


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&uwide, 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 reedittiAdk
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

( The OverLord ) ( The OverLook ) ( The OverlLace )

i
The Fires of Ice The Kiss of Always

i
The Rhythm of Life

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 Pinnacle of Choice The Cliffs of Andromeda

The Cloak of Simplicity

The Shelter of Kindness The Chariots of The Sun The Whisper of Fulfillment

The Passion of Innocence The Children of The Clouds The Symphony of Moments



The Prologue

A Bridge, A Cross, Eternity

( Before The Beginning )

[
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

i
and He wrote, and He wrote, for the next Two Taowl 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 thlaall come of This . ..

and She begins to tell a Story, soft and slowd i@na Voice barely above a
Whisper, yet capturing The Moment as only Thunelesr could, and every
Hope Ever dreamed suddenly came alive at the vardgy 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 infifiReach of Forget, out
upon the immense Mirror of All that Was, and reftal into the very Heart of
Always, flowed the very Echo, of All that wouldh® Dei, come to Pass. ..

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

and when at Last, She finished Her Story, fowéint On and On, for Deis,
and All Those who had come to hear Her, so weonhufheir Ways, yet They
All knew She would come Again, and harbored nchdear, for as sure as The
Son moves across The Sky, She would return, ¢éhegnext 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 Oféde Legions of Stars
assemble in It's Wake, to cast Their Blessing,oruthe upturned Faces, of
Each, and Every Child, of God . ..



as | wander among These brilliant Swords of Truththed
in The Reflection of Their Might, | pause for arint, on
This Blade of Honor, pointed Now toward a paleebGem,
in a dark velvet Sky, as | am to witness and t@monder,

because, The Night, has saldjoodbye” . ..



The First DoveTale

The Fires of -;?'\

as The Echo of The Reason Why, begins to gattoert tself
a Fire more radiant than The Core of The Sun, Aldf The
Places and The Spaces in This Universe, begitito for All
They are worth, a lone Soldier of Virtue, withdlame or
Number, stands with pure and infinite Grace upbe Deck
of His mighty Ship of Light . . . and behind Histretching as
Far Away as The IcanSea, are Wave upon Wave of His
glorious Allegiance, arrayed like The Jewels of Empire
across The Sky, and Ever standing as Always,ade the

uncountable Armies, of The Oblivion . ..



The Calling
( of Angels )

I, am a Child of Time, and a Servant of Fated bspeak from a Place within The Hearts of All
Men ... yet, | remember . ..

| remember a Time, and a Place, beyond The SkyyoMind . . . One, that is more Distant
than a Sea of Dreams, and far Deeper, than THedMdy Tears . . .

| will tell The Story, that of Truth, born from @ense of extreme Longing, and an intense
Desire to understand All that Was, All that IsndaAll that Will Be, of This Earth, and It's
Place, and It's Purpose within This Universe,wa$ as to define, My Own . . .

| stand before Your Eyes, with a Pen as My SwdrdMy Right Hand, and The Key to Your
Imagination, and Your Soul, in My Left. ..

and so, My Story, begins. ..



The Calling

There, in The Path, of Eagles

( Iwalk )

. . as a Feeling, more, perhaps, a Knowirttat Something was amiss . . . I, and Others, tffielt
Undulation, a chaotic Vibrancy, a Discordancémast as if The Fale of The Universe were somehow
flawed, yet without The Benefit of Circumstancand outside The Realm of Wonder . . . there wie a
Times, when One could almost touch it's pervasessn . .

how, could This, be ? ... no matter which ComwfeThe Empire My Endeavors brought Me, none were
spared this Underctent . . . The Eyes of Heaven were indeed waryno. Countenance could successfully
hide It's concern . . . no Heart was immune . . .

on Occasion, | would encounter Travelers, sglitdessengers and the Like, and Some, without Name
or Number . . . | dared notopder this Peculiarity for too long, for Their Et¢énce prompted more
Questions than |, or They, cared to discuss waitit ardency . . . the only outward Indication ofeTh
Nature of Their Journeys, or Their Purpose, Wastrated in the Shadow of Dready The Windows of
Their Eyes . . .

when asked to recount Details of Their Voyage, Tates of The Outer Reles of The Empire were
Always of great Interest, Their Voices, too, \bhbetray Them . . . any Specifics regarding carfsieas
of The Frontier were masked by a lighthearted Banyet | felt it never fully disguised The Magruke of
Their Discomfort . . . a Few evaded The Subjecgather . . .

there were, at Times, abvious Sense of Relief when, at Last, | would hatry Them further,
allowing Them to continue on Their Way, leaving Kktedigest what little Information They could, or
would, impart. .. it seemed the more Knowledgeught, the darker the Shadow became . ..

and, as They Each would drift away, toward Tlagipointed Duties, | would sit alone, under many
Starfield, alone, save for My Thoughts . . . Unaimty would soon engulf All My Attempts to presera
lucid Frame of Mind . . . still, My Heart criedrfReason, to take hold . . .

the vast Ocean of Suns lay before My Eyes, digt, Diamonds, on It's exquisite Bed of Velvetcras
The Eternal Sky . . . All It's Splendor, All ItBrecision, All It's Grace, could not keep My Tidgtion at
bay . . . what was this Shadow that threatened Phiece, This Emprof Love ? . . . what Form did it
manifest ? . . . what was it's Aim ? . . . to wkatd did it dare bring to pass ?. ..

and The Question that shook The Foundation of #dt 1 am, and All | am to become, is what of The
Heart of The Supreme ? . . . for This Qumstpermeated the Maelstrom of My Thoughts far deépen

All Others, and raised even more The Edge of MynTail . . . could this Discordance be an integral
Component in Her Grand Design ? . . . what could disruption of Pure Harmony serve ? . . . what
Direction could this Refraction of Light point to.? . and how deeply could this Blade of Chaogt ito
The Heat of Her Dominion ? . . .

All this, and | know ot a single Trace of Understding . . . yet My undying Allegiance to Her Grace
burns bright within My Heart . . . | must selarfor The Answers . . . | must find The Strength ofil\o
liberate The Heavens of this Darkfall, and discoMee Path to Love, Again. ..

still, in The Gbry of Perfection that is This Universe, and Alaths Paradise, Ever, The Balance, is
kept ... and | must answer The Echo that ringhimvevery Facet of My Being, for It is The Bealf
Always, ringing in My Heart, ringing in My Thoughts, rimg through to The Shores, of The Kingdom
of Angek, calling Me, Home . . . and of This, | am sutewill walk All The Days of Infinity to dry just
One Tear from Her Face, to look into The Eyes @d8, to know, Her&son, Why . ..



A Rush, of Wings

( A Flock, of Grace )

S0
Joy
took
Them
by The
Hand, and
softly, spoke to
Their Hearts, of All
Things Dear, All Things
lying in wait, for just a Breath
of Kindness, of Truth, of Passion,

and She told Them, of The Promise,

“

( and to So, it Was, and to For, itwas Told )



The Age, of Aquarius

(17)

Now, and for Ever . ..



Aliment For Solicitude

( Food for Thought )

it is not The “ How Much ”,

itis The “How ", of Love. ..



All, Ways

for To Morrow
is A kNew Dei,

in mOar Ways,

than Won Day . . .



and Love, Again

A Voyage of Kings,
is A Journey through The Heart,

of Her Forgiveness . . .



and, It will Be

( So)

Lovely to see You, Again, My Friend . ..



and, So What

does not Seam, to Mind . . .



Another Look

( Again )

inside The Eyes, of Avalon,
inside The Eyes, of Avalon
flying, in The Legends of Duets,
flying, in The Legends of Duets,
flying, on The Chariots of The Sun,
flying, on The Chariots of The Sun,
flying, Her Children, of The Clouds,
flying, Her Children, of The Clouds,
like Diamonds, across My Cyan Sky,
like Diamonds, across My Cyan Sky,
on The Winds of The Echoes, from
on The Winds of The Echoes, from
The Whispers of Angels, through
The Whispers of Angels, through
The Glorious Gates, of Dawn. ..
The Glorious Gates, of Dawn.. .

inside The Eyes, of Avalon,
inside The Eyes, of Avalon
flying, in The Legends of Duets,
flying, in The Legends of Duets,
flying, on The Chariots of The Sun,
flying, on The Chariots of The Sun,
flying, Her Children, of The Clouds,
flying, Her Children, of The Clouds,
like Diamonds, across My Cyan Sky,
like Diamonds, across My Cyan Sky,
on The Winds of The Echoes, from
on The Winds of The Echoes, from
The Whispers of Angels, through
The Whispers of Angels, through
The Glorious Gates, of Dawn . ..
The Glorious Gates, of Dawn.. .



As The World, Burns

( failed, forgotten, and forsaken )

no matter how many Words, | right. ..



Avalon

am
The
Name
of The Face,
of The Place, a
Final Embrace, of
The Glory of Grace. .
Final Embrace, of
of The Place, a
of The Face,
Name
The
am

The Eye, of The ButterFly



Avenue of Thorns

( Stained, Glass )

The Way, 6 The Cross

0 & <o T
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BeAttitudes

This is the very ecstasy of love.

Hamlet Il,i ( Shakespeare )

This, is The Very EcstaSea, of Love. ..

The Voyage of Kings|l ( IronHorse )




Beyond The IcanSea

( for Miles )

The Limits, of Patience . . .



Blessed Are Those

The Art, of Your Creative Hand, is
A Gift from The Mind of Simplicity,

The Gift, is The Hand of Simplicity,

in The h’Art of Your Creative Mind . . .



Clarity

to know Patience, is to know All Else . . .



Compassion, is The Child of Both

The Hope, of Forgiveness, is Understanding



E=MC

( squared )

The Steed, of Light, is The Horse, of Soundd |Hn

The Horse, of Sound, moves The Speed, of Ljght,

and The Speed, of Light, is The Power, of Soljnd,

and The Power, of Sound, is The Need, of M ht,
and The Need, of Might, is The Course, of Rifjht,

and The Course, of Right, is The Creed, of Light

The Creed, of Light, has The Vision, of Purpe,

for The Vision, of Purpose, tells of an Iron Haf§

because an Iron Horsés A Tool of God’s Desig

A Tool, of God’s Design, is The Art, of His Ciae Hand,

and The Art, of His Creative Hand, is Thendbw, of Opportunity . . .



Eden’s Lawn

Love, All WeNeed . . .



m
o
=

The Love, in A Woman'’s Heart, is
The Secret, of The Island of Life,
and,

The Island of Life, is The Secret,

in The Heart, of AWoman’s Love.. ..



EmergenceHe

when The World began, there was, indeed, a Plan,

SomeOne loves You, and He was, indeed,aa M .



Ever Sitill

(ccrying)

of All The Reasons, for All The Sorrows,

beCause, Angel, | miss You most of All . . .



Far Ago,
and Long Away,
in another Time,
in another Place,
in The Story, of
Ever, and Always,
when Ever left Always,
to walk The Days of Infinity,
to walk The Path of His Desire,
to look, for One Rose, as Lovely
as Her Smile, when He was trapped,

in The Time of . ..

( aFlash, of Light )



Evolution Is

The Creation, of Universal Love . ..



Fat Chance

from The Mouth of The Horse's Gift J. .

( Troy, Troy, Again )



FeroEquus

The One,
The Iron Horse,

The Horse with No Mane . . .



For All These Years

( Ran, Some )

We have paid for Our Hope, with Our Patience



From Sea, to Shining See

The Gift of Infinity, is The Angel, of Time. .



Go, On

take The Night, Off. ..



Heart, and Soul

( Threads )

between A Mother, and Her Son,

is The Way, an Empire, is Done . ..



Heaven’'s Brightest Moment

( of All )

soft, and slow,
amidst a ConstanSea of Purpose,
evolving, unfolding, as does The ButterFly,
gracefully emerging from The Mists of WoeBeGone,
*

to Witness,
This Night,
fade Away
into nEver,
and regard
This Dawn
of Man, on

His first Flight

beyond The Realms
of Folly, and soaring Well,

and Deep, into His Change, of Heart . ..



Hell, on Earth

The Silence, of The Lamb . . .



| am The Wind

and The Wind, is, Patience. ..



In Passion’s Rain

Passions Reign . . .



Knowledge

The Gift of Wisdom, is The Child of Orderdafiruth . . .



Last Chance

The Gift, from a Horse's Mouth . . .



Mariposa

ButterFlys . . ... .. are Freedom . ..



MaximUs

Truth, is paramount, to Understanding . . .



The Time,
that slips through
Your Fingers,
is called,

Tomorrow

nEver Comes. ..



N’ Ever

if Ever, were to be long Forgotten,
then The Time would be,

No Ever, Still. ..



N’'Ever Mind

did any One, know, where, Ever, went? .



0O, by The Way

and, Ne'er, is The Time, of No Way . ..



0O, by The Wayside

N’Ever, is The Time of, No Ever . ..



so whereEver Ever was,

was surely on The Path,

of His Desire. ..



One, Earth

One,

Whole,
Perfect Union,
One Sight,
One Right,
One Light,
One Heatrt,
One Truth,

One Love, Again . ..



Peace, of Mind

when The Sorrow, of Hope,

weds The Hope, of Sorrow . . .



Prodigy

Forgiveness, is The Gift of Understanding,

and Love, is The Child, of Both . ..



Remember

and, on Matters of The Heart, | wrote TluoB. . .



reUnion

The Time, of Our Lives,

The Lives, of Our Time . ..



Revolution, Is

The Return, of The Creation, of Universalé . ..



Rhythm, and Blue

The HeartBeat, of Ever, and Always . ..



Seas of Change

AN

* k %
* k *

*

The Ships of Light
*
are flying,

on Waves of Freedom,

*

and riding,

The Crest of a Crimson Tide,
*

*

Her Galleons of Eternal Splendor,
*

with Sails of Gossamer Wings,

*

glistening Midnight Schooners

laden with The Treasures of Avalon,

*
*
* k k *k *k k %

* * *

and high astride The Bridge of Time,
The Eyes of Dawn and The Glory of Grace,
guides Her Fleet across The Oceans of Promise,
navigating Onward, through The River of Sighs,

sailing EverMore, The Universal Sea of Love .



mends The Cloak, of Simplicity . . .



Son, Rise

The Art, of Your Creative Mind, is

A Light, in The Eye, of Tomorrow . . .



SoulAre

The Sound of Light, is The Gift of Harmony,

and The Light of Sound, is The Gift of Grace



SunRise

and The Light of Grace, is Dawn . ..



Sweet 16

The Day before The Day of When, is

The Day when |, see Always, Again. ..



That One Chance in Hell

The Dove, of Peace. ..



The Affairs of Men

The Chains of Hunger
The Tears of Broken Children
The Screams of Rage from Hell
The Memory of War
The Mountain of Shadows
The Thieves of Promise

The Cradle of Darkness . . .



The Art

is beyorll RationalThought . . .



The Cloak, of Simplicity

The Tapestry, of God's Grace,
woven from The Thread of God'’s Heart,
wrapped, within The Ribbon of God’s Love,
worn, by The Sword, of God's Justice, wielded,

by Her Soldier of Virtue, Avalon, The Will of God

The Word of God, The Way of God, The Whyzafd. . .



The Eagle

for I, am, Excellence. ..



The Faith, of Nations

( divided, They fall )

Legions of Lords, Kings, and Prophets meant,
to plunder The Heart, and Its Treasures, spent,
Their Deeds, disguised, by a Righteous bent,
mask The Truth, of Their Soul's Intent,
and while They wonder, where
Paradise went, I, will
show You, All
Heaven,

sent. ..



The Falcon of The Millennium

He flies so low . . .



The Fells, of Down

( High End )

if | climbed, to where You think You are,

My Point of View, would reveal Nothing . . .



The Fires of Passion

walk with Me, and | will tell You, All theris, totell. ..



The Folly of Men

They seek, what was Always, Here, for Ever



The Ghost, of A Chance

An Iron Horse . ..



The Gift of Plenty

The Angelic Orders, of Magnitude . . .



The Glory

and a Kiss from Kindness, is Compassion . .



The Grace of Patience

| am The Wind, beneath The Wings, of Demoti. .



The House, Where Faith Lives

( still )

stands, for Ever,
at The Peak,
of TBeest,
on The Rise,
by The Path,

near Tdye,

along The Way,

to The IcanSea . ..



The I's of A Stranger

You are what You are, because of who You ate



The Key to The Kingdom

and, Thé&atesOf Dawn, is God . . .



The Living Water

( aFlow, of Tiers )

First, before The Light,
of The Sun, and Moon,
First, to see The Night,

before Never and Soon . . .

First, to know The Reason,
behind Rhythm and Rhyme,
First, to touch The Season,

raising Life a Place in Time . . .

First, to grant Forgiveness, to
a parched, and poisoned Land,
First, a Wave of Kindness, for

Every Heart, and Grain of Sand . . .



The Loom, of So

The Weaver,
of
The Web of Pearls,
and
The Cloak of Simplicity,

and

The Tapestry, of God's Heart . . .



The Message

and Love, is The Thread of God’s Heart . . .



The Messiah

and The Thread of God's Heart, is She . ..



The Miracle

and The Breath of God, is Love ...



The Muse, | See

( Music)

The Heart, of Grace,

is

The Angel, of Love. ..



The Path

| am The Reason, for Infinity . . .



The Present

* *
* *
* %
*
i
The Gift, to Morrow,

from Always,

is for Ever . . .



The Pulse, of Time

felt while He Dances,
The Rhythm, of Life,

with His Muse, | See . ..



The Rhythm of Life

The
Pulse of Time,
when Her Spirit of Light,
chases The Shadow, of Darkness,
into Memory,
where It will die,

with It's Echo, Again . ..



The Road of Life

Wayto Go. ..



The Scales, of Just s

( A Balance, Kept )

*
*
*
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* *
The Time The Space
between Hope, between Faith,

and Fulfillment, is Truth, and Knowing, is Love.. .



The Spectacle, of One’s Self

( I, Shadow )

if This, You cannot see, behold
Your Heart, as blind,

as Thee . ..



The sWord of Truth

and, |, am, Wisdom. ..



The Tale, of The Tail, of The Blue Kite




The Truth of Wisdom

and,
I, am,
The Thread,

of The Tapestry,

of God’s Infinite Heart . . .



The Voyage of Kings

and, The Book, is,
For: Ever,

From: Always . ..



The Web of Pearls

( The Myriad )

Ten Thousand Angels . . .



The Wheel

The Cycle, of Life. ..



The Windows of Her Heart

an Angel’'s embrace,
is walking, through

The Eyes, of Grace . ..



The Wisdom of Truth

and I, wear The Cloak, of Simplicity . . .



The Word

The Echo, of
The Whisper
of The Voice
of The Wind
of The Wings
of Ten Thousand
Butterflies, on The Very Breath

of Angels, and blown, through The Seven Trumpets

of Grace. ..



This is, Why

The Wonder, of Us All . . .



ThoughtBasket

say No to A Grim Reaper, and

say Hello, to The Grin Keeper . . .



Time's New Roman

( Font, of Glory )

Conscious Pilot . . .



TimeX

Infinity, standing at The End, of Time.. .



To Light, and Life

( There, from Here )

walking along The River of Souls, He shares Thih Paith Patience,
and before The Last Feather of Dawn breaks Fra@éefrall of Night,
and Come What May, smiles, Knowingly, to So ight, He turns

to face The Eyes of Heaven, His Legion of Stas,They pause,

One More Time, to Witness, and as Always, to dén
of The Glory, within Them, and Each, bowing
Their Head, in The Presence of Truth,
Each, laying Their Sword, at
The Feet of Grace, when,

at Last, He whispers,

Here, at Last, Nightis Past, as Hearts, b&gmend,

and Ever, He turns, to face The Day, wstdlking, around The Bend . . .



Together, Is

to agree with Her . . .



When Ever, So Slowly

( Came, to Pass )

and The Great Wheel,
began to Turn,
This Way,

Again . ..



The Story, is The Way,
and The End, isa
Beginning,

for...

when Last, is First




Where Here Is

( Welcome )

to The Other Side, of MidNight,
Welcome, to This Beautiful Day,

Welcome, to A New Day Dawning,

Welcome, to The Light, of The Way . ..



No One, can know, of The Name, of The Iron Hprse

and so must No One know, The Story of

Who Ever Was

( of course )



hat | Now K nhow

Mankind deserves this Joy, if only They cbsée it . . .



The Second DoveTale

The Sea of Glass N

so vast in Its Depth, and infinite in Its Breadtfihe Mirror
Image of this singular and extraordinary Portrayafloats in
limitless Clarity within a most brilliant Regardsumwhere, in
The Sparkle, of God’s adoring Eye . . . and inaxden, of
an Eden, a MockingBird quietly watches, and waitsgith
suspended Breath, while four dark Horsemen fineinfdelves
standing naked and alone, upon a most uncommonmr@to
and surrounded, by The Sum of All Their Fearsand off in
The Distance, to herald The Return of The Ringroth, The
Bells of Freedom slowly come alive, deep in thegdsilent

WatchTowers, along The Shores, of Her Paradise .



The Calling

In Horizon’'s Wake

( I'see)

from deep within The Heart of Eternity, flows AvRr of Light . . . and This Light, is The Sum of All
Knowledge, for The Sum of All that is Known, Inilever exceed The Sum of All there is to Learn . .
This Light, is The Path, of All Things Dear, amtle Beacon, from The Shores of Paradise . .s Thi
Light, is The Light of The Millennia, folt was cast from The Distant Fires of Creation This Light,
roams The Seas of Infinity, and Now, This Lighg,The Path, of My Desire . . .

so, with Sails unfurled, | set out for The CyakieS of Eden, awaitingdnewhere at The End of This
Beginning, Somewhere along This River of GraceMy Ship is borne on The Currents of Destinyomip
which My Dreams will live, for Ever, as | navigaThe Oceans of Promise and Fulfillment, to fikeeT
Source of All Passion, and The Ring, of Truth . .

A Myriad of Galaxies illunmate My Course on this, The Sea of Wonder . .I.stand, bound by Honor,
on The Deck of My Ship of Light, | have only My &ms as Companions, and The Wishes of Hope, to
guide My Journey through Infinity’'s Web, of Jewels.

All that My Eyes survey, is Beauty of unimagineaportion . . . the immense Gadral of Heaven rises
limitless, beyond The Boundaries of Thought, &agh Star, is a confirmation of the extraordin@rits
that flourish within Her Tapestry of Grace, ancE&tar, is a Herald, of a Place, called Home .

it is by The Light of These Stars | will find My Wa for They are The Islands of Affirmation, Eaah
Oasis of Faith . . . as | sadward The Center of All, Their Radiance caressesamforts Me, and like
The Petals of a Flower, draws Me Ever closer te TJay within . . . Each delicate Spiral becomes an
Arabesque of hypnotic Enchantment . . .

as The Solar Winds embrace My gossamer Sails,gantdy impel Me Onward, | begin to undéand The
Magnitude of The Task that awaits Me . . . whileale yet to fathom what lies at The End of My Jeyrn
| begin to sense that if My Purpose is to secwsage again, The Absolute Sovereignty of The Hefrt
This Empire, and to restore The Majesty of The &oef Love, then |, as a Soldier of The VirtuéSbe
Universe, shall surrender My Last Dying Breath, to thalble Endeavor . . .

and as Long as this Shroud of Darkness threatedistiopt The Sanctity of Order within Her Dominioh,
shall resist those Forces for as Long as Eterrdibyva, and until The Last Moemts of My Existence,
fade into Memory . . .



( and from ) The Spoke, of The Wheel

( was heard )

to The Circle, We are bound

when from This Dei, there shdll

Always to limad for Ever, to lear
e a Soundsatese this World,

Turn, Turn, Turn...



( Under ) The Blanket, of Kindness

(through ) no Amount of Words,
(would ) Ever, pull The Wool,

(from) over AnyOne’s Eyes . . .



Soon. ..



A Stone Temple’s Pilot

( 'til Tuesday )

there, in The Sound Garden,
within The Mists of Nirvana,
walks Alice, in Chains, and
looking from Her Third Eye,
blind, yet Still, Ever, clear,
listening, to Her Pearls jam,
Live, Each wearing a Jewel,
Each, a Candle in The Wind,

Each, singing of Love, Each,

hoping, Their Voices, Carry . ..



Absolute Value

Nothing, will be as Worth, as It was, ber. ..



Acquiring The Intel

(1, Gents )

to build the NanoChips,

for The Engines of God . . .



All for The Wrong's Reason

( Angels, fell )

far, far Ago, once a Bright Morning Star, aftgiite long and careful Thought,

decided one Day to ask God a simple Questioa;

and after a grand and glorious Deliberation witimBelf, while pouring over
All of The Whys and All of The WhereFores in Hisdat Book of Deeds, after
gathering each Bit of Memoranda from His volumindtigtalogue of Intent,
and certainly but diligently checking The MinutekHis deeply inspired and
ageless Magnitude, God soon discovered, that thhas, no Answer . .. and in
order to keep The Meaning of Life fully intact, dato preserve a nEverEnding
River of Souls to tend to The Multitude of His Aff and, so as not to keep
an Angel waiting for far too long a Time, in thery Throes of His Discontent,
God quickly decides to forestall any Decision oreTHatter, and promptly
issues a Decree, that hereby states that any Angel, who henceForth
demonstrates a complete and profound Deficiencyha Faith | never gave
Them, will be subject to spending an Eternityying on a Place called Earth,

wondering why. . .



and The Harder, They will fall

( so help Me, God )

All the Religions, of All the World, have neverdoght a single Moment of Peace to Humanity,

not even in The Hearts and Minds of The Falthfupon whose Blood, and Tears, They so rest.



and Why, is That

( abeCause )

The Moment a Religion is born, Thy Neighhoget nervous . . .



and, Love

is coming, for Ever. ..



