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The ForeWord 
  
 
 
 
 
 

The Voyage of Kings 
  

(  The Apollogy  ) 
  

  
while Some,  in possession of a more enLightened Spirit of Awareness,  which by definition 
indicates a higher and therefore clearer Understanding of The Ways of this World,  might question 
what Place a Book titled such as This,  could hold in the Hearts and Minds of Those,  who have 
for Always stood in the Shadows of All that Men,  as well as Kings,  have wrought upon Them . . . 
  
This Book,  was conceived and certainly now embraced,  by a most singular Act of divine Will 
and Determination,  to be brought Forth under the direct Guidance and Counseling of None other 
than The Feminine Supreme,  and upon whose infinite Grace and Wisdom I have been blessed to 
witness,  and therefore to wonder,  of All that has been manifested within each and every Woman I 
have Ever had the honor and pleasure to know . . . 
  
and leaving Me with This Task,  to tell of Her Story,  so that Those whom I have yet to encounter 
will One Day know,  that there exists at least one Man on Earth,  who carries with Him a small 
Candle of Compassion,  to cast a Light upon the Darkness 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,  of Their Forgiveness . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Prelude 
  

(  when Dawn cracked The Sky  ) 
  
  
  
while Some,  may choose to wander withIn this Endeavor without having even the simple Notion of Page 
Numbers as guideposts,  there will surely be Others,  who might find Themselves wondering as to the 
Source of Its seemingly endless Content . . . and in that Realm,  perhaps,  a Light needs to be cast . . . 
  
as referenced to,  in a Myriad of Ways throughout,  The Story came into My Consciousness by Way of My 
Heart,  when and where each and every Word found Its resting Place,  via a single and stunningly simple 
mechanism,  called an Echo . . .  
  
and through Its still unbroken Resonance,  brought forth within All the grand and glorious Music of My 
Time,  composed and produced by Artists long past and long present,   who All crafted a Tapestry of 
Sound so significant in Its Splendor as to challenge the very Breath of Angels,  heralding what could only 
be called a New Age,  and whose Gifts have been touched by no less than The Hand of God,  as I was then 
touched,  by The Perfection of Harmony . . . within whose Whispers came an extraordinary Tale,  wrapped 
quietly within The Wings of Doves,  and delivered to My Heart,  inside The Waves that now present 
ThemSelves,  as Echoes,  upon The Sands of Your own tide-worn Shore . . . 
  
and,  once I began to listen,  not only did this Illumination become Ever so much brighter,  but I soon 
began to ~remember~ as well,  of All of The Reasons Why . . . 
  
and The Echoes,  quickly and quietly became The Many,  and The Many soon became a raging River of 
Words,  whose Course would One Day become known as The DoveTales,  and whose Destination would 
become a Voyage not only of Kings,  but of All Men who have Ever called Themselves such,  and The 
Follies upon which Their Empires were built,  that now ly forsaken and forgotten,  in the dusty rubble of 
Their blind and misbegotten Desires . . . 
  
and therefore,  it is a Book of Deis . . . a Diary,  a Ship Captain’s Log,  if U will,  a Symphony of 
MoMeants,  a Compendium of Events that not only occurred along The Path of My own Life,  but Those 
that seemed to have been portrayed on a far grander Scale,  and in a Place so very distant from this World,  
yet whose Existence,  became All so delicately balanced,  on the Razor’s Edge of My Faith alone . . .  
  
and All was held inside a never-ending Story,  that softly emerged with Its first faint Echo of Words back 
in 1976,  and reverberated steadily until the late Summer of 1995,  when,  either by Providence or the 
Vagaries of Chance,  I was struck by a Bolt of Lightning,  which fused the Essences of both My Passion 
and My Purpose,  as The Teller of This Tale,  and One,  whose ~terrible Beauty~,  continues to grace The 
Corridors of My Heart,  to this very Day . . . 
  
and All that I have remembered . . . was remembered,  and written,  composed,  or transScribed,  at the 
Time of ~Arrival~,  each and every Day,  of each and every Month,  of each and every Year,  Ever since . . 
. and whose Message,  was carefully crafted in a remarkably unique Fashion called ~uniVerse~,  which,  
as I soon came to understand,  would be known as The Wedding,  of Word,  and Art . . .  
 
 

( cont’d ) 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
The Prelude ( cont. ) 
 
 
and yet,  All the While,  there still persisted the mind-numbing Enigma,  as to why I was listening,  and 
remembering,  and recording these ~Voices~,  in a completely random Sequence,  which further kept from 
View not only the final Secrets,  but the final Structure of The Story . . . never knowing if I was Ever in 
possession of even the First Page,  or the Last,  while Always aware that what I did possess,  would 
remain,  eternally,  in Between . . . 
  
and during a major Attempt,  in 2008,  to fully and completely resurrect,  reexamine,  and reedit All that 
had been written ( 6,000 Pages ),  so began the final Frontiers of My own Voyage to understand in what 
Manner this Tale was to be told,  and,  in what Medium would be best suited for Its Telling . . . and HereIn 
lys what U,  and I,  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 of this Trilogy,  shall for Always hold that which was 
~spoken~,  and therefore ~heard~,  in each and every January,  of each and every Year . . . and beginning 
of Course,  with The Voice,  of Aquarius . . . and thus,  the Second DoveTales,  are the Februaries,  the 
Thirds,  are the Marches,  and so On . . .  
  
and therefore,  The Code,  or The Answer to The Question as to how The Story was to be told,  was right 
there,  All The Time . . . because I had already known which Book an Echo was to be placed in,  I had 
simply to place each One in the Month it was created in . . . and,  that is how it shall continue,  with every 
Word I right,  from this Moment on,  ‘til All Moments,  fade . . .  
  
and,  ‘til I,  and therefore All of Us,  find Love,  Again . . . 
  
  
Anam Cara, 
  
  
I, H 
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The Kiss of Always 
 

The Crown of Roses 
 

The Flame of Desire 
 

The Secret of Prisms 
 

The Circle of Heaven 
 

The Trials of Ecstasy 
 

The Breath of Angels 
 

The Bridge of Dreams 
 

The Shield of Courage 
 

The Cliffs of Andromeda 
 

The Whisper of Fulfillment 
 

The Symphony of Moments 
 
 

i 

The Fires of Ice 
 

The Sea of Glass 
 

The Rail of Sighs 
 

The Web of Pearls 
 

The Pillar of Truth 
 

The Cradle of Light 
 

The Robes of Honor 
 

The Destiny of Kings 
 

The Ring of Friendship 
 

The Pinnacle of Choice 
 

The Chariots of The Sun 
 

The Children of The Clouds 
 

i 

The Rhythm of Life 
 

The Pillow of Hope 
 

The Gates of Dawn 
 

The Ribbon of Love 
 

The Veil of Rapture 
 

The Grace of Swans 
 

The Pageant of Lilies 
 

The Rock of Patience  
 

The Windmills of Eden 
 

The Cloak of Simplicity 
 

The Shelter of Kindness 
 

The Passion of Innocence 

The Third Beginning 
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The Palace of Rain 
  

(  The OverLace  ) 

The Second Sound 
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The Guardians of Virtue  
 

(  The OverLook  ) 

The First Light 
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The Chronicles of Avalon 
 

(  The OverLord  ) 
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The Prologue 

 
 

A Bridge,  A Cross,  Eternity 
 

(  Before The Beginning  ) 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
i 

      Far Ago,  and Long Away,  in The Time before Was,  in The Land of Because,  a Tale of Two Lovers began . . . 
 

      on The Eve of Nocturna,  Now known,  as The Wedding of Hope and FullFillMeant . . . 
 

      as seen,  through The Eyes of a Butterfly,  called Avalon . . . 
 

      as told,  by an Iron Horse . . . 
 

      named Sky . . . 
 

      from The Very First Moment,  living inside what could only be called EveryWhere,  was God . . . 
 

      and withIn God,  were borne The Essences,  and The Attributes,  of A Man,  and A Woman . . . 
 

      and The Man and The Woman,  eternally bound as One,  were called Ever,  and Always . . . 
 

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

and,  One Day,  while walking The Breadth,  and The Depth,  of Their Dominion, 
 

Ever,  turns His Eyes to Always,  and says,  I will walk All The Days of Infinity, 
 

to find One Rose,  as Lovely,  as Your Smile . . . and So,  He did,  and from that  
 

      Moment on,  until Every Moment since,  noOne has known,  where Ever,  was . . . 
 
 

as Always waited,  at The Center of EveryThing She holds Dear,  Ever wandered 
 

across The Millennia,  following The Light from a Distant Star,  searching The Heavens  
 

for The Meaning of Life,  and finding only,  The Folly,  of Men,  whereEver,  He went . . . and 
 

along The Way,  He was met by Travelers,  solitary Messengers from both Far and Wide,  who told Him,   
 

of A Rose,  that dwelled in a Place called Avalon,  a pale blue Gem in this Dark Velvet Sky above Him,  and as He 
 

gazes toward It,  He slowly turns to face The Day,  and says,  The Light of The Millennia,  cast from a Distant Fire, 
 

 roam It will for Ever,  The Path of  
 

      My Desire . . .  
 
 
 
 
 



 
The Prologue 

 
 

A Bridge,  A Cross,  Eternity 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 i 

for as Long as He can remember,  His Journey had taken Him Far across The Cosmos,   
 

Far beyond The IcanSea,  Far beyond The Reach,  and Well past The Broken Sound, 
 

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

as He approached The Blue Jewel,  Avalon,  nestled in The Nocturnal Velvet Sky,  
 

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

while pondering a Place He could not quite remember,  and a Face,  He cannot  
 

seem to forget,  He moves Forward into The Arms of Destiny,  waiting,  upon 
 

      these Shores of Longing,  and finally comes to rest,  upon The Rail,  of Sighs . . . 
 
 

and All at Once,  He feels a great Hush,  moving slowly across The Universe, 
 

as The Air around Him vibrates softly,  as if The Sky were soon to crack from 
 

The Weight of Certainty,  He knows that The Rose He has walked All Creation 
 

to find is Here,  and just when The Dawn,  gives up Her Promise to The Day,  He  
 

sees,  high up on a Hill,  now etched in His Heart for Ever,  a Man,  nailed,  to a Cross, 
 

      and The Man on The Cross,  was The Rose of Avalon . . . 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 Terrible Beauty, 
 

One,  whose beginning,  aRose,  as One has come to an end, 
 

yet whose Story,  remained veiled in The Passages of Time, 
 

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 . . .          *  
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    * 
*                                                    *  



 
The Prologue 

A Bridge,  A Cross,  Eternity 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 i 

and so,  the Long Dark Kiss of Night,  had followed Him, 
 

and It poured,  slowly down,  over The Kingdom of Avalon,   
 

over The Fields and Forests,  of What Might Have Been,  to 
 

      The Mountains,  and The Majesty,  and The Music of Men . . . 
 
 

and,  as They laid His Body,  behind This Mighty Stone,   
 

Ever knew,  as He stood,  beneath The Heavens,  alone, 
 

that He had come so Far,  to find All,  He had missed, 
 

     and All They,  are Those,  that A Rose,  once kissed . . . 
 
 

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 Letter,  Home, 
 

and,  as He remembered who He was,  and where He had been, 
 

      He lit a Candle,  to tell The World,  yes,  He would find,  Love,  Again . . . 



 
The Prologue 

 
 
 

A Bridge,  A Cross,  Eternity 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 i 

and He wrote,  and He wrote,  for the next Two Thousand Years, 
 

through The Agony and The Ecstasy,  and The Sum of Our Fears, 
 

and He wrote of Each Moment of Each Day of Our Past,  through 
 

Each Chapter and Each Verse,  though They might be His Last,   
 

so Every Dream and Every Wish that Ever heard since Then, 
 

could One Day fly away,  beyond These Follies,  of Men, 
 

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,  to be . . . 
 

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,  and moves to The Edge,  of A Sea 
of Glass,  and the quietest Hush moves as liquid,  across All that Her Eyes 
survey,  for even The Myriad of Heaven’s Prayers have waited for an Eternity to 
be answered,  and held,  in The Light,  of All that shall come of This . . .  
 
and She begins to tell a Story,  soft and slow,  and in a Voice barely above a 
Whisper,  yet capturing The Moment as only Thunder ever could,  and every 
Hope Ever dreamed suddenly came alive at the very Words,  that began . . . from 
This Dei, there shall come a Sound . . . 
 
and On and On She spoke,  of All Things Dear,  pouring Forth over the vast 
Dominions of Remember,  and well beyond the infinite Reach of Forget,  out 
upon the immense Mirror of All that Was,  and reflected into the very Heart of 
Always,  flowed the very Echo,  of All that would One Dei,  come to Pass . . .  
 
and this Echo so began Its long Journey far across the Millennia,  as Ever It 
chased the Speed of Light,  in search of a Place far Away in a Time,  where a 
Candle had once asked,  of a Reason Why,  from a small,  pale blue Gem,  in a 
dark velvet Sky . . . 
 
and when at Last,  She finished Her Story,  for It went On and On,  for Deis,  
and All Those who had come to hear Her,  so went upon Their Ways,  yet They 
All knew She would come Again,  and harbored no such fear,  for as sure as The 
Son moves across The Sky,  She would return,  the very next Year . . .  
 
for Her Name,  is Aquarius,  and Her Number,  is January . . . 

 
 
 

*      *      * 
 
 

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

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The OverLace 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 for Æons,  I have followed,  The Flight,  of The Sound,  of Freedom, 
 

a Whisper,  more delicate than The Breath of Angels,  sailing across 
 

The Fields and Forests of Remember,  held in The Wake of The Light 
 

of Her Grace,  Always wrapped in the deep Silence,  of Her Lucidity, 
 

because,  The Light of The Millennia,  Once cast from a Distant Fire, 
 

     roam,  I will for Ever,  This Path,  of My Desire . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The First DoveTale 
 
 
 
 
 

The Kiss of Always 
 
 
 
 
 
 

while this luxurious Imminence pours like Grace,  out over a 

pale blue Gem in a rose Velvet Sky,  and both The Victors and 

the Vanquished in a war of Roses,  still bowing Their Heads in 

The Presence of Because,  turn Their Hearts toward Mercy,  

who in turn,  faces The True Paladin of Virtue,  and The Might 

of Her Forgiveness,  arrayed close beside Him . . . and as She 

bathes Them All with a Look of brilliant Regard,  waiting just 

until The Winds of Change begin to blow,  She then whispers,   

from This Very Moment on,  and  until  All Our Moments fade,  

I so stand,  in Awe,  of The Sacrifice U have made,  and what 

Ever You so find in Your Hearts to do,  do so with All of Your 

Might,  for The Ties that bind U to Always,  are these Echoes,   

of The Fall,  of Night . . . 

