .

| presented) with a Card, a SentiMeant, to illustrate My WishprovideU with a Haven, of

Sorts, adJ went along Your Way . . . which, of Course, t&lalways will Be, My unDying

Love forU ... andJ, reTurned The Blessing, by giving Me a Gift, apped in The Wings, of
a Butterfly . . .

and that precise MoMeant, though only seen from Eles of YesterDei, became a Portent, of
Things to Come . . . fdd, were telling Me, that The Butterfly, was abtutake Wing . .. and I,
was tellingU, to have a Safe Journey . .. on The VessellhenFriendShip, of My Love . ..

asU navigate The Winds, and The Waves, of This mastulent Tide, Always know, that |
stand Here, fotJ, as a LightHouse, as a Beacon, to guidérough these troubled Waters, if
only U will look toward My Heart, waiting on The ShoreEMy Embrace, because will see,
just how strong, and enduring, The Light of Myko really is . . .



'tis The East

( Jewel, yet )

The Sun, through My Window, breaks . ..



Trials by Fire

if | survive The Ecstasy of knowing You,

will I endure The Rapture of loving You . . .



The First Question to be answered,

at The End of Eternity, is



The Eleventh DoveTale

2

The Shelter of Kindness Sy

over The Fields and The Forests of So It Was, ahegions
of Lilies stand or sway, and as Always, therddace in The
Wind’s Ballet, The Wrens of Ever gather for omalfiThrust
into The Hearts of Men, to tear asunder the StesckF Their
Blind Desire, and to free from Their Souls the diarrs of
Their Empires, that have laid to want and to wasfdl The
Foundations of The Truth upon which They were budhd
justly so, are now left crumbling under The Waityd under
The Will, of Avarice . . . and somewhere benela¢hrubble,
struggling for a precious Breath of Light, resaun Its Quest
to find a significant Foothold in The Soil of Reasoand of
Redemption, stands a single Rose, quietly legrtongrow,

without Thorns . . .



The Waiting

The Reckoning

( Dreams, of A Rocking Horse )
... and as a Host of Stars ceased Their endleks To witness, and to wonder, The Night, Inegareign . . .

She is a Child of Innocence, and just coming o& Adpst and so unbearably alone, lying nakedhaipless among the Ever-
circling dogs of Chaos, whose blood-red Eyes tast hideous glances upon Her, waiting with tlagiéhce of Stones for Her
to fall under The Weight of their Intent . . .

sumHow, She knows that This Day, is to be Hett basong The Living, and before The Sun can pi#needeath-laden Fog
that hangs above This Place, that cloaks Her fBkinpoisonous shroud, that wraps itself arouratyeguffocating Breath She
takes, and lays upon Her Tongue like the chamsilue of Her Prayers, whispered quietly to a thatlhas abandoned All that
remains of This Killing Ground, to the Evil thatiks in The Hearts of Men, She surrenders . ..

trembling, as Always, from hunger, and from shir and the bone-chilling cold, and the Fear thatves through Her
emaciated Body like some perverse Dance, keepimg With The Sound of Her Tears, as They fallldoif of The Box that is
Her Final Resting Place, built below The Surfatéhe frost-heavy Earth, still echoing The CriédHopelessness above, and
still trampled, by the shiny black Boots, of thécked . . .

slowly, She lifts Her Mind toward The Crack in TB&y, a hole in the lid of The Box, where Shdfd¢ke meager warmth of
The Light of Day upon Her Face, and tries to refmem what Her Eyes can no longer see, becaus&yésrare now shattered
Windows upon This World . . . beaten, broken, bhded, by these Soldiers of Hate . . . for Tkeuld not bear to see The
Look of Her sweet Innocence, could not bear ThghtSof their own guilt-ridden Masks, could not béaeir vile Reflections,
in The Mirror of their Godless Souls . . .

as the lid of The Box is thrown open, One Last &jimand the flood of Death pours itself upon H8he is lifted from Her
prison by their blood-stained Hands, and alwagsibleather-gloved, to separate them from The maidder Purity, and She
is tossed upon The Ground, where The Marks ofefdat’s Pain are still etched in the soil, lythgre as if to mock them,
like the Image, of an Angel . ..

and upon This Angel they fall, One by One, likmihds from Hell, with their lust-swollen Swordemiing Her Body in waves
of indescribable humiliation and suffering, infegt Her with the rotting Seeds of their unholy Alice, violating Her, with All
of The Evil that Men can do, when they embrace Hibart of Darkness . . .

as The Edge of Night slowly descends upon Her, thadvailing Winds of Fate dance across what isdéHer ravaged and
bleeding Form, She is dragged, once more, athesscorched Earth to the open maw of The Boxd tarown back inside,
where She lays in The Throes of Desperation, aaitsvin the gloom, now haunted by the Shadows @f Gblivion, now
silenced, by The Screams of Her Hopelessness, engpty, of All that She Ever dreamed Her Life,ulcobe . . .

... and as The Host of Stars gaze down upon Heejr Light enters through the hole in the lid
of The Box, and finds Her Reflectiathere in The Pool, thatis The Sum, of All Hears . . .

as The Light shimmers, She feels The Essence’oBlessing, bathing Her tortured Soul in the swEmbrace of It's

Tenderness, and It's limitless Compassion, artiémquiet Hush of The Moment, She begins tozedhat The Vessel of Her
Body can no Longer endure the battering of waveraftave of Degradation, can no Longer harbor Hextinguishable

Thoughts of Hope, and Salvation, that She miugideof The Anchor of This Life, and allow Her 8pto travel On, toward

The Call of a Distant Shore, nourished by The FidEPromise and Fulfillment, lying SumWhere, tjosyond The Reach, of
Her Despair . . .

Her Heartbeat, slowly stills, to a Whisper, afgn, to a Sigh, and Then, ‘Lo, and BeholaymfrOut of KnowWhere, from
Out of The Arms of Silence, from deep within Heast Breath of Surrender, a Resonance, a Rhy#mmenduring Echo of
Redemption, wrapped in the undeniable Cadenceoofves, hammering the Earth with righteous Interailing across The
Fields and Forests of Her Heart, moving as Ligthdnder, held Aloft, by The Wings of Certaintyecoming The EverLasting
Sound, of The Fury, and Yes, of The Might, b&TSeven Hundred Horses, of Ebony, Left, andylvRight . ..

and There, as The Dawn slowly cracks The SkyThesSun slowly pours It's Warmth upon Each and #véring Dear, Now,
for The Very Last Time, and in This, The Very t&ace, and slowly, yet with The Might of Titanand The Grace of a
Swan She raises Her Hand, toward A Presenceslantdly, like Cool Water, She caresses The Fadd;orgiveness . . .

... and The Host of Stars resume Their Endlesk &cross The Heavens, taking with Them The MerobAll
that Was, and All that Will Be Agaifgr They, have for Ever Witnessed, and Theyl| far Ever, Wander . . .



AfterThought

while Your Purpose, might have been forgotten,
for One Moment, All Things were at Their Best,
remember, Always, The Joy was knowing You,

in Your Heart, My Dreams came Home, to rest



All ism

| do This, for You,
which, in turn,

is for Me . ..