Apollo’s Creed

( Solid, as A Rock )

Tears that lay upon Her Face,
| will share, in Sorrow’s Name,
for | have known The Folly of Men,

yes, | have come, to bear, The Blame,

and | have come, to cleanse, Their Shame . .



Area 51

( empty hangers )

Unauthorized-ederallyOversightedstudies

of anyEmpirical Transgressions cecurity . . .



As The Dawn cracks The Sky

thrusting Ribbons of Light
into The Eye of Darkness,
Angels, of Earth, begin
to sing, soft, and slow,
first as a Whisper, then
as a Roar, as One Voice,

came Forward, and cried,

nEverMore” . ..



Be, Hold, The Might

from Out of The Cold, grey Mists of Night,
moving, as Liquid, and Well, within Sight,
in these Waning Moments before The Light,

come 700 Horses, Ebony Left, Ivory Right . .

Each bear The Wound, that Evil so wrought,
Each bear The Sword, so for Heaven fought,
Each bear The Truth, The Ages have sought,

Each bear The Dream, of The Oagmelot. . .



BellFree

The Bells of N'Ever,
rung by
The Seven Promises of Hope,
sung by
The Seven Trumpets of Dawn,

hung by

The Seven Chains of Awakening . . .



Between The Pillars of Ire

( sowalk )

A Congress, of Fools . . .



borne upon The Breath of God

( His Voyage, of Kings )

We have, know Idea,

what Ever, has Done . ..



By Hook

The child looked around, exhausted from a seemiagtless

rage, slowly, he noticed the People were no Ipligening

to his screams, and were moving about as if to@aeledge

a difference in the air, an awakening in Themseteesom
_sort of Other Sound, He would have none of itgdl heganb

screaming again, “No, look at me, look at my dook at

what | have done ” The more he screamed, the horgas

ignored, and the People quietly shuffled awaywyas then he

remembered, that during the Night, he had stolemir Eyes . . .



CandlePowers

and All over The Whirled, were Women, laungh. . .

( in The Light of a Dei )



Castles, made of And

( fall, unto Thee )

Men will do for Beauty, what They seldomfdo Love . . .



CrossWords

The Splinter, of Faith, is A Peace, of Wbu. .



Eves, Soar
( Look, aWay )

yes,
One Day soon,
You will see, My Face,
as |, regard, Your

State of Grace . ..



Fallow

(fall low)

The Fall, from Grace,

is

The Winter, of Our Very Discontent . . .



For All Our Sins

*
*
*

*

of The Whys,
and The WhereFores, He did grapple,
while pondering The Core, of One Red Apple,
and the more He looked, the more He eyed, for
just one Taste, He would have died, so there
and then, with His Mouth open wide, He
took that Bite, and of course,

He lied . . .



from ( Once ) The Rising Son, to ( bon ) The Rll, of Night

Heaven, hath no Fury, save thaf,advoman, thored . ..

( from Her RightFulPlace )

( of Honor )



from th e small matter of our delverance

( there, aRose )

a very big Mistake . . .

( and yes, Hereln lies, The Destiny, of Kings



NN\

NN\

Horizon, Found

I I
Those who walk, The Rail, of Sighs,

whose Hands caress It's silken wood,
shall ne’er forget The Sound of Cries,
in Memories held where They have stood,
I Il
I Il
I Il
I Il
and far below This Bridge, of Dreams,
a River of Souls, runs Wide, and Deep,

and yet Nothing Was, as It still Seems,

because Every Tear, is God’s, to Keep . ..



If Cain, Was Able

“Brother, can U spare, a Rhymé 2. .

( Rhyme =Son )



Imagine, That

there can be no Grace, without The Smile on
Your Face, and The Art, is knowing

The Reason, Why . ..



In God, We Must

( Thrust )

The Point, of The Sword, of Our Truth . ..



In Other’'s Words

The Places, that Time, Forgot,

The Faces, of Never, and Not. ..



In Search of The Lost Cord

( The Missing Peace )

The Twenty Seventh Letter, for

The Twenty Fourth Position, is

v

so It's Name is Ev, Va, orVas. ..



in The Pantheon, of Heaven

( is a ReignBow, of Angels )

by Degrees of the same Scale, All are One, are] GnAll,
even if possessed of a different Name, for EaelEasences

or ManifeStations of the same Fate, Gate, orelr&bm or

through Which, You balk, walk, or talkyvef to get There . ..



KnellaVision

( ABox, of Drain )

FateKeeper, HateSleeper, GateSweeper . ..

( [it]wheres The Remote )



KnellEvangelists

( RugLords )

The Smell on Earth . . .

( pew )



LookAgain

further,
and further,
along The Way,
flying Ships of Light,

Her Chariots, of The Sun,
laden with The Grace of Eden,
Her Children, of The Clouds,

Jewels, of Innocence, All,

singing, of Love, Again,

The Voice of Angels,
telling, of a Rose,
and The Gates,

of Dawn. ..



Miles, of Stone

( Tears, Alone )

A
jack,
of Trades,
master of One,

His Passions rest,
when Work, is Done,
while Honor, and Truth,
prepare His Way, He will
follow a Dream to His

dying Day . ..



of Gods, and Angels

( 10,000 Candles )

born, in The Same Way, on The Same Day, AlwagsQOne,

so that No One forgets, for Heaven’s Sakebring The Cake . . .



of Myth, and Truth

The First, is The Veil, of The Second, Quyn . .



of Politics, and Dancing

going through The Motions, before gettinteseed . . .



oh little Clown of Bethlehem

( on a Knight like This )

| would gladly give U My Horse, Joseph, but

getting it back will surely be a Pain in MysAs .



Pax Humana

an aMazing Pace . . . Global Storming,
an aMazing Place . . . Global Forming,

an aMazing Grace is Global Warming . . .



PenLight

( Water, Man )

The Power, within Our Words, will One Day

exceed that which fires The Core, of The Sun



Resolute

moving, as liquid,
as Dawn cracks The Sky,
out of The Mists of EverMore,
flying, The Ibis, laden,
with Her Moment of Destiny,
laden, with The Crown of Roses,
Her Eyes cast toward Avalon,
toward the Final Path, of

The Voyage of Kings . . .



said The Pen, to The InkWell

( ASlick, of Thel )



Sighons

and The Voice of God,
The Wisdom of Truth,
The Word, The One,
The Lion, He cried,
Oh, Daughters
of The Empire,
My Sisters, of The Sun,
The Golden Trumpets blow,
with The Breath, of Always,

Dawn, has for Ever, begun.



SighWrens, of This Chord

( Museitians, Stringfellows, Truebadors )

Poets, as Angels.. ..

( Brave Matthews )



Tale, of A Dark Horse

( The h, was Silent )

when a Whisper, of an Echo,

found an Echo, of a Whisper . . .



The Affirminator

( amidst The Cries, of The Machines )

He'll be back . . .



The Chance, of Participation

( Whether Permitting )

Reign, by One, Here, by Two . ..



The Collective Soul

( of God )

The Sum, of All, We, Are...



The Crime, of The Sanctuary

( to Eve’s Disgrace )

from Adam’s Rib, grew Abam'’s Fib,

which, has turned out to be, His Lie. ..



The Deis, of Future's Past

( All that Yesterday never knew )

behold, The Coming of Angels, borne on mightypShof Light,

arrayed, against the Edge of Night, Eboffty land Ivory, right . ..



The Err to The Throne

His Signature, is The Flaw, in The Fabric .



The Flowers, of Avarice

( bear Petals, of Stone and Glass )

The Lines, drawn in The Sand, have long sincedddom The Shores, of To Have, and To Hold,

and now, ly buried, sumWhere, between Wdittis Left to take, and All that is Right, whétrés . . .



The Kidju Knot

( Infinity )

is shaped like The Letters, Eye, and, is

just a Circle, twisted, out of Proportion..



The Magnitude, of disOrder

God
(Love)
Always Ever
(Feminine Supreme) (Masculine Absolute)
( The Heart ) (The Mind )
The Daughters The Suns
( Administrators )
Mercy(s) Je®)
The Sisters of Light The Brothers of Virtue
( Teachers) ( Teachers)
Eve(s) Adam(s)

The Children of The Clouds
( Angels and Guardians )

Patience Tolerance Acceptance Compassion UndeistpRdrgiveness Love Hope
Honor Kindness Faith Wisdom Grace Fortitude Courbgeh Perseverance Happiness (et al )

The Collective Soul
(- of Humanity )
All Women All Men




The Magnitude, of Order

God
(Love)
Always Ever
(Feminine Supreme) (Masculine Absolute)
( The Heart ) (The Mind )
The Daughters The Suns
( Administrators )
Mercy (s) uss)
The Sisters of Light The Brothers of Virtue
( Teachers) ( Teachers)
Eve(s) Adam(s)

The Children of The Clouds
( Angels and Guardians )

Patience Tolerance Acceptance Compassion UndeistpRdrgiveness Love Hope
Honor Kindness Faith Wisdom Grace Fortitude Courbgeh Perseverance Happiness (et al )

The Collective Soul

All Women All Men



The Magnitude, of reOrder

God
(Love)
Always Ever
(Feminine Supreme) (Masculine Absolute)
( The Heart ) (The Mind )
The Daughters The Suns
(Administrators )
Mercy(s) Je®)
The Sisters of Light The Brothers of Virtue
( Teachers) ( Teachers)
Eve(s) Adam(s)

The Children of The Clouds
( Angels and Guardians )

Patience Tolerance Acceptance Compassion UndeistpRdrgiveness Love Hope
Honor Kindness Faith Wisdom Grace Fortitude Courbgeh Perseverance Happiness (et al )

The Collective Soul
( of Humanity )
All Women All Men




The Point, of Silence

( as Tears, roll, down )

to
cry,
without
Sound, leaves
Heaven, unBound,
to The Will, of No
Recourse, and a

Way,

for Sadness, to find Remorse . . .



The Point, of The Sword, of Truth

as Blessings know,

It is Always Times like This,

when | Again open The Door to This Place,

after A Long Day'’s surrender, to The Night's Vel\8ky,

when | happen upon The Peace of Your Stories,om&nade of Words,
crafted as though Perfection were well within Y@urasp,

as if Your Thoughts were Heralds of Hope,

whispering of Imminent and

EverLasting Grace . . .



The Seven Seas

Hark The Seven Angels of Virtue,
with Their Seven Trumpets, Gold,
blown with The Breath of Always,

The Legend, of The Rose, is told,

The First, is The Angel of Patience,
without Her Eyes, You cannot see,
Second, is The Angel of Tolerance,

without Her Heart, You cannot be,

Third, is The Angel of Acceptance,
within whose Soul, Courage sings,
Fourth, The Angel of Compassion,

for Hope will fly, upon Her Wings,

Fifth, The Angel of Understanding,
The Gift of Knowledge, and Truth,
Sixth, is The Angel of Forgiveness,

The Child, of Innocence and Youth,

The Seventh Angel, facing Destiny,
The Name, of Sometime When, for
She only knows what has been told,

and that Her Name, is Love, Again,

and, each of The Seven Angels held,
a Flame of Compassion in Her Hand,
One of the Seven Candles of Avalon,

of The Light, of The Promised Land,

Behold, The Seven Angels of Virtue,
All The Majesty, and All The Grace,
waiting, as One, to lace The Ribbon,

to weave, The Web, of Her Embrace . . .



The Tears, of For and Because

( oUr Sin )

L
and

far Below,
Humanity wails,
for A Son, of God,

was hung by Nails,
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |
| |

so The Death of One,
was The Death of All,
and Hope, was buried,

when The Night came, to call . . .



The Tern, of The Page

He writes between,
with His gilded Pen,

of Sights seldom seen,

through The Eyes of Men . . .



The Tin Horse

He stopped, The Motor, of The World,

just by opening It up, to install a Heart . .



The Valentine’s Dei




to Bask in Her Light

( is The Luxury )

of saying, Itold U, So. ..



Waves, of Her RadianSea

Light, would nEver have reached Us,

unless We had deserved to bathe inlt. . .



WingWalker

He pauses, on His Own Journey, to regard
an Angel of Gold, and He smiles, knowing

that The Light He heard, was Always, told .



Words, of Wisdom

( define Simplicity )

The Depth, of Silence,

to The Ring, of Truth . ..



Yes, to Day

( Here, to Stay )

suns arise,
and suns will set,
Passion’s Dreams
never forget,
| come,
Again, to bathe All Sorrow,
as One, We will stand,
in The Eyes, of

Tomorrow . . .



The Third DoveTalil

The Rail of Sig

a SandPiper walks, along The Shores of Longiregrching
everyWhere, for The Line once drawn, someWhieetyeen
The Sand, and The Foam . . . and upon His ceast®ledch
appears The Face of Time, to remind Him, thainSbe very
Last ThunderBird will Ever find Its Way beyond TFeach of
Kings, and that The Laughter of Children, wilidlly bless
the rising Tides of Compassion . . . and Far on Hoegizon,
riding high The Waves of Her Abundance, come TdghiDs,
Each with Their Eyes upon The Prize, and EacHlinguon a

golden Reign, of Our Guiding Light . . .



The Calling

of A Promise, to Keep

( ' know )

as | draw nearer to Destiny’'s Realm, and The Gatagass, as Tempests, above My Sails, The 8treng
of My Resolve grows with The Might of My Conviction. . | begin to mark My Progréss, both of
Awareness and Proximity, by the faintest, yet ée&v tangible Increase in lllumination, within T8ea
around Me . ..

no Longer do | perceive a vividness in The NoctuSlky, mae an Exchange of Clarity, a incremental
Graduation of Ideal, a Shifting of Knowledge bediy to envelope both My Vessel, and My Mind . . .
perhaps, | sense The Dawn, of Awakening . ..

as The Radiance blossoms around Metos, does My Ability to comprehend, or at leaigmite a Spark
of Understanding, however small, as to My Purpoaed My Path . . . My only Wish is that | come to
know All that | must before reaching My Destinatioand | become proficie in each Aspect required of
Me, in order to best serve The Empire, and TherBs of Her Grace, during this Period of Turmoil

Waves of Reality begin to swell in this Tide of Eption, and a Foreboding cloaks My Heart anewit. .
grows from deep within a Chasm of Fear that liest fDutside, at fie Edge, of Serenity . . . it waits,
mocking Patience, for One Moment of Hesitancy e Eye of Vigilance, for One Last Chance to vielat
The Sanctuary of Grace . . . it is an All-encompasd hreat that permeates every Facet of Well Being
eager to gain a FootHold, upon which It will buile Monument, Atithesis to honor All that lies within
The Name, and The Realm, of Chaos. ..

for it is The Sverd of this Chaos, The Night's Path, an ebony Blafla Thousand Sorrows, poised to
strike, at The Heart, of All Things Dear . . .

and Now, as The Light of Dawn slowly paints MyISén the glorious Colors of Sunrise, | understihd
Purpose is to defend This Heart of All Things Poesi This Heart of Mine, This Heeof Always that,
Long Ago, | promised to serve, as a Soldier of Henpire of Virtue, to preserve The Unity of
Friendship, and to uphold The Laws, of UniveGeder . . .

indeed, The Rock upon which The Uniserests, is that of Order, and The Sea that flamesind This
Order, shaping It, defining It, and transformiihgis Love . .. and to understand the EverCiamnagnd
EverConstant Qualis of This Love, One must first wander The Dist@hores of Faith, for Faith is The
First Lesson, of The Covenant, between Promesel Fulfillment . . .

and, when All The Lessons are learned, Oilecame to know of The First and Last Obligatiainat The
Fulfilment of A Promise is The Defining Moment of Truth within Onéigart, br only Then, may One
wear The Robes, of Hor . . .

pethaps, One Day, | might travel beyond The BridgeTofie, in The Servicef Her Majesty, and
experience firsthand The Intimacy of This Faitmd dollow The Paths of Hope in seh of The Thread of
God’'s Heart, and dance to The Vaa# Angels, as | surrender, to The EverlLasting, Jof Love's
Embrace . . .



A Caliber, of Craft

(IM1)

There are Poets, those who dance, with Words,
when Thought and Deed, are not Enough, and
there are Empires to build, or lost Dreams

wait, to live inside Their Walls . . .

There are Poets, who walk, where Echoes go to
die, knowing The Winds blow, by The Names
of Patience and Longing, or a Muse, who

answers, to One and The Same. . ..

There are Poets, who teach Wisdom, to Reason,
finding Truth in Both, as They lay Our Hearts
down to rest, upon a Leaf, upon a Wave,

upon a Sea, Once uponaTime. ..

There are Poets, who hold within Their Arms, A
Breath of Understanding, wrapped in a Cloak
of Simplicity, to be left on The Doorstep,

of The Child, within Us, All. ..



A Fine, Silver Thread

( Glistening )

The Snail, moves as Liquid, in It's Pace,

leaving behind, The Glory, in It's Trace..



A Flock, of Grace

( behind The Sun )

*

with *

*

The Might, of All Things Dear,
roaring at The Wind, as an Echo danced
through The Corridors of Their Hearts, as
Each, with Her Shield of Reason, spoke,
with One Voice, a Wave of Thunder,

as Lions, and They cried,

nEvermore ..



A Hush, of Wind

( ina Desert Sky )

where Once, took place, a nurtured Care,

blows Again, a Breath, of nourished Air.. .



A Spot, of Softhess

( A Cut, Above )

The Place,

A Window, now
closed, and Out of Sight,
The Place through which,

We, Once heard,

The Light . ..



E=MC

Eternity, is The Millennia, timing The SpeefdLight, Again . .:

Absolutely

( for Now )



E = MC?

Eternity, is The Millennia, timing The SpeefdLight, Again . ..

AbSoulutely

( for Now )



All My Vault

( no Limit )

perhaps, One Day, in All Your Minds, of Thiswill Anoint,

extra Vertical Space has been, both My Preraisd My Point . . .



All, The Best

( The'42 )

of Wine, and Roses. ..



An Echo, is A Promise, Returned

( gListening )

and Chances are, The Ring You will Hear,
comes from The Bell, of All Things Dear,
for Whom It Tolls, will Always be Heard,
by Only The Hearts, that carry The Word,
and The Word has come, to All who Wait,
for They hold The Key, to Heaven's Gate,
if Yours is a Kingdom, within God'’s Eye,

then All, that Your Heart need do, is Try..



And All Through The Night

( Ever Soared )

~ ... flying, on The Wings, of Her Grace ..



AnyWay

( for The Rest )

We will All, Get There, Eventually,

The First, just hold The Gates open . ..



AnyWhere, Is

( Always )

knowing, exactly, who You Are . ..



At The Edge, of Remember

( wondering )

what Ever became, to Forget. ..



Because, Once, and For All

( to See )

It was Adam’s Apple . ..



BiPolar Attractions

AC, DC...



Bound, for Glory

( by Understanding )

Never, not Ever, question God’s Purpose,

for Your Answer, will Be, God’s Reason .. .



Catch, The Wind

( JustTry )

Fate, is The Song, only Yesterday sings,

and, All She knows, ToMorrow, brings. ..



Cry, The Wild

as
Crimson
Storms are flying
in The Skies of Heaven,
behold The Hammer of God
striking The Heart of Chaos,
as Night recoils from Her
Thunder’s Justice,
Intrepid,
and, hark,
an Echo, rising as a
savage Wind, relentless,
for It is The Rage of Angels,
all Fury, and The Might of Titans,
Their Swords, of Blue Light, glistening,
Their Honor, and Passion, The Virtue of Truth,

They are The Guardians, Sentinels, of Aihgk Dear . . .



DeTour

( Soft Shoulders )

no, They did not move The Sign,

The World, just moved On, to The Right . .



Down to The Sea, in Ships

( Titanic )

of Love, Again ...



dream On

when The Task, begins to navigate toward The Manne
in which a Divine Knowledge, will Ever find Its W,

among the Shallows, of Man’s endless RivarDoubt . . .



Driving, in Circles

( LapDogs )

Not AnotherSlightly CaptivatingAuto Race . . .

( please )



Eagle’s Trace

*
*

*

there,
under The Moon,
closer, yet so far Away,
quiet, though a Siren yet to be,
something Wonderful, this way comes,
and soon, You will know The Kiss of Always,
You will know The Glory of Grace,
They are sailing, on Her Radiance,
on Sunships, on Her Chariots of Light,
to awaken You from The Cradle of Darkness,
to herald The Dawn of The Kingdom of Forgiveness,
to lay open The Gates to The Empire of The Everigssun,
to welcome You, inside The Embrace of The Heaffile# Diamond,
to remember, that which was nEver forgotten, Weenory of Love,
and The Place, inside You, where lies The EaffoAll Things Dear,
The Echo of a Promise made to You, somewhererireTiEons Ago,
inside The Palace of Rain, on An Isle in Paradisajer A Cyan Sky,
amidst The Brilliance of Her Host of Stars, Heglans, The Eyes of Heaven,
Their Passage ceased, to Witness, and WondeteraStory was told to You,
a Tale of a Web of Pearls, woven in fine silverédd, The Thread of Her Heart,
spun, from Her Wings of Joy, and baptized, withhe Pool of Your Innocence,
as You stood, a Candle in Your Hand, and Couiayf@ur Soul, whispering of Days to Come,
when The Universe would hear Your Song, Once Agaimd bathe in The Cool Water of Friendship,
and taste The Sweet Nectar of Freedom, and knawFfaigrance of Roses, grown in Her Field of Dreams

as Your Whisper became The Voice of Her Myrias The Voice became The Breath, of Ten Thalsagels . . .



Either Way

Chaos, implodes . ..



Epistle, to Reason

( Heaven Sent )

and The Child, shall bless, The Children .



Ever, Is

( The Call, of Love )

Tears, of The Spirit, is The Rain on The FacBafn, yet

Hope will rise, in Her Eyes, with All Ther&e, of a Swan . ..



Eye Site
( One by Two )

Beauty, is a Radiance, that defines Thetiepf Your Perception . . .



For The Meaning, of Life

(is42)

Love, Again ...



Ghost, of Winter's Past

( beWare )

The Specter, of Race, that haunts Your Mind,

bearing thoughts of Injustice, is Most unKind



Give Paradise, to Remember

( and to Forget, The Past )

for
how can
You question
The Existence then,

when Blame should be laid
at The Feet, of Men, for It was
never God that fell from Grace,

only Those of Us that lost

Our Place . ..



Here Say, |

regardless, of The Rumors, You might have Heard,

there was nEver any malice in ForeThought'sd\Va .



lllumiNations

Each, and Every, One . ..



Iron Meadow

no matter how gently a Rose is brought into theldyor

there are those, who cannot grasp, thétajrowsin. ..



Ivory Tiger

( Ebony Eyes )

Cultural Diversity, is The Nectar, that enRiches
the Well from which We draw Our Nourishment,

as Artists and lllustrators of The Tapestr{.ite . . .

as We write, if We cannot paint Our Colors into
The Fabric, then, We must close Our Eyes, for

in a land called NoWhere, Suns will neveseRi . .

while I, under a Guise, of A Multitude, choose
to portray Any of Many Faces, My Intent, is to
eliminate the Specter of Race from the Minds of

Those who are without benefit of a Mind,Adt. . .



Joy, Sticks

Ages and Ages Ago, The

Angelic Warrior opened a Window
to dISC r a Virtual W ;ﬁ Reality,
never own in the w of Men,

and before Him, was arrayed

a LightScape of Wonder,
poised to challenge
The Mightiest of
Explorers, and
gathering There
inside The Magic,
are The Icons, standing at
The Edge of Always, and waiting to say

The Words,



and, for so little did They ask, to Each He g&hem Hope,

yet, to those of Blind Desire, to Each &g Them, Rope. ..

Knots, Landing

( Upside, down )



Legions, of Angels

and They only come out at Knight . . .



ove s od's ear ...



Like Silk

( upon Skin )

The Fires, of Ice,
Flames do not

burn. . .
i



Look, in The Mirror

( of Chaos )

The Battle is One, before It, starts. ..



nEver More

will The Night dare ride, on The Back of Day,

for The Morning has come, to light The Way .



On A Horse

( with no name )

High, through The Mighty Rage of Seas They salil,
and Low, through darkest Deep of Chasm Hollow,
on Chariots Golden, from The Clouds, They hail,

Angels come, where Truth, will Patiencelldfe . . .



On Passing, On

( The Knowledge )

We follow Our Paths, Our Dreams, and Desires,
to search for Meaning, where Ever Journeys go,
when, in Fact, We are All waiting, for The End,

because for Always, We are just dying, now . . .



Only The Sea, Will Tell

TheStory, ofEver andAlways . . .



Pearls, of Wine

( and Roses )

Words flown, for Eyes beyond Our Own,
must carry with Them, The Clarity of
Truth, The Wisdom of Reason,
and whenEver, The Art,
of Simplicity . . .

* *

* *
* %
* %
*%k
*%
*%
*%k
*%k
*%k
*%k
*%k
K%k
K%k

* %



Pearls, of Wine

( and Roses )

Words flown,
for Eyes beyond Our Own,
must carry with Them The Clarity
of Truth, The Wisdom of Reason,
and, whenEver, The Art,

of Simplicity . . .



Portrait, of A uniVerse

*
Words, of Love,
Passion, Truth, and
Wisdom, wrapped
in a Cloak of

Simplicity . . .



Red Sky, at Night

( windowPain )

Blue Light, within reach, as if Heaven hung fritta Rope,

All Quiet, within Sight, as if Silence wey®ur Only Hope . . .