*       *       * 

and as The Sun,  finally sets,  down in a Meadow of Lilies,  

and Children begin laughing,  at the soft and smiling Face on 

the other Sighed of The Moon,  a Girl,  in a Box long made of 

Would,  and buried deep in a Place once called Hell,  slowly,  

and so like a Swan,   lifts up Her newborn Eyes,  to The Light,  

of a brand new Dei . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Gathering 
 

(  of Angels  ) 
 
 
 
 

and Still,  The Ring,  wraps around My Heart,  as if to bless My Allegiance,  to 
an Echo,  of Millennia Past,  and Millennia to Be,  as I slowly caress Remember,  
as We dance to forget,  The Night . . .  
 
and,  if You listen very closely,  You will hear The Story of every Tear,  that has  
Ever cried,  as They walk All The Days of Infinity,  to find a Rose as lovely as 
Always,  as They whisper of The Glory,  and The Promise,  of Her Name . . . 
 
and Her Name,  is Fulfillment . . . 
 
and I,  am,  Hope . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Gathering 
 
 
 
 

Allusions,  of Grandeur 
 

(  A Sea,  of Glass  ) 
 
 
 
 

I awoke with a start,  as The Colors of Dawn recaptured The Sky,  and All at Once,  I felt an Urgency,  a 
tremor of Uncertainty,  wash below the semblance of Repose,  rumbling deep within The Senses,  deep 
within The Fabric of Reason,  to haunt the frozen Fields of Doubt,  and  melt The Chains of Resolve . . . 
just as quickly,  these Undulations faded from Awareness,  leaving a small Scar on My Heart,  and a 
Feeling of being violated,  by Fear,  knowing of its Presence,  yet impossible to see . . . 
 
still,  nothing was capable of eclipsing The Glory of This,  a SunRise,  bathing Me now in a coral-colored 
Blaze,  and a Brilliance that seemed to herald more than The Promise of Day . . . The SunLight,  as Liquid 
Grace,  poured over The Garden with dazzling Abandon,  painting The Myriad of Colors upon All My Eyes 
survey,  igniting The Breath of Life within All Things Near,  and Dear . . . and there in The Distance,  I see 
Her Legion of FireFlies,  like a Field of Diamonds,  dancing in the Morning Mist,  chasing away The Edge,  
of the Night . . . 
 
immersed in this spectacular Adornment of Light,  there too,  stood The Palace,  in All Its Majesty,  draped 
now in luxuriant Rays of Awakening . . . I gazed at The Seven Spires,  disappearing beyond View into the 
vast Ivory Embrace of The Clouds,  and The Heavens,  slowly spinning around Them . . . for yes,  This is 
The Center of All,  This,  is The Source . . . while never having set Foot within Its crystalline Walls,  a 
Feeling of complete Peace gently washes over Me,  One of Knowing,  for no Question existed in My Mind,  
that Here,  poised at The Heart of Eternity,  The Heart of This Universe,  is The Place,  called,  Home . . . 
 
though quite Far away,  The Palace fills The Air with the reflected Light of Its Presence,  waiting,  for All 
to behold . . . Each Spire,  One of The Seven Points of U,  rises up beyond Regard,  Each,  a Pinnacle of 
Virtue . . . and visible from My Position,  as The Parade of Suns began Its Journey across The Sky,  up 
where Faith flies,  on The Wings of a Prayer,  and just before Heaven’s Mystery captures Them from Sight,  
like Jewels on The Fingers of God,  and of a Clarity beyond Compromise,  wrapped around The Face of 
Each Tower,  as Far as Her Eyes can see,  are The Windows,  of Always . . . 
 
and Out over The Fields,  and The Forests of Her Dominion,  I see,  rising Up,  slipped from the delicate 
Grasp of Dawn’s Mist,  soaring,  toward The Sound of Destiny’s Bell,  toward a Pale Blue Dot,  far beyond 
The Reach,  toward a Morning yet to be,  on the Other Side of Night,  on The Shores of a Place called 
Avalon,  flies The Ibis . . . and held aloft by The Winds of Eternity,  She sets Her Gaze across The Celestial 
Sea,  laden with Her Burden of Glory,  a Crown of Roses,  yet and Ever guided,  by The Hands of Time,  
and The Grace of Angels . . . and within Her Heart,  goes The Hope of a Universe,  and Fate,  knows that 
Her Name,  and Her Purpose,  are Resolute . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

( Oh,  My ) Love 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      You Are,  and will Always,  Be . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

( Through ) Dawn’s Eyes 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Threshhold,  of Awareness . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Beautiful Day 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      yet,  She will teach Me of Joy,  whose Name,  is Friendship . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Place,  called Away 
 

(  A l way s  ) 
 
 
 
 

      is Here . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All,  in All  
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and so, 
 

after All was 
 

Said and Done, 
 

and after All The 
 

Wheres and Whens, 
 

Ever and Always were 
 

not just Lovers,  They,  were 
 

      Friends . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and,  Yesterday 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Long Ago, 
 

in A Time before Was, 
 

in A Place,  without Flaws, 
 

in A Land of Because, 
 

      I,  believe . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Aurora  
 

(  The Dawn Goddess  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

yes, 
 

Here and 
 

There,  within 
 

The Palace of Rain, 
 

in The Land of Because, 
 

stands The Queen,  of Hearts, 
 

      since The Time,  before Ever,  Was . . . 
�                                                                    �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Avalon Is 
 
 
 
 
 
 

when,  The Angel,  of Virtue, 
 

weds, 
 

      The Angel,  of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Be,  Hold,  Aurora  
 
 
 
 
 
 

and 
 

so,  if I,  chose, 
 

just Any Name,  at All, 
 

One that would Surely beFit 
 

The Magnitude of Your Presence, 
 

not Only in My Life,  but Those,  who 
 

shall willingly Surrender,  to Your Divine 
 

Brilliance,  and Those,  who shall Acquiesce 
 

in Complete Harmony,  within Every Aspect of 
 

Your Infinite Resolve,  and Those,  who shall bear 
 

The Weight,  of Certainty,  just as I do,  in knowing, 
 

as sure as The Morning,  brings Promise to The Day, 
 

      so too shall The Light of U,  wash Our Fears,  Away . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�



�
�
�
�
�
�
�

Before Your Very Eyes  
 

(  Change, Up  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   iiif I,  Ever,  
 

dare hold a uniVerse,  
 

in The Palm,  of My Hand,  I,  
 

Ever,  must First count My Blessings,  
 

wRite beSighed,  Each,  and  
 

Every,  gReign,  
 

      of Sand . . .  
�
�
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Blue Angel 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and I am crying . . . . . . . still . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Broken Wing 
 

( EM11896 ) 
 
 

      “and What do You want of Me ? ”,  She asks . . . 
 
 

      I want . . . 
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   
  **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

The Heart I adore,  The Heart I found,  The Heart I watched grow from a fragile flower 
 

into a Glorious Rose,  of stunning Beauty and Compassion,  a Gift of Elegant 
 

Grace,  and a Kindness,  and Generosity,  unparalleled in My Life, 
 

to continue to bless this World,  and My Place in it, 
 

as My Heart’s most beloved Companion, 
 

Friend,  and passionate Other Self, 
 

You are,  and will Always Be, 
 

 The Reason,  and Answer,  for My Existence, 
 

and if The Fates,  have decided Our Path, 
 

then I shall seek Your Presence in It, 
 

SomeWhere, 
 

for I,  am Ever, 
 

and You,  are Always, 
 

      and We,  are Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Broken Wing 
 

( EM11896 ) 
 
   

                  ***    
         ***    
   ***    
   *** ***    
   ***       ***    
 ***             ***    
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

I do not wish for You to change,  or to go Away from Me, 
 

I want You to hold a Place in Your Heart for Me, 
 

and go There every Day of Your Life, 
 

walk with Me,  laugh with Me, 
 

and cry with Me, 
 

and We will talk, 
  

of The Days Gone By,   
 

and of The Days to Come, 
 

and of What Might Have Been, 
 

      and,  What Could Still Be,  OneDay . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Broken Wing 
 

( EM11896 ) 
 
  
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   
  **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

I want You to find, 
 

a Heart to share with 
 

All that We will Learn, 
 

and to remain growing with, 
 

as The Woman You are becoming, 
 

as The Precious Soul that is My Soul, 
 

and blossom into The Fire of Life, 
 

The Lady of All Dreams, 
   

The Whisper 
 

that ignites 
 

The Sun each Day, 
 

and Most Important, 
 

becoming The Gem, 
 

in The Ring 
 

of Our Friendship, 
 

      The Diamond in My Life . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Broken Wing 
 

( EM11896 ) 
 
 
 
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   
  **         **   
  *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

I will be There,  to catch 
 

 Your Tears when They fall, 
 

and I need You,  to catch Mine, 
 

as They are falling,  at This Moment, 
 

      please,  Angel,  I want You to go,  and Be . . . 
 

You are My Soul,  a Woman I am most Proud, 
 

My Life is for Ever graced,  honored,  and blessed, 
 

with You a Part of it,  so please,  do not change, 
 

      Any,  of These Precious Things . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Broken Wing 
 

( EM11896 ) 
 
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   
  **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

I want to write Words of Passion, 
 

to the only Heart They were made for, 
 

to the only Soul They were composed for, 
 

My Songs of Eden,  Earth for The Flower of Avalon, 
 

to live inside The Perception of Your Mind, 
 

The Masterworks of Your Stories, 
 

Your Portraits of Our Lives, 
 

Your Feelings, Your Art, 
 

Your Sensuousness, 
 

The Wondrously 
 

vivid Pages of 
 

      Your Heart . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Broken Wing 

 
( EM11896 ) 

   
  

          **   
    **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   
  **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

*  * 
*    * 
*     * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 
*      * 

I want,  All that You are, 
 

to remain,  All that You are, 
 

and All I could Ever ask of You, 
 

would be to shine Your Light on Me, 
 

as often as You wish, 
 

as often as You need, 
 

as often as You can, 
 

for I will be Here, 
 

waiting patiently, 
 

      for You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

By Way of Eden 
 

(  Angels Walk  ) 
  

              **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

Together, 
 

as You bathe,  in 
 

The River of The Sun, 
 

as You deftly weave Your  
 

Web of Pearls,  into Moments 
 

Always remembered,  as You hear The Ring of Truth 
 

wash over You like Cool Water,  as You begin   
 

Your Voyage,  through These Pages 
 

of My Heart,  as You see 
 

through The Eyes 
 

and Innocence 
 

of Children, 
 

and discover 
 

All Things Dear 
 

are never forgotten, 
 

as You listen to The Light 
 

of The Echo shining within You, 
 

as You pause to Witness,  and to Wonder, 
 

of The Glory and The Grace,  of The Days to Come, 
 

remember Always,  The Dawn of Your Awakening,  can only rise, 
 

     as You stand on The Shores of Forgiveness,  wrapped for Ever,  in The Arms of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Child,  of The Sun 
 

(  One More Time  ) 
 
 
 
 

I am Here,  to tell You,  of 
 

The Hope,  of All We pray, 
 

I am Here,  to tell You,  of 
 

     The Place We call,  Away . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Crystalline Rose 
 

(  Petal,  to The Medal  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Jewel in My Hand, 
 

is The Heart U gave, 
 

      for Me,  to hold . . . 
*                  * 
*              * 

*        * 
* * 
* 
* 

*                 *                 * 
*           *           * 

*     *     * 
* * 
* 
* 
* 
* 
*  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CosmoSphere 
 

(  The Cause Most Fear  ) 
 
 
 
 

Chaos,  defiles Our Time, 
 

     Love,  refines Our Space . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Each Day 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      will be living,  in The Dream,  of Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and it is Always, 
 

who waits,  patiently,   
 

at The Center,  of Infinity,   
 

for The Wink and The Promise,   
       

      ooff . . . 
 

�  
�  
�  
�  

Ever,  Again 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

e myo,  e maya 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                              Ever,  My Love, 
 
                                                       and, 
 
                                                              Ever,  My Angel,  Always . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and So,  goes The Story,  of Ever,  and Always, 
 

living,  as One,  for Her Hand,  He did ask Her, 
 

and They live The Days of Joy in a Place called 
 

      Happiness,  and in a Time,  called EverAfter  . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ThE Missive 
 

From: Ever 
 

To: Always 
 
 
 
 

I will write My Name on The Sands of Time, 
 

     and let It soar on The Wings,  of Your Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and it is Always, 
 

who waits,  patiently, 
 

at The Center,  of Infinity, 
 

for The Wink and The Promise,   
 

      ooff . . . 
 