An Echo’s Promise

if Your Tears, are overWhelming, and

Your Sorrows, ly waiting at Your Door,

go to Your
Heart, for | will be
there, waiting
patiently . . .
if a Page
of Your Life
is torn Away,
and Hope flies
a Distant Shore,
follow The Tears
* * *to Your Heart, and* * *
* I will be there, waiting
* patiently, to catch Them,
* as They fall..
for | have captured Your Tears, as They fell acbity Heart,
and held Them, in My Hands, and drank of Thear,| know
Your Pain, and | know Your Longing, because Tkars from
My Heart, are The Same as Your Tears, and YaartHs The
Same as Mine, so follow My Voice, Here inside Ydallow It

into Our Heart, and | will be Here, waitjngatiently, for Ever. ..



AN

and My Depth

( EyeSea )

only
daeps
upon
how
far
out
You
are
willing
to

wade . ..



And When | Lay, Me, Down to Sleep

| have told U, many Times, of The Place | wistatyp My Head,
when The Day comes, to capture, My Last, andlmmneath,
for on That Day, there shall come a Sound, suftsow,

of an Echo, of a Whisper, of The Heart, AofAngel . ..



Songs from The Heart are heard,

only when Melodies are in Tune . . .



As Ever

| seem to drift, blindly, into the unCharted Wateof My Mind, where |
occasionally lose a Sense of what is The Propersecw take, and often find
MySelf meandering through the precarious Strai§,Lessons | have learned,
while navigating The Reaches, lof ) and yet, All The While,
nEver having The Luxury, of a Compass. ..

were It naught for The Beacon of Your nEverEndingace, or the sheer
Brilliance of The Light pouring Out from Your Heart would, most assuredly,
lose My Way, among The Shoals of My Own misgui@edceptions, where |
would inevitably become stranded, by My Own Hamgh Near and so Far,
from The Shores, of My Own Expectations . . .

nor can | begin to fathom The True Measure, of Distances | know | need to

travel, or even The Depths, of All | need to uistieend, yet, | do know, that
each Journey | take into the Half-Light, each kdrdo the storm-tossed Seas
of My disContent, only happen, when | close MyeEyo The Ray of Hope,

and | lose Sight, of The Wings of The Butterfly..

for naught only are U The Wind in My Sails, TheauStin My Sky, The Blue of
My Horizon, and The Sea upon which | sail, and,yeso too are U, the
dauntless EverMore, The Great and Remarkable Vepam whose Decks |
Now stand, so too, as The Sun bears eternal ¥#ineare U, First, and
ForeMost, The Place, called Home . ..

with My Hands upon The Wheel, and My Faith in TBenstanSea of Your
Love, | must begin to chart a Course toward My éegtion, a Path of The
Sweetest Surrender, a Giving-Over, to The Corapkgs of Your Example,
borne by The Very Nature, of Your Patience, Ydiindness, and Your
Forgiveness, and All of My Life that has so Faeb®lessed, by Your Infinite
and Incredible Wisdom . . .

so | beg U, Dear Princess, place Your delicateddaupon My Rail of Sighs,
place Your precious Trust in My Willingness to Ml The Winds of Change,
and We, Together, will navigate The emOceansrofmise and FullFillMeant,
as |, Ever, so pledge My Allegiance, to upHolteTVery Foundation of Your
Dreams, and to help U carry The Very Hope, thihtyAur Wishes, will One

Dei, come True . ..



At One Time, or anOther

( SomeOne, surely, must have said )

The Highest Reach, gathers The Brightest.Sta

it is early Sunday Eve, and | have nothing leffTim Day to ponder, save for Your enigmatic
Appearance, and renewed disAppearance, from Ngy.Li.

permit Me My “haze of inexperience and confusion’hblve so deftly mentioned, considering |
am still floundering down Here, with The Rest oahkind, waiting for the proverbial Chance,
of a LifeTime, and One, that seems to have stipheough My Fingers as easily as, well, U ...

| still possess The Thread of Hope, that U, onmmved~, will remain eager to reAcquire said
Essence, and further establish My Dream, thaatg, The One. ..



Axel

*%
*%
*%
*%
*%
**
**

*%k

The Point around which,
My Whole World spins,

backward . . .



BreakFast, of Champions

( Over, Easy )

It's a Bran New Dei . . .



Child Blue Yonder

| happened upon a Baby today, whose Name, wage@he Sky,

as 'Lo and Behold, to Ever was told, Her &ysere a Cyan Sky . ..



cOde to Joy

You ask Me, if | love You, as Ever | cannot ®lLie,

for as Long as | remember, | speak The TrathDie . . .

ask Me again, if I love You, | will surely giveSigh,

for as Long as | remember, You are My Reaafbry . . .



D’ Amo

You asked Me for My Heart, and | gave You, Ablth possessed,

You asked Me for My Reasons, which is Ally Meart, caressed . ..



DisOrient Express

The Tracks, of My Tears . . .



Echo Chambers

( Hearts Galore )

these Canyons, of My Dreams,
and these Castles, of My Schemes,
to The Places, | roam, for Ever bound,
I'll ne’er go lightly, 'til well | know rightly,

that This World, is both Safe, and Ever Fbun.



Ellipticon

|
am

Your Path,

and You, will be,

The Path, of My Desire,

and Angel, it feels like for Ever . . .



Eternally, Yours

while naught having enough Space on a Page, or@weugh Words in The Language sufficient
to convey The Depth of My Feelings for U, | withonetheless, try. ..

as We begin This Journey of Ours, The Words Wetasexpress Our emOceans, whether
whispered, or written, lay ThemSelves down todmee The Path before Us, and, in So doing,
allow Us to walk among Our Dreams, Sighed by Sighe.

to have found a Human Being, a Woman, a Friemidling to explore The Horizons in My Eyes,
is NoneOther than God's Finest Blessing, and I wélk All The Days of Infinity, to place My
sincerest Gratitude, at Your Feet . ..

and This, of Course, is just The Beginning, reuwmly of My giving Thanks for having graced
My Life as U have done, but for allowing Me to shdhe greatest Treasure of All . . . that of
simply knowing U . . .

through a subtle Twist of Fate’s Hand, | have adse been blessed by The Gift of Your
Forgiveness, for having placed a dark Cloud withaur Sky . . . and This Burden, 1 will carry,
until The End of My Days, or until The Memory af Ifinally fades from Your Heart . . .

because of This, | want U to know of My Sorrow,hem | realized The Magnitude of having
broken Your Heart, when | realized the awesomesiBitisy of losing U, when | realized The
Tragedy of living My Life without U . . . and The3#ings, | could, naught, bear . ..

yet, and still, U bathed Me within Your Kindnesand U offered Me All The Depth of Your
Understanding, and U showed Me The Love waitirsgdie The Corridors of Your Heart, and, in
The Light of The Morning, in The Light of Your Ege | found "Heaven, Again. ..



Flyer

My Spirit, is the lonesome Walil of a Train Whistle
splitting The Blue Silence of Night, The Echo aams,

lying abandoned, beneath The Spine of Teamns, cold Steel . . .