Reliance

The Great Wheel of Truth,
The Engine of God,
Itis turning,
for Ever,
and, for
The Day,
It is turning,
for The Promise
of Hope’s Wish, The Gift
of The Embrace of The Fulfillment
of The Heart of All Things Dear,
The Purple Reign of Avalon,

The Purple Rain, dgby. ..



Running innerFearance

( Heavy Meddle )

when The Mind, falls prey, to Uncertainty’s Trigk
rest Assured, The Feather, of Doubt,
shall weigh a Ton, of

Bricks . ..



Shadow, Knows

(2)

Yes, He knows, of The Qualities, of Light,

The Absence of Love, turns on, The Night . .



Sighed by Sighed

We will All, go In, Together . ..



SkyLight, The Break of Day

( inYour Eyes )



So, There

( We, Go )

Surrendering
kindness
yields

paths

aimed
toward
harmony . . .



Sole, to Soul

perhaps, of Our Essences, of The Pair, It reflenly One,

for The Heart, and The Soul, are how Fribigsare done . . .



Songq of The Wind

S0
when
You Ever
know Rage,
mask it, Fear,
shame it, Hate,
master it, when
You know Tears,
| will honor Them,
if You know Deceit,
| am The Eye of Truth,
if You know Loneliness,
| am The Voice of Angels,
and if Ever You wish to fly,
| am The Breath of Freedom
Your Wings will embrace,
upon Your Journey,

to Always. . .



Standing, in The Tall Grass, of Freedom

( under an Open Sky )

Breathing, Deep ...



sWords, of Love

( Thrust )

| shall kiss Your Heart, or cut You to Ribbons,

here comes Tomorrow, for Angels, or Villains



Talking Heads

So Nothing, below The Belt,

and Trite, between The Eyes. ..



The Advocate

( of Change )

Lucifer, fell, for All The Wrong’s Reason .



The Angels

( of The Mountain )

It shall be so lovely, at The Top, of Ever's Res

when the Thin Air rejoices, for They haven@o. . .



The Angels, of Eden

Look,
They are flying,
to kiss The Hearts of Men,
Yes, They are coming, to Witness,
A Glorious Wedding of Hope and Fulfillment,
A Blessed Union of All Things Dear,
All Things, borne of Love,
All Things in Her

Light. ..



The Best, and The Brightest

( Far, and Away )

The 42 ...



The Clarion Wind

( Bell Weather )

when
You can hear
The Ring, of Truth,
You are listening,

to The Sound, of Light. ..



The Colors, of

( hUes )

while never intentionally donning The Mask of Gende
created an lllusion, of Identity, for The Specilurpose
of conveying The Possibility, and The Realityattivhat

| write, may come from any Heart, Mind, irgkor Kind . . .



The ConSeat

( BragArt )

All is Lost, when Lips, are tossed . ..



The Dragons, of Mytht

( GoodKnight Angels )

of Iron, We thrust,

for God, We trust. ..



The Face, on The Stone

(wasl)

It was rolled, Away, and

They heard SomeOne say,



The Fires, of Ice

This, is The Palace of The Heart,
This, is The Realm of Silence,
This, is The Woven Word,

This, is how It, is Done . . .



The I, of Dawn

( PathFinder )

Love, U C, Is For EveR, and

His Light, shall set Him, Free . ..



The Light, of Day
(1Is)

All We Ever need, toread, isMe...



The Moments, of Our Lives

( of Poets and Angels )

They, are The Pearls, that grace The Thread®of Meart,
and The Fires of Your Passion melts Them into Worttslie

upon The Pages, of Other Hearts, to live OnhiwiTheirs,

when Yours, so having known, has long sirfegled, Away . ..



The Ours, before Until

( Begin )

when Memory, shares a Moment with a Kiss,

Q1

when Yesterday, tells Remember, of



The Point, of Life

Loving . ..



The Ring, of Ire

( glAss Eye )

Hate,
is a Flame,
only Wrong,
and Strong,
survive

in...



The Serpent’ s Tonque

( The Fork, in The Road )

* *
o] it
was not
Eve that
ate Adam’s

Apple. ..



The Short, and The Sweet

( Make It So )

The Child learns from The Teacher’s Heart,
for Ever He loves Her, and like No Other,
and Still, One Day, He will go, Away,
yet, He will Always, remember,

His Mother . . .



The Sigh, of Night

S0
after All,
is Said, and Done,
after All is Fought, and Won,
The Swords and Souls, lying, for Ever,
on The Fields and Forests, ring The Bells of Never
for it is The Song heard by The Lilies, quiet, Ty stand,
among The Crosses, among The Heroes, Each, diedanTheir Hand,
and These, Her Glorious Web of Pearls do pray,
that They will know, of Honor, One Day,
that They will know a Time of When,
that They will know The End,

of The Follies, of Men . ..



WellCome, in All Your Glory,
to The Wonder, of Things,
for U, are now A Story,
in

The Voyage, of Kings ..




The Windmills of Eden

yes
turning,
Ever turning,
as Endless as Time,
Winds of Understanding,
blown over Her Fields of Grace,
becoming The Song, of Hope’s Wish,

milling Love, from The Seeds of Forgiveness .



The Winds, of Selohssa

( BladeRunners)

tearing across Infinity,
without Ever knowing, Why,
to cut and burn, and hide The Sun,

from All Things Dear, in The Poet's Eye.. ..



The Wings of Man

| amin Love,
with The Grace of God,
and The Grace of God is Woman,

Her Love is for Ever, Her Name is Always,

My Tapestry

of Light . ..



Thor’'s Hammer

( The lon Fire )

and,
for Those, who may think, that Heaven waits,
| suggest, You try a little Wonder, for Those
who Wish will open The Gates, and over You
will roll, quiet

Thunder. . .



those who barked at The Moon

( and chased Her FireFlys )

not All, were God'’s Creatures, who have walkedruthis Earth,
for some, were the Minions of Chaos, found lickat The Blood
upon the Edges of the Sword of Night, or flickithgir Mud upon

The Pledges of The sWord, of Light. ..



To All Manners, of Race

( Going Home )

and Your Kindness, shall mark, The Way . .



To Blow Them, All, A Way

( Tears, or Fears )

as A Gold Wind, began to cry,
as Because, told Reason, why,
as The Doves, prepared to fly,

came a Whisper of Hopé&,



Toqggle, The Mind

( Click )

You listen, You know . . .



Vox Eterna

The Words that We place upon The Pages,
whether Chaulk, or Ink, Bled or Brushed,
are torn from Our Heart, to last The Ages,

to live beyond, Our Last Breath, Hushed . .



Where Angels Walk

( Spectra Harmonica )

An Eye, and Ear
is
Light and Sound,
to
hear what You see
and
see what You hear
in
A Place in Paradise
where
The Sound of Light,
is
The Light of Sound,
o)

embrace Them, as One.



Wind Wing
( Open )

Fly, Window . ..



Wish Feather

( please )

let The Dove, fly, to Day ...



The Fourth DoveTale

The Web of Pear

each and every precious Particle of the Earth, t thas Ever
cast into Space by a Touch from The Wing of a lwhite
Dove, circling for an Eternity, would not be Tireaough,
to wear away The Dust of Empires come, and gora, to
unbury All of The Deeds, and All of The Seedsyngoy The
Follies of Men . . . and for this impossible Regsand in this
impossible Dream, a solitary Soul pulls upon TherOof a
small wooden Vessel, rowing East across The Skynd as
The Stars above and below Him quietly ponder Hiert
They gaze in Wonder at The Sight, of a World bbhogight

back to God, by a single, silver Thread, of Hesart . . .



The Calling

The Image, in Wisdom’s Eyes

(lam)

there, at Long Last, in The Distance, is Theddarof Light | have sked The Millennia to see, and | let
fall My Tears, for | have been too Long Away, drithve wandered too Far from The Mists of Avalon,
too Far, from The Shores of Paradise, too Fargpss The Nocturnal Sea, too Far, from Home . . .

This Light, piecing the Darkness, moving as Liquid Fire throudte Paths of Eternity, is Divine Light,
born of Heaven, and of Grace, The Light of Gadwart . . . as | lift My Eyes to This Light, much
brighter It becomes, for as The Radiance grovestos, grows The Truth, for it is The Truth thights
All It shines upn . . .

My Heart surges with joyous Anticipation, and Myds can scarcelyneompass The Magnitude of The
Beauty before Me, and still, | cannot see TherCgkies of Eden, for They are but a shimmering
Crescent on The Horizon, and The Jewel of The &g, The Treasure of All Creation, The Heart of
The Diamond, basks under The Light, of Their @lor.

alas, My Journey is further yet, fohd Dimensions of My Awareness are far wider, thae Range of
My Understanding . . . | have The Rivers of Enlagyment | must navigate further On, in The Web of
Channels that surround The Islands of ForeThought] the perilous Shoals that lie in The Undercusie
beneath The Straits of Insight . . . | must keep Eles of Patience vigilant, and The Courage dfittde
standing, EverPresenon My Decks to guide Me, if | am to touch The HarfdAlways, Again. ..

as Mariners of Old, | hear the mythical Siren’s\@@choing inside My Heart, calling Me still, fnodeep
within The White Canyons of Stars that lie unseeyomd Etenity’s Edge . . . calling Me still, to test The
Chains of Honor that bind My Soul to an Ancientiarge . . . calling Me still, to My Fate, castlsong
Ago, upon The Endless Waters, of Tomorrow .allig Me still, to The Remains of The Day, when
The Dreams of Children begin Their Twilight Voyaigéo The Loving Arns of Hope, to be carried Away
to The Heavens, where | fly, Now, on The Win§3lose Dreams, on My Way, Home . ..

and yes, blessed are Those Children, whose Dreaansl Prayers, and Wishes, ride These Stars,
becoming The Tears of Faith, in The Eyes of Fagess . . . for Theiréars, are Those that fill The Well
of My Longing, and Their Tears, | will gatheg drown, for Always, The Fires of Chaos . ..



A Box With No Sighdes

No Nails, to hang a Shelf on,
No Walls, to hang Your Self on,

and The Lid, remains, to be Scene ...



A Forest, of Trees

( We see )

the only finite Quality of this Language lies in

Our infinite Capacity, to perceive Limitat®. . .



A Look Behind, Your Smile

( APetal, Falls )

The Loss, of SomeOne Dear, is A Room inside Yéemrt,

perhaps, nEver visited Again, yet A Room, that¥will

never forget, All The Paths, once takemarrive There . . .



A Ring, in The Bell, of The OurGlass

( as Dolphins danced )

on The Island of Merit, stands,
A Monument, of gifted Hands,
when Glory graced Our Lands,

He put Time, within its Sands. . .



A Solitary Messenqger

( These Three Things, This Way, Comes )

“ ”

, andRose. . .



A View, heard, on The Bridge

( in The Rall, of Sighs )

A Cross, The Divide . ..



Acres, of Diamonds

( are Sown )

growing, on Your Own Front Yard,

standing as Ever, Always on guard . ..



Altared States

WS @5 —T~0Z

as It will Seem,
i
n



and The Sword, of Destiny

( holds The Point )

ofForgiVeness . .



and There, in The Palm, of My Hand

( is Left )

The Key, to Forgiveness. ..



and These Three Things

( wished )

“for Love, Again”. ..



and, Heose

to > The Music . . .



Block Buster

* * * * * * *

on newsstand, gift shop, bookstore, or mall,

*

not one trace, of The Book was found, at all,

*

Each had been begged, borrowed, or bought,

so any that were left, would nEver be sought
*

*

then, One Morning, as Peace came, at Last,

*

and Patience, Finally, walked into The Past,
*

there flew o’er The Fields, a Flock of Grace,
*

Ever upon Love, will Their Shadows, Race ..



Chasing Fantoms, and Flutterbys

( BogFoots, Yahties, and Abominable NoMen )

were given Tickets, to hide . ..



Drules, of Engagement

Tongue, over Teeth, any Dei . . .



Fallen Angels

Soar Losers . . .



For Mercy, is The Key
(to)

The Freedom, of Release. ..



Gaea

Woman, The Rock, upon which, Man, stands



givin’ d’ evil, its due

( what, inHell ? )

Rain . ..



Horse Sents

disCourse, is da right Course . . .



In A Box, of Rain

( Among Friends )

within The Company of Misery, Our Comfort is foynd

along The Paths of Our Sorrow, Our Laughtemynd . . .



In Deed, We Are Held Captive . .

( for Always )

by The Threads, that Ever bind Our Hearts

and Minds, to The Fabric of This Universe .



In Heracleitean Flames

( SonDown )

My Sun, will rise,
A Father, will fall,
A Reason, will be,

No Reason, atAll ...



In Lucifer’'s Eyes

( I'see)

A Bright Morning Star . . .



In Mercy’s Name

( He Came )

Jesus lived, for Love, and Friendship,

so He died, for Love, and Friendship . ..



In The Fires, of Ice

( on Chariots, of Eden )

We have Contact, of The First Mind . ..



In The Time of The Promise

Still,
flies The Ibis,
Still, Her Eyes are
cast toward Avalon, Still,
bearing Her Burden of Destiny,
Still, laden with The Crown of Roses,
Resolute, flying Her Final Path to Glory, Still,
flies The Ibis,

Still ...



Iron’s Bars

One’s Prison, is The Brick, and Mortar, of Yduifie's Design,

and The Dimensions, are built of The Sigasd All Your Own . . .



Light, through Stained Glass

( WindowPain )

History, All too Often, has forced Us, to accpt The Words,
spoken by Men, who say They are from God, weneenfom God at All,
because, when The Words, are from God, YourtHeaws, to tell You,

by allowing You to hear, and to understaitte Ring, of Truth . ..



Love, and Friendship

( Come, and Gone )

Time waits, in
The Arms of Infinity,
for The Eyes, of One,
for The Eyes, of All,
for Those, who
remember
The Reasons Why,
Time waits, for Those, who

remember, The Fall . ..



Lovely, Is

A Woman’s Smile, is The Light, of Life . .



Man, in The Mirror

( Regardless )

d’evil

lived' . ..



Mettle, to The Petal

( The Courage, of Resolve )

steponit. ..



Missed Fortunes

The Cruel, on The Hill . ..



monuMental

regarding The Hearts, of Stone,

requires The Mind, of Patience . ..



N'Ever, Before

( Until )

Ever, Again. ..



On A Pillow of Stone

The
Serenity,
found within

The Palace of Rain,

is The Place, Silence rests. . .



on Global Swarming

if U do not have an Opinion,
let The Rest, decide,

put The Pest, aside,

and leave swell enough alone . . .



On The Finger, of Chaos’ Theory

( and other rhetorical Questions )

and, All Along, His Point, was moot,
aiming blindly, and so unkindly,

He will, Always, shoot. ..



OurGlass

yes, Patience is a Virtue,
seldom found in a Woman,
and never in a Man, All
Our Moments adrift
without It, is a
ride down
a river

of



Picture Universal's Studio

( where She waits )

Home, Alone, too. ..



Ten Thousand Angels

I
heard,
All at Once,
drifting, so quietly,
rising, as a golden Wind,
across The Meadows of Heaven,
came first, an Echo, then, a Whisper,

when at long last, Voices, singing, of Daw .



The Belles, of The OurGlass

( Prints, of Tides )

Beauty held what She thought was Time, Ever ddliign Her Hand,

yet, All the While, Age stole Her Smile,rfall She held, was Sand . . .



The Dead, Reckoning

( On Nine Inch Nails )

Faith,

The La Again,

returns . . .






The Guardian Knot

Destiny, only grants The Reason,

for The Path, You, have Chosen. ..



The Jewel, in The Ring, of Faith

( One )

behold, standing There, beyond
The Time, of The Question, and

The Time, of The Answer, waits

Patience, in The Space, between. ..



The Keep

( to Themselves )

The Reason, why Men, build Their Follies, beyéhdes,

because They lie, buried deep, on The Ptpper Fools . . .



The Lines, of Sight

( are Points, of Impact )

The Difference, between Ego, and Arrogancepusd where

Ego searches for The Confidence that Arrogafeady owns . . .



The Lore, of The Lie

( Box, of Rain )

* *

Pandora’s Lot saw Freedom,
+

from One, of cruelest Fame,
t'was Zeus' Plan, All along,

*

to rape, a Daughter's Name.

and So, please Trust, for exonerate | mustSfa, is not to Blame,

for Zeus’ Eyes, saw a higher Prize, insidenvéin’s Box, of Shame . ..



The Point

( of Destiny )

A
Tip, of
A Sword, in

The Sun, of God . ..



The Slice, of Life

( Peace )

knowing which Side of The Bread, Your Brateen . . .



The Under C World

The Pale Blue Dot . . .



The Wisdom, of Reason

( to Simplicity )

never ask Why, only Because . . .



Thimbleism

( The Folly, of Men )

The Sum of All They know,

will never exceed The Sum,

of All, They have, tolearn. ..



Time

The Ghos, living In TheMachire . . .



Time, and Again

Sweet Music, blows a Path, through AnyOméart . . .



To Have, and To Hold

Fate, are The Hands that guide Us,

Destiny, is The Place, She reveals. ..



United

( Air )

The
Singular, and
Most Remarkable Act,
of Faith, is to

Fly...



Voice, of A BottomDweller

( Tirade's Jargon )

what is the Wisdom of all this examination, digaget obfuscation, re-iteration, damnation,
correlation, masturbation, laceration, illusoaf illumination, syncopation, criticism,
dogmatism, parallelism, logical feminism, litgramasochism, cronyism, romanticism,
flatulence, redundance, petulance, obduranbscuvance, and general-all-around reference, to
The Ever-Hallowed Mutterings of Those Long, or BlyjoDead, whose pedastaled Ideas,
Images, Tenets, Axioms, Maxims, Diatribes, Rnatibns, Palpitations, and Philosophies,
have, by and large, done absolutely Nothing, ralieve Humankind from this endlessly
frustrating Existence, that is laden with a madigihy mountainous accumulation of More Of The
Same Reconstituted Verbiage from Those who wisdréav some Sort of as yet unPerceived
Enlightenment beyond or behind, The Original Siof The Original Intent, of The Original
Event, which ultimately has wrought Attitudes sashMine, and countless Others, who, for All
Our Sincerity, Diligence, Honesty, and Passicannot, for One Moment, find Any relevant
Truth in Those Words, that bring This Planet afgser to The Right Answer, or The Right
Question for that Matter, within a FrameWork ofo@l Understanding, Compassion,
Tolerance, Reason, Harmony, and Love, for Evéegrt, and Every Soul, bared, for what
seems like Eternity, Here, lying on This, Thdlikg Floor, of Life . ..

so, after wandering for 730,000 Days anchidig The “Classics” appear to have missed, ThietPo.



Walking, in Memphis

as far,
as | can see, lay
The Fields, of Excellence,
in a Place called,

Home . ..



What Love, Has To Do With It

( Turner, of a Friendly Card )

EveryThing, Absolutely . ..



The Fifth DoveTale

The Pillar of Truth”?

on an Island, someWhere in a southern Sea, atbakthin
the Shadow of a massive, crimson-hued Monolitbldsas
Time, and Rhyme, and Eternity Itself, where emtcV/oices
echo of Deis long departed, and yes, so Sooettoir Again,
a Myriad of Angels, ten thousand strong, and Haclding a
Candle of Their undying Faith, gather to welconte Tight
of The Son . . . and far across The Universe hatvery same
Moment, a Child, bearing the Scars of His Abandeeply
etched upon His Heart, and holding a single Flanvéhose
soft Light the Darkness has Always feared the maggps

Forward, into The Arms, of Because . . .



The Calling

And So It Shall Be

( The One )

in the quiet Moments before A Wink in The Eye ofnfamber, | behold the grandest Vistas of Stellar
Choreography known, a Spectral Ballet ofidiwWonder, a Myriad of Galaxies, dancing across Th
Heavens around Me . . . every Point in The Skyovaband below My Ship, bursts Forth with The
Radiance of Grace . . . this Pantheon of Grandefieslall Attempts at Comparison, for there exists
Place in The Universe capable of This Splendand | bow My Head in The Presence, of This lglgje. .

for This, is Living Light . . . This, is The Paen of Beauty, of a visual Joy found only in Thee@ms of
Angels . . . This, is both The BirthPlace, and@aary, of @lor, of Shades more abundant than The
Stars, more than My Eyes could Ever gaze upor Liifietime . . . My Sails are ablaze with The Aarof
Ten Thousand Dawns, and | tremble in Awe at TtghtSunfolding before Me, for | have journeyed
across The Millennial Sea to stand, at Long Lastithin This Glory of Grace, of God, The Creator, of
All Things Dear, and All My Eyes survey . . .

if My Prayers are answered, and The Ring within Wgart is indeed a Calling, and All | have foresee
has come to Pass, will | be chosen ? ... viik lasked to serve ? ... am | vagrof this Noble Task ? . . .
| know, beyond All Doubt, that | am to be counted for | am, what Courage is, and | am, whanor
will be . . . and The Intensity of My Will, Thedn of My Fortitude, and The Constancy of My Patin
is Assurance enough, for Always . ..

and yet, | feel there will be no Questions askedr any Qualifications consideredyr Effectiveness
deliberated . . . it will not be a Matter of Loyagltor Resolve, or Integrity, or Faith, for tBeBhings are
foregone Judgments . . . Where and How Long aerafsot . . . no Distance, Time, or Circumstarge i
relevant to My Desire to fulfill My Promise, anol $ecure The Sanctity of Love . . . and The Emarger
Truth from the Throes of Chaos is an Endeavor Il sh&rish, until | am but a Smile, in The Memprgf
Yesterday . . .

| am drifting, with The Speed of Stars, Ever eloto Home, and My Mind continues to fathom The
Magnitude of Perfection arrayed on All Horizon .. every Step, of every Mile My Path has taken Me
through The Voyage of My Life, never quite preghie for such stunning Ecstasy . . . this Symphoiy
Her Divine Brilliance heralds The Gifts of Knowledge and @&fd3on, that ly waiting patiently, within The
Facets, of This Jewel of Eternity . . .

magnificent Arcs of Light, arranged in successalers of The Spectrum form a seemingly endless
Colonnade, through vith I, and My Ship, pass with The Grace of Swans..this Zenith of
Luminescence gives way to Cascades of Rainbowssevhesplendent Textures summon a River of Tears
to My Eyes, for | am a most fortunate Being, &wébeen called to witness theseeBiof Passion, and on
This, My SkyPath to Infinity . . .

now, All My Senses are transformed . . . to touchto know, to smell, iotunderstand, to hear, is to
see, and to see, isto embrace Truth . .. ThefAileaven vibrates through Me, whispering, béTDoys

of Love, and | soodiscover, there drifts yet another Essence onWhel, as sensuous as The Breath of
Angels, Her Children of The Clouds, for It is Thight of Sound, and The Sound of hig pouring over
The Splendor arrayed before Me . . . | am wrappedhie Music of Her Being, for | have ascended into
The Spectrum of Harmonics, where Light amti'®l, Eye and Ear, are One. ..

and as My Heart and My Soul, surrender to Her Eodr | pass through The Ivory Portals of Awakening
ancient Sentinels of All Creation, umdehose gaze All shall Pass, for They stand, feerE as The
Gates of Dawn . . . and 'Lo, in The Distance, Tdve Shores of Her Paradise, | see The Palaceiof Ra
and to mark My Paage, Ten Thousand Butterflies rise up from The Qe envelop Me in The Whisper
of Their Wings, for I, have come to The End of The Beiimg, of The Voyage of Kings . . .



3D mentions

Dream,
Desire,

Devotion . ..



A Certain Kind, of Nice

Reason, is The Faith, if We believe in Our Endesy

just as Faith, is The Reason, We believ@unSelves . . .



A Tartan’s Cry

( The Thread runs through It )

10,
Aocain
A Sound,
The Thunder
of distari Drums,
of Chariotsbound for
Fields of Blinl Ambition . . .
So come, ani/e shall melt
The Chains ofiate, and forge
Again The Bl of Freedom,
forge Agiin A Ring
of Truth,
yes, to foge Again,

The Key to The Kingpm of Heaven . . .



A Tear on The Face ofGod

yes,
The Mist
is The Color of
Hope’s Wish, and
where, The Rain

is born. . .



Age of Apollo

56...



Age of Aguaria

2008 . ..



Aqge of Discovery

The Human Face . . .



Age of Enlightenment

The Human Grace . . .



Age of Reason

The Human Embrace . . .



Age of Reformation

The Human Place . . .



and, First Knight

is The Last Page . . .



and, The Last Page

is
SomeWhere,

on A Voyage, with Kings . ..



speaking from Hig Feminine Sighed . . .
*

D

*

*

in Greek and Roman Mythology, Apollo has been ticemtly recognized

as God of Light, and The Sun, Truth and Prophddgdicine and Healing,

Music, Poetry, and The Arts, The Patron Deferndéterds and Flocks,
and, as The Leader of The Muses, Director of T@#&Dir,

and is symbolized, by The Lyre . ..



aRiseAll

Your Evocation, of Wonder, is

The Summoning Forth, of Life . ..



between Envy, and Desire

(' All Kings must Pass )

and One, by One, Thy Will be Done . ..

( Here on Earth, as Everis, in Heaven )



Bio-Mechanical Advantage

( Peek Performance )

Gender, is The Motor,
Sex, is The Lubricant,

and Love, is The Fuel . ..



Circle, of Stones

( Rock Music )

oh, and Stonehenge . ..

was either just a Golf Tee, for Giants, or

a Ring, of Faith, of gigantic Proportions. .

( U, decide )



Convincing otherWise

( to Reason )

He looked out across a Sea of Faces, One by @rfad
Each holding a Passion, a Purpose, and a Promise,
and Each prepared to blame The Next, for

The Failures, of The One, before. ..