�  
�  
�  
�  

Ever’s Return 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ExstaSea 
 
 
 
 
 
 

She takes Me,  Beyond, 
 

where Echoes go to die, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Flying on The Wings of Her Wish 
 
 
 
 

as My Eye 
 

captures The Light, 
 

reflected in 
 

the soft Embrace 
 

of Her Love, 
 

I begin 
 

to understand, 
 

and to believe, 
 

in The Fidelity 
 

and The Purity, 
 

lying in The Well 
 

of Her Eternal Hope  
 

for infinite Compassion, 
 

Harmony,  and Peace 
 

throughout The Universe, 
 

and as Her Song of Paradise, 
 

glides over Me,  as liquid Jewels, 
 

and as Her Voice,  The Melody of Ever, 
 

graces The Shores of Avalon,  I,  as Always, 
 

pledge My Honor,  and My Allegiance, 
 

      to The Fulfillment of Her Wish . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For All This  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Faith,  is Always,  This Far,  Away . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Ever,  Young 
 

(  building Castles  ) 
 
 
 
 

~~~~*  
 ~~*  

 * 
*  * 

*      *       *     * 
*  *              *  * 
*                      * 
*      [[ ]]     [[ ]]     [[ ]]     *  
*                      * 

*     *                      *     *   
*                                     * 
oh,  to be a Child,  Again, 
*                                     * 

to live, 
*                                                           * 
in The Comfort,  of Your Loving Arms, 
*                                                           * 

to play, 
*                                                                           * 

      in The Wonder,  in The Windows,  of Your Eyes . . . 
*                                                                           * 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

From Within  
 

(  Light Verse  ) 
 
 
 
 

CCoommee,,      
  

ttaakkee  MM yy  WWoorr dd,,  
  

aanndd  WWee  wwii ll ll   ttuurr nn,,  
  

aa  PPaaggee  oorr   TTwwoo,,  
  

aanndd  pplleeaassee,,  
 

take My Heart,  so I will learn, 
 

The Way to You, 
 

Oh Yes,  Come, 
 

take My Hand, 
 

as We reTurn, 
 

      to Xanadu . . . 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Heaven 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

There is 
 

A Palace of Rain, 
 

in A Time before Was, 
 

in The Lands,  of Because, 
 

in The Worlds beyond Sight, 
 

in The Kingdoms,  of Light, 
 

are The Glories,  of Ever, 
 

and The Graces,  of 
 

Always,  Here, 
 

in God’s 
 

      Eye . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Living Water  
 

(  a Flow,  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, 

 
      giving 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 . . .  

*                                                 * 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Here,  in The Wings 
 

(  Always  ) 
 

I stand,  with These Arms,  wide Open, 
 

waiting to embrace EveryThing, 
 

that U may Ever hold, 
 

     So Dear . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

If I could call You “Angel”  
 

(  For “Ever”  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

There, 
 

in Your Eyes, 
 

where a Parade of Suns 
 

arc Their Way across Cyan Skies, 
 

�      where lys The Depth,  of Your Understanding,     �  
 

The Simplicity,  of Your Wisdom, 
 

and The Magnitude,  of 
 

Your Heart, 
 

      go I . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Aurora’s Eyes 
 
 
 
 
 
 

High,  upon The Crest,  of The Cliffs,  of Andromeda, 
 

a Figure stood,  and sighed,  Alone and smiling, 
 

     as She regarded The Break,  of Day . . . 
 
 

and Far below,  The Seas rage On,  churning,  in  
 

a thunderous Dance,  hammering like Titans 
 

     upon The Foundations,  of Her Resolve . . . 
 
 

and The Wind swirled about Her,  free at Last,   
 

free from the withered Grasp of Chaos,  free  
 

     to blow through the weary Hearts of Men . . .   
 
 

To The Wind,  She spoke,  All gathered Now, 
 

coming to rest as When,  I give You My Word,   
 

     This Day,  comes The Dawn,  of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
In Dawn’s Eye 

 

�  
 

Once 
 

upon a Hope, 
 

inside a Promise, 
 

Somehow in Time, 
 

Somewhat in a Place, 
 

Somewhere,  Long Ago, 
 

      was Love . . . 
 

For This Love was Pure Love, 
 

beyond All Fantasy,  All Wishes, 
 

beyond the NeverLand,  of Dreams, 
 

A Love as old as Rhyme,  old as Time, 
 

      Eternity Itself . . . 
 

A Love borne to Exist within Two Hearts, 
 

equally shared as One Faith,  as One Essence, 
 

      as One Desire . . . 
 

A Love that had no boundaries,  borders,  or bonds, 
 

A Love that grew from a sense of Awareness of Being, 
 

A Love whose Depth roamed The Path known as Infinity, 
 

and a Radiance, 
 

whose Warmth and Light was felt in every Corridor of Paradise, 
 

whose Power and Intensity overcame the Ancient Days of Forever, 
 

The Sands of Time,  the Memory of Moments Never Lived,  and the 
 

      Songs Never Sung . . . 
 

A Remembrance,  of a Time,  of a Place,  of an Island,  of The Sun, 
 

where grows,  in a Valley of Roses,  in The Fields of Forgiveness, 
 

in The Light of Grace,  a Rhapsody of Joy,  wrapped within 
 

The Arms of Two Hearts,  called Ever,  and Always, 
 

an Endless Melody of Two Souls,  called, 
 

      This Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Embrace of Eternal Glory 
 
 
 
 
 
 

So hold Me, 
 

 in Your loving Arms, 
 

and whisper to My Heart, 
 
 

of an Endless Summer Wind, 
 

of Golden Meadows of fertile Joy, 
 

of The Music inside The Palace of Rain, 
 

of A World awakened from a Veil of Night, 
 

of The Light within The Eyes of A Child, 
 

who knows The Shelter of Kindness, 
 

and only The Memory of Sorrow, 
 
 

and The Peace I remember, 
 

once I find My Way, 
 

      Home,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The “ i ”s,  of imagine 
 
 
 
 
 
 

should The Wind not blow Again,  o’er 
 

The Will Be or The Was, 
 

recall The Day, 
 

when Come What May, 
 

      gave Tomorrow,  to The us,  in Because . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Land,  of Because 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Once upon A Time,  shall be When, 
 

      Our Time has become,  Once Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Infinity’s  Tears 
 

�  
 

Far Ago,   
 

and Long Away, 
 

in A Time called Before, 
 

in The Place called Because, 
 

on The Eve of Nocturna, 
 

as seen through  
 

The Eyes 
 

of The Butterfly 
 

named Avalon,  when 
 

Ever found Always 
 

The First Time,  as 
 

He gave Her,  a Gift,   
 

      She gave Him a Promise . . . 
 

and,  while They embraced, 
 

The Light from Their Candle 
 

shone bright,  on The Jewels 
 

of Their FriendShip,  while 
 

Each let fall a Tear,  from  
 

      The Galaxy in Their Eye . . . 
 

It fell from Grace,  and 
 

It fell from Glory,  and 
 

They fell,  Together,  as 
 

two Pools of Innocence, 
 

upon The Sands,  of Time, 
 

shaped as The Eyes of a Child, 
 

to become The Sign,  of The Mark, 
 

      of The Tears,  of Infinity . . . 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

It Is,  So 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Name, 
 

and,  The Place, 
 

that knows The Face, 
 

and cherishes The Embrace, 
 

      of The Promise,  of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Kiss,  The Reign 
 

(  of Joy  ) 
 
 
 
 

Moving,  as Liquid,  pouring slowly over The Garden, 
 

The Light of Grace unfurls within The Hearts of Men, 
 

Behold,  Her Gift,  is The Promise of Fulfillment,  Her 
 

      Whisper of Forgiveness,  is The Days of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

KnightLight  
 

(  in Avalon  ) 
 
  

        **   
    **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

  *    * 
 *  * 

* 
i 

“ Mother,  look,  Up in The Sky, 
 

through My Window, 
 

          it’s a Wonder ! ”. . .  
 
  
  

            **   
    **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

  *    * 
  *     * 
 *   * 

* 
i 

“ Yes,  My Daughter,  It’s a Wonderist, 
 

and He has come,  to kiss, 
 

         Your Heart ”. . .  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Love Is 
 

(  when  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Understanding,  of Grace,  weds The Infinity,  of Her Forgiveness . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NexUs 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as  
 

I stand 
 

upon The Bridge  
 

of Time,  I watch The Tide 
 

 of Your Dreams of Tranquility, 
 

drifting,  EverMore,  toward 
 

The Well of My Heart, 
 

as leaves,  floating, 
 

like Memories, 
 

on The River  
 

      of Sighs . . . 
* 
* 
 * 

    * 
          * 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Nova 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

for if 
 

I,  had  
 

The Honor 
 

of standing in 
 

The Celestial Sea, 
 

The Nocturnal Velvet 
 

of Your Exquisite Vision, 
 

watching The Birth,  The Dawn, 
 

The Infinite Moment of Divine Grace, 
 

spring forth,  into The Magnitude of Creation, 
 

then I would have been The First,  to regard The Light, 
 

      ooff  YYoouurr  SSmmii llee . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

of Course 
 
 
 
 
 
 

under The Place,  of 
 

My Sky’s Embrace, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

      under The XstaSea . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

of Crystal,  Ships 
 

(  Returning  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Rose,  She took,  from within Her Breast, 
 

      was Indeed,  more Lovely,  than All The Rest . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

On Avalon’s Shores 
 

(  Amber,  Waves  ) 
 
 
 
 

      So,  Is . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

On The Rowed,  Again 
 
 
 
 
 
 

So 
 

suspend,   
 

for a Moment 
 

     Your Endless Trek . . . 
 

Now turn around at Last,   
 

      begin to face The Coming Day . . . 
 

Just There,  Ever lying at Your Feet,   
 

waits A Thread,  so poised,  and glistening,   
 

     sshheeddddiinngg  LLiigghhtt,,    uuppoonn  TThhee  CCeenntteerr,,    ooff  YYoouurr  PPaatthh  ..  ..  .. 
  

reach out Your Hand,  and It will be There,   
 

as Sure as Hope,  is The Morning Sun, 
 

and before Your Very Heart can  
 

fathom The Reasons Why, 
 

This Thread will find  
 

a Way,  to lead  
 

You to,  a  
 

       Sky . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

On The Wings of A Prayer 
 
 
 
 

      **   
  **   
**     

  ** **   
  **     **   

  *    * 
 *    * 
*  * 
* 
i 

and 
 

This Time, 
 

and in This Place, 
 

on The Shores of A Land 
 

of A Midnight Moon,  called Avalon, 
 

laced within The Tapestry of The Web of God’s Love, 
 

cast from The Distant Fires of The Promise of Joy,  is heard an Echo, 
 

The Song of The Universe,  Carillon of Peace and Kindness,  and The Hope 
 

of All Days to come,  The Hope of The Heart of Grace,  flying on The Wings of All 
 

Angels,  and The Flame of One Candle,  borne in The Cool Water,  of One Child’s Tear, 
 

Wishes from The Well of Her Pool of Innocence,  The Essence of The Gift of The Freedom 
 

of Friendship,  of A Pure Light of Joy that shines in The Eyes of All Children,  of All Souls, 
 

wrapped within The Music of Happiness that comes from The Core of All that is The Spirit 
 

of Paradise,  All that is The Ribbon that binds The Hearts and Minds of All Humanity, 
 

All that is The Sound of Love’s Eternal Whisper,  The Prayer of The Rose of  
 

      Infinity,  sung on The Voices of The Children of The Sun,  and 
 

      The Breath of The Angel of Love Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Parade,  of Suns 
 

(  SkyPath  ) 
 
 
 
 

for The Arc,  of The Pendulum,  swings, 
 

      between Hope,  and A Voyage of Kings . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PassageWay 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      oh Muse,  bless what You have beCome . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pearls 
 
 
 
 
 
 

when 
 

the last Breath passes from My Lips, 
 

and with It,  My Spirit,  carrying The Memory 
 

of each Moment I had The Honor of knowing You,   
 

I will lace Them Together,  with fine Silver Thread,   
 

then place Them Together,  among The Treasures 
 

of Friendship,  where They will lay,  for Ever,   
 

nestled among the rarest Jewels,  of  
 

      Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Princess EO 
 
 
 
 
 
 

YYoouurr  SSmmii llee  
  

  iiss  TThhee  nnEEoonn  ooff  MMyy  DDaayy,,  
  

            aanndd,,    TThhee  nnOOoonn,,    ooff  MMyy  NNiigghhtt  ..  ..  ..  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Promenade,  of Eden 
 

(  Wild Horses  ) 
 
 
 
 

softly Now,  under The Moon’s Twilight Glance, 
 

came a Whisper of Promise, “behold The Dance”  
 

Ten Thousands came,  without Sword,  or Lance, 
 

     while They All swore,  to give Peace,  A Chance . . . 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

RaydiUs 
 
 
 

   **   
**   
**   

**   **   
  **     **   
 *   * 
* * 
* 
i 

The Radiance,  of The Sun,  is The Warmth,  of Her Grace, 
 

while The Brilliance,  is The Light,  of  
 

      Her Smile . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Serena 
 
 
 
 
 
 

when I wander 
 

The Path of Faith,  imagining 
 

The Intensity, 
 

and Immensity, 
 

of Your gentle Heart, 
 

then in certainty 
 

I understand, 
 

The Depth,  and The Breadth, 
 

      of God’s Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SomeWhere,  All The Time 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      beside You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       Sea,  You,   Soon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Still  
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

I know, 
 

because I am, 
 

      The Follies,  of Men . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Suite 17 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       Knock,  Knock . . . 
 
 

        Who’s There ? . . . 
 
 

      Ever,  Always . . . 
 
 

       Ever,  Who ? . . .  
 
 

      Ever,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sun,  Stone 
 

(  Eyecon  ) 
 
 
 
 

Her Diamond so Bright, 
 

     for Gone,  is The Night . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SunDance 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Your Smile,  is as GGoolldd  upon The Horizon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Apollogy 
 
 

      **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   
  **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

The Tears,  that lay upon Her face, 
 

I will share,  in Sorrow’s Name, 
 

for I have known The Folly of Men, 
 

I come,  to cleanse,  Their Shame, 
 

for Yes,  I am,  The Folly 
 

of Men,  and The 
 

Shame 
 

is Mine 
 

to Name, 
 

and in 
 

The Name  
 

of  Sorrow 
 

Angel, 
 

My Name 
 

is Apollo, 
 

and 
 

I am Sorry, 
 

      and Sorrow,  is My Name . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Celestial Sea 
 

( Naught ‘til Us ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

The 
 

Oceans 
 

of Promise, 
 

are The Dreams 
 

of Ever and Always, 
 

�    The Tides,  that bind Us,   �  
 

blind Us,  and 
 

 remind Us, 
 

of All, 
 

still yet, 
 

      to Fathom . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Circle of Life 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      where Hope,  weds,  Fulfillment . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Coming,  of The Queen 
 

(  of Diamonds  ) 
 
 
 

 
�       Her Whisper,  born of The Light of The Millennia,  and heard by All Things Dear,     �  

 
cracks The Sky,  and pours,  slowly through The Air,  like a Golden Wind,   

 
to free The Hearts of Men,  from The Chains of Awakening,  and to 

 
bathe The Souls of Her Sisters,  in The Cool Water of Truth, 

 
Yes,  for Each and Every Moment dwelt in The Arms 

 
of Hope,  for Each and Every Tear shed,  into 

 
The River of Broken Promises,  echoes 

 
Her Voice of Reason,  rising to 

 
embrace Each and Every 

 
Dream,  of Love, 

 
Again,  as 

 
        “We ” . . . 

 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Cradle of Light 
 
 

          **   
    **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

and while on My Way Home,  I will remember, 
 

All The Days,  of My Rose,  and An Island 
 

      in The Sun,  where Always,  She glows . . . 
I                                     I 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Cries of Infinity  
 
 
 
 
 
 

while in The Time before Ever,  and 
 

in The Land before Always, 
 

Ever asked Always, 
 

When,  It is Done, 
 

as It is in The End, 
 

will You, 
 

do It All Over, 
 

      and love Me,  Again ? . . . 
 

and Always,  She answered, 
 

     ‘til When,  Ever,  Infinity cries . . . 
 

and Now in The Reign of Avalon, 
 

and It will be in The Time of When, 
 

for When,  Ever,  Infinity cries,  it  
 

is The Eve,  of Love, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Diamond 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and Her Light,  will set You free . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Distant Fire 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�         The Diamond,  is The Shape,  and The Brilliance,  of Paradise . . .  �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Eyes of Dawn 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Light of Sound, 
 

and The Sound of Light, 
 

is The Whisper of The Roar, 
 

of The Wings of Ten Thousand 
 

      Butterflies,  and One,  named Avalon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The First,  is Last 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The U,  in Us,  is Thee, 
 

      then After All,  are We . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Genesis 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and a Kiss,  from Always,  is for Ever . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Gift,  of Eternity  
 
 
 
 
 
 

where from The Union,  of Ever,  and Always, 
 

     shall come The Promise,  called Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Grandeur 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Glory,  of Grace,  is Kindness . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Hallmark,  of Sentiment 
 

(  Greetings,  American  ) 
 
 
 
 

and Just when They thought Their Hearts immune, 
 

     came a Horse with a Tale,  of Tears on The Moon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Heart of Grace 
 

      **  
**   
**   
** **   

    **       **   
    **         **   
 *   * 
* * 
* 
i 

You gave Me Light, 
 

in The Void 
 

of Darkness, 
 

You gave Me Hope, 
 

in The Valley 
 

of Despair, 
 

You gave Me Peace, 
 

in The Vortex 
 

of Chaos, 
 

You taught Me Joy, 
 

and of The Sea, 
 

You taught Me Truth, 
 

and of The Soul, 
 

You taught Me Heaven, 
 

and of The Passion, 
 

You taught Me of Angels, 
 

and of The Beauty, 
 

and of The Rain, 
 

and The Sun, 
 

and of God, 
 

You gave Me a Purpose for My Existence, 
 

You gave Me The Gift of Your Creation, 
 

You gave Me The Glory of Your Being, 
 

You gave Me The Song of The Reason, 
 

      and The Voice to sing of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Heart of The Diamond 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 

*                  * 
*                 *                 * 

 
*                                           * 

and,  where I go, 
�                     *                                      *                    �  

      to be,  Me . . . 
*                           * 

 
*            * 

 
*  
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Hope of Joy 
 
 
 
 
 
 
? 
 
 
 

and,  what 
 
 

?      Ever will You teach Me now,      ? 
 
 

      Oh,  Muse . . . 
 
 
 
? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Ican Sea 
 

( Clearly Now ) 
 
 
 
 

through The Tears 
 

I find Awareness, 
 

beyond the Eyes 
 

of mortal Men, 
 

and I Alone, 
 

shall bring 
 

Her Grace, 
 

to A Throne, 
 

so to The Glory, 
 

      of This Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The KeyRing 
 

(  to Her Kingdom  ) 
 
 
 
 

so 
O 

given,  to Me, 
 

by The Angel of Faith, 
 

and Always kept,  in 
 

The Left Hand, 
 

      of Patience . . . 
*             * 

*        * 
*     * 
*   * 
*   * 

*      * 
*           * 

*     * 
*   * 
*   * 

*      * 
* * 
*   * 

* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Monarch 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Butterflies are free . . . . . . . and They look like,  She . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Pages,  of Knowledge 
 

(  Fall Ever Clear  ) 
 
 
 
 

My 
 

         Words,  are 
 

           All There is of Me, 
 

       and All There is,  to Be, 
 

   whether from Book or Tree,   
 

comes The Light,  You see, 
 

 when Every One,  be  
 

      Leaves . . . 
  * 
   * 
   * 
*  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Palace of Rain 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      where Angels go,  to learn,  of God . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Parthenon 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Your Heart,  is The Temple of The Gods . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Passage,  Home 
 

(  Echo’s Ring  ) 
 
 
 
 

iinn  OOrrddeerr  ttoo  TToouucchh,,    TThhee  WWoorrddss  aanndd  IImmaaggeess,,    ffoouunndd  iinn  TThhee  SSttoorryy,,    ooff  TThhiiss  HHeeaarrtt,,  
  

FFiirrsstt,,    eemmbbrraaccee  TThhee  AAnnggeell   ooff  LLoovvee,,    aass  SShhee  wwaallkkss  tthhrroouugghh  TThhee  GGlloorryy,,    ooff  YYoouurr  HHeeaarrtt,,  
  

TThheenn,,    llooookk  iinn  HHeerr  EEyyeess,,    aanndd  bbeehhoolldd  TThhee  GGii fftt,,    ffoorr  TThhee  PPrroommiissee  SShhee  kkeeeeppss,,    iinn  SSiigghhtt,,  
  

              ttaakkee  HHeerr  HHaanndd,,    aass  SShhee  tteell llss  ooff  TThhee  VVooyyaaggee,,    aanndd  ll iisstteenn  ttoo  TThhee  SSoouunndd,,    ooff  LLiigghhtt  ..  ..  ..  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Radiance of Your Grace 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      is The Light,  of My Day . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Rain of Avalon 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For:  Ever, 
 
 
 