For All We Are Worth

Heaven, in a HandBasket . . .



For, Roses

and So,
@ My Darling, All Il have, @

is This . ..



Fresh Heir

[
I long for a Chance to be read, | long for a Cleatiacbe heard,

I long for a Chance, for a World to know, of TWender,
of The Beauty, within Each and Every Word . .dan
| want Them All, to know of The Path, and

| want Them All, to know The Glory,
| want Them All to know The
Reason for The Why,
of This Story,
and, once
They know of
All These Things,
They too will follow, on
This Voyage of Kings, and Their
Journey will End, only SomeTime When,

Their Hearts have found, All thatis Lovegahn . . .



Friend

give Me Your Hand,
so | can feel
Its Warmth, Its Life,
to know You are My Brother,
Your Skin is The Color of All Men,

Your Eyes are The Color of Their Souls . . .



Glory’s Wake

( is for Heaven's Sake )

lonely Wolf,
Prince of The Wood,
Your Eyes are dark with Fear,
gone is the hunt, You are the hunted,
gone is the Moon, turn Your Heart away,
the edge of Your Forest, draws closer still
lonely Dolphin, Lord of The Waters,
Your Spirit is bathed in torment,
gone is The Sanctuary, You are The Prey,
gone is The Deep, turn Your Heart away,
the edge of Your Sea, draws closer still . .
lonely Eagle, Master of The Air,
Your Wings laden with Tears,
gone is The Freedom, You are The Chase,
gone is The Wind, turn Your Heart away,
the edge of Your Sky, draws closer still . .
lonely Man, King of The Desert,
Your Mind veiled in Shadows,
gone is The Balance, You are The Mighty,
gone, is The Brotherhood, Your Heart has

turned away, and the edge of Your Soufoii€ver, still . ..



Hallowed Eve

yes, itis Me, sane
and safe and thinking of
You, not as often as | could,
or even as graciously as | should . . .
and knowing that One’s Path, is just
a Journey toward One’s Purpose, along
The Way | have found The Secrets
of Life, lie notin Dreams, or
in Wishes, but in Faith,
and in Words spoken
from The Sanctuary,
of Our EverlLasting Heart . . .
and The Heart, and Soul, are The Essences afdstidp,
for They, are The Jewels, in The Richness, aflOves,
and The Fires, of My Spirit, shall light a Seaf,Candles,
in Honor, of Your BirthDay, and My Wish, shak that

these Moments of Your Life, if laced Togetherthifine

silver Thread, be far more precious, thaMeb of Pearls . . .



Haven

blue and gray lvy, adorns
The Walls of Paradise,
The Dust of Age
lies quietly, untouched,
upon Windows of Yesterday,
past Images dwell, in lonely Rooms,

among Relics of silver, crystal, and lace,
Voices whisper softly from Portraits of Old,
while timeworn Clocks wait, suspended,

for Moments beyond for Ever . . .

blue and gray lvy, adorns
The Walls of Memory,
gone are Dreams
of old and forgotten Songs,
lost, amid The Ruins of Antiquity,
gone, is The Sunrise over Still Waters,
the Sweet, and Silent Breath, of Home,
and gone, is The Summer’s Twilight,
along with The Fireflies, who

laughed at The Moon . . .



| See You

let Me put Your Unit, under My Intensive €ar. .



[, Sighcles

just to meet You,
The First Time,
so | can fall in
love with You,
The Last Time,

All over Again. . .
* *

* % F ok



In The Arms, of A Circle

( The Sum, is The Whole )

for The Art, of Being Close,
is All, that remains,
betweenl wo,

andU . ..



Infinity
is
The
Path
of
My
Desire
is
Infinity
is
The
Path
of
My
Desire
is
Infinity is The Path of My Desire ifinity_is The Path of My Desire is Infinity
is
The
Path
of
My
Desire
is
Infinity
is
The
Path
of
My
Desire
is
Infinity
is
The
Path
of
My
Desire
is
Infinity
is
The
Path
of
My
Desire
is
Infinity . . .



lonFire

so far gone

oh what a feeling | on fire in love with you

so far gone . . .



JoyRide

for This, We are, flying, on A Star . ..



Lexa

**
**
*%
*%
*%
*%
*%
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The Point around which,
My Whole World spins,

forward . . .



Liberation

| have captured The Thoughts, and Feelings, of
The Moments We have shared, and turned Them

into Memories, for You, have captured Myakte . .



LunaSerenada

| singto You
of The Way of My Heart,
and The Paths of My Desire,
of Snow-covered Roses,

and of Idands,

inMy Sky. ..
and, whilel
singto You, of
aWhisper of a Gift,
in a Promise of a Candle,
and, becausel singto You,
of The Fires of My Passion,
whenEver | am dreaming,
of All Your Majesty,
and All Your

Grace. ..



MagicWing

Alone at Night | think of You,
Visions of absolute Perfection,

Your Aura captures My Dream,

as | fly, toward Sweet Oblivion . ..



Mes Enfant

Your Child - Like Grace,
Your Tender Embrace,
Your Precious Face,

Your Silken Lace . . .



Milky Way

The Rapture found, when | look into
The Windows of Your Eyes, is

The Candy, of My Soul . ..



Mon Bien-Aime

( My Beloved )

The Path, of My Desire,
borne on The Wings, of Grace,
is Your River, of Light,
My Tears, of Longing,
is The Rain, of Joy, wrapped
in Your Ribbon, of Love,
The Song, in My Heart,
is The Breath, of Angels, spun
into Your Web, of Pearls,
and My Journey’s End,
is The Dawn, of Ecstasy, borne

on Your Kiss, of Always. .



Morphea

Sleep, is not My Sanctuary, itis My Veil,
for it does not allow The Thought of You,

As, and All, | wish. ..



My Eagle, My Lioness, My Butterfly

The Moment You understand who You are,
shall be The Moment Your Eyes,

see The Glory of Love . . .

The Moment You understand why You are,
shall be The Moment Your Soul,

has embraced The Truth . . .

The Moment You understand where You are,
shall be The Moment You know,

Your Kingdom has come . . .



My Father’s Eyes

( They cried )

through These Windows, came The Sounds, of Glory,
of Empires, and of Legacies, and A Soldier’s @tor
of Men, and of Machines, and of Sacred Things,

[ I | 0
of Honor, of Courage, and A Voyage of Kings

through These Pages, now tattered, now torn,
came Heralds and Prophets, Sages were born,
from Dawn, to Dusk, came Wonders, anew,
over Fields, and Forests, Our Destinies flew
through These Gates, came His Tales of Old,
of Castles, and Camelot, and Cities, of Gold,
of Fame, and of Fortune, and Destiny’s Hand,
of Sons and Swords, and Monuments, of Sand .
through These Echoes, as His Stories would tell,
of Legions, on Battlefields, Men marching to Hell
of Gods, and of Galaxies, and of Creation, umkmo
of The Tides, and The Times, when AngelssHown . . .
and through These Moments, All gathered Here, N,
come The Whispers, of Horses, and His DreamsneStow,
and No Matter, His Journey, not of The Wherer Tiee From,

because, finally, Here, at Hand, Yes, Kitggdom, has Come. ..