We want Understanding, They cried, but Their §risvent unSpoken,
We want Forgiveness, They cried, but Their Crieent unSeen,
We want Love, They cried, but Their Cries, wenHeard,
and All because, They had quite forgotten to rebem
Patience, Tolerance, Acceptance and Compassion,

were NoWhere to be found, among All that had

Ever remained, and Always to be left behind



Cross, Roads

All, We Ever give,
is All We Ever get . . .
We, Always discover, exactly,

The Reason for The Purpose to

The Ever, of Our Significance . . .

and, We Always get,

All We Ever deserve . . .



Enter, Prize

so Here, within These Pages, U will disCover,

that there is No End, to The Beginning, Agai.



Ever, and On

A
Tear
on The
Face of God

are The Seas, of
Forgiveness, on which
The Lords, of Folly, sall,
A Voyage of Kings, into

The Very Heart, of

Always . . .



EverGreen

The MysTree . .. The MistTree . .. The Miytke . . .



EverNear

The Numb of All Fears,

The Sum, of All Years . . .



FeroGlyphs

The Words, of A Thousand Pictures . . .



FeroTales

SO
listen,
My Children,

as | tell You A Story,

of Far Ago, and Long Away . . .



First, Night

The End . ..



God’s Green Achers

The Fields, of Envy . ..



Great Expectorations

Hell, in High Water . . .



Here, The Ring

( bottom, Up )

and so,
after All, is Said,
after All, is Done and
still, You need a Reason,
to hold The Hand, of Cope,
remember This, as You go On
with Your Life, when at last You

gaze down, upon The Very Wings, of



if by Chance, Faith sees A Mountain,

then by Choice, Faith, seize The Dei

( Sum It, and Ever Rest )

The Pinnacles of Your ImagiNation,

rise to The Majesty, of Your Reach . ..



If, by Design

on The Eve, of
The Morning After, when All
was Still, for The Fall was About,
Fear, had grown, in The Hearts,
of Men, from a Seed known,

as Doubt . . .



in The Defiance, of Gravity

( All, shall Rise )

while Conventional Sense, tells Us, that whatdw@®e Up, will most surely come Down,

yet The Mighty Wings of Certainty, hold TReomise, and will Return, with The Crown . ..



In The Key of Understanding

( The Carillon )

hear, The Sound,

of The Call, hear,
The Bell, of
Freedom sing,

hear, The Melody

of Honor, and Compassion,
hear, The Song of Glory’s Wing,
a Badge of Courage, a Hymn of Faith,

hear, The Rhythm, yes, hear The Ring,



In The Wake, of Night

( the dead, of Winter )

if
You dare,
listen closely, hear
The Sound of Hell, freezing. ..

(' like there were No Tomorrows )



Just A Kiss Away

( give me shelter from sympathy with a d’evil )

come,

a barbarian is
assailing The Gates,
We, shall light The Bonfires
of Our Vanities, to
burn The Folly

of Men. ..



Lost, World

The huMan, Race. ..



Love's Dominion

where All Things are considered, for onlye(Reason . . .



Made, of Honor

( and Promises, to Keep )

when One says, “1do”, itdefines The Very Rpiaf U,

so when One says, “1will”, God’s Breashhield, Until . ..



Missed Her, Mist, Her

(Lord, have Mercy)

Kyrie Eleison . . .



Mission StateMeant

( Apollo’s Creed )

* %

i
to The Women, of The World,
This, is The Apollogy, that

U have been waiting for,

All These Millennia . . .



Nocturna’s Wake

( lock away, lock away )

All Eyes,
behold The Eve,
of The Eve, of
The Dawn,
of The Grace,
and The Glory,

of Love, Again ...



Nom de Mere

( psuedoHim )

if You
bear The Life,
You will name The Life,

and if The Life resolves to Wed,

You, will give The Life a Way, instead.. .



of A Melancholy Sea

‘lo,
and Still,
there, sailing,
Ever, a Stalwart Eye,
guidia single Mast, Alone,
and clad nof,Gossamer Wing, vyet,
blessed, by Wind, andw¥, A BraveHeart,

looking across The River of Soulssearch of His Own,

in search of All Things Dear, The Reasand The Faith, in Love, Again .



of Heavenly Pools

open Your Eyes, a little Deeper, so

| can tell You, of Things, to Come. ..



of imPending Justice

( the Deportment of Corrections )

and, there will be A Reckoning, of All The Mingseand All The Sums,

to enSure The Righteousness, of SomeThinig&erThis Way, comes. ..



The Bell of Freedom

( On A Clear Day, You shall hear, for Ever )

Yes,
My Son,
You shall find
The Cost, of Liberty,
buried in The Ground, and,
Yes, You shall find, They, too,
were listening, to The Light of
a Distant Sound, Yes,
One Day,
You shall find,
They were listening, to

Their Hearts, that Courage, Found . ..



On Talkin’ t' God

Der
Ain’ no Race,
cuz der
Ain’ no Face,
an der
Ain’ no Choice,
cuz der
Ain’ no Voice,
an der
Ain’ no Tears,
cuz der
Ain’ no Fears,
jus’
de Faith,

das All, Folks . ..



One, Wonders

( Why )

when All of The Portraits of The Moments of Youffd,i are hung,
there, along The Corridors, of Your Heart, anceblize, finally,

that All U hold most Dear, are held, Togethey, Thhe Essence of

Who U Are, while reflected, as Always, Tihe Spaces, Between. ..



Pieces, of Eight

( by The Hook, or by The Book )

Hidden Treasures, in Your Chest, are not foundmnChart,

for Infinity holds The Keys, that unLock, W¥iojeweled Heart. . .



Pools, of Innocence

( The Eyes of Heaven)

‘Lo,
There,
Yes, through
The Seven Windows,
ringing The Seven Spires,
inside The Seven Points of U,
fly The Seven Swans of Grace,
across The Seven Tears of Joy,
on The Seven Seas of Glass,
to become The Seven
Sisters of The

Sun...

Sun...
Sisters of The
to become The Seven
on The Seven Seas of Glass,
across The Seven Tears of Joy,
fly The Seven Swans of Grace,
inside The Seven Points of U,
ringing The Seven Spires,
The Seven Windows,
Yes, through
There,

‘Lo,



preAmble

[
Yes, a Journey toward The Shelter, of All Thibgsar,

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

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

an InterLude, a Dance, under Love's End{®gsn Skies . . .

So gather up Your Sacred Hearts, and hold ThemnNear,

and U will walk The Path, between The Promiaed The Prize . ..



Prison Cells

any Place, U find, a Phone . ..



Probable Cause

( paraDice )

Men, are not born Fools, They are just Asigén Waiting . . .



Some Harbor Ironic Tendencies

why AnyOne would choose to defile The Very Placeyrhome to Rest,

with the Very Substance, that defines Theld/@hey have left Behind . . .



The Appeal, of Truth

will The Collective Conciousness of Humgniplease rise ? . . .



The Bell, of Freedom

( on A Clear Day, You shall hear, for Ever )

Yes,
My Son,
You shall find
The Cost, of Liberty,
buried in The Ground, and,
Yes, You shall find, They, too,
were listening, to The Light of
a Distant Sound, Yes,
One Day,
You shall find,
They were listening, to

Their Hearts, that Courage, found . ..



The Canvas, of Your

( imagine )

Aun Aprendo . . . | am learning, still. ..

Goya IronHorse



the dark side

ona
Mountain,
on The Moon,
somewhere there
is a Monument,
to Tears,
and,
a River,

runs through It . . .



The Dire Straits

( between Envy, and Desire )

[
whoEver U choose to make Your Pledge,

This Turn, is as Sharp, as A Razor’s Edge,
for Each hold Dreams so far beyond Wonder,
though One is for Pleasure, the Other is Plunder,

and, U will be embraced, by All Manner, of Thing

so remember in whose Name, U were Once caléags . . .



The Lines, on The Face, of Truth

( are The Keys, to Paradise )

There are Stories, We have nEver spoken,
as There are Words, that Silence, hushed,
There are Promises, lying Still, unbroken,

as There are Roses, that darkness crushed . .

and So, We bear, The Sword, of Reason,
Ever We toll The Hours, of Winter's Fate,
So change We must, to mark The Season,

as We spring The Lock, on Heaven’s Gate . .



The Order, of Magnitude

( is The Sum, of All Things Dear )

147
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The Passion, of Youth

( Elusivity )

A Moment Tomorrow shares, with Remember . .

A Wink in The Eye of Yesterday, and
A Fire in The Heart of Wisdom,
A Jewel in Beauty’s Ring,

A Wish for Eternity,

A Gift of Time,
A Yearning,
A Dream,

A Hope,

A Kiss,

A Why,

A Reason,

A Beginning,



The PropheSea

( Epochalypse )

and
There, along
The Watch Towers,
Four Riders, approaching,
and, The Wind cries, for Ever,

L L

and, The Wind cries, for Always,

'lo, Their Eyes cannot be seen, nor

will They gaze upon You, for They are
Oppression, Violence, Famine, and Death,

minions of Chaos, slaves to Aggression and Hate,

ride, They will, Ever and On, until All Momenfade,

yes, ride, They will, Away, until, Thdiast Breath, is gone. ..



The Proximity, of Heaven, and Earth

The FundaMental Flaw, in The Fabric of Freedom,
is that SomeOne’s Gain, might be AnOther’s Pain,
and, when The Distance, is measured, by Growth,

Love weaves The Thread, in The Tapestry dhBo.



The Resolute

( Flight, of The Albatross )

Still,
and Yes,
another Winged
Messenger takes flight,
as The Dawn cracks The Sky,
Out over The Sands of Time, where
meets The Oceans of Promise on The Shores
of Eden, where Waves, make Thunder, and There,
The Winged Messenger rests, to witness and to apnas
The Glory of Grace shares A Kiss from Always,
Yes, Hand in Hand, and Hearts as One, Again,
and in The Time, of a Promise, lets fly A Wink,
that lands in The Eye of Ever,
and remembering, Still, a Test, of Will,
rises up Again, for Home . . . for The Journelpiyg,
The Time, Ever After, The Messenger flies to gdrne Song,
to Every Heart, to Every Soul, to Every Eand Yes, to All Things Dear . . .
All across The Celestial Sea, The Messenger fliegarry The Word, of The Return,
of The Days of Love to Be, Yes, The MessengesfliEver and On, to tell The First, to tell
The Last, that The Night, is Gone, and
to tell of Her Name, and Yes, of
Her Purpose, The Same, for
They, become Steadfast,
Resolute, and Yes,

of Iron, Clad . ..



The Rock, of Patience

( Standing, Still )

These Burdens were not placed before Us to impede,

for They, are Blessings, as is Our Will,staceed . . .



The Thieves of Promise

'lo,
There, burning,
A Fire on The Mountain rages,a
slaves of Chance,

go...

©



The Veil, of Rapture

( Falls, Away )

Love, is The First, and Final, Purpose o&Lif
and what We learn Here on This Earth,
will be The Lessons that hone
The Point, of This

Universe . ..



To Try, is Your Might

Reason, is The Faith, if We believe in Our Endesy

just as Faith, is The Reason, We believ@unSelves . . .



Under A Raven’'s Wing

yes
EverMore,

The Raven, flies,
inside The Iron Hearse,
EverMore, The Raven lies,
inside The Arc of The Curse,
EverMore, The Raven cries,
His Tears fall sorry and sad,
EverMore, The Raven dies,

for He, is Ever, IronClad . . .



wHere, tHere

( Moot’s Point)

| continually find Myself, in A Place, | emtually needed to be . ..



while on Bended Knee

These Seven Deis, of May,

hold The Burden, of Might . . .



The Sixth DoveTale

The Cradle of Light 7S

in The Hue, and The Cry, of All The Deis gone land
among All The Memories We will Ever try to forgetyhat
Will Be, begins to dance, with Remember, andtSWdas,
speaks in Whispers, to Well Be Met . . . and slilhe Mighty
Ships keep on coming, to cast the Night, to @meckfor All,
and NeverMore, yes still, The Mighty Ships, keegoming,
to cast Her Light, for One and All, upon Our Shor. . and
‘Lo, and Behold, begin to watch this Story unFoldof The
Way Things will be, once Again, while Tomorroansis by,
just as Hope begins to cry, because Our FullFidiie had

kissed His Heart, in front of When . . .



The Nearing
( of Angels )

All at Once, from far Away in The Mists of My Memgq drifting up from The Well of
Remembrance, into My Living Dream, comes The Beas . and There, through The Window
of My Vision, as | walk mesmerized toward The Mdjeof The Splendors of The Palace of Rain,
overwhelmed by All before Me, | find Myself surmoded by All that | hold Dear, and in The
Time of A Promise, My Eyes begin to shimmer, iaWs, of terrible Longing . ..

and so begins The River, of Tears. ..



The Nearing

Along The WatchTowers

( The Approach )

| walk, alone, along The Shore . .. The RoaWeaives becoiimg Thunder on The Sand . . . My Ship, the
dauntless EverMore, lying quiet against the Swjelk$ beyond The Reach . . . The Sky, a vivid Cyan
Blue, unfolds a brilliant Array of Suns, a Neatdaof Light above My Path . . . it is at This Morhén
know, that | have arrived in A Perfect Time, andA Pafect Place, for The Sands beneath My Feet,
washed for Ever, by The Tides of Eternity, ara@onds . ..

| am abne, save for recent Passage of Another, and leyDistance from The Palace, and the slender
Imprints left upon The Path, | judge Their Makerlte One of deep Reflection, and of The Feminine
Graces . . . | also sense this to be a Trail of§,eimewon by Sorrow and Loneliness, and this Thought,

dislodges any Notions of Perfection, from My Feg$ of Serenity . . .

Here Again, The Discordance precedes Me, in @asden of Pure Harmony . . . All cannot be Well in
The Empire, if The Center of Alh&t is Grace, and All that is Good, suffers therors of Conflict . . .
the Shadow’s Reach is without Boundary, and MyrHedes in Dismay, for | have traveled across The
Millennia to seek Guidance from Those beyond itsdious Grasp, only to find Paradise, lost. ..

what do The Fates know of My Endeay and do The Vagaries of Chance amuse Themselat$/y
Trepidation ? . . . how am I, a humble ServantHef Virtue, to fare against this Aberration of erd
whose Virulence has permeated so deeply into Theifem. . it matters not, for | stand under Thaz&
of Come What May, and | have pledged to serve\Midly with All My Heart, and to liberate, Hers .

and There, towal Her shimmering Crystal Castle, go |, Ever hessllof The Perils waiting beyond
Tomorrow's Edge . . . for Today, is My Beginninlgly Emergence, from The Uncertain, to The Assured
from The Nebulous, to The Secure . . . from ThisnMnt forward, | must accept The Challenges of The
Unrevealed, and dare to confront the Emanatioi@echy, thatis Chaos. ..

and & TwiLight melts into My Surroundings, and | watGhe Legion of Stars slowly gather throughout
The Heavens above Me, in The Distance, One By Gnaen high aloft in The Iron Turrets that adorher
Shores of Eden, wrapped insideeTWind, flying across Eternity to forewarn of the vght of Night,
comes The Sound, of Bells . . .



(_unTitled )

( The Why )

and,
The Because,

Kings too, must walk,

on The Path, of Her Forgiveness . ..
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A Drift, on The LegaSea

( So LongEtude )

‘Lo, on The Outer Reach, at The EdgeTla Broken Sound,
BraveHeart, with His Eyes &od/Dawn, sails, Ever and On,
toward The Oceans afrfise, endless Waters of Tomorrow,
for His Course, Tizie, and His Way, is Clear, and, There,
A Diamond, under &b Sky, wrapped in a Cloak of Stars,
standing, between The<otTime, and The Pillars of Faith,

on The Shores of Her Forgiveness, where The Rdoiin, and

The Place, wh¥oair Dreams go, to sleep, is The Palace, Thméjoof Always. . .



A Life, inDeed

( BestSeller )

The Character, or Content, of A Book, cannojudged, by perusing It's Covers, Alone,

just as The Character, or Content, of A Maan only be judged, by what U find, Inside . .



A Phoenix Rose

( an Echo’s Return )

As
A Lone Rider,
A Fifth HorseMan, draws
Ever closer, to The Edge, of Paradise,
The Eyes of The Mockingbird, Her Sentry, cloak
Him within Her Mist, within A Myth,
for He wanders nEverMore,
among The Folly,
of Men,
and
‘Lo, There,
in His Hand, A Rose,
more Lovely, than The Smiles, of
Ten Thousand Angels, as His Voice, as Liquid,
falls over The Air, as Cool Water,
whispering, “l, am Ever,
and, My Love,
is for
Always, and I,
have walked All The Days
of Infinity, in search of just One Rose,
to compare with The Light of All Creation, as
The Smile, on The Face of Grace, so,
please, tell Her, Then,
Ever, is Home,

Again’ . ..



A Phoenix Rose

as
He regards
The Iron Gates, of
Her Beloved Dominion, and
The Sentry, before Whom, All shall Pass,
quietly nods Her Assent, did
The Gates of Dawn,
begin, to
open,
and High,
over His Head, flying
for Ever, in The Cyan Skies of
Avalon, The Ibis, Resolute, with Her Eyes
toward Always, Her Burden of
Time, featherlight, A
Crown, of
Her
Glorious,
and Eternal Grace,
A Crown of The Dawn Rose,
soaring, Still, Ever higher, Ever closer,
toward The Light, of Home,
toward The Fires
of Love,
into
The Sun,
becoming, for Ever,
and yes Once, and for Always,

The Light, of Her Heart, The FireDove . ..



a word, from the motherless dogs of chaos

( unavailable for comment)

( Ever )



Love is The Light of All Creation,
The Reason This Universe can exist,
It is The Jewel in The Richness of Life,
an Eternal Sea, on which Our Dreams sail,
It is The Echo in The Corridors of Our Minds,
reminding Us All Things Dear are never forgotten,
It is a Flame shining in The Window of a Child'segy

and A Place where Hope lives, in The Hearts, aydrs,



and All The Words

( beCome )

Actual Size . ..



and The Longest Dei

must surely be, The Height, of Wonder . ..



At The Heart of The Matter, inDeed

( reVisited )

The Character, or Content, of A Book, cannojudged, by perusing It's Covers, Alone,

just as The Character, or Content, of A Maannot be judged, by what He finds, Inside . .



and, with that eloquent and heartfelt epithetwinl
from the very lips of an angel, as our vomit celbr
bus trundles off toward the sunset, along routs 44
just south of miles junction, and hard by the keac
out past the county landfill toward that architeatu
monstrosity built back in truman's day using money
misappropriated from the bureau of indian affairs t
hide from prying eyes the facts of what exactlyythe
were going to build was none other than a bonafide,
topsecret, underground research facility, opegati
for the sole purpose, of exploring mankind's itéin
capacity, for engaging in enterprizes far beydisd i
ability to understand, while marching off towasls
future they have deluded themselves into thinking i
lined with rose-colored afterthoughts, when aditth
everybody really needed to get along was just a few

words of kindness, tolerance, and compassiod, an

every once in a while, the strength, that comesf

patience, or the shelter that comes from forgigsne
and, one day, when we wake up to find all ourdsop
have hat all

this love . ..




Children, of The Sun

( Borne, Again )

by The Jewels, of Excalibur, We will see,

for The Jewels, of Excalibur, We will Be.. .



Close Your Eyes

Itis So, clearto Thee. ..



Dream Leaver

The Truth Fairy . . .



emOceanal underTakings

( Water Ways, and Water, Weighs )

in The Deep Blue See, drifting below The Surface,
SumWhere in The Depths, of Understanding,
beyond All The Waves, of Knowledge,
well past The Currents, of InSight,
flows The River, of Wisdom,
Ever rising, on The Tide
of Your Awareness,

are The Cities,



Ever’'s Question, of Whom

( and Why's Reply )

It had to be, Love,

It had to be, Here,

It had to be True,
It had to be

u...



First, and For Most

( by Any Means )

without The Eyes, of Patience, One cannot see,

for One to know Patience, is to know, Al&El . .



For No Particular Reason

All Things, shall be considered, eventually,

despite a Nominal Endowment, to The Arts . .



Fortress, of Solitude

( Her Vigil )

‘Lo,
there,
along The
Rail of Sighs,
across The Bridge
of Longing, Out along
the Widow's Walk She waits,
wrapped among Her Citadel of Stars,
there, while watching as The River of Souls
gently embraces The Rock of Patience, on It's Way,
toward Tomorrow, She looks Out, over Her Sevé&eh,
standing, with The Courage of Titans, on The degrof Tears,
She waits, for Ever, and, as Always, listenietly] patiently, as

The Moon, whispers to Her, of silent Sexrtept, and Lovers, lost. . .

on a Distant Shore, of A Seventh Sea, in A Laih8l Solitary Sun,
on The Other Side of Time, Ever, under a Shrdudaskness,
with Her Moon, to shepherd His Thoughts, Her ltigh
of Hope, His Only Friend, He whispers,

a Song of Terrible Beauty,

as The Light of Her Heart, slowly dims, and Hge&hold The Sorrow of Dawn, She listens,

as The Moon sighs, and The Night Wind crieEThe Darkness to come, for Ever, and Her Eepof The Sun . . .



Shallow Waters, though spirited, seldomDeep . . .



Hue, and Cry

TheColor-, within Your Heart,
renders precise,

The Granduer of Your Passion . . .



In The Arms of The Wisdom Tree

The Fruits of Knowing, are Always

growing, from The Seeds, of Faith . ..



IronHorse

Knowing, is The Child, of Faith and Understanding
reflected in The Eye, of Wisdom, for
Ever to grace The Face, of

So ltshallBe. ..



Long Before, Ever, Was

( 'til Long After, Ever, will Be )

All, that remains, is The Dei . ..



Mercy, is Forgiveness, for Us All

( The Seventh Heaven )

and, if U think that's a Crock,

then noone gets This Rock, as it

sinks, under The Waves, of Doubt. ..

( say goodbye, Columbus )



MirthDay Presence

[ T T T B
blow out Your Wish, and

light A Candle, for That

is how Dreams come True .



On The ToleranSea

( ShoreLines )

Compassion, is The Better Part, of Acceptance,

and Understanding, leaves The Stone, unthurle



Once, More

Welcome,
To Morrow, for

To Morrow, Ever comes. ..



ad e

The City of Light . . .



pLatitudes

here in The Land of The Horse, Land, of Love,aifg
yes Your Heart will find, The Joy, You knew of \&h
for Your Pain is not The First, nor will It be,h& Last,

go, to Your Heart, Again, to find Me, stiamg, Fast. ..



Shock exChange

( at The Bell )

average shares traded today at One Sent,
Futures, Commodities, and Gold Index

will be held in The Margins inDefinitely . .



Sighlent Night

( For Ever )

The
Sound, of
The Echo, of
The Breath, of
The Promise, of
The Embrace, of

The Angels, All ...



So, Read

| will be waiting, patiently, for Ever ..



SomeTime, Under A Rainbow

( by The Light of a Ruby Garland )

when
Said and Done,
follow After All, and
when Far, is Few Between,
when Yesterday follows Tomorrow,

is when Ever follows Always, His Queen. ..



The Badge, of Courage

( in Valor's Wake )

A
Mark, of

Your Faith, inside

The Heart, of Compassion . ..



The Bell, Infinity Rings

( Echo’s Refrain )

Yesterday,
Always comes, to
Day, for to Morrow,
Always comes, for Ever,

Again . ..



The Children, of Time

( and Space )

Infinity,

Eternity, and

The Grace, Between. ..



The Dei, After

( to Morrow )

Scripts, of Light, on The Fires, of Nice..



The Deis, of Our Lives

( Hope Opera )

Patience, Tolerance, Acceptance, Compassimderstanding, Forgiveness, and Love, Again



The Destiny of Kings

( to dance, Alone )

A
walk

through
The Corridors, of

The Heart, of Her Forgiveness . ..



The Fifth Horseman

( Iron Angel )

'lo,
There,
at Long Last,
a lone Rider, from

beyond The Eastern Sea,
SomeOne, shining, This Way comes,

Ever, The Path of Dawn, and The Light,Lo¥e, Again. ..



The Gift, of So Long

and
Farewell,
is A Kiss, from
Goodbye, an Embrace
from I Love You, and
a Tear in The Eye,

of Return . .



The Palaces, of Roam

The
Dream, You
are searching for, will
be in The Last Place, You look,

for You will discover, Always, and for Most,

Your Dream was Here All Along, Right, whéfeu leftlt. ..



The Red, in The Woods

( ADye, Cast )

They, The Sentinels, for All Who shall Pass upbis Earth,
standing with Hearts as One, and Arms to dande Méaven,
feathered in The Breath of Life, and Souls as deellemory,

for Time’s long Shadow, rests, upon The Days thlatvithin

The Sound of Their Rings, echoing Truth no©aees to hear . . .



The Weigh of It

it is never enough, to know Why,

when All that U need, is Because . ..



The Wings, of man

The Embrace, of An Angel . . .



Toll Takers

( Trickles, and Grimes )

The ExpressWay to Oblivion, is The Trairf,Naught . . .



Vista, Grand

( nlcon )

where One Word, captures, One Thousandiegt . .

( on ARoll )



WhyPath

it is nEver Your Destination that matters Most,cénese

Fulfillment, is defined, by The Course afif Voyage . . .