     From:  Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Reason,  to Believe 
 

(  Oz,  Born  ) 
 
 
 
 

He sought a Star,  as He stood on The Shore, 
 

Eyes drifting Deep,  past Beyond,  and More, 
 
 

True North,  was The Way,  He had in Mind, 
 

for the Lovelier Rose,  He was ne’er to Find, 
 
 

save One Bright Light,  There,  on Her Face, 
 

a Smile,  as Always,  whose Name,  is Grace, 
 
 

for Ever,  She waits,  at The Edge,  of When, 
 

for a man whose Words,  bring Love,  Again, 
 
 

so with That,  He turned,  and walked Away, 
 

     so to cherish Each Thought,  of Her,  Today . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Reign of Avalon 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Wish,  for Ever, 
 

and  
 

      The Hope,  of Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The River,  of Dreams 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I know that You wait,  Always, 
 

under Eternal Skies, 
 

and Your Patience, 
 

is The Foundation, 
 

upon which 
 

Your Kingdom lies, 
 

for The Days,  I use The Sun, 
 

and The Nights,  I beseech Your  
 

nocturnal Children of The Stars 
 

to guide My Wishes to Thee, 
 

yet My Depth of Longing, 
 

is the last Question of Faith, 
 

      My Heart,  Ever,  will ask of Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
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,  The Angel of Patience, 
 

without Her Eyes You cannot see, 
 

Second,  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,  and 
 

She only Tells what Ever was Told, 
 

     and yes Her Name,  is Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 

and,  Each of The Seven Angels held, 
 

a Flame of Compassion in Her Hand, 
 

One,  of  Seven Candles,  of Avalon, 
 

     is The Light,  of The Promised Land . . . 
 
 

behold,  The Seven Angels of Virtue, 
 

waiting,  The Majesty and The Grace, 
 

Her Seas of Joy,  to lace The Ribbon, 
 

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



 
 
 
 
 

The Shelter,  of Kindness 
 

(  The Haven,  of Grace  ) 
 
 
 
 

there are countless ways My Heart could begin to express 
 

All that flows withIn It,  since Our first Approach 
 

so many glorious Days ago,  though none of 
 

those Notions,  or Ideas,  or Feelings can 
 

be spoken of in any Fashion that even 
 

remotely comes close to the truest 
 

      Sense,  of what U mean to Me . . . 
 

I am so completely unAble,  
 

to find the Words capable 
 

of doing Justice,  or to  
 

give Thanks,  to All 
 

      that U have brought into My Life . . . 
 

The Purity and Power of Your Love,  is 
 

so near to Perfection,  so close to Heaven, 
 

so beyond Joy,  that My Heart explodes 
 

from The Immensity of It,  the sheer 
 

Impact of emOceanal Depth and 
 

FullFillMeant U bring to this 
 

      wonderful Place,  called Home . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Shelter,  of When 
 

(  and If  ) 
 
 
 
 

I,  Alone,  wrapped,  in My Memory’s Embrace, 
 

listening to Each Moment,  softly kiss My Face, 
 

I,  Alone,  wander deep,  into Yesterday’s Eyes, 
 

listening to My Heart,  want for Reason’s Cries, 
 

I,  Alone,  forgotten,  beyond Friendship’s Ring, 
 

listening to My Breath,  lift My Passion’s Wing, 
 

I,  Alone,  dancing,  with All My Days Gone By, 
 

     listening to FullFillment,  teach My Hope to Fly . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Ships of Light 
 

(  L’AfterBurners  ) 
 
 
 
 

They Ever navigate, 
 

The Oceans of Promise, 
 

on The Radiance,  of Always, 
 

      as Engines suffice,  on The Fires,  of Ice . . . 
i 
* 

* * 
 *   * 
  *    * 
  **         **   
  **     **   
  **   
    **   
**   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Smile,  of God 
 

(  kiss The Reign  ) 
 
 
 
 

as The Great Wheel,  that is The Universe,  begins to Turn,  This Way,  Again, 
 

as The Eyes of Heaven continue on Their Trek,  to wonder,  of Their Witness, 
 

as Truth rains down upon The Hearts of Men,  blessing All Things Dear, 
 

as The Myriad of Angels gaze upon The Light of Their Dawn, 
 

Ever finds His Peace,  Here,  on The Face,   
 

      of Patience . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Song of Twilight 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Angel . . . 
 

I will be loving You, 
 

as long as there is a Whisper 
 

of The Promise of Hope, 
 

as long as each Morning 
 

is blessed by an Angel’s Breath, 
 

as long as Butterflies grace 
 

The Meadows of Avalon, 
 

as long as I can see Heaven 
 

reflected in The Windows of Your Eyes, 
 

I will be loving You, 
 

      Still . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Song,  and The Dance 
 

(  Once,  Again   ) 
 
 
 
 
I  
 

released 
 

My Shorebound 
 

Thoughts,  and let Them wander, 
 

�    as My Eyes moved,  as Liquid,  to rest upon   �  
 

the Clear Blue Water,  of Youth, 
 

as All Memories, 
 

became 
 

      1 . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Swan 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I try to understand the 
 

Depth of My Longing, 
 

and I know,  of The Path, 
 

from whereEver it came,  yet, 
 

I wish I could remember Your Face, 
 

     Angel,  for All I remember,  is Your Name . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Victors 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and 
 

They ride, 
 

The Vale of Tears, 
 

across The Valley of Hope, 
 

through The Fields of Forgiveness, 
 

yes Her glorious Children of The Clouds, 
 

sailing EverMore,  Their Chariots of The Sun, 
 

pointing Their Swords,  of EverLasting Truth, 
 

     Ever,  toward The Heart,  and Soul,  of Chaos . . . 
 

�                                                                     �  
 

�                                                                     �  
 

�                                                                     �  
 

�                                                                     �  
 

�                                                                     �  
 

�                                                                     �  
 

�                                                                     �  
 

�                                                                     �  
 

�                                                                     �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Way,  to Begin,  is Be 
 
 
 
 
 
 

the ~If~,  has no Place,  within The Heart,  for 
 

      You,  and I,  is where the ~When~,  must start . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Why,  at The End,  of EternitY 
 
 
 
 
 
 

U 
I 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Y,  at The End of EternitY 
 
 
 
 
 
 

beyond The Point of This Day,  being 
 

The 24th Day from Fulfillment,  It is 
 

also The 24th Day into This New 
 

Year,  Century,  Millennium, 
 

and Above All Else,  A 
 

Day,  marked by 
 

loving U, 
 

More, 
 

than 
 

Ever 
 

could 
    

      imagine . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This Two,  shall Pass 
 

(  This Way,  Again  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

There, 
 

and Then, 
 

under The Light 
 

of The Millennia,  cast  
 

from The Distant Fire of Eden, 
 

as The Heart of One,  and The Soul,  of All, 
 

�        comes to rest,  at Long Last,  in The Windows,  of His Eyes,       �  
 

The Echo,  walking The Path of His Dream, 
 

returning,  Once More,  to The 
 

Shores of Avalon,  to 
 

herald a Gift,  a 
 

Voice,  of 
 

      Grace . . . 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

‘til Again  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 i 

of All the most Significant MoMeants in My Life, 
 

None have been more Exquisite, 
 

None have been more  
 

Glorious, 
 

than 
 

The 
 

One 
 

when I 
 

discovered, 
 

that I am in Love, 
 

      for The Very,  First,  Time . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Time and Space 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Magnitude,  of Ever,  and The Dimension,  of Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Until,  Begins,  with U 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There are Prayers,  wandering The Millennia, 
 

that have nEver known The Joy,  of an Answer, 
 

     that have nEver seen,  or heard,  The Light of Dei . . . 
 
 

There are Dreams,  that lie awake at Night,  wondering 
 

if The Tears of Fulfillment will Ever fall upon Their Pillow, 
 

     or if Their Wings,  will Ever fly,  upon The Breath,  of an Angel . . . 
 
 

There are Wishes,  that reTurn,  only Once in a LifeTime,  to The Very  
 

Places where They were born,  to gaze Again,  into The Eyes of Their Maker, 
 

     to find The End of Their Journey,  is Always,  a Prayer,  and a Dream,  come True . . . 
                              ***                                              ***                       * 
                                    ***                                  ***                               *    
             *         *           * 

*        * 
*        * 
*        * 
*        * 
*        * 
*         * 
*           * 

for Always, 
 

     The Heart,  of My Adore . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

When I,  was A Carpenter 
 

(  Lady  ) 
 
 
 
 

      You,  were My Design . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

When Next,  We Touch 
 
 
 
 

                  ***    
         ***    
   ***    
   *** ***    
   ***       ***    

      ***             *** 
   ***                ***    
***             *** 
***    ***    
*** 
i 

Long Before These MoMeants,  Ever fade,  to Glory, 
 

Long Before My Prayer,  found The Wings of an Angel, 
 

Long Before Remember,  could tell The Reasons to Because, 
 

     I was waiting,  Ever waiting,  for The Light of U,  to fill My Sky . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

When Wishes,  Ride Horses 
 

(  Saddles,  Soar  ) 
 
 
 
 

and The Sigh,  of Always,  heard,  throughout The Universe, 
 

well beyond The Reach,   deep within The Broken Sound, 
 

      rests,  at Last,  and,  for Ever,  upon The Pillow,  of Hope . . . 
 

and All at Once,  to a Rush of Wings,  Silence opens Her 
 

Eyes to The Light of Day,  and in A Voice of Gold Wind, 
 

       welcomes Love,  Again,  to Avalon,  whispering, “So Be It ” . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

NoOne knew 
 

Where Ever Was 
 

until His Candle 
 

was heard, 
 

Ever was gone, 
 

and withOut a Trace, 
 

      and without a Single Word . . . 
 

All,  throughOut The Kingdom, 
 

and All,  throughOut The Land, 
 

NoWhere,  was heard,  The 
 

Voice,  of Ever,  save 
 

 for The Sound 
 

of falling 
 

      Sand . . . 
 

for 
 

as 
 

The 
 

Sand 
 

passed 
 

through an 
 

Ourglass,  The 
 

Sound became The 
 

Sigh of Always,  as She 
 

      waited,  for The Eons to pass . . . 
 

The Whisper,  became The Echo, 
 

and The Echo became The Word, 
 

The Word came on The Wings,   
 

     of a Lone and Silver Bird . . . 
 

and The Words,  that came from Ever, 
 

when in Her Heart,  They came to rest, 
 

if I could fly in The Arms of an Eagle,  then 
 

      I would ly,  in The Nest,  of Your Loving Breast . . . 
 

for All That Time,  and for All Those Days,  NoOne knew,  where Ever was, 
 

only an Echo of His Voice was heard,  a Whisper from The Land of Because, 
 

and in The Time,  of Always,  for Ever She waited,  and for Ever She longed, 
 

for This is The Day,  for Ever and, 
 

      for Ever,  This Day,   has Dawned . . . 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

With U  
 

(  as Always  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ttoo  BBee  aass  
  

AAll ll   YYoouu  AArr ee,,  
  

iiss  ttoo  SSeeee,,  
  

iinnssiiddee  
  

TThhee  LL iigghhtt ,,  
  

          ooff   TThhee  UUnniivveerr ssee  ..  ..  ..  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

OO  
^^ 

 
 

Without Her Love  
 

(  Sail,  Away  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

                                       ~~~~* 
                                            ~~* 
                                                 * 
                                                 * 
                                                 * 
                                                 * 
                                                 * 
                                                 * 
                                                 * 
                                                 * 
                                                 * 

                           This,  is a Direction,  of no Bearing,  nor Degree . . . 
          for there exists,  not a Moment of This Course, 

that navigates upon The Sea,  of Ever, Lasting 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Second DoveTale 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Crown of Roses 
 
 
 
 
 
 
an Ibis,  flies low and slow,  out over The Fields and The 

Forests of Man’s Kind,  and He sees . . . All the Pathos,  and 

the Pain,  fading Away,  back to Then,  and All the Suffering,  

and the Sorrow,  hide in The Mist,  of Never Again . . . and All 

the Women of the World,  proClaiming,  what had Always 

been Theirs,  and to be granted full Passage,  to All,  of The 

Whys,  and The Wheres . . . and All throughout Heaven,  was 

not a Breath barely taken,  until All Things Dear,  knew They 

had not been forsaken . . . and as Each One of Them,  began 

falling,  into The Loving Arms of It Was So,  came The Seven 

Trumpets of Dawn,  and as One,  They began to blow . . . and 

before The Ibis took a Tern for a Verse,  He offers One last 

Look,  and yes He sees . . . a Man,  long without the Essence of 

Hope,  or the Joy of a Smile,  or just the Shelter of a Kindness,  

walking out upon a Sea of Glass,  and slowly beginning to pick 

up All of The Peaces,  only to place Them,  and One by One,  

inside His overflowing Heart . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The Gathering 

 
 
 
 
 

Into The Forest,  of Sound 
 

(  go I  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Myriad of Suns,  whose EverPresence guides Me still,  begins Its Majestic Voyage,  as Dawn cracks 
The Sky,  once More . . . We quietly regard Each Other’s Passage,  and so bearing Witness,  and bearing 
Wonder,  to Each of Our respective Tasks,  knowing that Our Paths have indeed converged at Last,  in This 
Place,  where The Reason was born . . . 
 
as My Spirit basks in The Enchantment of My Surroundings,  far to The East,  from whence I have roamed,  
came a Hush of Wind,  soft and slow,  yet,  with a Purpose,  and most assuredly,  a Passion . . . and laced 
within Its Arrival,  was carried a Voice,  Her Voice,  riding The Light . . . 
 
 

Angel,  U,  are All that Is,  Ever My Will Be,  and My Was, 
 

     U,  are Why I Am,  and  for Always,  U,  are My,  Because . . . 
 
 
and as sure as The Morning has made Her Promise to Day,  so too,  has She spoken to Me,  and as I pause,  
to recover My Senses,  breathing The Sweet Air of Awareness,  watching The Dawn unfold before My 
Eyes,  and Her Words,  sailing across a rose-blushed Sky,  like Diamonds,  like ButterFlies,  soaring above 
The Forgotten Fields,  of My Heart . . . 
 
before Her Voice fades into The Mist,  It becomes,  All at Once,  a Feather of Light,  rising to meet The 
Azure Tide of The Day,  in delicate Swirls,  until transforming into a Ray of Hope,  to live,  One Day,  in a 
Child’s Eye . . . and as My Gaze fell toward The Palace,  I was not completely decisive,  in wondering 
whether The Shimmering of It’s Walls,  was due to My Imagination,  or My Tears . . . 
 
this last Thought,  would have to keep for a Time,  for I must navigate One Final Course,  through what 
could only be My One Final Endeavor,  allowing Me Entry into Her Crystal Sanctuary,  waiting there,   
balanced,  centered,  and on a Rise,  solitary,  amidst an immense Sea of Trees,  standing as Sentinels,  
ancient and wise and strong,  defending The Virtues of an Empire,  and now,  as though protecting a Jewel,  
set upon The Velvet,  of a deep Hunter’s Green . . . 
 
and from Somewhere deep within The Forest,  and closer still to The End of My Journey,  came another 
Sound,  with an Urgency veiled in Its Meaning,  and a Point,  veiled in Its Aim . . . and until This Moment,  
no Sorrow had Ever before pierced My Heart,  as sharply as The Blade of This Truth . . . for The Sound,  
was of a single Tree,  falling,  and It was Ever,  quite,  alone . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Storm,  of Angels 
 

(  This Terrible Beauty  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Her Rage,  of Innocence,  Comes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Tale,  of No Pities 
 

(  as The Marl,  thickens  ) 
 
 
 
 

it was supposed to have been The Very Best of Times,  and in The End,  it was by Far the Worst,   
 

I had lost Myself,  in the Sea of Darkness,  for which,  I would nEver have found,  a Thirst, 
 

and if,  I should Ever decide,  to do it All and Over,  far Away in a someTime When,   
 

      I do hope My Heart would survive,  never to have found My true Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Always,  by My Side 
 

(  Where Here,  Is  ) 
 
 
 
 

ªªªª                   ªªªª  
ªªªª                  ªªªª                  ªªªª  

for as Long, 
ªªªª                                               ªªªª  

as Time,  needs Space, 
ªªªª                                                  ªªªª  

or Glory,  needs Grace, 
ªªªª                                                ªªªª  

the Loveliest Rose is 
ªªªª                                         ªªªª  

a Smile on Her   
ªªªª                               ªªªª  

      Face . . . 
ªªªª                 ªªªª  

 
ªªªª  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Always,  by My Side,  Again 
 

(  Where Here,  Is  ) 
 
 
  

                  **   
  

    **   
  
**   
  

**   **   
  

**     **   
  

      **   ffoorr  **   
  

    aass  LLoonngg,,    aass  
  

    TTiimmee  nneeeeddss  SSppaaccee,,  
 

or Glory needs Grace, 
 

the Loveliest Rose is 
 

a Smile on Her   
 

      Face . . . 
 
I  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ambrosia 
 

(  a Thought,  of Gold  ) 
 
 
 
 

in A Place,  of Peaches 
 

and Cream,  in A Land of Milk and Honey,  in  
  

TThhee  DDaayyss  ooff  WWiinnee  aanndd  RRoosseess,,    iinn  TThhee  AArrmmss  ooff  HHeerr  EEmmbbrraaccee,,      
 

      on The Wings of Her Grace,  waiting,  at The End,  of The Rainbow . . . 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

And All Things Dear 
 
 
 
 
 
 

aann  AAnnggeell 
 
 

crying alone, 
 

is a terrible Beauty, 
 

yet,  when Angels, 
 

cry Together, 
 

it is a  
 

Glory to behold, 
 

for it is The Rain of Joy, 
 

come,  to bathe Your Heart,  in 
 

      the Cool Water,  of Her Forgiveness . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and wither,  thou shall goest 
 

(  I will know  ) 
 
 
 
 
 

said the Darkness,  to the Night, 
 

      where Ever can I go ? . . .  
 
 

said The Knight,  to the Darkness, 
 

     not in My Back Yard . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Angels,  Guardians,  and Wards 
 

(  The Eyes,  of Heaven  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Some,  of One,  to watch over Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Angels,  of Mercy 
 
 
 
 
 
 

raising Their Hands,  like The Swans of Grace,  that They are,   
 

     resting these troubled Waters,  of Our Ever inspired Abandon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

AnimAll Kingdoms  
 
 
 
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
*  
i 

Our Predicament,  is The Child of Purpose, 
 

Our Purpose,  was born of a Plan, 
 

 The Plan,  was born in Perfection, 
  

 in Perfection,  there exists The Point, 
  

and The Point,  is The Pursuit,  of Paradise, 
  

     for Paradise,  is The Promise,  of Our Path,  from Pain . . . 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*           Aphrodite           * 
*                                        * 
*           (  Peace,  Sign  )           *  
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
*                                        * 
while being The Mother of Eros, 

 
yet Still,  The Daughter of Zeus, 

 
Venus reigns in Beauty’s Name, 

 
until Mars can deliver a Truce, 

 
well into The Hands, 

 
and Hearts,  of 

 
All Good 

 
 Men, 

 

V 
 
 
 

      One World . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As Liquid  
 
 
 
 
                                        
 

to behold The Diamond, 
 

is to wield The Sword, 
 

      to Here,  The Ring . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Be,  Still,  My Heart 
 

 
                                                                            ~~~~*  
                                                                                ~~*  
                                                                                    * 

My 
 

Angel, 
 

Our Path, 
 

Our Destiny, 
 

Now,  is to know 
 

a Richness,  The Jewel, 
 

The Gift,  of Our Friendship, 
 

to live the Warmth of Remembrance, 
 

to cherish The Memory where Our Love waits, 
 

to wonder,  at The Magnitude of It All, 
 

and,  through The Mists of EverMore, 
[[ ]]                     [[ ]]                     [[ ]]                     [[ ]]   

the Brightest Star in Paradise shines, 
 

It shines for You,  It shines for Me, 
 

and Our Dream,  lives there,  inside 
 

The Heart of The Promise of Hope, 
 

For Ever,  and To Always, 
 

and,  within It’s Radiance 
 

We will build Our Home, 
 

made of Stone and Light, 
 

The Castle of Tomorrows, 
 

with a Path to KnowWhere, 
 

leading Us toward Ourselves, 
 

toward The Sea of Togetherness, 
 

for as Dawn graces The Days to Come, 
 

so shall We,  Angel,  grace Each Other’s Life,  
 

      with Compassion,  Understanding,  and Forgiveness . . . 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Blue Moon 
 

(  Once  ) 
 

 
  ~~~~* 