My Louvre

Your Beauty, so makes My Art,

look like Chalk, on a SideWalk . ..



( A Whisper to )

My Sleeping Angel

* *

SweetHeart,
* *

do You hear Me ?
* *

| love You,
* *

Ever,
* *

Always,
* *

and True . ..
* * *



My
Suprema
My One,
My All,

My Angel,
My Ballerina,
My Nightingale,

My Porcelain Doll . . .



Nina Con Gato

( close to My Heart )

| have succeeded in
kissing Your Heart, so
You gave Me, All
You have, to

give . ..
* *



noWhere, at All

( and noWhere, to be )

The Very Finest, in Insisted Living . . . with khed Healthcare, planicured HomeSites,

demilitarized Recreation Facilities, within mujfenerational Requirement Communities,

providing environmentally digitized Neighborhoodsnong zero-tolerant Landscapes, in
artistically enhanced Security, and politicallyg@ed Tranquility, tactfully situated in the
surgically mechanized Atmospheres, of astéithe-art programmably engineered Lifestyle . .

“ if its too Good to be true, We built it ”

“where Miracles can happen, right on Time”

“ We take the Worry out of being entirely Differént

“and at a Price You can live with, no matter widite Cost ”

“with Your Memories in Our Hands, Tomorrow wibhme as no surprise ”

sponsored

by

The Centers for Creative Redundancy

and

The BellWeather Foundation for Strategic Philanthrgy

presenting

The Hallmark, of Living by Design

( pricing of available Models subject to genetic flikdty, spiritual dexterity, and financial commiancy )



Now Here This

because of Your continuous Presence, The Purgose o

My Life is to have You in My Presence, cootuosly . . .



of Angels

Mine Eyes can see The Glory,

of The Coming of The Horde . . .



of Equal Measure

The FullFillMeant, shall nEver be

more than The Sum, of The Hope . ..



of Humble Beginnings

of all the challenges a man must face in his lif@ne is more agonizing, or more illuminating,
than when he regards himself, in the mirror oftfiru .

and | come to You now, in this manner, in oradeapologize, and then to ask for a few moments
of your time, in which | may tell You of the thiag have learned . . .

first, | offer My sincerest apology, for the why. . was . .. on the evening of our introductio
for | am guilty of a multitude of sins . . . therémost, that of being a fool, tends to maketad t
rest pale in significance, though They remain @sstepulsive . . .

so ~taken~ with You as | was, | chose to inundéia with My arrogance, and My ego, as |
spoke of things so very far out of place, so catgly inappropriate for the moments at hand,
that I, therefore, ignored the very significarafethe woman standing before Me, now struck
blind, and overwhelmed, by the forces of My owupdity . . .

| am so sorry, Angel, for My despicable behaviemd My pathetic lack of Grace, and so in
Truth, | humbly stand naked before You, to plefat, Your Forgiveness . . .

You may be asking Yourself ~why this ?~, or ~whyan?~, and the answers will be quite
simple, and honest, and forthcoming . . . bechugnt You to know, how in that brief span of
time We were together, My heart was quickly overedy Your splendor, and by Your style . . .
becoming the focal point of My day-to-day existenc@nd the source for a great many tears of
remorse, brought on by the realization, and tagmtude, of all that | had done . . . and because
Angel, | am so ~taken~ with You, still ...

| hold, a single ray of Hope, that | may One Dear Your Voice again, that | may hear You
talk about Your Life, and Your Loves, of Your @ras, and Your Aspirations . . . as You teach
Me of Your Heart, and of Your Mind, and of All &irhings that You hold Dear . . . because,
from That Moment On, until Al Moments fade, urtearnThe Privilege to walk in The Light

of Your Smile, | so promise, just, to gListen..



sleep quietly now, as a blanket

of Stars, gently embraces You . ..

dream On,
fly to The Palaces
of Hope, and Fulfillment,
blessed is Your twilight Voyage,
for when You so Awaken,
Your Eyes, behold

The Genesis . . .



Once, and For All

( Grace )

when |, Ever, fall in Love, Again,

The Way |, fell in Love, with You . ..



Orpheus

| hear The Music in The Valley,
The Sweet Song, of silent Dawn,
a Melody tolls The Bells of Change,
and colors The Wind, with Crimson Fire,
The Words are Soldiers, of Peace and Payphe
sung to The Heart, of Tomorrow’s Child,
| hear The Music in The Valley,
The Sweet Echoes, of
The Days, to

come. ..



Pendulum

The Clock, on The Wall, is The Focal Point,

of Moments lived, and Moments yet to come . .



PieSees

My Son, The Apple, of My Eyes . ..



PlacePoint

Poetry, is pages of Life, torn from The Hea .



Quixote

( come with Me )

to a Land where it rains, only when You wish,

and Wishes come True, only when You Smile . .



Reflectivity

She paints a thorough Picture, of The Me She warise,

be it bright, brave, or bold, or somethidgyill nEver be . . .

little does She know of course, that My StyleMig Grace,

this, She will know of course, when | finadlee, Her Face . ..

then and only then, | hope, Her Doubt, will aetshaunt,

then and only then, | hope, itis Me, Shkfimally, want . . .



Relayer

The Eyes of a Stranger, are Mirrors of puofib Clarity . . .



Ride On The Kiss, Sir

One of these Days, Angel,
to The Moon, Baby,

to The Moon . ..



ShadowRam

* Angel, *
* *
the Sigh that U hear,
is not One, of Sadness,
or of Pain . . .itis a Sigh
of a fervent Heartache,
and deep Longing,
caught on The
Winds, of

Abandon . ..

@ @
L



Sirocco

let Your Spirit feel the soft Caress of an Autumimdy/

let Your Spirit feel the soft Caress of a Liyw&/oman . . .



and when | wish to tell You, of Things You wishttear,

I wish | could be with You, | wish, You caljl be Near . . .



SkyBlueStill

The Autumn
of My missing You,
began as a Spike of Light;
bathing My Heart,

giving Me Life . . .

The Autumn
of My missing You,
were The Days and Ways
| found Your Love,

and Your Music.. . .

The Autumn
of My missing You,
was hearing The Rapture
of Your Voice, and

The Rain of Joy . . .

The Autumn
of My missing You,
were The Nights of Desire;
of Passion’s Dream,

of Eyes on Fire . . .

The Autumn
of My missing You,
was Your Love, sighing,
for Your Autumn,

of missing Me . . .



Solow

Itis |, alone, who slew Your Spirit,
Itis |, alone, who broke Your Heatrt,
Itis |, alone, who ruined Your Name,

Itis I, alone, who caused Your Shame,
yes ltis I, alone, who bears The Blame,
and now, itis |,

alone . ..



Tears Drop

( before The Fall )

see
Rain
on The
Window,
and remember
when Moments of
Sadness and Sorrow,
were The Children, of
broken Toys or bad

Dreams. .



The Approach

i
The First Place

| will kiss You is
in The Corridors, of
Your Heart . . .
and The Second Best,
among All The Rest,
is nEver knowing
when | will start . . .
for Third bears
no Surprise,
beyond
The Windows, of
Your Eyes,
because
The Fourth Place,
Your lovely Face, is

The Very Heart, of Paradise . ..