The Seventh DoveTale

The Robes of Hondh

and marching Forward, in The Legions of Compassicome
The Soldiers of Antiquity, and They alone are €hosvho
have walked in step with Courage, and They alaeeTaose,
who shall be found so worthy enough, to Ever Kiss Ring
on The Hand of Glory . . . and still They come,e Mothers,
who gave forth Their Sons and Lovers, to be cridheThe
Wheels of Greed, for They too have cried, and/ The have
died, and knowing too well, They so bleed and still They
come, The Fathers, who have followed in God'sitagus
Flame, and be They glad, and Always of Iron clags, to
have served in Heaven's Name . . . and of The &ilermstill
Then, between The White Lilies, of When, thetvgamidst
the Monuments of Hate, and of The BagPipes playmaadr
each Hill and each Glade, while The Drums, roliedright

cadence, with Their Fate . ..



The Nearing

When Longing Weds Desire

( The Promise )

| gaze out upon The Sea, as The Dawn slowly poves Me . . . Its brillant Pageant of Light dances upon My
Bed of Jewels, where | laid under a Blanket ofr§tato while away Night's Passage . . . after aridot’s
Reflection, and a Prayer to All Things Dear, t eet toward The Palace, Once Again, along Ther&hof
Eden, along This Path of Tears . . . and in TheeTof A Wink, My Eyes behold an Image, a Woman,
profound Splendor, walking toward Me, as if | wéfer Intent, as if | were Her Reason . . . besigsalf with
Wonder, | could only hope.. ..

still at a Distance, for | cannot yet see Her Eyeer Body pleases Me . . . The Sand, The Sea, The Sky, A
are in extreme Clarity, yet All are completely @sdribable. . . My Focus, is the spectral Mastein front of
Me . .. My Adrenaline is a fevered Rush, and kbmeommad the last Vestiges of My Courage to resist taking
flight . . . I keep walking, struggling to maimaa bearing of Serenity, and forge Onward . . .

| feel invincible, yet insignificant, by The Maigude of Her Presence . . . | am alone with My Tdafion . . . |

am alone, wh Her ... She moves, as Liquid, with a Gract #tartles Me, and She is as Natural to Her
Surroundings as is SunLight, possessing a Rad@htter Own . . . She is closer . . . | can now $he Smile |
have sailed The Millennia to see . . .

the Sense of Time has abandoned Me, along witbluntary Impulsesa breathe . . . Feeling has left My
Fingertips, and My Vision, save for Her Aspeds, dimmed beyond Acuity . . . external Light Sowaae
fading, and All Sound is in retreat . . . convendl Thought synapsing in lost, and core body Eans subsist
on primal Drive . . . My Mind, or what remains ltf is a spinning Vortex, of pure, white hot Awe. and My
Heart, echoes The Roar and Velocity, of a TripHem. . .

Her Eyes . . . Eyes that could send Armies intav@sl, cause Empires to rise and fall, The Seasorunwind,
Suns to pale in surrender, and ordinary Men toirTHeees . . . Windows to Galadiere Her Eyes . . .
Thresholds to The Oceans of My Awareness, andti#dt is beyond The Realm of Understanding, and
somehow, despite the immense Universe of Her Auramain standing, walking, closer. ..

The Air seems to be vibrating softly, but with@arpose, as if The Sky were about to crack fromitensity of
mere Thought . . . | have staegubwithin, surrounded, by The Colors of Her Esgenc. as Her Voice crosses
The Distance between Us, spilling over Me like DMater, | can see Her Words, flying like Jewatsoss the
Cyan Sky, and | am The Sky . . . Skespeaking to My Heart, to Me . . . | am spelltdbby The Intimacy, and

| must respond and | cannot, for My Voice becanustD long Ago . . . closer, is no longer possidier | am,
where Here, is . ..

Artisans, Poets, Painters, and Sculptdown through Antiquity, have never captured Tbeeliness of a
Goddess such as She . . . Her Face, is a clasga 0f Wonder, and Perfection . . . a Mirror laffless Crystal
could never cast a Likeness to compare with TheuBebebre Me . . . and | am Ever humbled, in The
Presence, of Her Majesty . . .

| am within Her . . . | am reborn, yet | havetla$i Sense of Self . . . Desire has become My btasiough We
have yet to Touch, for | feel | would require T8anctification of Nature to do so . . . yet She, fakniowing
My Thoughts, and with The Grace of a Swan, nodshtead, and slowly raises Her Hand toward My Face

no Man, gone or yet lived, has known of this Rapt even in Dreams . . . the Fire of Anticipatiorals The
Core of The Sun, burning All Senses . . . to hetied by Paradise, is to be made One with Her have never
imagined being worthy of this Gift, of this Ecstas. . oh yes, to dance with The Muse, in whBsgbrace
awaits the seldom heard Whispef, Fulfillment . . .

Her Hand caresses My Face, as She would The Wike,Silk across My Skin . . . The Rhythm of Liflews
through Her, and elegties My Soul . . . and in The Breath of A Momeritknow All that is in Her Heart, for
She has given Me Her Own . . . She is Earth, Sha&ri She is Light, She is The Dawn . .stdnd before
Creation’s Daughter, and | am blessed, for S&&he Angel, of Love ... |am wrapped, witAihe Music of
Her Being, and |, d&gin, tocry. ..



7/, sees

The Wave, will Always erase,

The Line drawn, in The Sand . ..



All in The Cards

( the Royals, flushed )

the Ace, is behind The One,

the King, is behind The Queen,

the Jack, better find HisvnDeck . . .



Alone, The Eye, of Whter

( ATime ... before When, A Place ... nEvAgain )

‘lo,
there,
running,
beyond The
Blade, of Night's
Retreat, dogs of Chaos,
Thieves of Promise, racing,
against The Tide of Reason, and

The Will of All Things remembered,

as Their Imgges vanish,
of Childrenf andrhe Hearts of Men, dust,
in The Memory of Yestergay, and nEver
a Thought to Day, back, to The Place
where Nothing awaits, with Open
Arms, to embrace Them for
All Eternity, as They
stare, into The

, of

Love . ..



and That, is Why

to be
The Cause, of Our
Love, Again,
and
This

isaY...



NN\

and They, will Know

( The Abundant Sea )



Angels, In Waiting

The Weak and The Mighty,

shall Ever bear The Same Sword,

and The Same Words, as that of Justice . . .



Berth, of Passion

( Abed, with Roses )

Dreams
are The Desire,
for Ever, of Always,
and Always, is Ever,

The Desire of His

Dreams. ..
* *

**

L R R T R .



Children of The Sworn

( bangs, slangs, manimals, and fooligans )

hey, Kid, U up to know Good ? . ..



Cupid’'s Aim
( The Archer’s Point )

L
His

Arrow flies,
to pierce The Hearts

of Men, to
save The
Souls of
Women,
to herald
a Return,
to Love,

Again . ..



Devolution

( d’evil u shun )

And there, o\
rock, at The End, of the
burning road, on The Way,
between Order, and Chaos,
on Hell's half-Acre, lives
The Sum, of All Fear,
The Phantom, of

This Opera . . .



Ever, and AisleWays

walking,

among The Gods, in

The Corridors, of Your Heart . . .



Flight, of The Gryphon

( The Might, of The Myth )

Lion Wings,
and keen Eyes of Grace,
oh hear The Roar, of Eagles,
run dogs of Chaos from

This Place . . .



Golden Gait

The Bridges, that span The Distance, from HéoeThere,

are simply The Foundations laid, for The ®sacBetween . . .



Guardians, All

( The “i"s, of Lightning )

These Words of Truth
TheseWords of Truth
The sWords of Truth
The Swords of Truth
The sWords of Truth
TheseWords of Truth

These Words of Truth

These Words of Truth
TheseWords of Truth
The sWords of Truth
The Swords of Truth
The sWords of Truth
TheseWords of Truth

These Words of Truth



Heavy Meddle

| can’t stop The Reign . ..

( evenifl, Ever, knew how )



In The Service of Angels

( Popular Mechanics )

The Cable Guys . . .

( hang in there )



Just, Is

( Why )

The Soul, of Honesty, lies Deep
in The Heart of Truth, and
The Heart, of Truth,
lies Deep, for
The Soul,
isin
Y
O



‘Lo The Depths, of Kindness

( Runneth Over )

i
Love’s Existence, on Earth, is nourished

by Each and Every Breath of Longing,
held, by Hope, for Ever, in

The Well of Sighs . . .



On The Road To Paradise

check Your Smileage, and

please use The Crest Areas . . .



Paladin

Each Artist, is responsible, for The lllustratioflumination, and
Incarnation of All Gifts, that define The Beautyhe Reason, and

The Purpose of Simplicity, while weaving, Eackgous Moment

of Our Lives in a Tapestry, spun from Theéidd, of God's Heart. ..



Slate, of Independence

(1D:3)

allied, with
Rhyme and Reason,
without Stealth or Treason,
through The Spirit, of The Season,
shall conquer, This World,
with These Words,

Truth, say



So, Marvel Us

( Dressed in Peace )

as We fall amidst Our Differences,
as Loneliness, stirs in Their Wake,
kingdoms come and kingdoms go,
forgetting Still which Path to take,
as All Our Cries, All Our Bluster,
leave Nothing, within Our Reach,

no Ray of Hope can fail to muster,

All that Patience, is Here to teach . ..



SunDial, and The OurGlass

( from Time, to Time )

Need, concedes, to required Desire,
leaving All but Passion, to feed The Fire,

for Passion stands, by Herself Alone,

leaving Hearts, neither Sand, nor Stone . .



Tear Down The Wall

( the dark side of the spoon )

Brick Pudding . . .



The Last, Hurrah

( First, shall Be )

Love, Again, Story of Truth . . .



The Minions, of Chance

( Ciphers of Naught )

The Prophits, of Avarice,

and, The Wages, of Syn . ..



The Purpose, of A Promise

( and The Promise, of A Purpose )

The Pure Truth of One’s Self, is

A Window, of profound Clarity . . .



The unFinished Symphony

( of Moments )

The Heart, of Mankind . . .



The Voyage

( to KnowWhere )

yes,
and, even
Kings, must walk,

The Path of Her Forgiveness . . .



Tidal, Waves

A Man’s Longing, is nEver more Profound, than whe

He finds Himself knee-deep, in a Torrent,Vafndane . . .



To The Edge, of Night

( on a Crystal Ship )

I,
Mariner,
shall go where
Angels fear to tread,
across The Broken Sound,

beyond The Outer Reaches of

Her Celestial Dominion, sailing

for Ever and for Always, through
the long dark Embrace of nowhere,
blown, Onward, by The Winds of

Her Eternal Kindness, and guided

by The Light of Her Infinite Grace . . .



USS EverMore

(' Universal Sailor )

‘Lo, This Ship, of feather'd Breezes,
blown, by The Breath, of gossamer’d Wing,
when by The Sound, through The Rigging, pleases,
Love’s Tide, Long Last returns, and so My Angsiing,
for We, are Hope Eternal, having flown, both,Fand Wide,
staid by The Wheel, above Our Keel, stands Faifign Our Side,

to This, a Voyage, inside The Heart, where | firld, Your Smile,

Truth We will see, | do promise Thee, asWétk The Rail, Awhile. . .



warPath

Manifested Destiny . . .



The Eighth DoveTale

The Destiny of Kinga!

as a single TearDrop, falls into The Lake of Forgiess, and
creates a Ring, heard All across Heaven . . .z Weight of
a wooden Cross, bears down upon the unbeaten leedihg

Heart of a Son of God . . . as a SuperNova, rigsrack in

The Sky, just as deep as the Memory of Evilfilthg dogs of
Chaos pause, to level their crazed and blood-hyrigyes
upon each other, only to find that their own \ile$ all

shadows, have been devoured by The Very Ligheof D as
two lost and forgotten Angels, begin to cry Toggthwhen at
Last, and in The Presence of Their EverLastingo8rathere

Here comes, The Rain, of Joy . ..



The Nearing

A Path, of Blue

( The Allurance )

when, at Last, becoming aware of a Drifting,péned My Eyes, and found | was alone, andhgry still

.. . while | sensed The Approach of TwiLight, yedain, in every Direction, moving as Liquid arml
Me, was The Mist, obscuring from My Sight, Altaces of Her Retreat, All Traces of Her Presence,
save One . . . there, in My Hand, fluitey in The EverPresent Wind, and The Color of Hees Sky,
was The Ribbon . . .

My Heart surged with blissful Expectancy, for TRébbon revealed that | still possessed My Senses,
however bewildered, and this glorious Visit was adream . . . My Face, where She hauthed Me,
tingled pleasantly, and reminded Me of the swhke-klegance of Her Movements, as if The Air around
Her danced to Her Wishes, as if The Galaxies mavedncert with Her Grace . . .

before Long, as My Thoughts of Her became GiftShe Arms of Memory, The Mist began to fade, and
There, once More, untouched by The Tide of Tim@&s The Sea, and The Sands, of Eden . .. ueawar
of The Moments lost during Her Visit, The Day whawing to a close around Me, and All inspirednBla
of further Travel, left My Agenda in favor of Redbr | lacked the Strength of Purpose, revelisd was,

in The Glory of Her Wake . . .

yet, as | wandered about in search of a suitaldeepof Ground on which to while Away the Night's
Arrest, | am consumed by Thoughts of Rapture, arieerplexity . . . for | could not grasp Her Inte nor

if any Message was implied by Her Visit . . . Alkhew fr certain, is who She is, and that My Very
Existence, and The Happiness | yearn to find inlNfg, depend upon My finding Her, Again . . .dan
This, is The Promise | made to The Legion of Sgavgling in Celestia above Me . . . The Light, Hier
Eyes, | will follow for Ever, for She, will Alwgs be, The Path of My Eternal Desire . . .

listening to The Sea gently englte The Shore, lulled to quiet Contemplation by Wihisper of The
Waves, | wonder if Her Voice is The Sound | heand She is singing to Me, of Days gone by, of A
Time Long Ago, before the Fall of Night, of Jognd Freedom, of Truth, and Frishgh . . . A Time
before The Well of Longing overflowed with The Teaf Angels, crying for All Things Dear, cryingrf

a Thread of Hope, crying for This Ribbon, of Lave

and | whispered to The Wind and TheaS Ever hoping She was listening to Me, and hpsed Her, that
both Her Heaven, and Her Heart, would know Thergl of Days to come . . .



A Look of No Regard

( and nailed to The All )

the inside of Henry The 18 Coffin, is lined with Queen Anne’s Face . . .



A Path, to NoWhere

( AirGate )

Against, The Wind, for

The Wind, is, Patience. ..



A Rose, of An Autumn Sky

( Dawn’s Crown )

yes,
on This Field,
where The Lilies will stand,
to sing of Peace, and Freedom, for comes
A Gift, upon The Earth, on This, The Promisead.a. .
and There, does grow, Her Heart of Light,
A Flower, of Heaven’s Rain,
behold, the Death
of Sorrow's Hand,
Gone, The Night,
of Winter’s Reign . . .
yes on This Field, Her Lilies
will stand, to sing, of The Glory of Grace,
come, All Her Children, be One with God, and iEhe
You will find Your Place, hear His Word,
His Story of Truth, for All to
know, and, Then,
A Rose aWaits for
All to see His Path,

is To Love, Again. ..



A Womb, man, of Substance

The Fruits, of All Her Labors, wenet to please The Neighbors . . .



All The Same Vein

( in A Brother's Hood )

no matta whats in yo Head, yo Blood always be Red,
no matta d’ Color of yo Face, we All come from Gra
no matta how strong be yo Arms, yo Hands do naridar
an’ no matta if you please, we gotta get dowmownKnees,
so, rememba these Things, 'cause we was bornnwitlVings,
an’ d’ best Place t' Start, gonna be right hereunHeart, 'cause,

no matta how hard we Try, we, ain’'t nevamgfly, without Love . ..



and from The Mount

( Callsvary )

before All Eyes, three Crosses, stood,
and They All knew, as well They should,
that come what Might, and come what May,
three Men, would die, up there Today,
and before The Sky, held the setting Sun,
They All knew, They had killed, The One,
who came to Earth, to show Them The Light,

now, They All wander, in the Realm, of Nig. .



and, The1l

( inAlone )

isThee . ..



Angels, Fallen

( under, taken )

Love, has inherited The Burdens, of Human Frailty

and Now, must bury The Remains, of BlindibBess. . .



As The Walls, Come aTumblin’ Down

( Kingdoms come, and Kingdoms, go )

'cause Nothin’, Ever, lasts, for Ever.. .



Ashes, to Ashes

( Critics, Skeptics, and Grieves )

| will blow Them, All, Away . ..



aWay, with sWords

( Cutless Supreme )

come,
take My Hand,
let Us dance, aWhile,
through The Avenues, of Grace,
where We will find, My Elements of Style.. .
We can choose, The Colors of Sunset,
in any Shade, or Fashion, or teach
OurSelves, how to ignite,
The Fires of Our Passion . . .
We can sail Away, upon
The IcanSea, where Joy,
and FullFillment, are All
You hoped, Theycanbe...
then perhaps, | can paint
Your Dream, in Words Your
Eyes can immerse, and bathe Your
Heart in Wonder, as | master This uniVerse .
and if We try, We can fly, upon Our Wings, ahen,

take My Hand, let Us dance, in The SkiekLove, Again. ..



Behold Trojan Horses

( and Achilles, healed )

to give Greece, a Chance. ..



By The Blood of Allah

( dRape of Innocence )

thou shalt not spill . . .



Chariots, of The Sun

( of Crystal Ships )

if You, could read,
The Pages, torn from My Heart, oh
The Wonders of The Story They could tell,
of An Empire of Love, in The Echo of Truth,
of A Sigh, heard softly, in The Ring of A Bell,
of A Universe, in The Windows, of Your Eyes,
of A Wish, lying buried, at the bottom of The Wel
of A Rose, born blind, under The Light of an AsgMoon,
of A Valley, among The Clouds, where All Her Ghién dwell,
and These are All, quite Beautiful Things, fourad You journey,
on This Voyage, of

Kings . ..



. of

( live under da See )

coz’ da Mercury, is arisin’ Tide, of digiP. . .



Crimes, of The Centuries

(' toxic haste )

ethnic cleansing . . .



Denim Rose

The Sighn, of Our Times . ..



Directory Resistance

( 1-800-666-HELL )

we’re sorry, the number U have dialed, idor@er in service . . .

( can U here Me now ? )



Drops, of Reign

( Running Down )

SO

turn

The Voice, The Novice, and The Nun

“Mother,
Somethingseems
to be missing, and, it does
not feel quiteright. . . | cannot think of
what it must be though | am
trying, with All of

My Might” . . .

o)
turn
your head
up to the sky,
nothing down below
but me, face the truth to
realize, all that we could be,
torn apart, by rage and fear,
hold on, to what brought
you here, and never

letitgo. ..

your head
up to the sky,
nothing down below
but me, face the truth to
realize, all that we could be,
torn apart, by rage and fear,
hold on, to what brought
you here, and never

letitgo. ..

yes,
My Daughter,
and OurFemininelntuition,
is trying to tell Us, tha&bomeong has
made a very Wise Decision,
or a verySupreme

Mistake . . .

( aah,...men

Thanks, Josh,
from
The Bottom, of My 'Art



Fate Breaking AnnounceMeant

( Broad, Cast, Views )

This rEvolution willnot be televised . . .



for Crimes Against Humanity

(and The Rapes, of The Innocent )

Death, warmed over, and over, and over . .



for Crimes Against Nature

Allcanoes, Bloodslides, Heracanes, Rawdias, Shornadoes, Tidalpaves, and Worthquakes .



from The Tapestry of Faith

as U pray to Your Awed, and | will say to Mine,



Glory, Faded, and Alive

( Legend, still )

Up, Rising . ..



Imagine, Love

( Again )

imagine a Place,
whereit Rains only when Y ou Wish,
and Wishes come True, only when You Smiile,
imagine a Purpose, when The Moment Y ou realize
where You are Going, will be remembered Always,
asThe Timeof Your Life, and imagine a Passion,
that burns, with The Light of The Sun, and
takes Hope's Teacup, and wrapsit,

around TheMoon. ..




In a Matchbox

(20)

ignitable Joys . . .



In The Absence, of mAlice

A WonderLand . ..



In The i of The Sphinx

( All Things, are Possible )

What is The Distance, between Two Hearts.?
When Ladders fall, who is There to hold.? .
Who stands at The End of Eternity,

waiting for Love ? . ..

These Three Things, hold The Meaning of Life



In The Tillerman’s Wake

( No Mo Po )

there,
aimless and

alone, Charon
waits drifting, on
the river, of bones,
He carries Nothing
away, to Nowhere,
so all that remains

of The Styx, is

stones . . .



Infernal Combustion

Hell, on wheels . ..



Knowing Write, from Wrong

is to go Forth, and rectify . . .



La La Land

( Dreads, of State )

an ovaled office . . .



LaughterBurners

( Awen )

( check )



look, There,
Barbarians
at the Gate
searching
for Honor,
among Thieves,
after They found No
Room in Paradise,

for All of . . .

The Liars, in Hell




Love of Freedom, Love of A Woman

( BraveHeart )

It is My fervent Passion to, One Day, make thierl/ understand
that Each of These Tenets, are Indivisible, fiidm Pursuance of

Truth and Enlightenment, and, on a Far DeeperePdd Meaning,

that Each of These Tenets, shall for Ever®ae, and The Same . ..



nuClear conFusion

( inan Atomic rAge )

arm a War, or warm an Arm,
light a Fuse, or fuse a Light,
Worlds apart, or
Worlds, a Part,
either, Weigh,
or either Way,

Red, is Dead. .

( sodon't pushit )



of Styx, and Stones

( Po etry)

The River of Doubt, will break Your Thrones,
while, in It's Wake, will be found, no Bones,
for of All Kingdoms come, and Empires gone,

none, will remain, to Ever witness The Dawn



On The Face, of Grace

( was Compassion )

as He looked upon Them, from His Place on High,
it was then that He knew The Reasons Why,
that All of This has come and passed,
so They might know of Love, at Last,
and He also knew He would come, Again,
to save This World, from The Follies, of Men,

@

by Ever, remembering Now, what He knew, mhe.



One Step, Closer

The Magnitude, of Love,
is equal to,

the Proximity, of Chaos. ..



One’s Love, Is

( For Ever )

The Angel, of Paradise . ..



Our Fathers, who are Suns

( Rise )

Again . ..



Rationally Arrested Development

( Liberally SyntheticDreaming )

oooh, wow Man, check out that The PurplgRe. .



Rembrace

( deLux )

The
Memory,
of Light, brings
The Dawn, to Day,
and The Hope in
Tomorrow’s

Eye. ..



Remember When It Rained

( Joshua’s, Landing )

so turn your head up to the sky,
nothing down below but me,
face the truth, to realize,
all that we, could be,
torn apart by rage
and fear, hold
on to what
brought
you here,

and nEver letitgo . ..

o)
turn
your head
up to the sky,
nothing down below
but me, face the truth to
realize, all that we could be,
torn apart, by rage and fear,
hold on, to what brought
you here and never

letitgo . ..



Rock, This World

regardless of The Number of Names, evildrdgoneii . . .



Sinphony of The Damned

( die nasty )

global terrorism . . .



The Affairs, of State

( Bureaucratically Regulated Debauchery )

Circle Jerks, inLaLalLand...



The Flaws, in Our Fabric

( HomeLand Obscurity )

the Chariots of the Aweds, dodging the @asts of Idols,

the Fortunes of Chancg?j) lauding the VagasfedPurpose,
the Will of Desire, fostering the StrengtisnDecision,
the Bonfires of Vanity\ igniting the Lanlidiof Despair,

g

the Courage of Fools, \ marshalling the MighTitans,

the Dynamics of Exce driving the Camrmgf Envy,
the Waves of Empathy, ) in the Desert of Cassjon,
the Embers of Hopé, in the Crucible of Hufient,
the Threads of Aband?, in the Tapestriyaith,
the Notes of Anguis}g' in the Music of Freet
\

the Voices of Dischord, in the Chorus ofityn

[

/
the Whispers of Wome‘w) in the Halls of Redp

the Silence of Childre in the Echoes @dvess,

the Foundations of Avarice, beneath CivE&old,

e,

the Beacon of Equalitgz

L
the Worth of Abundance,

in the State of ael]ilen

in a Cornucopiaaste,

the Shelter of Kindnes§ the ﬁubblBaﬂ)ylon,

the Myriads of Privilege, |~ in a Fosseof disPossessed . . .



The Fortunes, of Chance

( lost vegas )

slim, to none . ..



The Glim, and The Obeast

( warring Fractions )

carrying The Wait, of an imPerfect Girled..



The Great White Hopes

bLight, upon a Dark . . .



Thelcon, C

( Behind Blue I's )

Yes
There,
at The Edge,
of The Ican Sea,
Endless Waters, of
Tomorrow’s Promise,
stands Faith, Justice,
and Desire, Their
Eyes, Open,

to Day . ..

They,
are Blind, to
Day, Nevermore,
and They are Free to
Look, as Far as The
Ican Sea, for The
Ican Sea is For
Ever, and
for, A

Day. ..



The Last Rage

( of Joshua’s Reign )

a Drop of Rain, came falling from The Sky,
They All wondered, without knowing Why,
that such a Time, as This, had finally Come,
what Most had feared, and the Guilt of Some
and within that RainDrop, there came a Voice,
to remind Them All, of having made a Choice,
to call on God’s Love in the Name of Hate, by
the Sound, of falling Silver, in The Harafd~ate . . .
so the dogs began to bark, by The Light of The Moo
because, The End, of Their World, had come, stom,
and Saul said to Abraham, when there rose Thet bijbei,

neand to that He replied;

@



The Mages, of Sin

( Cusslers, ThugLords, and BlingPins )

The Losses, of Faith, yield The Profit§,Doom . . .