 ~~* 
*  

and 
 

in The Days 
 

before Darkness Fell, 
 

before The Bells, of N’Ever, 
 

became The Ring,  around The Sun, 
 

when Ever,  was searching 
 

The Fields of Forgiveness, 
  [[ ]]                     [[ ]]                     [[ ]]         

in a Land,  called Because, 
 

to find a Rose more lovely 
 

than The Smile of Always, 
 

      to find A Rose,  of Avalon . . . 
 

but ’Lo,  the Darkness Fell, 
 

and,  while walking in sight 
 

of The Valley of Dawn,  The  
  

Flame of His Candle,  died,  and 
 

    Ever was lost,  to The Advent,  of Night . . . 
 

His Only Comfort,  and His Only Friend,. 
 

was The Light of The Moon,  so He closed His Eyes, 
 

      and He fell Asleep,  under The Shroud,  of What Might Have Been . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Broken Heart 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

yes  
 

Angel, 
 

just once 
 

before I die, 
 

I wish,  to say 
 

I am sorry,  while 
 

I look,  in Your Eye, 
 

for You will never know 
 

The Depth of My Disgrace, 
 

unless You see it etched, 
 

      upon My Face . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

by Far too Titanic to Fit 
 

(  on just One Whirled  ) 
 
 
 
 

and let Us nEver begin to forget,  of just whose Story this was, 
 

     that stands now so cherished,  in the loving Arms,  of Because . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Comes The Reign 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      on Thee . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

CoroNation 
 
 
 
 

The Seven Angels of Virtue,  stand beside 
 

The Seven Swords of Justice,  and behold, 
 

     The Seven Trumpets of Dawn,  glistening . . . 
 

as The Eyes of Heaven shimmer,  in 
 

The Presence of Her Grace, 
 

and She smiles, 
 

as The Sky cracks, 
 

into Her Myriad of Color, 
 

and slowly,  The Grace of Swans, 
 

brushes Her last Tear away,  and It falls 
 

into The Sea,  to become a Star,  a Distant Fire, 
 

upon which Dreams will live,  and Hope’s Wish will fly, 
 

and as The Legions of The Empire of The Sun pause,  to regard, 
 

and to witness the Wonder,  She,  then,  whispers,  to Her Majesty, 
 

      to Her Children of The Clouds,  to Her Jewels of Innocence . . . 
 

Your Heart and Soul,  are The Essence of Friendship, 
 

They are The Jewels,  in The Richness of My Life, 
 

Light a Sea of Candles,  The Fire of My Spirit, 
 

      Lace a Ribbon of Love,  into My Web of Pearls . . . 
 

and,  as The Light of Dawn,  dancing as Gold Wind, 
 

  wraps Her Music,  around All Things Dear,  in The Distance, 
 

on The Edge of Remembrance,  on The Eve of Light,  on The Sea of Glass, 
 

flies The Ibis,  Resolute,  on Her Journey,  closer,  to a Blessed Union,  of A Promise, 
 

and The Fulfillment, 
 

      in Avalon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Counter,  Fit 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      2’s . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dawn,  will Dance 
 

(  in Morning’s Glory  ) 
 

MMeellooddyy  
  

cclloosseess  HHeerr  EEyyeess,,    aanndd    
  

SShhee  ddrreeaammss,,    ooff  SSii lleennccee,,    wwhhii llee    
  

RRhhyytthhmm  hhoollddss  TThhee  HHaanndd,,    ooff  TTiimmee,,  
  

aanndd  YYoouutthh,,    ggaazzeess  ttoowwaarrdd  YYeesstteerrddaayy,,  
  

            wwhhoossee  MMeemmoorryy,,    iiss  aass  OOlldd,,    aass  RRhhyymmee  ..  ..  ..  
  