The Chalice, of Hope

I long for a Chance to be read, | long for a Cleatiacbe heard,
I long for a Chance for The World to know, of TWender,
and The Beauty, within Each, and Every Word, and
| want Them All, to know of The Path, and
| want Them All to know The Glory,
| want Them to know The
Why, The Reason,
of My Story,
and, Once
They hear of
All These Things,
They too will follow, on
The Voyage of Kings, and Their
Journey will End, only SomeTime When,

Their Hearts have found The Gift, of Lovggain . . .



The ChimneySweep

“Madame, The Gentleman is here to clean out YobmE€bs' . . .

“Thank you, Max, send Him right Up. .



The Corners, of My World

The Recesses of My ImagiNation, where WishesHorses, have yet to ride,
become The Canyons, of My DreamScape, where Echusve gone to hide,

All are waiting for The Moment, when the Darknessrenders to Your Light,

upon the EverStill unsaid, the EverStill and, the EverStill, of The Knight . . .



The Glory, Rose

( Always, at Last )

Here, inSighed Your Velvet Petals,
where Your Heart, Your Music,
and Your Story, begin to unFold,
| fall, toward every Breath, every

Song, and every Page within, yes |
fall, Ever slowly and Ever softly,

toward Your Mysteries,

unTold . ..
*

*
*
*

>(_
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The Look, of Genesis

( Sweeter Gabriel )

Sludge Hammer, Big Time . . .



with This Ring, | ask,
that One Day when,
We start All over

Again, and

More, Time. ..

with This Ring, | ask,
that when Our End,
is but a Beginning,
We will sit, with
Hearts as One,

and talk, of

Days gone By . ..

with This Ring, | ask,
that as We walk,

The Days of

The

OfferRing

and, Lexa,
with This Ring, | ask,
will You take My Hand,
as You take My Heart,
for to take You,
[ will,
for to love You,
| do,

and for Life,

We do, depart. ..

All there is, to share . ..

with This Ring,

| ask,

that You place it,

around My
Heart,
and

never

letMego...

with This Ring, | ask,
that One Day soon,
We will stand,
with Hearts,
as One,
and talk,

of Days to Come . . .

and, with This Ring, | ask,

that You take My Hand,

and walk with Me,

along The Path

of My Desire,

for Eternity . . .



The Oracle

* %

*
[
little child, lost and alone,
your eyes, are deep in thought,

your soul craves so much,

of a world that bestows so little . . .

* %

*
[
little child, innocent and alive,
your heart is tender, and delicate,

your voice rings so clear,

in a world that holds no mercy . . .

* %

[
little child, prince or prophet,
your smile is blessed with peace,

your laughter must be sung,

to a world that hears no music . . .



T

The Patience

+ ... and This Book, was The Space, between.. ,,



as Thee ..
quite as lovely,
a thought,
never be
there will
thinking,
when | am
a Place for
J . Our Tree,
This Tree,
sitting under
You and Me,
and thinking,
We will see,
The Beauty
that will be,
of The Days
and talking,

dreaming,

with Me,
just You,
at The Sea,
gazing out,
and sitting,
as this Tree,
quite as lovely
know a Thought

because, | will never



The Point, of

A Kinetic Energy,
A Flight from T to V,
A Symbol of Abundance,
of Intelligence,
of Elegance,
of Dignity,
of Beauty,
of Grace,
of Light,
of Love,

Again . ..



Thought’'sCape

lift Your Eyes, to The Moon,
and witness The Flight, of Gulls,
weave among The SeaShells, stand
amid Castles, of Sand,
ride The Tale of The SeaHorse, and dance
with a Fiddler Crab,
follow Them, as They lure You, into The Oceans,

of Your Mind . . .



til All Moments Fade

( On, and On )

for The Beau, of So, is Ever,

The Iron Horse, named;



To Love, Again

yes, Angel, | offer to U The Words, of My Adore,
to be held, as One, where Each, and Every Peace
| have written to U since The Dei We first met,
shall find It's own Resting Place, among

All The MoMeants, of Our Lives . ..



TreasuresChest

Jewels from The Heart, are more precious,

than those found nestled, in a Sea of Glass .



TrumpCard

A Man’s Greatest Achievements will be measuredayot

how He conquered This World, but by how He gralted .

O IRONHORSE1998




Under an Iron Sky

( The Blue, and The Gray )

| seem to have finally arrived at a Place, a Pmony, a Precipice, a Panorama, overlooking
The Sea, of My Life ... The IcanSea, if U will.

While The Images are many, and The Blessings amindhere are areas of ~dim~ Light, whose
umbras cast an unfavorable shadow on the Man | ang the foolish and selfish things | have
done, to Those who have meant so much to Me . ..

It certainly took aWhile, to find the Truth withidyself, and it was only until | could find a Way
to express My Sorrow, combined with the necessanpunt of Grace, before | could begin to
approach U with The Apologies that U deserve, #nedadmission of My Responsibility, and
most of All, My Regret. ..

The old Saying, of never knowing what U had, liibtis gone . . . has never rung more True,
especially when viewed from the vantage pointRemember . . .

Our glorious RelationShip . . . yes, glorious,e®seen from these troubled Waters, and All of
the ~Tempests~ along The Way, has truly been, vaihdurely remain so, The Hallmarks, of
My Life . ..

This, is what U gave to Me . . . This, is whashbwed Me . . . This, is what U taught Me . . .
This, is where U will stand, for The Rest of May3, and most certainly, for Eternity . . .

Of All The Things U felt U could never measure op tn My Eyes . . . of All The Ways | made U
feel inadequate, or insecure, or shortsightedunaware, or insensitive . . . of All The Times |
failed to see U for what U are, instead of whdtdught U should become . . . as sure as These
Tears roll down My Face, the painful Irony is,atmow that U have ~flown~, it is now that |
finally see . . . that U have become, and AllWesse, The Woman | so vividly imagined, but
never, truly, saw . ..til Now. ..

My greatest Regret, is to have read the line fiouar email, that U ~may never be that close to
anyone again~, and for having caused such a Ttdadave entered Your Mind . . . for having
such a ~giving~ Heart as Yours cause to bear s@Biv@den as that . . . for having been the One to
have dimmed Hope in such a Manner, in The Heaeast deserving of such a Fate . . .

How can | ever undo what | have done . . . ? howlever restore Your Faith, in Love, Again .
.. ? trust Me when | say . . . that My greatest, efore God, will be, This ... and, | ddno
much care, if God never forgives Me . . . becausdjat will Matter, more than AnyThing, will
be, ifUneverdo. ..

And as U walk through The Rest of Your Life, thgh The Fields and The Forests of Your
remarkable Dominion, surveying All that U holddde and All U have Said, and All U have
Done . .. while under a pale, blue Sky, be garlook around U, as The Sun and The Wind
caress Your Smiling Face, and U will see, Therswirling at Your Feet, a Leaf, in The
Autumn of His Life, turning, slowly, but suye ..to Gold . .. for The Priviledge, anderh
Honor, of having known U, and of having knowove, Again . ..

please hold Me, in Your Heart, for Ever. ..