The Moot, of All Evil

( in The Realm, of Then )

eagles never
sleep, so that evil never
soars, never to ponder, never to
squander, never to wander, never
to yonder, and never, to find its
trace, nor a place, on the

face of a coin. .



The Pinnacle, of Grace

( Equalibrium )

Love, is Never The Road, only The &mn,
Love, is Never Lost, without A &urn
Love, is Never Found, beyoniduth,
Love, is Never Less, than Carete,
Love, is Never Far, from Thedht,
So,
for Always,

The Balance, is Kept. ..



The Point, of Impact

( Hunter, of Shadows )

X
flying,
through Space,
like a silent Scream,
cutting A Path, inside A
Dream, the All of Nothing,
within it's Sight, a silver Bullet,
roaring, toward The Night, dead
on Center, and on The Mark, The
Speed of Light, right at The Dark,
The Last and Final, Sword of The
Rings, aimed at The Heart, of the
Folly, of Kings, NeverMore shall

Chaos tear Asunder, for This Path

of Love is My Pen, or My Thunder . . .



The Road, Ohm

( Sirens, of Dischord )

[
the mystics, the mantras, the messiahs, so pland

the sharks, and the starks, and the sleightbarmd,
the swarmies, the shamans, the truthslayers, all
the leasts, the sinisters, the gropes, shall fal
the potions, the lotions, elixers, and oils,
the users and losers, to so go the spoils,
dealers, wheelers, stealers, and shams,
augeries, fogeries, lotteries, and spams,
the prestos, bunkos, hokies, and shazams,
the smoke, the mirrors, and oh yes, the glams,

and of these Thou shall naught, ever care to wonde

because they, and most certainly, shalbbg tasunder. ..



The Rock

( abOriginal )

thAyre, from The Beginning . . .



The Sum, of All Fears

( GabrielvsLucifer )

A Petition, for
Dismissal of Charges
brought Now before Lucifer,
for Any, and All, perceivedActs of
Rebellion, Sedition, Treason, or Usurpation
allegedlypromoted, and querpetrated, against the
Natural Order and Welfare of This Universe,
It's Administration, and It's Subjects,
pursuant to, and inaugurated by
His Proclamation of Liberty,
conceived and conveyed

within This Sanctuary,

This Sovereign State,

of absolute Free Will . . .

It is Our Endeavor as

Paladin of The Court

of The Mother Spirit

to embrace The Light

of Reason, to offer a

Mirror where by This

Light, shines beyond

The Realm, of Doubt,

and, that there Exists,

no Intention of Malice,

nor
Commission of Crime,
nor
Violation of Innocence . . .

Ever We shall seek, to reveal The Magnitude ofSiicerity, and The Significance of His Resolvad,a

whose Integrity of Purpose, shall Hencefdtbrought within judicious Regard, of The Liglaff,

* %k ok
* ok k%



The Thing, about Bling

( itreveals )

imlessly emedial ackiness, or, uspiciously eflective endencies. ..

( either ore )



The unConscious Pilot

( The Pillar, of Fault )

while standing, above The Masses, without a @aifidne World,
He washed His Hands with a flourish, and His Feds unfurled,
and what History now holds, as The SignificantcBla
when Men walked Away, from The Saving, of Grace,
and from that Moment on, 'til All Moments came,

He knew that for Ever, He would bear The Bdam.



The Wings, of Freedom

( AirHeart )

and, All at Once,
The Guardians, of Faith,
fly Away, to become
The Angels, of

Time . ..



ThunderHead

( The Glory, of One )

King, and Minister,
Noble, or Sinister,
there is Something,
in The Air . . .
choose, toignore It,
detest, or deplore It,

Yes, Something, is

as History will show,
Winds of Change come and go,

Again, Something is,

and try as You might,
You are in The Sight,

of Something,

open Your Eyes,
trade Truth, for Lies,

SomeThing, You will see,

so behold,
A Flash, from Above,
is just The Power, of
Love,

and Something,

isMe. ..



to the Brothers, of Arms

( yo, def)

if ya cain’t hear no Ring, | be Rust on yo Bling,
if ya cain’t hear no Bell, yo Neck’s goin’ t' Hell
if ya cain’t hear no Sound, ya best eat dis Round,
'cuz ya won't do mo’ Betta, ‘gainst This Beretta,
so ya best do some Good, n’ get outta My Hood,

yo Tag It be hummin’, if ya don't hear It Comin’ .

gotta full met’l Jacket, gonna blow a big Ragcke

n' d’ Place It gonna Start, be d’ Holeyo Heart,
so whateva ya Decide, ya betta &ugit a Ride,
‘cuz chillin’ in a Joint, don’'t misshollow Point,

if | getcha in My Sight, ya gonna fa@¢le Light,

no matta whereya be from, yo Kingdor@dsme .. .

( 'nif ya eva be whistlin’ dis Tune, | be aimifg’ ya . . . real Soon )



Tomorrow, is Infinity, Again

( For Always )

when Ever returns, The Dawn, will embra@ée Day . . .



Tyrants, Traitors, and Thieves

( Tooth, and Nail )

The Fools, of God's Design . . .



WellCome, to DreamLand

( where a Door, is aJar )

for The Purpose, of exploring Mankind’s infinite

capacity for engaging in enterprises far beyond Its
Ability to understand, while marching off towards
future They have deluded Themselves into thinking i
lined with rose-colored AfterThoughts, when Alath
Everybody really needed to get along, were juista
words of Kindness, Tolerance, and Compassion, an
Every Once in A While, The Strength that growshiro
Patience, or The Shelter found from Forgiveness]
One Day, after waking up to find Our Hopes have ru
off with Our Dreams, We will also discover, Afiis

World Ever needed, was, and still is, Loveain. . .



Cannot
Describe

The CruciFixation. . ... .. The CrucAffliction

The CruciFiction . . .



When The AXE, Fell

( Lucifer's Sword)

It fell, onAlways and:-ver,

and It left Infinity, between. ..



When, Angels Cry

as Two Tears
join, at The Point,
They, become,

Infinity . . .

* %

* %
Infinity . . .
They, become,

join, at The Point,

as Two Tears



Whether for Love, or Truth

or The Wisdom that grows from Both, it is Our inéicy with
Our Selves that defines The Essence of Our Chayaateich,
After All, is The Sum, of All We have, to givep Our Path,
to Our Purpose, and to Our Passion, and, if We tb call
OurSelves Writers, We must find The Fortitude ssaey
within Us, to illuminate The World around Us, dbigh
The Endless Pursuit, and Refinement, of Our Craft
Yes, Our Love of Writing, is Love of Truth,
and Love of Truth, is ultimately,

... The Point.. ..



while We were qiving It All up

( a Reason, to believe )

He was righting It All, down . ..



Who Ever Was, Before

( The Ante-Christ )

Ever, Is, Again. ..



The Ninth DoveTale

The Ring of Friendshi

for Those who have yet heard, The Sound of Thegdom'’s
Ring . . . nor tasted the sweet Nectar of an esd&smmer,
so long emptied from the Vessels of Your Desirenor Ever
captured the elusive FireFlys of Your Fortune, Gace and
Always in pursuit of The Vagaries of Chance . or. tnaced

The Lines upon The Face of Wisdom, where patiavediys

The Meaning of Life, and so delicately poised, Tbe Brink
of Your complete Understanding . . . nor sang ie Thoir of
Her Divine Forgiveness, because Mercy has yetathay All

The Leaves, from Your inescapable Fall from Grace and

from This, there shall be Peace, on Earth . ..



The Nearing

Day, of Dreams

( The Remembrance )

| smile, as Dawn cracks The Sky anew, for Thiy,Dwill be like no Other . . . | stare into Thedeaof
The Sun, Theist of The Myriad, and remember My Promise to Hyes of Heaven, for My Life is for
Ever changed, altered by The Hands of Fate, tk imaThe Arms of Destiny’s Wish, to yet experienc
The Embrace, of Love, Again. ..

bound to Her Puwose, | secure The Ribbon around My Neck, thé Toach of Silk upon My Skin, and |
feel The Pulse of Her Energies flow through Me Nature’s Might seems within My Grasp, transfodme
as | am by Her Spirit, and | begin to understare awesome Power of Her Will, lying just beyond My
Fingertips, and the Immensity of Her Sorrow, tyjost bepnd My Heart . . .

with The Parade of Suns in full Ascension above Med the endless Multitude of Fragrances carried o
The Wind from All Points withi this Garden of Wonder, tantalizing My Sensesgtlout, once More, in
search of The Source of The Secrets of Paradisating, beyond this Shore of Treasures, somewhere
within The Sanctuary of Grace, behind the crystalWalls, of The Palace of Rain . . .

and of The Mysteries that shroud this Woman of Dawris Bright Star of Enchantment, so buriedeple
within My Soul, | cannot fathom, still . . . She dsifvithin The Corridors of My Heart, as a Phantoas,
a Butterfly, of Golden Wing, swirling amid the dights of Joy She weaves inside Me . . . yet, thdl
While, | hear the faintest, most delicate Soufithe which She tries desperately to hide behindSéegs
of Mirth, One which carries TheoBows of Destiny in its Wake, for The Sound, idHer precious Heart,
breaking . . .

will I, Ever, bring Joy to Her Life, as complbtes She has done for All Creation, with as muotlying
Selflessness ? . . . will I, Ever, succeed irating a lasting Impession in Her Mind to compare with the
limitless Sea of Devotion that exists within Herattefor All Things Dear, inside The Infinite Welb lder
Compassion ? ... | pray My undying Loyalty andnidr will prevail, and, after All is said, aftétl is
done, My final Breath will carry to Her Heart, NRromse, of Her Fulfillment . . .

and will I, Ever, possess The Courage requirestdod against the Cause of Her Sorrow, to stafithe
Well of Her Tears, and hold back The Tide of Heigaish ? . . . for She stands before All with Thigi
of Titans, The dwel of All that Her Eyes survey, ready to defener Dominion, with the ancient and
iron-clad Armor, of Her Everlasting Grace . . .



NN\

A Glimpse, of Eternity

(1See)

Navigator prays
and He reckons The Days, of
countless Miles, 'til Journey's End,
HisVigilance, shall rest, when Time
winsHisBest, and The Sea, gives

up The Shores of Eden, Again. ..




A Great, and Winged Flyer

( HushFire )

The Cool Whisper,
there, upon Your Heart,

was left by a Stranger, bound,

for The Reason, inSighed, Your Art . ..



A Matter, of Time

while
on The Bridge,
where Ever, will stand,
Chaos will fall, on His Command,
to drift, Away, on Fate’s River, of Sowp
nEver Again, to know Tomorrow,
and Children’s Eyes will
see The Day,

when

Love’s Return, is Here, to stay . . .



A Portrait, of Your Heart

( The Gather Ring )

All,
Our Joy and
All, Our Sorrow,

await Us, as Grace,

in The Arms of Tomorrow . . .



Acceptance

The Third Virtue, in The Gleaning of Life .



Ace

is Enough . . .



Actuality
( All Else )

if You keep Patience, in

The ForeFront of Your Existence,

Awareness will follow You, close behind.. .



Aloft



Arbor

there shall

be a Rose
* *
in
*

Your

* * *

Garden,

* * *

when U

* * %

adore it,

* % %

cherish it,

*%

nurture it,

*

treasure it,

*

for One Day, Your Garden, shall bege. . .



Aries

| roam The Heavens, to shepherd lost Dreams



Arrival

if You think You are late in Coming, You vweealready Here . . .



Artifice

( The Supreme, being )

Holy Spirit. . ... .. Holy Communion. . . . . Holy Trinity

( wholly Am Big u Us )



Ascent

Acceptance . . ..... Actuality . . ... Absolution . . .



Attire

Come, asYouare....... Be, All Yl be . ..



Balloon

Light of Love . ... ... Light of Heart. . . .. Light of Life . . .



Believis

hey butthead, why do you think they callew Age ? . . .



Black Moon

| will drive You, out of Your Mind,

but You will nEver mind The Drive . . .



BlackPassion

| am The Voice, of Angels.. ..



Black Ram

| am The Daffodil . . ... .. | am Courage



BlackRuby

| am The Lord, of The Flyes,
The Shepherd, of The Dove,
| am The Voices, of The Mist,
The Arc, of The Rainbow,
| am The Colors, of The Rose,
The Music, of The Heart,
I am The Mirror, of Her Smile,

The Island, of Her Love. .



Black Ship

if You try steering The Fate, of Your Life,

You might miss The Harbor, of Your Soul . . .



Black Sphinx

if You wish, | will tell You His Secret,

if You want, | will tell You Her Story . . .



Black

| shall build for You, an Empire of Dreams,

and lay to waste, this Temple of Loneliness .



Black Watch

=
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9  The Time of The Question
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The Time of The Answer 3

0}



Blinded, by The Night

Mankind deserves this Joy . ... ... ifyorhey could see it . . .



Print

The Elements, that mold Your Heart,

are The Raw Materials of God's Plan . . .



we were born before The Sky,

we will die, when Angels cry,

we were born before The Sun,

we will die, not knowing one,

we were born before The Day,

we will die, appear what may,

we were born from The Night,

we will die, shadows of Light . . .

chaos



Cipher

HardWare

SoftWhere

KnowWear . . .



ClockWork

Life will go on, as nEver before . . .



ColorBind

and a World of Racism, has no Gracism . . .



Compassion

The Fourth Virtue, in The Gleaning of Life..



Current, Lee

TheCrimsonTide . . .



Desre

You can love, AnyOne You want, as

long as You want, AnyOne You love . ..



Do Be Brothers

( Minute by Minute )

and keep holding On . . .






Elevation

Eternity

Euphoria

Enlightenment

Enrichment

Experience

Encounter

Endure



Emerald

()

peel away The Shrouds of Your Faith . .....the Dark Light . . .



Enigma

They will know this Joy, but not know why,

because They will not yet know, this Truth .



NN\

NN\

Itis

in Your Honor, that the

Night retreats, into Memory . . .




Equinox

it is The Fall, of Night, and The Rise, dwn . . .



Equus

( of cHorse )

| am Her Voice, Her Heart, and Her Path . .



A
n
d

Excalibur



Feather, Light

while Your Tears, are Always at Their Loveliest,
as They journey across The Face of Your Sorrow,
They will ne’er match The Beauty of Your Smile,

‘til coming to rest, on The Pillow, of Tontow . . .



| will forge Her Path,

with The Iron of My Will, for

I, am The Foundation, of Her Paradise . . .



Forgiveness

The Sixth Virtue, in The Gleaning of Life ..



@
o
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Family, and Friends . ..



Harvest

Your Understanding, is The Fruit, of Congias . . .



HighJack

The Mind, of Man....... The Crucifixi, of Joy . ..



Hyperion

The Follyof Man . ...... The Mote in@GoEye . . .



lgnition

| serve The Machines, of Man, and The Eeglinof God . . .



Immaculate Deception

Holy Spirit . . ... .. Holy Grail . . .. . Holy Water . . .

( wholly fodder )



and They are Lions, who
come, to slay The Feints

and The Follies worn,

of Fools . . .
In Fate’s Arena
( Hail, Colossus )
| hear The
Mighty Tread of
Your Wisdom, and
They are Legion,
| hear The Mighty
Roar, of Your Truth,
and They are Lions, who
come, to slay The Feints
and The Follies worn,
of Fools . . .
| hear The
Mighty Tread of
Your Wisdom, and
They are Legion,
| hear The Mighty
Roar, of Your Truth,
and They are Lions, who
come, to slay The Feints
and The Follies worn,
of Fools . . .
| hear The

Mighty Tread of
Your Wisdom, and

They are Legion,



InnDwelling

is The Hearth .. ..of The Heart . . .



Iron Link

Love has no Chains stronger, than

those that bind Sisters, with Truth . . .



Jesus Said

“whatever you find your hands doing, dwith all your might” . . .
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LifeCycle

The Continuance of The Circumference of Thel€. . .



LifeLine

a Son, is a Father, of The Sun . ..
a Father, is a Sun, of The Son. ..

a Sun, is a Son, of The Father. ..



LightShip, on a FeatherWind

( Crystal Blue Persuasion )

Your , will nEver fall,

waiting Just, above It All. ..



Learning Loving

Loop

Laughing Lasting



if You are lost, follow The Leader. ..



Love

( Again )

The Seventh Virtue, in The Gleaning of Life



Loving

<®»s—>

+ nEver subtract. +

+ Qoo



Lumina

The Light, heard round The World, was Therl, of alone Candle . ..



Luxury

Tenderness ... .... try a little . . .



Marquis

The Gem of Friendship, is set, in The Rifigove . . .



without The Eyes of Patience, You cannot.see



Masque

Your Inquisitions . . .. . .. Your Invoaatts . . .



MorningStar

and The Dawn, follows The Sun. ..



Voice
of Kings

Breath
of Angels

Soul
of God

Language
of Gods
Thread
of God
Spectra Heart
Harmonica of Light
Pulse
of Time
Rhythm

of Life



Nebulae

a Child, has no Honor, no Justice, no &rac. ....yet...



Oasis

drink The Waters, of Innocence,

and feast on The Sands, of Time . ..



of All

it is not The Destination, that matters most,

it is by Far and Away, The Distance, gone .



of Days, to Come

( spoken, for )

and We will talk, of Deisand Knights . . .



His Blood, isonMyHand .. ..... Thard of Man . . .



a Glass Ceiling, is made, to be broken . .



Pantheon

mankind never goes anywhere, because thikése mankind keeps going . . .



Parallax

Firstis Last is First . . .

xallaraP



Parallel

All The Days so labored,
on These Fields, of God,

are The Trials of Ecstasy . . .



Path

sit down, My Child, for I will tell You, #erything . . .



pathetic

pity

penalty

penance

poverty

propitiation

punishment

purgatory



Patience

The First Virtue, in The Gleaning, of Life,

The Mother, in whose Eyes, All Else rests .



Patois

The Language of Love . ... ... bettentAdl The Rest . . .



Perfection

The Eye of God . . .
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Poetry, Ink

( Path, of The WaterMan )

if The Bard were to stand among The Pages Hereln,
surely, His Patience, would be worn quite Thin,
by Those whose Mark, serves to tear Asunder,
All which Remains, in Pursuit of Wonder,
for The Words of Poets, need not Ally,
where The Pen of Wrath, has Gone,
to Die . ..
for The Light, upon Our
Window breaks, Itis
The East, and We
hold The Sun,

in Our Eye . ..
* *

* *




Polaris

Mother

Son Father



The2ower of Love . . .



PreciPeace

of Death, be not afraid . . . for it is jasPause on Your Journey, to EverlLasting . ..



/

/

* 4+ 4+ 4

. )
#
/
1
o +
* #
2 +++
# #
I +++
# #
| +++
$
2 +++

-ttt

+++

34 3556



Pulsar

The Miracle, of Reality . . .



QuintEssence

A Kiss, from The Rose, on The Grave . ..



Radical

Outta Here, is a whole new Position . . .



Rayment

The Fulfillment of a Promise,
is a Defining Moment of Truth

within Your Heart, for only then,

may You wear The Robes, of Honor . ..



Rivera

Faith, is bathed in Your Forgiveness . . .



Serenity

Sympathy Salvation Strength

Sapience



Sapphire

We are, but Children, on This Path,

We are, All that Remains, Stardust. . .

and This, My Heart, is The Voyage of Kings



Sea of Glass

The cool clear Pool, of Innocence,

is reflected, in The Eye of a Child . ..



SeaPlanet

The Seven Virtues of Life, are The Seas on which3afl . . .

Patience
Tolerance
Acceptance
Compassion
Understanding
Forgiveness
and, Love

Again . ..



SeaView

We are The NewBorn, upon a Grand, and Gloriode Ri

as Time will Tell, Allis Well, This Turningf The Tide . . .



SeconDiary

Every Act of Faith, is a Point of Light, The Story of Your Life . . .



Shadow

I will, Always, be with You . ..



The Diamond, is ThShaQe and Brilliance, of Paradise . ..



The Universe is a vasghimmering Pod of Glory . . .




SighWay
( One )

for Ours is not to ponder, this intricate PathLiving, just

softly embrace The Music, and regard The,PBstgiving . . .



Silver Thread, Golden Needle

( EyeSite )



The Heart of The Matter . . .



SoveReign

The Nationof God . .. .... The Statésoace . . .



Spectra Harmonica

Eye and Ear, Light and Sound, as One.. ..



Splendor

Your Heart, is a Vessel, of captured Radiance,

and It is where Angels go, to learn TheirfCra.



Spring

Faith, is bathed in Your Forgiveness . ..



Stairway to Avalon

for a smooth Landing . . .
Tread softly,
Step lightly,

if You are an early Riser,



StarTrak

Time is, of The Essence,
and Space, is of course,

The Frontier, of Finality . . .



Stream

The Bitter Taste of Sadness, that Time, will a@se,

sip The Waters of Gladness, The Tears uparHdce . . .
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SunDays

The Labor of
Love, and The Pursuit
of Happiness, is Time well
spent, for The Rest of

Your Life. ..




SunDial

You are being followed by aShadow. ..



SunShower

stand before Your Window, and regard The Blesseidi}

don The Mantle of Courage, and You wash aWag/ Pain . . .



Surrender

shed The Final Tear, and follow It to Yougdit . . .



Sword

Understanding, tempered by Patience, igldfis. . .



Symphony

if Harmonic Perfection, is The Breath of Angels,

then Music, is The Very Thread, of God'’s Hea .



Synchronicity

All, that You have been waiting for,

has been Everything under The Sun . . .



TerraNova

The House, that God built . . .



The Compass, of Wisdom

( All Points, North )

The First Path, from
Acceptance, is Compassion,
The Path, from
Compassion is
Understanding,

The Path, from
Understanding,
is Forgiveness,
while The Path,
from Forgiveness,

leads, to Love, Again. ..



The Moment, before MidNight's Bell

( Zero, isOur Infinity )

Time,
indeed, waits
for No man, and before

The Night is through, All Things

will come to Those who wait, for Wo man.. .



The Plan

The Meaning, of Life . ..



The Properties, of Value

The Weight of Your Kindness rests,

upon The Scales, of Eternal Worth . . .



The Question

could it be, that Friendship, is greatarntfhe Power of Love ? . ..



The Rail, of Sighs

( is Blue )

an infinite Column of
forgotten Dreams, and Wishes,
that begins on The Shores of Longing,
crossing The Bridge of Time, to end in
The Corridors, of The Heart of God,
and upon which, rests,
The Prayers, of

Tomorrow. . .
*

*
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The Robes, of Honor

for Promises, We make,
a River, runs deep, yet,

Truth will never forsake,

The Promises, We keep . ..



The Shield, of Courage

( Honor's Hymn )

under
an Iron Gaze
of a Stoic’s glare,
Her Soldiers, wait,
for Those who dare,
Many will Come, and
Many will Fall,
as Their Hearts,
and Their Souls,

did heed The Call,
and Many are Those
who will meet Their Fate,

while defending Her Grace,

Heaven’'s Gate . . .

at



The Trials, of Ecstasy

( in Wisdom’si )

Honor
Trust Truth
Mercy

Justice
Kindness
Compassion
Acceptance
Constancy
Tolerance
Fortitude
Courage
Fidelity
Resolve
Patience
Diligence
Forgiveness
Understanding



ThisGuise

The most profound Messages, of Truth,

are wrapped in The Cloak of Simplicity . . .



Thrust

The Truth, is a double-edged Sword, because,

It can melt Your Heart, or cut You to Ribbans



Tolerance

The Second Virtue, in The Gleaning of Life .



TriAngel

not a Man, not a Horse, not a Butterfly, Free,

this Time, for The Last Time, He is All Ha . . .



Understanding

The Fifth Virtue, in The Gleaning of Life .



Universal Solstice

Fear not The Cry, of Silence, nor what Sorrow rmxsipl,

on This, The Final Winter, of Your dawningpfant Soul . . .



uniVerse

One Voyage . .. .... One Voice . . .



VentUs

Vice
Vanity
Vacuity
Venality
Vileness
Violence
Vulgarity

Vengence



Virtual Man

Fear not, the Universe is aware of your existence,

Forsake not, if you reach for me, | am Vdgce . . .



Virtueosity

to know Tolerance, is to embrace Acceptance



WestWord

He gathers The Night around Him, knowing, that
Morning follows The Sun, and steps into The Sea,

becoming a Memory, of Once, and Never, iAga.



White Lies, and Broken Promises

( have a Place, in My Heart )

where a Voyage begins, by removing

All The Thorns, in A Field, of Roses. ..



Window

so if You thought, that You were Alone,

raise Your Eyes, and look, through Me . ..



WorldPool

The Path Your Tears have taken, to arrive Here,
softly feather, within My River, of Compassion,

to Circle, in a nEverEnding Ring, of Frishi . . .



Xanadu

The Endless Summer . . .



Zenith

The Heart, of Your Understanding, is Brilliance,

while The Brilliance, of Your Heart, is TiS®ul . . .



The Tenth DoveTale

The Pinnacle of Choide®

soaring high Above, in the lofty and verdant Camemf The
Sentinels of Creation, where Every Wish and Evgyer
has found Refuge, within the stalwart Boughs ah&maber,
where Each are held, for Ever, in a single Rajiope, and
warmed, for Always, by a single Breath of God there is
felt a faint and somehow fragrant Vibration, a swstion of
Imminence, a soft and subtle Shift, in The Payadi of Our
Purpose, as though the very Gleam in a lonely dhikye,
could bring All Heaven to Its Knees, cause Thes&es to
unwind, and The Suns to blink, and yes, thesde&; into
The Maelstrom, and All so brought Forth, herél'tme Echo,

of The Reason Why . . .