HHaarrmmoonnyy  mmoovveess  wwii tthh  aann  AAiirr,,    ooff  GGrraaccee,,  
  

ccaappttuurreedd,,    bbyy  TThhee  TThhrreeaadd  ooff  GGoodd’’ ss  HHeeaarrtt,,  
  

aanndd  aass  PPaassssiioonn  sshhaarreess  aa  WWoorrdd  wwii tthh  JJooyy,,    HHiiss  
  

BBeeaauuttyy  eemmbbrraacceess  AArrtt,,    ssoo  ii ff   WWhheerree  kknnoowwss  WWhheenn  
  

LLoovvee  wwii ll ll   CCoommee,,    AAggaaiinn,,    oonnllyy  HHooppee  wwii ll ll   EEvveerr  tteell ll ,,    aanndd  
  

tthheerree  TThheeyy  ssttaanndd,,    UUnnttii ll ,,    wwhhii llee  TThheeyy  ll iisstteenn,,    SSttii ll ll ,,    ffoorr  TThhee  RRiinngg,,      
  

ooff  FFrriieennddSShhiipp’’ ss      
  

            BBeell ll   ..  ..  ..  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ever,  of Always 
 

(  Hushed  ) 
 
 
 
 

as My Last,  dying Breath,  flies Away, 
 

      with It,  Her Name,  My Lips,  will say . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

EveryThing 
 

(  Dear  ) 
 
 
 
 

I will give U,   
 

Heaven,  and Earth, 
 

     because All I have,  is This . . . 
�
�
�
�
�
�
����������������������������������������� �
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FFeeaatthheerr   LL iigghhtt   
 
 
 
 
 

in The Wink,  of an i, 
 

and while The Seven Angels, 
 

with Their Seven Candles,  pray, 
 

while The Eyes of Heaven watch, 
 

as Their  Seven Trumpets,  play, 
 

The Seven Swans of Majesty, 
 

rise Up,  and fly,  to Day, 
 

to Always,  for Ever, 
 

      rise Up,  and fly,  Away . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Fools,  Rushed,  In 
 

(  Thy Can Say  ) 
 
 
 
 

      when Ever,  left,  The Building . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  of Heaven  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For A Thousand Reasons 
 

(  The GatheRing  ) 
 
 
 
 

I,  among Heroes in a Palace of Light, 
 

so blessed are Those within Her Sight, 
 

They came for One,  so Then,  for All, 
 

They came for Hope to hear The Call, 
 

to ride Their Chariots across The Sky, 
 

      so There,  for The Grace of God,  go I . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Ever,  and A Dei 
 

(  is Always  ) 
 
 
 
 

I know,  U shall nEver forgive Me, 
 

for what I,  am about to do, 
                                                               

so whereEver I go, 
                                             * 

            whatEver          *  
                            * 

      I do,   * 
                            * 

               I shall             * 
                                             * 

do so,  while  
                                                              

remembering,  just 
 

      how long,  I have been loving U . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Keep’s Sake 
 

(  TryAngels  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and 
 

All at Once, 
 

His Eyes reflect a 
 

Gem of Light,  dancing, 
 

alone in Tomorrow’s Embrace, 
 

far beyond His Grasp,  yet deep within  
 

His Reach,  of Understanding,  for He knows  
 

The Light is The Distant Fire, 
 

at The Bend,  in The River of Souls,   
 

and He knows,  The Light is The Way,  for Ever,  a Bell still tolls,   
 

and He knows,  The Light is The Reason,  for Truth,  will Always Anoint, 
 

      and He knows,  The Light is The Promise of Day,  and A Promise,  is The Point . . . 
�                                                                                                                                              �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Loving You 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and One Day,  I shall fly, 
 

for loving Always, 
 

and Her Love, 
 

is enough, 
 

      for Ever . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For That Pale Blue Gem 
 

(  in that dark velvet Sky  ) 
 
 
 
 

was not only A Place,  where Her Ever Always was, 
 

     but,  was for Always,  where Her Ever,  Always,  Is . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  to this very Dei  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Want,  of Glory  
 

(  So  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Name,  of The Wind,  is Patience . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

From The Tales,  of Your 
 
 
 
 
 

 
WhomSoEver stands in The Light of Your Affection, 
 
need not surrender to AnyThing,  save for The Comfort, 
 
of The Words,  rising Up,  from The Shelter of Your Page . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

GloryPath 
 
 
 
 
 
 

She flies,  for Me, 
 

on Her Ships of Light, 
 

on The Winds of My Faith, 
 

      across The Sea,  of My Longing . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Heart,  of The Universe 
 

(  Art,  of The uniVerse  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

in 
 

Cyan Skies, 
 

soar a Journey’s Prize, 
 

      There,  in The Eyes,  of Grace . . . 
�                                                           �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Eyes,  Alone 
 

(  Widows,  to Galaxies  ) 
 
 
 
 

staring out across The Universe, 
 

wondering,  where Ever had Gone, 
 

of All The Times,  of All The Crimes, 
 

     who if not Ever,  would mow,  The Lawn . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Most Precious of Gems 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and what is a Diamond,  but that which is born,  from what Was,  Once,  Life ItSelf . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  under Pressure  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Here,  goes Nothing 
 

(  Once More Time,  Again  ) 
 
 
 
 

      because She,  was Never,  None,  and Not,  before,  It seems . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Here,  in My Hand 
 

(  Left,  Alone  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Key,  to It All . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Home,  Run  
  

(  Alpha’s  Bet  ) 
 
 
 
 

I,  promise,  One Day,  U shall C 
 

The Path,  of Love,  is Free,  and 
 

remember,  Always,  are We,  for 
 

The Start of Beginning is Be,  so 
 

The End,  of Beginning, 
 

is G,  o,  and 
 

      d . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Honor’s Hero 
 

(  Aye,  Mariner  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The River of Time,  winds It’s Way,  through a Vast,  and Glorious Ocean, 
 

      and The End,  where Angels Tend,  rises from The Depth of Her Devotion . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

I,  for One 
 
 
 
 
 
 

** * 
 
 
 

when I, 
@ 

at Last,  look,  into 
 

The Windows of 
 

Your Eyes, 
 

I will see, 
 

All that Was, 
 

All that Is,  and 
 

All that Will Be, 
 

and All at once, 
 

I understand, 
 

I welcome, 
 

I rejoice, 
 

for I am 
 

Home,   
 

     at Last . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

If I,  had A Peace 
 

(  of You  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      I would write,  of My Voyage,  of Kings . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

in A Shimmering Pool,  of Grace 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      I will bring Christianity,  Judaism,  and Islam to Their Knees . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  and All Else  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

in A Symphony of MoMeants 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Dei,  has arrived . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  Love,  Again  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

In Amber,  For Ever 
 

(  since The Dawn,  of First Light  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

And,  as 
 

Always,  You and I,  were The Spirit of Love, 
 

The Meaning of Love,  The Was and The Will Be of Love,  until 
 

SomeWhere,  in a Time Long Ago,  Our Heart,  Our Being,  Our Purpose,   
 

      was torn Asunder,  causing The Greatest Anguish,  This Universe,  has Ever felt . . . 
 

The Darkness,  Vortex of Disorder,  Maelstrom of Chaos,  Abyss of Blind Desire, 
 

has created The Terrible Beauty,  the most Tears,  the most Profound Longing, 
 

The Eyes of Heaven,  have Witnessed,  or will I,  Ever,  know,  and Yet,  It 
 

bore,  The Most Singular Acts of Patience,  Courage,  and Devotion, 
 

by The Heart,  of The Diamond,  The Rhyme,  of The Reason, 
 

      The AlwaysBe of The EverWill,  The Where,  Here,  Is . . .  
 

When I find The Cause,  and I know The Truth, 
 

will I,  be granted,  Just One Look,  into 
 

The Eyes of The Face,  I cannot  
 

remember,  to kiss The  
 

Heart,  I cannot  
       

Ever quite 
 

      forget . . . 
 
? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

In The Arms,  of Safe,  and Sound 
 

(  We,  Belong  ) 
 
 
 
 

                                                                                    ~~~~* 
                                                                                        ~~* 

* 
So 
 

and At Last, 
 

standing Together, 
 

in Their Secret Garden, 
 

Hands,  and Hearts,  to Be, 
 

dancing,  in Each Other’s Eyes, 
 

moving,  to The Sound of Friendship, 
��� ���� �           ��� ���� �           ��� ���� �           ��� ���� �   

Here,  in The Light of Love, 
 

Here,  in The Time of Hope, 
 

Here,  by The Grace of God, 
 

knowing of no Moment, 
 

knowing of no Distance,   
 

that shall pass between Them, 
 

For as Long,  as Ever loves Always, 
 

For as Long,  as Tomorrow tells Remember, 
 

      For as Long,  as The Echo,  and The Wind,  are One . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Poet’s Eye 
 

(  is where It’s at  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The IcanSea . . . 
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�



�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�

kNew,  Found,  Glory 
 

(  in U  ) 
 
 
 
 

��� �                           ��� �  
��� �                           ��� �                          ��� �  

yes,  My Love,  there are Dreams 
��� �                                                                            ��� �  

that soar Way beyond Measure,  carrying Hope 
��� �                                                                                      ��� �  

both Far and Near,  and Ever They fly,  above Us All, 
��� �                                                                                        ��� �  
     ascending straight to The Heart,  of All Things Dear . . . 

��� �                                                                                   ��� �  
while They wait,  as Hope,  to so fulfill,  They  

��� �                                                                         ��� �  
live in My Heart,  and as Always,  will, 

��� �                                                             ��� �  
just as Long,  as U and Yours,   

��� �                                                ��� �  
are beSighed Me,   

��� �                                  ��� �  
     Still . . . 

��� �                  ��� �  
 

��� �  
����
����

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

O’er The Ramparts,  We Walked 
 

(  in The TwiLight’s last preening  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Mortars,  mired in Concrete, 
 

The Cannon,  melted to The Bore, 
 

The Rifles,  with no Stock in Trade, 
 

The Bullets,  long buried in The Ground, 
 

and The Swords,  to be shared,  with The Plow, 
 

      and All,  without admiring,  a Shot . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  Fire,  away  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

of Stories,  Told 
 

(  since Days,  of Old  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Promise,  of Hope’s Fulfillment,   
 

      is finding Her Freedom,  in The Gift . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

on The River of My Because 
 
 
 
 
 
 

so not A Dei nor A Leaf,  will They Ever drift by, 
 

     without My pausing,  and smiling,  to Remember . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Once,  ReTurned 
 

(  Owed,  to Joy  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Depth,  and Breadth,  of My Longing, 
 

is from The Heart of The Way Things have been, 
 

because,  I have indeed walked All The Deis of Infinity, 
 

     and finally found The Smile,  as Lovely,  as My Love,  Again . . . 
�                                                                      �  

and if I,  can hold On,  to The Dream, 
 

from The Distant Fire once cast, 
 

and All I Ever need,  want,   
 

deserve,  or desire,  is 
 

to find My Way 
 

Home,  at 
 

      Last . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One by One 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

Angel,  
 

if I were given 
 

enough Time,  and Space, 
 

I would build for You,  an Empire, 
 

devoted only to The Grandest of Endeavors, 
 

      The Adoration,  of All Things Your Heart,  holds Dear . . .  
 

�                                                                                                          �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       One More Time,  Again 
 
 
 
 
 
 

         Love,  is the  
 

Eternal   
 

      Xstacy,  of 
 

       Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Purple Reign 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and, 
 

as She poured, 
 

slowly,  over The Garden, 
 

chasing away Her Legions of Fireflies, 
 

�      embracing For Ever,  The Memory of Darkness,     �  
 

as It fades from Existance,  becoming 
 

the dust of age,  lying quiet, 
 

waiting,  for All to 
 

      pass . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

She Walks,  This Earth 
 

(  as One  ) 
 
 
 
 

Always,  moving,  as Liquid,  where The Angels fear to go, 
 

She whispers to The Hearts of Men,  of All They do naught know, 
 

and after All,  is Said,  and Done,  She gathers Them All,  One,  by One, 
 

to stand before Wisdom’s Eyes,  and,  before The Dawn can kiss  
 

The Dei,  They will find True Love,  along The Way,   
 

      as They rejoice,  beneath Her Cyan Skies . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sky Blue Rose 
 

(  To Day  ) 
 
 
 
 

as The Music of Our Lives,  quietly fades to Ever and on, 
 

We ask Hope to dance,  to sing,  to stay,  and talk aWhile, 
 

There and Then We learn,  where Our Dreams have gone, 
 

      remember Always,  My Wish,  was only to see You smile . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The All at Once 
 

(  is  ) 
 
 
 
 

      All over The Map,  and Way off The Charts . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Angel,  of Love 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      is Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Bridge,  of Dreams 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       Compassion,  is The Foundation,  upon which,  Mercy stands . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  waiting,  for Ever  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Crucible 
 
 
 

       **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
  *     * 
 *    * 
* * 
* 
i 

The Fires of Creation,  were ignited,   
 

so that I could see The Beauty, 
 

      of Your Smile . . . 
]       [ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Dawn Rose 
 
 
 
 

�  
�       �     

slowly She awakens, 
 

moving as though She were Liquid, 
 

rising,  as Always,   to embrace the Night Sky, 
 

Her Radiance kisses the Nocturnal Velvet, 
 

and The Celestial Sea fades once more, 
                                                         

*
  
into The Corridors of Memory,

 
*  

 
Her Beauty captures All 

 
that is Life,  All 

 
that is Love, 

 
to wrap All within 

 
The Infinite Spectrum of Her Light, 

     
The Harmonic Perfection 

 
of Her Music,  The 

 
QuintEssence 

 
of Her 

 
      Joy . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Diamond,  The Sword,  and The Ring 
 

(  and Their Voices,  carried  ) 
 
 
 
 

because This is what I saw, 
 

because This is what I held, 
 

      because This is what I heard . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The Fall,  from Grace 

 
�  
 

for 
 

when 
 

The Tears  
 

of Always fell, 
 

and fell on,  For Ever, 
 

the back of a Turtle’s Shell, 
 

for The Tears,  were Pearls of  
 

Sorrow,  and The Tears did 
 

ring,  as of a Bell,  of 
 

      Never . . . 
 

�  
 

and  
 

when 
 

The Sound  
 

of The Bells of 
 

Never,  became The 
 

Echo of Her Sorrow,  The 
 

Ring,  around The Sun,  and 
 

for whom The Bells tolled, 
 

Days of Never,  had 
 

      Begun . . . 
 