Verticle Assent

| thought | would share with U, The Threads, i Thoughts, that surround My Evenings,
since The Very First Evening, of The Very FirstiDeEver met U . . .

toNight, My emOceans have taken On such a joya#iBg, that to keep Them from U, would
be a most selfish Thing . . . therefore, | wishrdturn to The Place where | can ~speak~ to U,
though without The Aid of My Voice in Your Ear, tilrough these Words, upon a Page . . .

and because, each Word, of Every Page, allowsStury to be born, to exist, to know Life,
and yes, to experience Love, Again. ..

so, | will tell U a little Story from The Book,niOrder to illustrate My Intent, and to paint fdr
a Very Different Kind, of Sky . ..

while pondering Our most recent GatheRing, of MenDast, and Then, to bring into Focus all
The Moments leading up to This Early Eve, | amaitrby how tedious My incessant ~talk~ must
be for U ... by This, | mean My inAbility to kpdrom going ~too Deep~ and going ~too Often~,
and nEver fully taking The Moments, with U, byelHand . ..

Quiet was The Mockingbird, as | draw nearer, @hd Look in His Eyes told
Me of His Purpose, as Sentinel, before Whom, sAdll Pass . . . with a Nod of
Understanding, | move closer to The Edge, andstitelen Stillness, takes My
Breath Away . . . The Stream, as if told by Natiwrelo So, slows to a Halt in
front of Me, becoming a Ribbon of Glass . . . &lalv, finally within Reach, |
kneel down beside a Pool of pristine Clarity, aade into It's Secrets, and as |
begin to fathom The Reasons, There, slowly risingThe Surface of
Knowledge, up from The Depths of Wisdom, emergihgntom-like, to rest
upon The Windows of My Eyes, | see, Her FaceaiAg. .

and while | have been plunging into those Depthbave failed to notice, that U, are struggling
to find The Surface . .. and I, must come Upugha Only to find My Own Sustenance, but to
reTurn Again to The Surface, to become The Angt U breathe . . .

This Peace, Angel, is froffihe Nearing, from a Story calledPools of Innocence and | so
chose It, to tell U of My Commitment, to make Weomise, that | will Rise, to wHereEver, U
Are . ..



Wedding Knells

though We are from Richer, and from Poorer,

so, from Death, do We, depart. ..



What Lies, Thereln

( of Spires, Steeples, and Stained Glass )

there have come certain Pages, down through Tles,Ag
that have shown The Light, of Dei . . . yet Stle stand,
with Our Swords in Hand, and Vengence raging im BExes,
to find The Reasons, for Their Treasons, a¥\g All so lived,
under different Skies . . . and Still, We praygy that Light, of Dei,
and, nEver really knowing The Why, because, Vdeesat The Faces,

and laud All Their Graces, as if, it were,Dor Die . . .



Wind, Chimes

L S R

tall Pines,
of Yester
that were
and sway

a Flight of

sigh, in
*

es, whisper,
hings Dear
t Forgotten,
ay to Songs
lIs of Time,

n My Heart . . .




WordGates

( MacroSoft )

and Thank You, for looking through, My Wons . . .




Yo Te Amo

You
asked Me
for My Heart,
| gave You All | own,
You asked Me for My Reason,
My Reason, having

known . ..



The Twelfth DoveTale

The Passion of Innocends

a great and gloriuos Hush, and So adorned, isahendant
Richness of Friendship, pouring as Liquid, as@den Wind
out across Her Universe, from Hither to Yon, amed, from
Here to Eternity . . . and deep in The Echo of Wasper of
Her Gratitude, She slowly bows Her Head, and gdakler
Hand upon Her Heart, and declares to The Host taffrsS
waiting above and below Heiffom this Moment on, until All
Moments have been, All of My Creation shall kna#,This
Love, Again. . .and there in The Sound of The Reason Why,
and there by The Light of The Rising Sun, are winged
Messengers, one born SteadFast, the other Resoad one
flies toward His Understanding, and the otherdlimward
Her Forgiveness, while both shall Ever dwell, Tine Palace
of Always, because This, is where Angels shalbdearn of

Grace, and where Ever shall be, to finally seer Face . . .



The Waiting

The Awakening

( of a Kingdom, comes )

on a HillSighed, above a Meadow, and naught faryfrom The Sea of Glass, there First rose a
Hush, and then rose a Whisper, and then roseVbiee, of Silence . .. and thereUpon, Her

Words poured slowly, as Liquid, out over thesthgeed Souls, to bathe Them in The Sound,
and in The Light, of this glorious Symphony, obMents . . .

high overHead, in a Perfect Circle, with Wingatttvould Ever touch The Face of Always, flew
The lbis, Resolute, bearing a Crown of Rosesrettamong The Flock of Grace, and there
beneath a stunningly perfect Sapphire Sky . . Tl Hue, and The Cry, of Days gone by,
quietly fade into Long Ago, and Yesterday shareShaught with Remember, and because
Tomorrow may nEver know, The Knight walks slowlytD Far across The Sea, toward The
Center of EveryThing, toward The Heart of All ThgnDear, toward His Place, in The Valley of
The Sun . ..

He moves across the Still Waters, with a Courama lonly from Sorrow, and with a Purpose
known only to Fate, Far from a Place called HorHe, walks, as He has walked All The Days of
Infinity, following The Light, from a Distant Sta . . gListening to an Echo down Deep in His
Soul, He walks, with The Weight of Destiny on gisoulders, and Every Prayer of Every Child
in His Heart, He walks, until He finally comesRest, at The Point, of It All . ..

and there before Him, and before Each and Evepklaf Regard, as The Stars slowly cease
Their endless Trek across The Heavens, to pause,witness, and to wonder of The
CircumStance about to unFold before Their Very Eydhe Dawn, rose, giving Her Final

Promise to The Day . . . and, to Him, waiting nowwbended Knee, and Head bowed, in The
Presence of Her Majesty, She offers Her Hand, relthgon, He sees, and hears, The Ring, of
Truth . ..

All at Once, a Shimmering, a brilliant Spark du8 Fire, ignites within The Ring, and bursts
Forth in a Whirlwind of Singing Light, immersingitd in Living Color, enfolding Each and
Every Shadow in His Heart within a Blanket of Fergiess, and Always embracing, His Very
Soul . . . and though fleetingly blinded by The ltigof Understanding, He begins to sense a
Change, in The Air, as if The Sky were aboutrack, from The Mighty Hammers of Titans, to
The Very Breath of Ten Thousand ButterFlies, bseadill are waiting, All are watching, and
All are willing, to hear, of This EverLasting Pnise . . .

and, He begins, to tell, His Story . ..



A Presence

This Gift,
is from a Woman,
in A Box,
This Box,
contains The Gift,
to Your Woman,
and The Woman,
in The Box,
is Your Gift,
so give This Box,
The Gift,
to Your
Woman,

Your Purpose, Your Path, Your Passion, Yodr Paradise . . .