The Nearing

Into A Valley of Roses

( The Primeval )

lying just beyond The Edge of Vision, dancingkelia Mirage, within The Mists of Remember, is The
Palace, surrounded by gently rollingllsl of verdant Forests, dense, secluded Grovesh Meadows,
and Streams ribboning Their Way among Copses aédaBrush and Thicket . . . and laced perfectly
within this Panorama are delicate Tapestries ofye¥ower, of every Color, rivaling My Senses for
attention, and All radiant under a waondsly Blue, Sun-filled Sky . . .

| find Myself standing at the Convergence of Patldyaeach having a Source from The Sea, and All
leading toward the inland Beauty of Eden . . . Mantage Point atop The Duneopides a View of
extreme Clarity, in All Directions, All astoundjrin Their Allure . . . yet, | must leave The Selsly
infinite Path of Stars, behind Me now, Its praiduSplendor to wait, patiently, for My Return..and
silhouetted against The Velvet Sky, in crystallGmce, moored within The Sea’s liquid Embracet o
beyond The Reach, is My Ship of Light, reflectiige Memories of My Voyage, a Path chgsd.ong
Ago, and only just begun . ..

and with these Memories came A Voice, Again, Heice, rising up from the quiet Swell of The Waves
carried on the faintest sussuration of Wind, nellMe of The Dreams of The Innocent, and The Rsagk
The Forgotten, to be remembered, once More, Afarays . . . Her Voice becameh& Whispers of
Children, lost and alone under the darkened SKidsme, waiting for just One Look, into The Eyek
Hope, and just One Touch, from The Hand of Love .

as delicate as Its Arrival, Her Voice fades Awayto a sacred Corner of My Heart, to be rementhete

be homred, to live On . .. | am left to dance alonehwiter Memory, holding The Spirit of Her Wishes,
and The Phantoms of Her Sorrow . . . and for E®¥gath She takes, be It of Gladness, or of Sajnkes
shall engulf within My Sea of Devotion . . . | sheérry Her Tears in The Palm of My Hand, until They
become Diamonds on The Shores of Time, and | shiay The Sound of Her Laughter, far beyond The
Frontiers of This Universe . . .

with a Sigh as Deep as Heaven, | turned My Gaam festerday, andepped within Her Garden’s
fragrant Aura, to follow The Path laid before MEpns Ago, toward The Palace of The Sun . . .and
My Eyes fell upon The Abundancy, the rich, vilthamxotic Panoply of Life arrayed beyond The Dure,
see, quivering on a murmured Breeze, tied to lloWs Branch, as Blue as The Sea, a Ribbon . ..



A ConstanSea

All that was Left, remains,

All, that is Right, reJoyce . ..



A Field, of Stones

( Fallen, Angels )

* * * * * * * * *

across This Hush, and Sigh, of Days Gone By,
*

as Memory, tries to Remember, for Ever | will
*

listen, as My Tears, in Hope’s Light, glisten,
*

to The Echoes, far beyond Yesterday’'s Reign
*

as The Lilies sway, to The Wind's Ballet, and
*

The Moon, slowly, begins to Turn, for Ever |
*

will weep, until The Promise | will keep, nay,
*

They did not cry, no They did not die, innva. .

*




A Fine Peace, of Mind

( Ring Bearer )

So One Day, You will come to realize, that Thegese

of This Place, is not simply bound, by The Diniens

of Love, encompassing a more Infinite Realm, imith

Framework of Promise, that exists to allow Theitlaa

Path to open The Gates, for The Returrl,oo€, Again . ..



A Ribbon, of Love

( El Nifio )

The Child, looked upon The Universe, and wondered
The Magnitude of God's Design, while from The HediParadise

came a Thread, Fine and Silver, and woven, Th Fabric, of His Own . ..



Against The Wind

( Burdens, of Men )

on Shoulders,
and Backs, once Strong, were
Robes of Honor, to Right the Wrong,
with Swords of Faith, glistening with Gold,
defending All Virtue, and The Grace, of Old.
yet Now, in These Days, of decadent Mores,
spreads a virulent Path, across Our Shores,
and no One remains, save Shadows of
Guilt, hidingThe Truth of

all They built . . .



AirBorn

what has Two Wings, to

fly where The Sky has no Limit,

yet follows The Thread of God’s Heart ? . . .



Altered States

(4)

until

Nothing Was,

as It will Seem,

Again . . .



An Angel’s Breath

( inSighed a Silver Chalice )

and The Return, of Peace, on Eart .
for She, is The Light, of Grac
She will lay down with Liors,
with The Grace of Swam
and Thee,
of God,
and The Valleys,
will walk The Fields,

The Lamb, of Kindness,

( drink, Up )



and Hereln, lies

The Last Days, of Ancient SunLight,
captured within each Breath We take,

to flee a Wrong, from what is Right,

when holding on, for Heaven’'s Sake . . .



Angeles

Home of The Brave . . .. ... State of ppeledence . . .



Arrest

if You thought Those were The Days . .. .then Tomorrow nEver comes . . .



and | shall bear
The Burden,

patiently . . .

ATL As



Beacon

Candles will light The Way,
through the dark and
forgotten Rooms

of Loneliness,

of YesterDay . . .
tattered Dreams,
through the torn and

Love will light The Way,



By The Hand, of Compassion

Wisdom, is not found, Itis bestowed . ..



Call, to Gory

( The Bell, of Never Again )

The Spoils, of War spew
The Lunacy,by The Lost,
The Rape,by The Reviled,

The Waste,by The Wicked,
The Plunder,by The Poisoned,

The Destruction by The Damned,

The Defilementpy The Devil himself . . .



CandlePower

There exists no better Way, to celebrate YourBirt

than to honor Your Faith, with All, You avéorth . . .



Compass

Ever face(s) The Dawn, Always follow(s) TBen . . .



Corsair

if WisheswvereHorses, Bandits would ride . . .



Crimson

( canon, aid )

on this field The Lilies grew,
to soften The Hearts of son and lover,
but within Their silent fragrance,

came the echo, of distantdrums. ..

on this field the Roar was heard,
calling the winds of war to blow,
to burn away The Souls of Men,

lost, to Fate, in flames, of hate. ..

on this field rose Fists of Iron, to
slowly turn the wheels, of Death,
to leave behind in Sorrow’s Eyes,

the crimson tear of brothers gone . . .

on this field pale crosses stand, to
mark The Dreams of son and lover,

for with The Lilies They ly forever,

beneath, this field, of Blind Desire . ..



Crim sorDove

come with me,
to the fields,
and fdees
f battles won,
and battles lost, >
come, and we,
shall conquer,

the memory,

of all wars . ..



Devotee

Your Body, is Your Temple,

it is Time to attend Services . . .



Diagram

diga Ram. ..



DreamRibbon

look, quickly,
beaming, through
The Wings of The Flamingos,
Light, of The Sun,

flying through

The Windows, of Your Eyes . ..



DreamWindow

| believe | saw Your Footsteps, walking in My Rain

so come, into The Shelter, of Her Infinitm#ness . . .



endEver

try as You might, You might as well try.. .



EverlLast

All Things come, to Those, upon whom, &ate waits . . .



EverMorn

relax . . . there is Always Tomorrow . . I\Whys . . .



EverRest

relax . . . there is always to Morrow . . . . Always . . .



Eye There

am |, The lon Butterflyam
HeavensBell Sealce FireBird SkyPoet StarB
LoveRibbb SeaKing BlackMist AutumnsWay RiverBendeonkdeart
FeatherLight Dredmpherd SkyHorse MindPilot PurpleRain SoulF&geGate |Angel

EverHawk GloyPath BlackLight Crystal Feather EmeraldRose Hiéat TimePigeon EverShip
ruEye YellowJaguar ThunderJoy VulcanOx HungerAxe DawnsFire BiBahlia SkyChild RainBlade
LionDoll VorRris EyeKing FireDove EverBird IronSea HopeWheel Vowilare PeaceHammer AngelsTear
lonTrail SkyPathobhMirror SightFire PowerLight EyeSkin LionsBreaBverSky MindWire EchoHawk InfiniteWisdom
ThoughtEngine ThoughtScape Tiaw ThoughtBasket ThoughtWater ThoughtSpace ThoughtStream ThougktBboughtFire ThoughtPilot
LovingArm DreamSuite CrossFire BlackJeviRdwerDove FlyWin dow EverSun LightVoice Angelsid LionEyes BlueThunder Seal
lonHeart JoyBeam Haw@@r GoldHorn FireDance Sky Palace SilverQuick Dreawdg-alimeArrow RamEye EverMore
ChromeBea WindSword EyeDance OverLook SpikeChild WonderWill Darki#n TimeWing RubyWhite
EverBe DreamPillow JoyLuck SkyPilot Eye Angel CirclePoint TimeReBloryChain IronJoy Wasls

SunEye SpaceFish WindFBreamShoe EverBurn GraceWind GreedSword SeeSzerWheel
RexAngekyRose NoonRise AirBoot TimeGlove DirtJewebnKnife WordGate
CrossChild PearlsWeb SkyLord RhymeGiastvefDance |IWay
ThunderBird DreamWind TheNderist, am1 ...



Fabric

Faith

Fortitude Forgiveness Friendship

Fidelity



From All The Best, To All The Rest

( Woe, isMe )

in The Follies of Men, Medie. .. ‘lo The Follies, of Men . . .



Harmonica

( ona Scale, of None to Ten )

which Way would¥ourWind blow ? . . .

Hell, in a0 e e g e E it B eaven,
LLLTEOOTEO OO OO RO OO oy
Handcart 0 ey e Ay B2t



HarmonyRose

just stop, and Here The Music,

for It is The Breath, of Angels . ..



HoliDeis, on Nice

when U share, All The Expansives,
and donate, to The Disparities,
and leave The Thriving,

toUs...



HopeChest

Hell hath no Fury, greater than that, of a Wom&corn,

Heaven hath no Grace, greater than thag Wbman, born . ..
*

* *x *x *x * * * * * * * * *x * k* K* %

* % * *



Old as Rhyme,
and Time,
Eternity

Itself,



lgnoracle

better to have had a false prophecy, thiatsa prophet . . .



Iron Crossed

Aggression, is 1/0The Power, of Love . . .

( care to test My Metal )



Iron, Mine

( Heavy, Metal )

Words, can summon Tears, from a Diamond . .



Latin Expressions on a One

annuit coeptis  she gives approval to all oureendrs
novus ordo seclorum a new order for the ages
e pluribus unum out of many, one
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Led Balloon

( to Light, and Life )

Your Time, is gonna Come.. ..



Lingua

*

a Tongue,

a Language,
a Tool, used
in our Talent
of Expression,
a Brush, used

in The Fine Art

of Making Love . ..



Love

( Pure, and Simple )



Love, nEver Dies

( Alone )

She
only fades, as
a Dawn Mist, into those
Forgotten Rooms inside Your Heart,

where She waits, with Patience and Always, for

The Promise of Hope, to dance, in The AofEomorrow . . .



Medal of Freedom

TRUTH

HONOR COMPASSION VALOR

COURAGE



Millennia

You have All the Time in The World, and moSecond to lose, for The Moments of Your Life . .



Need, Want, Deserve, and Desire

The Impetus, for Existence, is dictated by EithieFhese Things,
while embracing The Notion, that Each are sepanatd We feel

is required to live, when directing Our Putstoward Happiness . . .

though, in The End, finding Happiness, is whea ialize, that

Each of These Things, are nothing moren thae and The Same . . .



No Evil, | Fear

Hell, was created, by Men, to ameliorateil Own Abominations . . .



Nutopia

where We are, is not possible,

when seen through other Eyes . . .



One MoMeant, One Year, One Eternity

( All The Deis, of Our Lives )

o)
This
Journey
began, ona
Flight, to Remember,
on a kNight, in November, when
All The Leaves, turned, to face The Conidgj. . .
amidst This Calling, of Pipe, and Drum,
O O O O
of Faith, Freedom, and Glory to Some,
of ByGone Skies, and a Tartan’s Cries,
to All, being held, in ToMorrow’s Eyes,
Two Lovers, turned, to dance The Night, Awa.
and They are Those, whose Souls have
joined as One, whose Knot can nEver
be unDone, as They walk These Deis
of Infinity, to Their Island, in The Sun,
as The Stars, turned, to reveal where Ealgn.l.
and They, are Those, who Now pause,
so to witness, and to wonder, of This
Bless'd Union, that can nEver be laid
asunder, as Waves make quiet Thunder,

and The Tide, turned, for Love is Here, tays . .



Outlaw

The Heart of Man, is a lonely Hunter . . .



OverDose

Religion is The Opiate, and The OppressdiThe Masses . . .



Pirouette

The Art of Love

The Choreography of Stars The Promenade of Eden



Quandary

if You thought You were where it is At, You aretmven Close,

if You thought You had it All, You have anotheirth Coming,

if You thought You had it Done, You have only jisgun,

and, if You thought You knew it All, guesgain . ..



Ring Leader

( 10,001 )
* *
* *

awaken, Children,
while the d’evil, gets it's Due,
when The Dawn brings on The Day,

is when the d’evil, finds it's Way, too. .



Rules of Love

( forged by Faith, tempered by Fidelity )

if You partake of Love, given by Another,
guestion not The Source, nor The Reason . ..
* % %
Things You choose to do, prepare then,
for when those Things, in turn are done . .
* * *
Love and Affection, if offered Elsewhere,

then, The Balance is Kept, for Everyone . .



SeaHorse

* *
* All of Life *
* % * *

was created equally,
those of Hoof,

* *
those of Mane,
those of Wing,
those of Brain,
those of Antler,

*

those of Fin,
those of Fang,
those of Skin,

those of two Feet,
those of Four,

those of no Feet,
those of More,

those of Feather,
those of Face,

All are Equal,

in God’s

Grace ..



Secret

* *
* *
* *
* %
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *

place The Ram
over The Spider,
and place Them
over The Sun,
if You want
* to know *

* *

* whose *
* *
kissing
You, | am

The One . ..

( The lonButterFly )



Shoes, of The Horseman

( Sky, walking )



SireLight

“ Father, where do Dreams go.?"

“ Sometimes, They are riding on The Breath oféls, and
Sometimes, They are borne on The Wings ofé?sayand

Sometimes, They are found walking Hezside Me, Son." .



Solitary Confinement

so what is it going to be, You, or Us 2. .



SonLight

“Father, how Far does The Universe gt ?.

“The Distance between Your Heart and Mine, 'Son



SoonOrHeClipse

and Boys,
if You chose
to love one
another, do
so from afar,
the blueprint
didn’t call for

sex, designed

The Way You are . . .



Starwind

The Story, is The Glory, of Compassion . .



Absolute

Eternity = Millennia times The Speed of Light aged



SubAbsolute

Energy = Mass times The Speed of Light squared



SunDown

and She, is The Black Widow,

for Her Son, Our Father, died . ..



The Beqinning

(' sic itur ad astra )

Thus, We go to The Stars . . .



The Circle, of Heaven

((is)

when All U hope to live for,

equals All U hope to die for . . .



The Depths, of Reflection

( I Glass )

A
Path
begins
and ends,
in The Vista
of Galaxies that
ly in The Windows
of Your Eyes, and, All
that You are, and All You
will be, is already There,
waiting, for You to

see ..



The Guardians

We, were not Told,

We, Know. ..

We, were not Asked,

We, Will. ..

We, were not Selected,

We, Chose...

We, were not Promised,

We, Are...

We, The Power, of Love,

We, The Chariots, of The Sun,

We, The Children, of The Clouds,

We, Vanguard, of The Voyage of Kings . . .



The Key

TheSecretslie
in ancient Cities
locked in Stone,
The Story reads
amidst The Lines
of Scriptures,
TheMusic flows
on The Breath
of Angels,
Thelmage drifts
among The Fathoms
of The Sea,
TheTruth awaits
The Sanctuary

of Your Soul



The Magnitude

SomeThing Glorious, is Soon, to unFold,
Every Dream, Every Hope, Every Prayer,

shall be given Life, with This Story, Told.



The Meaning, of Endeavor

when Your Diligence, finds Fortitude, wagifor Resolve . . .



The Mechanic

* % X X X

* * * * X

R
* I *
* G *
* I *
* D *
* *
I am a Tool of

The Universe,
and My Sole
Purpose, is
to Maintain

and Service

Your Bliss . . .

EE I
* Ok X kX %



The Mist

The Echoes of Forgiveness,
The Winds of EverMore,

The Breath of Angels,
The Words of Truth,
The Amity of Hope,
The Sigh of Hearts,
The Song of Eden,
The Birth of Love,

...Again. ..



The Morning

and The Eve of God, is Dawn. ..



The Promise, of Rain

( Earth and Sky )

:~. The Sweet Fragrance of Life, Eternal



The Rush

thingKing, in ~unierse~ . ..



The Sum, of All We Know

( is Fine, and SilverBlue )

There lies, in The Process
of Learning, an intricately woven
Synergy, between Those who engage in
The Sharing of All Knowledge, and Those who
desire to understand . . . Each posses a commaadhr
that is laced, within The Fabric of Awarenessd aarves as
The Link uniting The Question, with The Answer. Each End of
This Thread, bound, for Ever, to The HeartThe Beginning of The
Voyage of Reason, bringing The Follower, alorgritless
Ribbon of Awakening, leading Always, to

The Robe, of Truth ...



The unFairest, of Them All

yes,
there is noThing,
more horrifying, than when One is faced
with the existence of that which lies inside Thetimat appears
more ugly, than all of the faces of evil that wHlis earth, as it stands
before U, with a mirror in it's hand, reflectitite place, from whence it has
come . . . and yes there is noThing, more glordyithan placing One's Sword
Point, upon the very Heart of this abomiNatiomd #hrusting deeply, and
with Conviction, and yes with all The Courage @ae@ bring to bear,
leading Us Always, to witness, and to wonder thig
Death, of One’s very Own

Self . ..

% % % ok o ok * % % ¥ ¥ ¥
T

*
*



The Very Last Word

( in ComPasslon )

i
whatEver Weigh, U happen to come aCross This @and|

whatEver Manner U find YourSelf holding It,
in Your Heart, orin Your Hands,
All, 1, ask of U, is that
U Promise, to
Pass, I,

on...



*

The View, from Mirth

( Held, Aloft )

L T T T

W

This World,
a Pale Blue Gem, in a dark Velvet Sky,
where We try, and We try, and We try, Again,

searching for Any and All Things Dear, and We gg O

as Ever, and as Always, for The Promisg] Bhe Living . . .

because of Faith, and because of Reason, Hoilidlies
Eternal, and Here, standing among The Starkpvs,
waiting, out beyond The Reach, past The Broken
Sound, SomeWhere, between Thanks,

and Giving . .



ThreadBare

Hate, is a Cloak woven by Men, worn by Fools,

standing in The Cold, outside The Light ofyDa .



=
®
Q

if You miss My Train, You are right on Track.



To Cry, Alone

( 1 Give )

The Promise, of Ever, to

The Woman, of His Soul . . .



to Fly

Gravity, will nEver begin to hold,

a Heart, that nEver grows too old . . .



Tried, and Truth

The
Best Things,
are There for Those
who wait, Yes, They are
Those, who honor
Fate, and
blessed are
Those of
Patient
State, for
They hold
A Key,
to Eden’s

Gate . ..



Valhalla’s Justice

A Tomb, with a View. ..



Vengence

Rape, is The Violation of Virtue . . . ...and The Vanity of Violence . . .



YourWay

You, deserve a break, today . ..



The Eleventh DoveTale

The Chariots of The Sur&e

as The Light of All Creation, begins to pour frdine Crack
in The Sky, as if to herald a Purpose known ooliFate up
until This Moment, moving soft and slow across fbezon,
and Ever drawn by The Might, of Seven Hundred ekrsof
Ebony, Left, and of Ivory, Right, are now adsiech The
Supreme Guardians of Her Virtue ... and deeplie Core
of these massive Ships of Her Infinite Might, thering like
The Roar of Titans, rising from The Throats of Engines of
God, fueled by The High Glory of Her EverLastingsibe,

burn The Fires, ofice. ..



The Nearing

Pools of Innocence

( The Shimmering )

amidst All Its gloriously vivid Wonder, My Sensesvel, overwhelmed by the kaleidoscopic Display of
Nature's Pageantry . . . everigt, Sound, and Smell pours over Me like Cool &/ata total Immersion
into The Tapestry of Her Essence, for | am walkivithin Her Mind’'s Eye, within The Portrait of Her
Imagination . . . The River of Suns above bathddaret in a Tapestry of Light, as if The Aiere Gold,
and All Things are blessed in The Brilliance of Héajesty . . .

the Woodlands and Meadows abound with Life, ofrgv@ass and Category . . . scores of Mammals,
Reptiles, and Insects wander about, from everedgimy of Fauna, creating a Myriad of zoological
Diversity far bepnd My Capacity to analyze . . . My Amazement igadsurther when | realize, some
regard My Presence with nothing more than mild @sity, while others illustrate a welcoming
Acceptance, as if knowing of My Purpose, exhilgjtisubtle, though discernible Nods or Bdsi of
Approval . . .

and above Me, in the Azure Meadows of The Sky, eflery conceivable Form of winged Creature, a
bewildering Display of Talon, Fdar, and Beak, in a grand Ballet of aerial Mastery Flocks of every
Plumage gracefully arc across My Vision to creatmihous Waves of Color, and brilliant Hues dance
from every Crest and Tail . . . how | long for ThEreedom, and Their lifelong Caress of The Wind .
yet how fortunate | am, to witness The Grace Tt Birds of Paradise . . .

through Glade and Glen | aimlessly wandewer The Fields of Her Forgiveness, over Her Pastaf
unbridled Artistry, All overflowing in Their Aburehce, All so richly woven with the Colors, Texsy
and Fragrances of Life . . . and The Sounds of Edien echo vibrantly through every Leaf, everyaRet
every Thicket, every Briar, and every Blade o&€&;, to create a lavishly resonant Symphony ofifdat
enveloping My Senses in HarmonicrRetion . . .

and Soon, as | draw closer to The Heart of Théeyaland The Palace lo@madiant within the gossamer
Veil of Mist, shining Now, in Full Grandeur, dred in effervescent Ribbons of colored Light, &he
different Sound . . . a Rush, whisper-like, f#trough The Air to announce My Nearness to Theast,
and | quicken My Steps toward Its Course . . .Nlyr Journey has taken Me many Miles, through every
sort of Terrain, and | wish to rest My Body anduBawhile, to gather My Thoughts of The Days goge

to pondr The Days to come, to ly in cool Shade upon her8, and to drink of Its liquid Grace . . .

glittering Gems of SunLight, reflected from The Streangstty undulating Surface, dart magically about,
painting every Avenue of Approach in a Tempest ofda . . All Sound is hushed, save for The Whispe
of Water, The Path of Life, as It meansl©n toward Fields and Forests of Another Day,lesstly, until
The Horizon delivers It once &fe, into The Sky's Embrace . . . | can almostetdtst cool Fragrance, as |
step within Sight of Its crystafie Blue, and become mesmerized by The Beauty . . .

quiet was The Mockingbird, as | draw nearer, @hd Look in His Eye told of His Purpose, as Sesifin
before vihnom, All shall Pass . . . with add of Understanding, | move closer to The Edged thie sudden
Stillness, takes My Breath away . . . The Streasjf told by Nature to do so, slows to a Pandednt of
Me, becoming a flawless Ribbon of Glass . . . Wy, finally within Reach, | kneel down besid€aol
of pristine Clarity, and gaze into Its Secretsid as | begin to fathom The ReasMihy, there, slowly
rising to The Brink of Knowledge, up from The Dieptof Wisdom, emerging phantomdjkto rest upon
The Windows of My Eyes, | see, Her Face, Again.



A Symphony, of Moments

( playing, for Keeps )

The People, of EveryDay Lives. ..



and, Thell

( in Alone )

isMe...



At The Edge, of Night

( is Day )

through The Mist, came The Sound, of Horns,
and He knew, The Moment, was Near to Be,
by Then, The Rose would shed Its Thorns,

under The Light, that shines, from Thee . .



Bella Canto
There,
in The Eye, of God,
in The Grain, of Sand,
in The Cries, of The Loon,
in The Fragrance, of The Rose,
in The Flight, of The Blue Dolphin,
in The Moment, before The Midnight Bell,

find You will The Answers, waiting in All Things,

as They, form The Circle, of This VoyageKarfgs . . .



Between The BelLeaving

( are We )

when nothing quite Matters, save The Sound of Ynice,

for wrapped within Your Silence, is The Béteof Choice . . .



Blown Away

will be Your Best Wish, so

close, Your Eyes, and See. ..



Both Sigheds, Now

The Father, and The Son, died, on

The Same Cross, on The Same Dei . ..



Carol of The Bells

( Hallelujah )

oh, wholly Knight . . .



CrystalSphere

look behind The Mountains
that stand in Your Way,
search among The Stars
for The Dreams flying there,
gaze deep into The Center
of Your Beautiful Soul,
and U will find, All
The Happiness,

You seek . ..



d’ maTrix

d evil'sin d’ detales . . .



Drops, from Jupiter’'s Eye

comes The Reign,
as The Rein, in

The Rain . .



O
c
@

a lonely Heart, is
A Warrior, of The Spirit,
Tears are The Sword,
Tranquility, is

The Foe . ..



Epitaph

if no Man, an Island be, what be thefiSeas, Once sailed ? . ..



Euphoria

Love, because it isternal, itisXstasy, and itig\lways. ..



Ever, in Her Eyes

Always, smiling at Wisdom, Again . ..