�  
 

Her 
 

 Heart 
 

is crying 
 

For Ever,  and 
 

All that He has done, 
 

for All His Prayers heard, 
 

for All His Glories,  won,  for 
 

The Flame,  of His Candle,  for 
  

The Glory of Grace,  for The 
 

Rose of Avalon,  His 
 

      Son . . . 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Legacy,  of Kindness 
 

(  Divine Aspect  ) 
 
 
 
 

First,  there was The Music, 
 

then,  The Harmonic Perfection, 
 

followed,  as The Breath of Angels, 
 

bound,  by The Thread of God’s Heart, 
 

     woven,  in The Tapestry,  of Forgiveness . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Poetry,  of Motion 
 

(  forWord and reVerse  ) 
 
 
 
 

. . . ecneliS fo  ,ecioV ehT yb 
 

desserac  ,seilfrettuB sa ,sdroW 
 

ruoY fo thgilF eht hctaw I 
 

,rednoW fo seyE ehT 
                                                                �  

nihtiw peeD 
                                                      �  

and There,  Up from     �  
                                                      �  

Deep within 
                                                                �  

The Eyes of Wonder, 
 

I watch The Flight of Your  
 

Words,  as Butterflies,  caressed 
 

      by The Voice,  of Silence . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Ring of Friendship 
 

(  Saturn’s Ballet  ) 
 
 
 
 

      of Your Eyes . . . 
 

reflected,  in The Windows, 
 

where You hear The Sound,  of Light, 
 

The Place,  found in The Heart of Paradise, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

As You look upon The Pools of Innocence, 
 

lying within The Infinite Sea of Grace, 
 

reflected,  in The Windows, 
 

      of Her Eyes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

The Seven Wonders of U 
 
 
 

�  
 

A Face, 
 

whose Whisper, 
 

launched a Thousand Ships 
�  
 

of Light, 
 

and whose Touch, 
 

sends Me,  where Echoes go 
�  
 

to Die, 
 

and whose Kiss, 
 

would keep a Rose in bloom 
�  
 

for Ever, 
 

and whose Eyes, 
 

hold The Depth of The Mind 
�  
 

of God, 
 

and whose Heart, 
 

is The Home,  of The Palace 
�  
 

of Rain, 
 

and whose Voice, 
 

Cool Water,  flowing across 
�  
 

My Soul, 
 

whose Embrace, 
 

wraps Me in The Symphony 
 

of All Things Dear, 
 

and knowing  
 

of Love, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Suddenly,  of God 
 

(  Love,  Again  ) 
 
 
 
 

and yes,  in Deed,  The Sky began to crack,  and surely neither soft,  nor slow,  
because The Weight of Certainty began to pour down,  as Liquid,  there upon 
The Hearts of All Men,  and as The Legions of Stars finally came to Rest among 
this Sea of Glory,  to witness,  and oh yes to wonder,  so too,  to All Things Dear 
came there First,  The Ring of Truth,  and Second,  came The Light . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

The Sun,  in Her Eyes 
 

(   The Sun,  in Her,  Rise  ) 
 

�  
 

As 
 

A Hush 
 

falls across 
 

 The Universe, 
 

She smiles,  yet 
 

Again as Always, 
 

for Her Heart feels 
 

the Waiting,  is over, 
 

Her Heart knows She 
 

has cried Her Last Tear, 
 

and with The Dawn rising, 
 

Her Eyes look upon Avalon, 
 

The Path of Her infinite Desire, 
 

while Her Light pours,  as Liquid, 
 

over The Valley of All Things Dear, 
 

The Everlasting Peace kisses His Soul, 
 

as His Eyes reflect The Love in His Heart, 
 

His Last Tear silently falls,  upon Her Hand, 
 

raised,  once more,  toward The Honor of Virtue, 
 

toward Her Glory,  Prince of The Empire of The Sun, 
 

and,  She whispers to Him,  from The Place in Her Heart, 
 

where Angels go to learn of Grace,  where The Echo of The 
 

Millennia,  Her Twilight Song of Sighs was born,  Eons Ago, 
 

“ take My Hand and walk with Me,  along The Shores of Eden, 
 

and We,  will talk,  with Hearts as One,  of All that is The 
 

Days to Come,  since The Time,  of Remember When, 
 

for You,  are Ever,  and I,  am Always,  and 
 

      We,  are Love,  Again” . . . 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Thread of God’s Heart 
 
 
 
 
 
 

is 
 

Hope, 
 

woven,  within 
 

      The Fabric,  of Our Lives . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

tHere 
 
 
 
 
 
 

whereEver 
 

that Place was 
 

that We came from, 
 

that We are lost from, 
 

for certain,  the only 
 

language spoken, 
 

     was Love . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There,  from Here 
 

(  to Thee  ) 
 
 
 
 

Thank U,  for Another Day, 
 

and Oh what A Day It was, 
 

yes This Day,  was A Way, 
 

     I am nearer to My Because . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

to Those who sang of Forgiveness 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and what Ever U find Your Hands doing,  do so with All of Your Might,   
 

     for The Tie that bind Us,  for Ever,  is The Story,  of The Fall,  of Night . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Truth,  Shining  
 

(  The Might  ) 
 
 
 
 

      It,  is So . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Valentwine 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Wishes are Horses, 
 

My Dreams,  could Ride, 
 

whether Hell or High Water, 
 

tells Fate to Decide,  for even  
 

If,  knows When,  Someday, 
 

My Love for You,  will  
 

                                                       be Here,  to Stay . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Where,  Do I 
 

(  Ever  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Begin,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

With This Love 
 

(  The PenManShip  ) 
 
 
 
 

U write,  as if Heaven were looking over Your Shoulder, 
 

U write,  as though Passion were Your Baton, 
 

     U write,  as Poets,  wish Life to be . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Third DoveTale 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The  Flame of Desire 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Willow,  stands waiting,  in a glorious Vale of Abundance,  

with a Ribbon of Love fluttering gently within Her Boughs,  as 

a Child comes walking,  toward The Voices He began to hear 

so long Ago,  and who now stands before ten thousand Angels,  

singing in The Glow,  of a Morning Son . . . and He pulls from 

His Pocket,  All tattered and worn,  a Coin,  once forged in a 

Kingdom come and gone,  and an Empire two Millennia dead,  

and emblazoned on both Sides now,  with the very same Face,  

as The Eagle,  soaring high above Him . . . 

*       *       * 

and deep inside a Web of Pearls,  a Candle,  whose Light was 

once heard Far across this Universe,  had brought the very 

Darkness to its Knees,  and caused The Stars to fade,  if even 

for A Moment,  suddenly begins to find Itself transFormed,  

into something Grand,  and something Wise,  and not only did 

It see,  that It was now not just made of Wax,  but also of Clay,  

and was fired in the finest Color,  of Blue,  howEver,  and yet,  

little did It know,  that Its Very Wick,  was,  too . . .  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Gathering 
 
 
 
 

The Falling,  Leaves 
 

(  a Ring  ) 
 
 
 
 

like Silk upon My Skin,  a Coolness wraps Itself around Me,  as I step within Her Forest,  so primal,  so 
peaceful,  so pristine . . . and so begin Wave upon Wave of Thoughts,  and Ideas,  Disquisitions,  and 
Suppositions,  Declarations,  and Speculations,   and All laced within a quiet Symphony of Logic,  and All 
causing My Mind to dance,  as if caught in a frenetic Dervish,  allowing only a Thread of Hope,  of Ever 
beginning to grasp each and every Ion,  of InSight . . . 
 
a Stillness . . . absolute,  and complete . . . where Silence comes to think,  and Echoes go to fade Away . . . 
where the slightest Sound,  is The Light of Her Candle,  up there behind a Sea of Glass,  behind Her 
Window,  burning,  as Always,  waiting,  for Ever . . . without It’s Luminescence,  My Way would be 
shrouded in Doubt,  for even Here,  Shadows play across My Path like errant Children,  hoping I forget My 
Purpose,  and indeed praying,  that I forget My Promise . . . 
 
an utter Quiet,  tangibly real,  mythical in Age,  titanic in Its Wisdom,  and as limitless as The Hope found 
in a Moment,  awaits My silent Footsteps . . . for The Ground upon which I walk,  is a luxuriant Mantle of 
Moss and Fern,  blanketing an Eternity of fallen leaf,  needle,  cone,  and twig . . . it is All I can do,  to 
resist the Hush of Temptation,  and lay down upon this Cradle of Serene,  for I know,  that once wrapped 
inside The Cloak of Sleep,  is Once returned,  to The Land,  of Yon . . . 
 
walking through this arboreal Cathedral,  where My Presence is dwarfed by The Majesty and Magnitude of 
these towering Sentinels,  Each,  as old as Time,  or Rhyme,  Each,  as old as Love Herself,  rising up,  
reaching for The Reason . . . and finding All,  climbing beyond Sight,  beyond Might,  Pillars of Oak,  of 
Pine,  of Cedar,  Alder and Hemlock,  and Birch,  from Redwood,  Spruce,  and Fir,  to Maple,  Ash,  and 
Elm,  and Those of strange and unnamed Places,  Bark of every Girth and Grain,  Leaf of every Hue and 
Cry,  All standing,  resolute,  in a grand and glorious Colonnade,  of Knowledge . . . 
 
then My Eyes caught a flicker of Movement,  a small flash of Urgency,  again,  telling Me to hasten My 
Steps,  to tarry not One Moment,  and upward from Her long Branch of Regard,  arose The Mockingbird,  
once More,  flying amid these Monoliths,  navigating Her Way among these Titans of Solitude,  leading Me 
toward The Sum of My Intent,  My Calling,  and through it All,  She rose,  up beyond The Path of Light,  
up beyond The Question of Why,  up beyond The Thoughts of God,  because,  there was,  no Sky . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and as A Diamond 
 

(  17 Jewels  ) 
 
 
 
 

      She wears The Rock,  of Patience,  on Her Hand . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

And This Woman 
 
 
 
 
 
 

She holds The IcanSea,  in The Palm of Her Hand, 
 

     where lys,  The Promise,  in Every Grain,  of Sand . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As I,  Walk By 
 

(  I,  Here  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Her Waves,  making Thunder,  on My Sands,  of Time . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as Time flies,  and The Moon begins to set,  Always waits, 
 
 
 
 
 
 

At The Edge,  of Remember 
 

(  Wondering  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

what Ever became,  to 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Forget . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

aYear,  and aDei 
 

(  aWay  ) 
 
 
 
 

They will come,  The Multitudes,  and They will look upon 
 

a Beauty within These Pages as Something to be Cherished, 
 

as Something Grand,  and They will know that The Artistry 
 

portrayed Here,  is born of The Hope,  living in The Hearts,   
 
 
 
 

      of Lovers,  All . . . 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Beauty,  and The Least 
 

(  Kin,  Deep  ) 
 
 
 
 

looking across Her Dominion, 
 

She smiles to Each of Her Blessings,  One by One, 
 

and while She whispers “Farewell ”,  to The Promise of Youth, 
 

      She turns at Last to face The Day,  She hoped would never see The Sun . . . 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Because,  She holds The OurGlass 
 

(  for Once  ) 
 
 
 
 

Tolerance,  Acceptance,  Compassion 

Virtues there are Seven, 
 

in order to see Heaven, 
 

and Those take care 
 

      not to Mix . . . 
 

so note  
 

the Amount, 
 

for Patience won’t 
 

count,  on Your Way,  
 

      toward finding All Six . . . 
Understanding,  Forgiveness,  Love 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CarniVale 
 

(  FunRise  ) 
 
 
 
 

of All The Days We miss,  oh The Glory of that Kiss, 
 

again,  I ask You All to tell,  exactly,  what You mean, 
 

for There lies The Gift,  and through It,  We must sift, 
 

     to find The Way Our Hearts felt,  when We,  were 17 . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Close Your Eyes,  to See 
 

(  on A Clear Dei  ) 
 
 

**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **     
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
**           **   
ll iisstteenn  

  
ttoo  TThhee  

  
TTrruummppeettss,,  

  
AAtt  LLoonngg  LLaasstt,,  

  
TThhee  VVooiiccee  ooff  AAnnggeellss  

  
wwii ll ll   kkiissss  TThhee  HHeeaarrtt  ooff  MMaann,,  

  
aanndd  ssaannccttii ffyy,,    TThhee  SSoouull   ooff  WWoommaann,,  

  
ccoommee,,    wwaallkk  wwii tthh  MMee,,    aanndd  WWee,,    wwii ll ll   ooppeenn,,  

 
 
 

      The Gates,  of Dawn . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“  The Beauty,  of ~The Method~ of Verbal Exchange is 
 

that We might engage,  at Will,  the Delicate Power of 
 

Our Words,  whether to embrace a Reader’s Heart,  or 
 

Mind,  if done from Truth,  The Ring of Conversation 
 

will sound,  as though heard,  for The Very First Time, 
 

         A Resonance of Wisdom,  playing Music in Our Eyes  ” . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Come,  Again ? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

EvenThough 
 

(  She is So  ) 
 
 
 
 

      leading Me,  There,  I go . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Far,  and A Way 
 

(  to Be  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Place,  called You,  and Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For and To 
 

  (  2 U and 4 U  ) 
 
 
 
 

This is The Meaning of Life, 
 

both To You,  and,  For Me, 
 

Here,  standing between Us, 
 

      for Always and Ever is free . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Ever,  After  
 

(  You  ) 
 
 
 
 

** * 

 

* 
and so, 

 
I see, 

 
The Eyes, 

 
of The Face,  

 
of A Woman,  

 
and Her Grace,  

 
whose Heart,  freed, 

 
      a Thousand Ships, of Light . . . 

 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For to Morrow  
 

(  Ever Comes  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Destiny,  carries The Lock,  while Fate,  holds The Key . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FountainHead 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

for 
 

every Tear 
 

that I cry,  falls into 
 

The Pool of Her Innocence, 
 

falling from The Sky of My Mind, 
 

to form The Rings around Your Heart, 
 

as They journey Onward,  as Waves of  
 

Longing,  as Echoes of Desire,  upon 
 

The Amaranthine Shores,  of  
 

      Forgiveness . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

From A Madman,  Across The Water 
 

(  Father,  to Sun  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Goodbye,  Yellow Brick Rose . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

From Angels,  to Poets 
 

(  The Ring,  of Fire  ) 
 
 
 

      **   
      **   

  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

it has been noted upon Occasion, 
 

regarding All We have said,  of Things, 
 

yet,  We want You All,  to know,   
 

All We intend,  to show,  is 
 

All that You,  shall be,   
 

All that You,  shall 
 

see,  for not just  
 

You,  but We,   
 

are on This,   
 

a Voyage, 
 

      with Rings . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

From Bread,  to Wine 
 

(  a Turn,  of The Page  ) 
 
 
 
 

She gives,  This Day, 
 

     Ever to find His Way . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

From Poets,  to Angels 
 

(  The Ring,  of Faith  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

it has been noted upon Occasion, 
 

regarding All I have said,  of Things, 
 

yet,  I want You All,  to know,   
 

All I intend,  to show,  is 
 

All that We,  shall be,   
 

for All there is,  to  
 

see,  not just I, 
 

but We,  on 
 

This,  Our 
 

Voyage, 
 

      of Kings . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Give Us,  This Dei 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Come,  what May . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

God 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      A Woman,  of Substance . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The HeartShip 
 

(  One,  Day  ) 
 
 
 
 

Ever,  He keeps His Face,  Far beyond Our Sight, 
 

leaving only The Sound of His Whisper of Light, 
 

and,  if He stays The Path,  and holds His Course, 
 

      All Eyes,  will hear The Words,  of an Iron Horse . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Eyes,  are The Prize 
 
 
 
 
 
 

for Only as You regard The Face,  of When, 
 

     can You Ever begin to dance,  with Because . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Solar,  Wins 
 

(  reKnewable Energy  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Nigh,  of The Sigh,  of God’s Plan . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Home,  at Last 
 

(  cry Me,  A River  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

for 
 

behold 
 

it is raining, 
 

      The Tears of Joy . . . 
 