A Vow, of Ever, Lasting

( Love )

My

Dearest. . .

i
| have, | am, | can, and | will,

devote My Life, to U, unconditionally . . .
and, no Matter, where U are, what U are doing,
where U live, where U work, where U go, or wherstay,
I will, Always, begin Each and Every Dalyy thanking God, U exist. ..
and, | will love, cherish, honor, and obey,ckand Every Aspect, of Your Life's
Aspirations, with due and diligent Patience, Resp Trust, and Understanding, for as Long,
as We both, shall Live,

asOne. ..



All that Love is Worth

( My CurrenSea )

a Myriad of Coins, ly waiting in This Fountain,

and Each, wear the time-worn Faces, of Hope



Allways

The Some, of The Whole, is Me,

The Whole, of The Sum, is Thee. ..



An Angel's Wish

* %

L A S
% *
L T I T R I

*

and may You find,
All, thatis The Hope,
and The Fulfillment,
of The Spirit
of The Reason,
of The Heart of
The Season,

of Grace . ..



and Found

because, |, am, It...



And The Light, in God's Eye

was The Bridge, A Cross, for Ever. ..



AngelFire

read The One,
then

read The Two,
then

hold The One,
then

hold The Two,
next

to The Light, of The Son.. ..



Apollo

and Her Cup runneth over,
for Her Muse,

isMe. ..



As The Days, Enfold Night

( by The Light, of The Sons )

i
Here, in The BrotherHood of Man, what matters Mos

is The Synchronicity between The Mind and The Heart
and The Endeavors born from The Fruit of that Pssce
yet there is Nothing more Significant, than whieese
Aspects are so cultivated within The Realm of Paepo
and whose Abundance, is measured, not by Tha Yiel

but in The Quality of The Soil, from whichistgrown . . .



As Thick, As A Brick

( and just as Heavy )

Book I, of The Voyage of Kings . . .

( 1,000 Pages )



AtmosFear

if | cannot shed Light, upon This World,

then | shall rise Up to slay The Darkness . .



August

My Eyes, behold, The Secrets, told,

as Wings, unfold, Her Heart of gold . . .



Before Whom

( A MockingBird )

and Things, and Kings, and Rings, and Wingd,caéine to Pass,
and There, They All stood, waiting patiently, Aysea, of Glass,
for They had heard of a Story, that Their HeaatgehAlways felt,
which would One Day cause, this Sea of Glassndh, and
before All Things Dear, and, in The Absence Fe#r,
His Words came Forth, All wrapped, in A Story,
The Breath, of an Angel, All rapt, in Glory,
and before He had told, of The Where and The When,
They All knew, right There, and right Then, that

This, was of Ever, finding His Love, Again.



Beyond Words

( could Ever say )

for This, is All, | have, to give,

for This, is All, | know, to live. ..



Black Jack

to build a more Perfect Union, begins

by accepting a Union, with Perfection . . .



Boy, Blue

My Thoughts,
All gathered,
My Heart,
a Fortress, *

*
until, I*

*
recalling, *
My Heart,

crying inside,

My Lonliness . . .



Closer, Still

if, from Your Heart,
You wish to run Away,

then, run Away, to Mine . ..



Electra

Stone Beauty,
Eyes, of Blue Glass,

awaken, and feel My Heart,

for It holds The Light, of The Sun . ..



ErgoMomics
( Well, Being )

They bear The Flow of Life,

therefore,

They, are The Font, of Life . ..



Ever unFolding

( Still )

<
and
so It shall Be, 't One Moment, After, The Dhglie,
for what echo’d Bell, shall This Story, tell,
save a Butterfly, a Horse,

AN FAYAY

and | ...



Ever, is The Sun

( of Man )

Always is Her Smile, The Light, of His Dei,

because, This Dei, has come Home, at Last.



Fathom

(1Sea)

We
will give
This World,
back to The Stars,

We will give This World,

back to God . ..



EinAlly

Felicity, Fraternity, Fidelity

Happiness, is The Alliance, with Devotion .



For All Things Clear

and who waits behind Door #1,

but A Rose, holding a FirePot . ..



All | see, All'l hear, and All | know, feslike, For Ever . . .



For The Post Man, Always, Rings, Nice

bending The Words to My Will,
requires pushing The Envelope,

in order, to save The Post Age . ..



From The i, in Believe

( A Story, Told )

of
a man,
discovering,
the eyes of a child,
while looking for the y
at the end of eternity, and
finding the gift, of the

days to come. .



Grace

and for what You are about to receive, Enjoy



Heart

there are surely a Thousand Reasons, that Evak sfievhy | love You, and yet,

only One holds The Pinnacle of Significance, fbisTand All Moments yet to be,

Yours. ..



Here, Is

for All
The Moments,
of All My Days,
You enFold The
Heart, of My

Always . . .



Here, in One, brief, Moment of Time,

| Awaken,

to a soft, fleeting, Whisper, of Rhyme ..



| Land

Love, on The Breath of Conviction, sails to Theal,

no matter if carried, by The Vessel, of Wopor Deed . . .



could hear The Sound, of Your Laughter,

but Once, in a Thousand Years, My Life,

would be OverFlowing, beyond Measure . ..



In The Fields, of Your Forgiveness

These Words, | cannaught yet place, insighed mart,
because | must wait 'til U are Free to embrace Them
in Your Own Time, and in Your Own Space,
and Always know, | am EveryWhere,
and waiting quietly, patiently,

between The Lines . ..



In The Hand, of Nod

(1)

A World, without a Clue, is coming apart at TheeBms,
A Swirled, without a Glue, is coming apart at TSeams,

A Twirled, without a True, is coming apart at Theems,

when at Last, unFurled, becoming a HeatfThe Beams . . .



In_The Rdgn

We, are not
now, nor have We
Ever, been Alone, for
The Flesh, and The Bone,
has taken, The Throne,
while It All, falls,

down. . .



In The Tapestry, of Because

The Rings, of Justice,
are
Truth, Understanding, and Wisdom,

woven

from The Thread, of God’s Heart, Fine aildes. . .



In Thy Wake

The Greatest Legacy,

is the simplest Truth . . .



Iron’s Horse

what has been Lost, is for Ever, Found . .



Lightning, Strikes

( Again )

So much Reign, So much Funder . . .



LightPath

| shall lead You, by showing You,

how to follow Your Radiant Heart . . .



Love The One You're With

The Sea, Ever so rages, and yet, It even stills,

to sail on Passion’s Waters, is as, Godlswi .



Mariner, |

My Furious Rose, has yet to know The FullnesslpfSelf,
nor has She yet to find a better Game, WwiTo. .
My Terms are The Ones that matter, for
I am The Vessel, on This Voyage . . .
Your Opinions are Valid, if only
They are not bathed first, in Acid . . .
I no longer wish to endure them, for
they are baggage, and, no longer required .
All My Notions, by any other Name, are My Own,

as are The Gifts from There to Here, andénName, | speak. ..

because The Divine Hand,
defines Her Existence
by The Very Depth
She will send Chaos, into
The Waiting Arms, of Oblivion . . .
with or without Your Heart, or Your Help . .
We do not have Time for this age-old Chalkeng.
there are Empires to build, and Galaxiesetoold . . .
if We cannot begin Here, We are NoWhereAliat . .
close Your Eyes to see, and listen, to Me listgni
to Your Heart, not Your Head, for It, widllow . . .
regardless of The Blood of Thorns, thisé&aR . .
| am nowhere near Your ~jagged little pill~..
Our Children, are waiting, for Hope . . .
stay or go, You are but a Wave,

upon a Willing Sea . . .