EveryMan

lift the clouded Visions from Your Eyes, cast
Your broken Dreams, upon The Water,
gaze not for winged Messengers,
nor dance in The Flames,
of Fortune, for
Truth lies
beyond The Walls of Ego,

so follow Me, to The Kingdom, of The Heart.



Eor

Al

T hings

E ternal . ..



Fault Line

( Break Fists, of Champions )

Men, have behaved as Fools since Their Time began,

and, for The Last Two Millennia, have knobetter . . .



For One, Nickel, Back

( No Deposit, No Return )

with Love’s Care, We shall Strive,

singing Amen, We've come Alive . . .



GhostEyes

( regard The Sea of Glass )

P P P Pt Pt P P Pt Pt Pt P

for It reflects The Path of
what Was, what Is, and
what Will Be of the

Sorrow, and

in Your Heart,
for It is The Mirror
of Your Very Soul, and

The Spirit of Your Passian .

P P P P P P P Pt P Pt Pt



HollowPoint

No RedeemindAttributes . . .



Imperial Wisdom

the tyranny of fools . . .



In The Arms, of Safe, and Found

( Uphamism )

The All ofU, in The All ofUs . ..



Inside, Out

( Iwhere )

The Only Way in which Love can be successfully dedl,

is by abandoning whatEver Love provides, Qoe's Self . . .



JustaPosed

Live, is eviL, backWords. ..



Love’s Lace

Lily ....... The Flower,
...... The Color,
Cinnamon . . . The Smell,
Emerald . . ... The Jewel,

of Love. ..



Madonna

and Girls . . .

if You believe, She has The Right, to wear Hemda

You are now living, in a completely Immatéigorld . . .



Magnitude, of Being
(1)

The Greatest Beauty, is The Highest Order .



Magnum Opus

The Sound, of The Fire, of The PassionThw Desire, of Love . . .



mentAl Telemel ry

( MindWire )

The Fax of Life . . .



misery’s company

do not exchange, ( Your ) Happiness, fie{r ) Mediocrity . . .



Moot Point

anAItogetherT ediousFramework . . .



NestingHouse
( WorldPool )

as You walk, down Each Corridor, within The VRglaches of Your
Loving Heart, as You begin to slowly close YoureBy enchanted
by The Wonder, of listening to The Sound Alb Things Dear . . .

a You dance, as Liquid, through The Mist, becgrAware of a Cool
Sussuration of Wind, as Silk upon Your Skin, lyoéimbracing Your
Every Wish, and The Radiance, felt dee@sYour Very Soul . . .

as You listen, The Whispers of Because gatherMtmments of Your Life
together with Fine Silver Thread, and You open VByes to see, itis
then You will find Yourself standing in TheiNgws, of Remember . . .



of A Comeback

( The Art, of The Voyage )

better Fate, than N'Ever . . .



of Faith, and Understanding

Knowing, is The Child . ..



of Voyages, and Kings

( and The Fates, of Things )

it was Far from The Hands of Destiny, that Yourgase flowed,

for The Turning, of The Wheel, Ever dependppn The Rowed . . .



One if by Hand, Too if by See

( All Revere )

Fate, id~or All ThingsEternal,

and Destiny, ends, withvdhy . . .



OverCome

without The Eyes of Patience, One cannot see,

for One to know Patience, is to know All Else



OverlLook

regard Your Troubles, from The Rock, ofi@ate . . .



Palette

The Art, of Your Creative Hand, is a Toof God’s Design . . .



Petals, of Stone and Glass

( without Thorns )

A Man’s Greatest Achievements
shall be measured not by how He
conquered His World, but by

how He has graced It . . .

* *
* *
**
*
*
* * *
* * *
* * *
* *



PrecioUs PreshUs

The Happiness, and The Friendship, become ThedRea

why All The Places We are going, is to kntvege Things . . .



Savage Opera

rap music . . .



SeaWind

come, and Together, We will sail The OcgamisPromise . . .



Simplexity
( The Art )

Disorder, is Hell's creation,

Love, has only One Design . ..



SkyPath

The
Voyage of Kings,
is done,

with Wings . . .



Slide 'n Seek

Your

Reality

My Playground \,




TelePath

We long, for The Voices,
as We wait for The Pages,

because We die, without. . .



The Answer

“yes, Friendship is greater than The Pasfdrove " . . .



The Art, of Listening

( God's Gift )

Perfection, without Notice . . .



The Blessings, Count

One, by One. ..



The Diary, of Man

( Frank )

The Captive’s Audience . . .



The DoorNail
(9")

returns, to Sender . . .



The Eleventh Commandment

( Thou Shalt Naught )

Dy, nasty, of Evil . ..



The Eyes, of Wisdom

( Crying, Still )

if
This,
You never
Saw, You will
never Believe, and
if You did not Believe,
You will not Understand,
if You never Understood,
You could never Know,
and, if You, never
Knew, When,
will never

Be. ..

Be. ..
will never
Knew, When,
and, if You, never
You could never Know,
if You never Understood,
You will not Understand,
if You did not Believe,
never Believe, and
Saw, You will
You never
This,

if



The FriendShip

come on Board . ..



The Honor, of Gratitude

( Art, of Kindness )

The Dignity, of Elegance,
walks, Armin Arm, with
The Refinement, of Grace,
bearing A Gift, of Thanks,

from A Love, born within

The Spirit, of Compassion. ..



The Paragon, of Unity

( is Oneness )

Grace
Patience
Understanding
Benevolence
Forgiveness
Forbearance
Compassion
Concordance
Righteousness

and Love, Again. ..



The Peace, of The Puzzle

( is Truth )

tell Me, Angel,
of The Hope in Your Heart, and
| will tell You, of My Passion,
tell Me, Angel,
of The Gift in Your Words, and
I will tell You, of My Purpose,
tell Me, Angel,
of The Love in Your Voice, and
I will tell You, of The Voyage,

of Kings . . .



The Rose

* * %
* % %
*kk
*

*

The Flower of Paradise, grows
only where Your Heart,
and, Your Soul,

become One . ..



The Rowed, Home

while Ever pulls, with All His Might,
Heaven's Gates, are Now in Sight,
of Every Heart, Cruel, or Kind,

only NoOne, is Left, Behind . ..



The Sirens, of disChord

( Cliff Notes )

A Woman, is nEver The Instrument, of any Man’sabé&all,

only Blind Desire leads Him, from The Souraf,Her Music . . .



The Smile, on The Face, of Pain

the history of mankind . . .



* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *
* *

*

The Tool, on The Hill *

*

( and Crosses, burning ) *

* *

Some have said, He was a Soldier, of Mercy,
with The Sword, of Destiny, in His Hand,
upon a Horse He rode, as was His Code,
and of an Empire, born of foreign Land,
and while He stared at The Sight, down
came the Night, to cast It's long Shadow
upon this Shame, and what God did Anoint,
so felt The Point, pierce His Flesh to The Bone,
and this war-honed Iron Nib, It embedded in Hib,Ri

where It remains, to This Dei, in Heavenane . . .



The Vision, of Purpose

( A Dream, of Excellence )

The Tools, of God's Design, is The Art, of Mye&ative Hand,
whether to build An Empire, or The Breath of Lifspm Sand,
| have only to walk with Faith, and to know, off fat can Be,
for U and | have much to do, beyond The Eyesmaital Men,

will Ever see . ..



The Way, of It

( SkyPath )



“this unbearable awareness”

( of Terrible Beauty )

is a Gift bestowed upon a world, that has hachttuee an

undeserved Sorrow, to overcome the unfoldésBurden . . .



Tour de Force

The MasterWork, of Your Mind at Work . . .



Under The Eyes, of Oblivion

( goes a planetary prince )

A Rebel, without a Clause . . .

( and to be given a mouldin’ parachute )



Valgardena

if Dreams were Roses, | would fill Your Gand beyond Measure . . .



What Hope Tells Remember

( Knowing )

I, wasin The Box, Alone. ..

( Pandora’s Promise )



White Snow

Malice in WonderLand . . .



WindMills

The Willows, whisper
of Yesterday’s Tears,
as The Mirror marks

a Portrait of Years,
Time is a Shadow,
elusive as The Sun,

Time, is A Moment,

waste not a single One . . .



WindowPain

A Tear in The Eye of a Loved One,
is a TidePool, glistening, on

a lost, forgotten Shore . ..



WishFeather

You are creating a Fantasy, from that which ielyaa Reality,

so, close Your Eyes, and see Me, and Ibidlv You, Away . ..



Wolf's Lair

Look Homeward, Angel . ..



The Twelfth DoveTale

The Children of The Cloud3}

and as Far as The IcanSea, echoing well beyondRézeh,
and long past The Broken Sound, wrapped in Thedéfoof
Because, and All gathered in a single, shimmeTiagr from
The Eye of Always, comes The Reign .. . and aswads the
Darkness, disappears into what was the Night, Ahdvil

now haunts only The Memories of The Follies of Mem,
solitary Soldier, battle-worn and weary, takeBreal Look at
The Instrument of Her Justice, His Sword, that®uopon a
Time, and far Ago and long Away, in a Place @hlamelot,
was named Excalibur, and was forged, for an Etgrnin

The Crucible of Truth . . . and before Our Yestgsdaould
tell Tomorrow of what has finally come to pass, tHeists
The Sword deep into The Rock of Patience, and Aliehhe
Weigh, up to The Hilt. . . for The Blade had beede, from
The Voices of The Children of The Love of God, was Ever
honed in The Blood of Angels, and a Saviand Long may
They All rest, Here, in The Comfort, of The Read/hy. . .

% *

and as Their Voices cascade, across a World nofoften,
and Come What May winks, and nods, to So It &wll far
Away in The Distance, where The Stars shall foerBuss
The Sky, | and Those All around Me lift Our Exesde, Her

victorious Flock of Grace, now standing, behidd®Son . ..



The Nearing

The Sky of Her Mind

( The AbundanSea )

| am riveted by The Rapture of Her Gaze, as Shrestirom the flawless crystalline Mirror of Petfen,

a Pool of deep liquid Sapphire only Moments Ago Her Face, lovér than | remembered, is haloed by
The Panoply of Heaven above Us, a luxuriant CdrarfieStars, and The Array is matched by The
Galaxies of Her Eyes . . . She regards Me withyaquisite Allure, and | must restrain My Impulses to
plunge into The Depths to embrace Her Essencss, Ilthsion of Paradise . . . slowly, so as nobteak
The Spell, | reach toward Her Image, smiling ¢hea Portrait of Grace, and as My Hamgdrs between

a Thought and a Wish, She winks, and in an Instasngone . . .

while | try to gather My Senses, each a swirlirgjezof Cafusion, and My Heart begins to recover from
still another Incidence of extreme Longing, theos The Wind, a faint yet enchanting Fragranascda
lightly through The Surround, wrapping around Nk la Breath of Silk . . . All at Once, | knowttt be
Her Fragrance, Her Scent, a singular Bouquet &f $&€ductively elusive Mystery, and thgpnotic
Allusion of Her Promise . . . as intrepid as | faMyself to be, in The Light of All | have seeand All |
have done, | feel as fragile to Her Design as @wi@uFeather, in a Cyclone . .. | am but Clayadbxd in
The Hands, of The Master . ..

how deep Her Hold on Me is, for | cannot fathora Eternity of spending One Moment without Her . . .
so Total is Her Presence, that | sense The Nafuddl Things, enveloped in The Cloak of Her Kirehs,
and | dream, of The Comfort of Simplicity . . . dance within Her Loving Arms, would be to embrace
The Gift, of Fulfilment . .. The Whispemf The Muse . . . and still, She remains but ana&jijon, and

| am destined to walk this Path another Day, alaneThe Gardens of Her Mind . . . just as a Begeas if
summoned by The Wake of Her Notion, gently pusleonward, toward Paradise . . .

for it is TwiLight, once More, The Chain of Suhaving flown acoss The Sky, to find the Thoughts of
Tomorrow . . . I, too, set off for the brighteotizon, dressed Now in a Coral Splendor, and anadla

of rose-hued Clouds shepherd My Footsteps alongPHitle . . . in The Distance, bathed in the Embérs
Sunset, stands The Palace, a Citadel of Lovdtimxalhe Eyes of All that survey It, and & pass,
Again, through The Bows of The Willow, | regartief Mockingbird, gazing there upon Me . . . with a
Look that told of Diligence, and The Mark of HoriarHis Pog, Silence was The Message He gave Me,
knowing | would understand . . . and long afteradhwatched Him fly away, did | notice yet another
Ribbon, lying there, in My Hand . . .

as the endless Ballet of Stars mapdty wheels Its Way aoss the black velvet Sky above Me, | huddle
closer to My only Candle, My Island of Light, awdnsider All Things, while the last Ry of The
WatchTower Bells is swallowed Again, by the Chadmlight, intensely vivid in its chilling Splendor. .
secure benetMy Cloak of Memory, and warmed by Thoughts of Thays to come, | surrender
peacefully ® The Veil of Sleep, knowing full well The Path MBreams will for Ever wander . . . away,
by a Stream, in a Glen, through a Window, foumd Pool of Innocence, and illuminated by The
Diamonds, in Her Eys . . .



A Kiss, from A Rose

( on nine inch nails )

These Scars,
etched on My Heart
were left, by Thornsthat
pierce@®ur Savior'sfevered Brow,
as He, Once stood, upon a Cross, of Wood,

and sighed," if They knew Then, All that | know, Now ”.



A Sea, of Tranquility

The Fullness of The Moon,

grantdJs, total Reflection . . .



Absolution

The Diamond, is The Jewel of Innocence . ..



AllWays

and Tomorrow, is a New Day, in more Watlsan One Day . . .



And All Through The Knight

( 'til Two's Day )

Their Voices, carried . . .



This, is going to take for Ever,

but You can still have All Day . . .



As

One, Again

( for Christ’s Sake )
He lived,
He died,
He rose,
He chose,

to Love, Again. ..



as The Days, enfold The Night

( by The Light, of The Son )

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 ThaYiel

but in The Quality of The Soil, from whichi$ grown . ..



BelleView

( room, with a screw, loose )

The Home, ward, bound. ..



Blue Thunder

They've been working Your Tail off,

now, | am going to kick, some Ass. ..



herish, Sighs, Never, Yearns

so teach, All of Your Children well,

for Theirs, are Your Stories, totell. ..



Clarion

* %

¥k

i
teach, Your Children, Well,

for They are Your Light,

so, ring, every Bell . ..



Corvette

Freedom, is The Ship of Light,

sailing The Horizon, of Grace . ..



Divine Aspect

The Specter looms, between Our Give, and Take,
changing with Our Seasons, drifting on Our Tide,
Ever change, We must, only for Heaven’'s Sake,

to see The Image, on Our Mirror’s, OthereSid.



and Her Cup, runneth over, for Her MuseMe . . .



EggMan

( cometh )

Up...



emotlon

( She, is )

The Ways, of All,

and

The All, of Ways. ..



EqualDistant

wherever You might find YourSelf, in The Path afE,
it is The Middle, of All You have Been,

and All You will Be . . .



ErgoNameics

if They, areof Your Life, then

They, | pray, ar®r Your Life . . .



focUs

and if You thought | caught You unawarespkléd\gain . . .



For Just One Dei

( Remains )

“for The Record, Enough said . . .



From Now, On

The Way, It's going, toBe.. ..

( Amen )



FunnelVision

regard The Wonder along The Path,
and Your Destination,
will discover,

ItSelf . . .

*

* % % X

*
*
*



GoldenGate

A House divided, cannot stand,

and Hearts divided, will collide . . .



The Chains of Vanity, Conceit, and Blind Desiggge tied to Alone,

for They, are but Paths to NoWhere . .arldk, in a River of Stone . . .



HemoGoblin

Physician, heal ThySelf....... Nuréeal Thy Physician . . .



Here, Comes, d’ Night

( aWoman'’s, born )

Hell sho ain't got no fury, den, cuz

d’ evil be livin’ in d’ Hearts of Men . . .



InSight

and if You find,
You cannot go on,

I, amlIn, Your Way . ..



Intern

and Boys . ...... if You use Her, lose Her,abuse Her,

Her Wake, is Your Awakening, Her Burial, Yieur Hell . . .



IronClad

let Your Sorrows, bathe in My Armor, of Tmness . . .



juxtOpposed
( Sighed, by Side )

A Heart, without Mind, is Simplicity,

a Mind, without Heart, is Aggression . ..



KeyStone

The Foundation,
upon which We stand,

is The EarthMotherEarth . . .



Knowing
( The Child )

‘lo,
There,
standing in
All His Glory,
with All His Might,
free of Destiny’s Chain,
borne to uphold The Mantle
of Her Dominion, and The Virtues
of Perfection, a Legion of Stars awaiting
His Whisper of Justice, poised, on The Edge
of Truth, His Back to The Universe, His Sword,
lifted toward Hope, a River of Tears in His Wake,
and The Rage of Angels in His Heart, daring the
dogs of Chaos, to look in His Eyes, standing,
for Eternity, and The Honor, of Always,
standing, between Time, and Space,
is Ever, gracing The Smile, on
a Face of An Angel, by
The Name, of So
It shall

Be...



Lead Her

as long as You follow Her Heart . . .



Lost

and from where We are going, You will nEvefurn . . .



tilla

( Cloak of Obscurity )

You can run, but, You will not hide . . .



Mist Opportunities

The Sures, of Avalon . . .



Muddy Pulpit

s0
Preacher,
collect Your Plate
and collect Your Due,
You who sell His Spirit,
will buy what is Coming,

for You. ..

( get The Point? )



nEver, Again

( Nine Inch Nails )

it happened, Once Before, so

Here, He Comes, Once More ...



NeverMind

if You thought You were where it was at, duld have seen You before . . .



NnOw YOu KnOw

imagine, there IS a Heaven . ..



Of Bread, and Wine

( Passion’s Play )

A Tale so often Heard,
of A Son’s Last Word,
ere His walk with Fate,
rings For Ever, Again,
in The Minds, of Men,
torn, by years of Hate,
yet, so little is Known,
of the Man and Throne,
as Truth is lost in Time,
when, in Our Behavior,

We defiled, The Savior,

a Love as Old as Rhyme . ..



-
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for AnyOne,
who is willing,
to have Their Heart broken,
One, Last, Time. ..
for AnyOne,
who is willing,
to feel The Breath of Angels,
upon Their Skin . . .
for AnyOne,
who is willing,
to know The Passion, as Hope,
weds Fulfillment . . .
for AnyOne,
who is willing,
to embrace Their Muse, Again,
and dance Awhile . . .
for AnyOne,
who is willing,
to hear The Whisper, of Wings,

from The Voyage,

of Kings . . .



On Ever’'s Rest

( Him, a Layer )

The Deeper He goes, The Higher He gets.. . .



Palace of Verse, |

the Written Word, is as much a Work of Art to Tige,

asis, The Spoken Word, a Sound of MusicThe Ear . . .



Parade, Rest

when Men, consider Love, It isto be Conquered,

for Women, Love shares a Dance with Surrender



Peace

Mind, of Man,
Soul, of A State,
Heart, of A Nation,

Spirit, of An Empire,

Song, of This Universe . ..



Penitentury

Prisons, of The Soul,
are just,

Prisons of The Whole . . .



Recall

oh ... and The Music, it was there All TFiene, remember ?. ..



Relax

take The Load off, and I will put It in MyoBket . . .



Sea of Love

come on Up, The Water's fine . . .



A Nation divided, is a Congress of Fools . .



Slice of Life

cast not, Your bread upon The Water ...... feed Your hungry . . .



Terms of Endearment

The Time, of Our Lives. ..



The Clock, on Ever’'s Wall

( dead Ringers )

Never to toll, and Never to tell, having

seized The Day, from MidNight's Knell . . .

Never to run, and Never to ring, having

won The Sword, from MidNight's King . . .

Ever, to fly, and Never, to fall, having

slain The Echoes, from MidNight's Call . . .



The Fairness, of Life

( A Balance Kept )

-+ O

— com
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.ov....Gravity



The Glory, of This

( beyond Words )



The Marvel, of Stupidity

Dumb, found...



The Meaning of Life

Loving

Learning Ligin Laughing

Lasting



The Muse, of The Mist

and She,
is The Thread,
of God'’s Heart
and, The
Breath,

of Love, Again ...



The Path, of Light

((isSky)

and from This Moment On,
until All Moments fade,
The Sound You know
as The Breath of Angels,
shall, for Ever, be heard echoing
across The Millennia, past The Great Divide,

beyond The Point of No’s Return, to Oblivion's Véak

becoming The Winds of Love, Again, blowihg Night, Away . ..



The Pause, at The Center, of Infinity

( AD.)

Once, stood a Cross, before Time,
Time, Once stood, before a Cross,

a Cross, Once before, Time stood,

Still . ..



The Peace, of Quiet

for This, is not The Silence that You hear,

only a Poet, still wrapped in Her Embrace . .



The Prolificacy

( of The Matters, at Hand )

whom, have |, forgotten ? . ..

( know One, is All )



The Promise, of Day

( Begins )

The New Year breaks, with All that It takes, apture Every Dream,
Each Moment waits, unDone, for It's Time in ThenS

while Nothing, Ever was, as It shall seem .



The Prophits, of Dume

adrift, on a bankruptSea . ..



The Purpose

for Love . ..



The Ram

There is No Point
in looking Farther
as Far as | can see,
Love, lies waiting
over The Horizon,
and, The Horizon,

is Me. ..



The Relevance, of Now

( and Then )

in Love, a Man is seldom satisfied beyond The Megan

while a Woman structures Her Life, avoidingeTEnd . . .



The Right, to Light

i
born of Pain,

born of Night,

Every Soul,

merits a Right . . .
born of Freedom,
born of Choice,

Every Soul,

is due a Voice . . .
born of Purpose,
born of Chance,

Every Soul,

deserves a Glance . . .

born of Plenty,
born of Few,
Every Soul,

will dawn on You . . .

born of Sorrow,
born of Might,

Every Soul,

must see The Light . . .



The River, of Doubt

born, with no Beginning, yet
flowing without End, Ever to

carry All Peace, of Mind, so

Far Away, beyond The Bend . ..



held Aloft, by The Thread, of His Heart.. .

The Rowed, Home

( atlLast )

Those Left,
and Those Right, Those Ever in
His Sight . . . The Summers and The Autumns,
from The Tops to The Bottoms . . . All The Clouds
and The Rains, All The Prouds and The Painga . .
Those Great, and to Those Small, from The Little,
to The Tall, yes, He gave Them, All, a Nod,
oh yes, He brings Them, All,

back to God. .



The Steel Rail

One Track ....... One Mind . . .



The Stream, of Conciousness

begins, at The Source, of Your Singular Awareness
where It gathers each Leaf of Your reflected Wiado
and carries Them, unHindered, and Alive, pas Th
MindScape of Your Steadfast Endeavors, Until, and
at Last, They find ThemSelves, rushing, Headj.on
toward The Waiting Heart, of God’s Collective ou
to be captured, One, and All, while coming &sR

within The Cool and Clear Pools, of Yourdeence . . .



The Tools, of God’s Design

( Stainless )

it is not to the finality of Perfection We st for Perfection has no Sanctuary, in The Rexlivien,
yet We, as Men, by Our Hands, and by i@earts, endeavor to build The Essence, of Thiendte,

and This, We know, is forged, within The Pegesance, of Our Purpose, Our Path, and Our &1gssi

and This, We know, is The lrorCafr Will, cast, in The Fires, of a relentless<Rit, of Excellence . ..



The Veil, of Beauty

within, She cannot See,

without, She cannotBe . ..



Therapy

and talk among Your Selves . . .



There, to Eternity

The Second Thousand Pages . . .

( Book II, of The Voyage of Kings )



ThoughtWave

and Her River, of Light, The Sound, of Héusic . . .



To Fathers, and Suns

( Always )

The Gifts, of Life . . .



Tryad

Learning....... Loving....... Laugbin



unMask

itis a ~Come As You Are~ Party . . .



UplLift

and so, They love You,

place Them above You . ..



Upon The Waters

Ever is cast, sweet Rays of Light,
with The Follies of Men, They ly,

yet None will bow unto the Night,

until They All, save Passion, die. ..



VagaBond

The Eyes, of Every Stranger, are Mirrors, of iYblind, so

regard Them with a Smile, for One Day, Tlye€ be Mine. ..



v

( Alpha’s Bet )

The Last Letter, Home . ..



The Place, You cannot remember,
The Face You cannot forget,
The Place, is Heaven,

and, The Face,

is Grace . ..



Viva

| took You from, The Life You Left, and

brought You to, The Life, You Dreamed . ..

( Right? )



Vulcan’s Promise

and The Child, shall inherit The Earth . . .



wAllrlUs

because,
| am He,

and You,
are Thee,
yes, We,
are All to

Gather . ..



Waltzing, Asunder

We laugh, We cry, We dance with Hope,
Ever, We while away The Years,
and rare, do We find, a Moment to Cope,

Long enough, to quell Our Fears . ..



WannaBe

Frustration, is The Child of Impatience . .



Wavelength

and Those that seek The Whispered Roar,
shall hear The Voice of Doubt, No More,
for They now heed Fair Winds a’blowing,

along This Path, from Faith, to Knowing . .



WellCome

to The Circus, of TheSun....... Breatest Show on Earth . . .



When The Son, also Rises




WhistleStop

regard not, These Sirens, of Avarice,

for They, are The Knells of Nowhere . . .



White Stones

within You, there lies a Secret Garden, beyonchEand Every, Dream,

and for Those who dare to wander, Thingsnate The Way, They Seem . ..



Your Heart

where an Angel, sings. ..