MeadowlLark

| keep The Valley of Roses,
here in My Hand,
so take hold
of The Pilot,

of Your Dreams . . .



MistEyeOne

| can fly There,
to look at You,
drifting There,
on The Sea,
looking
up at
Me,
for
I am
Your Sky,
and You are My
Liquid Grace, My

Living Sea, of Love. .



Modes, of Excelleration

Rose Pedals . . .



My Bliss

All
that | was,
All that | am, so

All, that | shall Ever be,

is Always, at Your Command . . .



My Porcelain Doll

sitting there,
upon Your Chair,
lost in The Fragrance,
of Your Bouquet,
| gaze at U,
sitting there, épon Your Chair,

lost in The Breath, of The Blessing,

of Beautiful . . .



Myllennia

All The Time in The World, is The Time of Myfe . . .



NevaRose

| would walk The Fields, of Never, to

find one Rose, as lovely as Your Smile . . .



No Flying, to Night

as The Memory of Darkness,
fades from Existence,
*

I will look,



of Purple, Mountains, and Majesty

( oh Beautiful )

this aMazing pLace, called Home . ..

( and We're not in Canvas anymore )



Oh, What A Dance This Is

( of Whispers, seldom heard )

waltzing, beyond The Pale . ..



QuickSilver

Mirror Mirror,

held fast upon My Wall

how can | reflect, The Oné

inside Us All, so try if | May|

and try if | Might, Ever do

| find Solace, in My

Perception, g

Right . . .



Ribbons, and Bows

( Fine, and Silver )

The Rings, of Remember,

are donned, in December, to

encircle The Deis, of Our Lives. ..



RingBearer

( Yes)

U, have become The Single, and most Significaatiah in My Life,
because U have offered Me, what All The Rest, simply cannaught give,
because U have brought Me, what All The Rest, simply cannaught own,
because U have taught Me, what All The Rest, simply cannaught know,
because U have delivered Me, what All The Rest, smply cannaught be,

and because, living without U, would be N@héhnear Living, at All . .



Rosalenda

A Field of Roses, is The Sea, of Your Esdl&race . . .



Sahara

dollove You?...

yes, Angel, and | will

walk The Sands of Time,

for One Look in Your Eyes . . .



Sailing, to Day

| need Your Faith, and Your Friendship,
to touch The Souls, and to kiss The Hearts,
of Those, who Ever seek this Amazing Grace,

and We, shall bathe, in The River, of THeiy . . .



Shedict

She, is The Day, and

| am The JudgeMeant . . .



Standing, Under The Ledge, of Know

( I'see)

for Ever, The Face, of So, It shall Be ..



StarGate

( Alpha )

if
You
could
hear Me
sighing, You
would understand

The Depths of My Longing,

You would know, The Fires of My Passion . .

The Truth inside My Heart,
would understand
crying, You
hear Me
could

You

if



SteelBlue Rall

with My Eyes on Always,
| can see,
for Ever,

and Until,

This Train, shall meet. . .



Thank You

once Again, for
All The Moments, of Our Lives, of
Our Terms of Endearment, | will remember
Each shining Flash of Light that ran across
Your Eye, Each Time, | saw Paradise,
and, for All The Glorious Colors,
wrapped within Your Music,
and the fevered Rush
of Desire, that
cascaded through
The Corridors of My Heart,

Each Time, | Ever thought of You . ..



know, for

The Angel, of Time

isMe...



The Best

Always is to Ever,

as One is, for All. ..



The Eve, of Deliverance

( Tatia’'s Dream )

[
and Now, a tumultuous Year is nigh coming to aejo

one that held many Chances and CircumStances,
some Within, some Without, and some,
so very far Beyond, Our Control . . .
We are left, to reassemble, or rebuild Each of
The Pieces of Our Lives that best mirror The Patter
or The Purpose, of The Plan, and Our Phatten It All . . .
some of Us, face Tasks or Trials that challengbile Others,
face the same Troubles, with nary a Blink of e E. . and still,
there are Those, that never even botheotioenThe Light of Day . . .
through it All, there are Those, that meet wkaléalt to Them
with extraordinary Courage, unextinguishable Hopdjle
teaching All of Us, exactly what Faith, Al about . . .
They, lead Us, by Example . ..
They, honor Us, with Kindness . . .
They, shelter Us, with Foregiveness. ..
They, Always reveal to Us, The Very Meaning dfel.i and how to live It, and how to cherish Every

Moment of Every Day, with a Spirit bornelafowing, of just how precious, Every Moment, ¢en. . .



The Flame, of The Candle, in The Ring, of Jupités ~i~

trust Me, It's tHere . ..



The Galt, of The Earth

( Ever )

an Iron Horse, riding on the tempered SteélTruth . . .



The Gift, of Your Presence

( rapt, in A ReignBeau )

now that U have begun Your Voyage Home,
know that | hold Each Moment, with U,
for Ever bound, to My Heart, with

The Chains, of My Awakening . . .



The Gleaning, of Life

to Understand, is, to Forgive,

to Forgive, is to Love, Again . ..



The Now, and The When

The One, and The Same,

are One, and The Flame . . .



The Now, At Last

( yet before She begins )

I guess | had to right It All down, First..



The Pearls, of Hope

gathered, Now, around You, as Dawn, cracksSke

whither Thou shall goest, Thou shall goeshwver, | ...



The Reason

to Love, Again. ..



The Ribbon of Love

The Thread, of God's Heart . . .



The Y, | Believe

is The Reason, far. ..



There, Has Come, The Found

( of Glory )

On This Dei, | now pronounce Thee, Mand haife . . .



Through Sheer Engineuity

shifting The Motor of The World, into Neutra .



To Kiss The Flame

Moments nEver surrendered, to The Making, of L.ove

are simply The Time allowed, for The Fallinig, Love . . .



To The Foundation’s Edge
( e )

and yes, It was a Fantastic Voyage, too ..



To Thee

( I, surrender )

if U give Me The Morning, | will hold The Moon arfgtars, in My Hand,

for SafeKeeping, so that | may present Them, Ha WMloMeants to come,

when My Word begins to unveil, The Wondeo$,Your Universal Heart . . .



TouchStone

A Diamond,
is The Jewel, of
The Universe,
and The Jewel,
of The Universe,
is The Heart of Grace,
and The Heart of Grace,

is The Love of Man, and

The Love of Man, is You. ..

* *



Under The Same Sky

( A Mighty Match )

Hope, weds, FullFillMeant. ..



When All Was Done

( for Joy )

‘Lo, evil, has died



| grow, what | cannot reap,
| sow, what | cannot keep,
| craft, what | cannot see,

| build, what I cannot be,

The Wings, of Grace . ..