�                             �  
 

�                                 �  
 

�                              �  
 

�                  �  
�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I,  Mariner  
 
 
 
 
 
 

I will navigate,  The Oceans of Promise, 
 

I will pilot,  The Galaxy of Dreams, 
 

I will sail,  The Seas of Eternity, 
 

no matter The Time, 
 

no matter The Space, 
 

no matter The Extreme, 
 

      for Ever,  to find You,  Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Heaven’s Name 
 

(  is y  ) 
 
 
 
 
 

      I will go On,  for Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Her Eyes 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There,  beyond The See,  is The Reason, 
 

      There,  beyond The Shore,   Ever,  More . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Horizon’s Arms  
 

(  I wake  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

TThheerree,,    bbeeyyoonndd    
  

TThhee  RReeaacchh,,    aarree  TThhee  DDoollpphhiinnss,,      
  

ddaanncciinngg  LLiiqquuiidd  GGoolldd,,    uuppoonn  TThhee  SSuunn,,  
  

ssoo  pplleeaassee  ffoorrggiivvee,,    MMyy  BBeeiinngg  ssoo  bboolldd,,  
  

ffoorr  TThhiiss  DDaayy,,    II   sseeee  MMyy  DDaawwnn,,  
  

            hhaass  JJuusstt  BBeegguunn  ..  ..  ..  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Leagues,  All Their Own 
 

(  Ten Thousand Jewels ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

while I,  in My Heart,  shall Ever keep, 
 

     The Words of My Muse running deep . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In My Lady’s Slipper  
 

(  Heaven,  rests  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

OO  

           ^^ 
                  ^ ̂

 
 

In The Navigator’s Glass   
 

(  Tell Us,  Hope  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

East,  He sails,  quiet, 
 

There Alone,  by The Broken Sound, 
 

Ever and On His Dreams lay,  toward Always,    
 

     and toward Always,  He is Ever,  Compass bound . . . 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
so Dear are All Things,  on this Voyage of Kings, 

 
under The Light of His Cyan Skies,  so listen 

 
Wise,  for in His Eyes,  The Meaning  

 
       of Your Life,  is found . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Time,  of A Wink  
 

(  A Promise,  Kept  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

quietly, 
 

and So,  carefully,  and 
 

moving,  as though He were Liquid, 
<                                                                                                                                         > 

gazing into The Eyes of Tomorrow, 
 

He nods His Head,  and 
 

     smiles . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Just One Drop,  of Rain 
 

(  in My Hand  ) 
 
 
 
 

      All It Took,  for A Look,  at A Book . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Let Her Be 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The One,  to love You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Nocturna’s Eve 
 

(  Ring,  of Avalon  ) 
  

              **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

as the Night whispers It’s Last Breath, 
 

and The Moon begins Her Dance of Beams, 
 

The Wedding,  of Hope and Fulfillment begins, 
 

      and for Dawn,  Tomorrow,  dreams . . . 
 

So,  from Now On,  and  
 

So,  The Story goes, 
 

All Things Dear,   
 

will Always be,   
 

just The Way 
 

      Ever,  seems . . . 
 

and Always, 
 

will forEver 
 

shine,  just  
 

The Way,   
 

      She gleams . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Not ’til Us 
 

(  SeeShell  ) 
 
 
 
 

Quiet, 
 

as The Sand,  I wait 
 

beneath The Foam,  as 
 

She bathes Me with  
 

Each Wave,  of 
 

      Home . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

of Long Ago 
 

(  and Far,  Away  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Isle and,  in The Sun . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

On Either Side of Her Smile 
 

(  I see  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Golden Peaches,  lying by a Summer Sun . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

On The Same Sighed,  of The See 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Dawn’s Early Light . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

On The Sand Piper’s Watch 
 

(  All,  The While  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

!"!"!"!"� ���
 

Wave on 
 

 Wave of Kindness came Ashore,   
 

under The Eyes of The Keepers of The Gate, 
####                                                                                $$$$ 

each Bell rang clear so that All Things Dear, 
 

knew Hope had held The Hand, 
 

      of Fate . . . 
 
%%%%����
����
����
����

����
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One,  Again 
 

(  for Ever  ) 
 
 
 
 

      and So,  You shall be . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pan,  or am I,  See 
 

(  U,  2  ) 
 
 
 
 

whenEver,  Love,  keeps 
 

All Things Dear in Sight, 
 

She Always looks,  from 
 

      Left,                   to Right . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Pura Vida 
 
  

            **   
      **   

  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

  *    * 
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
I  

The Memory,  of Her Presence,  is All that remains, 
 

through Acts of Those far less Provident than Herself, 
 

vast Reaches of Her Empire have been made to endure  
 

Pain and Sacrifice,  far beyond The Fabric of Reason, 
 

     and far below Every rational Parameter,  of Existence . . . 
 
 

We,  are Here,  Long Away,  though not Forgotten,  as 
 

This Memory gathers strength in Every glistening Tear 
 

born from Sorrow,  as It journeys across The Faces so 
 

ravaged by the Vagaries of Chance,  so scarred by the 
 

     Winds of Avarice,  so weathered,  by Sands,  of Time . . . 
 
 

As Visions of Our Purpose,  remain cloaked in Mythic 
 

deception,  as Our Paths for Ever cross these Meadows 
 

of NoWhere,  We are bound Eternally,  by The Thread 
 

of Her Heart,  and held as Always in The Grace of Her 
 

      Spirit,  because This Memory,  is The Light,  of Day . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

regarding Patience 
 

(  as to The Question  ) 
 
 
 
 

it seems,  The Answer, 
 

has Ever been Here, 
 

      All,  This,  Time . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

SunHeart 
 
 
 
 

as I 
 

listen,  to 
 

The Song of 
 

Hope’s Wish, 
 

as passing Days 
 

bring You closer, 
 

closer to Your Dream, 
 

closer to Your Fulfillment, 
 

closer to The Gift of The Promise, 
 

when I,  at Last,  see The Light of Your Eyes, 
 

I will know Your Spirit within Me, 
 

I will know Your Rain of Compassion, 
 

as It bathes Me,  like Cool Water,  like Silk, 
 

within My Heart,  and within My Soul,  For Ever, 
 

for as Your Legions of Honor race across The Heavens, 
 

aboard Their Chariots,  aboard Their Glorious Ships of Light, 
 

flying on The Radiance of Your Everlasting Grace,  toward Avalon, 
 

toward The Destiny of All that You hold Dear,  All that hear The Sound, 
 

The Echo,  The Sigh,  The Whisper,  of Your Heart,  rejoicing,  as Always, 
 

as Your Last Tear falls,  My Angel,  from Your Eye,  into The Pool of Joy 
 

I have held within The Palm of My Hand for Eternity,  waiting for You, 
 

patiently,  to Return,  and walk with Me,  Together,  Once More, 
 

along The Shores of Our Secret Eden,  and talk with Me, 
 

Once More,  of The Wondrous Days to Come, 
 

of The Awakening,  of The Dawn, 
 

      of Your Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Angel of Light 
 
 
 
 
 
 

’Lo, 
 

Yes,  There, 
 

Allegiance on The Bow, 
 

on Her SunShip,  Majestic EverMore, 
 

Her Eyes upon Avalon,  She smiles as The Swan, 
   

as Always,  as Dawn,  as Liquid,  pouring,  over The Garden, 
 

as The Sky cracks,  from This Wonder,   
 

of Her Wish,  Her Promise,  Her Return,  of 
 

The Glory and The Splendor,  of Love,  Again, 
 

      as I bow My Head,  in The Presence,  of Her Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Diamond,  of Angels 
 

(  Singing  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and  
 

there,  standing 
 

in The Light,  of The Sun, 
 

�      under The Eyes,  of His Cyan Skies,    �  
 

is The Heart,  of The Ace, 
 

The Grace,  of 
        

      One . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The First,  know Well 
 

( of a Silent Knight ) 
 

and There 
 

 behind The Will,  of God, 
 

stands The Paragon,  of All Creation, 
 

whose Endeavor,  is to grace Our Lives, 
 

to flow through Us,  in Great and Glorious 
 

Waves of Abundance,  to bathe Our Hearts in 
 

 Wondrous Contemplation,  of a Peace,  on Earth, 
 

      for Ever . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Joy,  I have Found 
 

(  Spectral Physics  ) 
 
 
 
 

      through The Light,  of Sound . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Kiss,  from The Rose 
 

(  was He  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Avalon’s Dream,  of Truth . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Light,  of Her Smile 
 

(  Behold  ) 
 
 
 
 

I,  am Her Shepherd,  and 
 

      She,  My Flock,  of Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Missing Peace 
 

(  of 8  ) 
 
 
 
 

walking,  with Remember,  She finds,  along The Way,  This 
 

Portion of Sky,  wondering Why,  can Ever be The Day, 
 

She knows that Because,  and The Way It Was,   
 

join Hands,  as They dance,  with Fate, 
 

so There,  beside Her,  is Love, 
 

to guide Her,  each Step 
 

thru Camelot’s  
 

      Gate . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Missing Wink 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      What i now know . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Muse’s Hand 
 

  (  Once Held  ) 
 
 
 
 

when The Bridge,  is crossed,  from One Heart,  to Another, 
 

The Place where We find Ourselves,  is more Precious than 
 

Glory,  for We have given of Our Own Thread,  to be laced 
 

      for Ever,  into Her Myriad of Light,  God’s Web,  of Pearls . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The PathFinder 
 

(  17 Jewels  ) 
 
 
 
 

WWWW 
standing,  on a  

*****************************                                                           ************** ************** 
Cloud somewhere,  painting Stars 

 
on The Sky,  while offering up Roses,  without  

 
Thorns,  to Those who ask for The Time,  and after  

 
gathering Every Moment of Their Lives,  together,   

 
with a Fine,  Silver Thread,  He sits,  upon The  

 
Pillow of Hope,  and slowly builds  

*****************************                                                           ************** **************  
      Them,  a Watch . . . 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Point,  of Know,  Returns 
 
 
 
 
 
 

for One Infinite Moment,  I reached out,  beyond SomeWhere, 
 

to grasp at a passing Whisper,  an Echo of Remembrance, 
 

as It moved,  as Liquid between The Stars,  featherLight, 
 

wrapped in The Arms of Silence,  a Myriad of Promises  
 

spinning in It’s Wake,  and as My Hold on Heaven became 
 

      One,  with My Heart,  I found My Hand,  was no longer Empty . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Pride,  of Lions 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Her Heart,  is a lonely Huntress . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Shape,  of The Bell 
 

(  decides The Ring  ) 
 
 
 
 

It is not The Sand,  that Matters, 
 

as We fall through The Ourglass, 
 

     for Patience,  just hears The Sigh . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Sound,  of The Music 
 

(  Begins  ) 
 
 
 
 

      on The Third Ring,  from The Sun . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Spangled Web 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      I weave . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The SunShips 
 

(  Fleet of Glory  ) 
 
 

�  
 

at 
 

Last, 
 

Always, 
 

racing,  All 
 

across Heaven, 
 

flying,  bathed,  in 
�  

Her Tapestry of Light, 
 

Diamonds,  in a Cyan Sky, 
 

laden with Hope’s Fulfillment, 
 

and The Treasure of All Dreams, 
 

laden with Joys of Days to Come, 
 

and The Promise of Love,  Again, 
�  

      Always . . . 
�                                                 �  

 
 

�                                              �  
 
 

�                                          �  
 
 

�                                     �  
�  
 

�                      �  
 
 

�                         �  
 
 

�        �        �  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Very Sound,  of Music 
 

(  echoed  ) 
 
 
 
 

      into My Hereing,  and Always told Me,  to remember,  This . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Whispers,  of Fulfillment 
 

(  to Hope,  while Dancing  ) 
 
 
 
 

find Them,  One by One, 
 

as though They are Children,  so  
 

look into Their Eyes,  Ever Bright,  and 
 

as They roam in The Corridors of Your Heart, 
 

wrap Them,  in The Cloak of Simplicity, 
 

hold Them in Your Loving Arms, 
 

      and lead Them,  All Home . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Words 
 

(  in My ~uniVerse~  ) 
 
 
 
 

      are Actual Size . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The World,  Shall Ever Know 
 

(  His tory  ) 
 
 
 
 

      of The Greatest Love,  of All . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Woven Word 
 

(  is The Sign,  of The Time  ) 
 
 

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

It is The Language,  of Light, 
 

It is The Language,  of Passion, 
 

It is The Language,  of Believing, 
 

It is The Language,  of Forgiveness, 
 

     It is The Language,  of a Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There,  Beyond Belief 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      go,  I . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Through My Window  
 

(  Clearly  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

                                  OO        
      ̂ ^ 

             ̂ ^      
             
 

�       Angel,  I would like You to imagine,      �  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

that You are now holding, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

The Pillow,  of 
~~~~~~ 

      Hope . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and sailing,  on The Voyage of Kings . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Watermark  
 
 
 
 
 
 

Your Touch,  so gently laced, 
 

      were I,  Your Pen,  embraced . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Where Rain Is Borne 
 
 

what can I give, 
 

a Lonely Soul, 
 

but My Love, 
 

what can I give, 
 

a Broken Dream, 
 

but My Wish, 
 

what can I give, 
 

a Trail of Tears, 
 

but My Heart, 
 

what can I give, 
 

to Her Spirit, 
 

but My Own, 
 

What do I have, 
 

to make Her laugh, 
 

to cherish The Essence of Life, 
 

what do I have, 
 

to make Her live, 
 

to feel The Breath of Youth, 
 

what do I have, 
 

to make Her sing, 
 

to know The Joy of Love, 
 

what do I have, 
 

to make Her Whole, 
 

to see,  The Sun,  Again, 
  

All I have,  is This, 
 

My Friendship, 
 

      for Ever . . . 
i 
* 

* * 
*     * 
*    * 
 **   **   
    **   
      **   
  **   
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Winter,  Green 
 

(  Life,  save Her  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Path,  I have  
 

chosen,  is The Path that I have 
 

won,  for I have known Her Always,  so 
 

many Splendored Things,  yet Undone,  and 
 

far Away,  beyond the reach of mortal Men, 
 

and lying There,  Ever Still,  Her Breath 
 

of Understanding waits,  if They 
 

      only had The Will . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Fourth DoveTale 
 
 
 
 
 

The Secret of Prisms 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as The Thunder of Horses,  drives the last Tendrils of Evil 

from The Heart of Avalon,  and DeiLight breaks,  deep inside 

The Music of Men,  Always gazes out across Her breathTaking 

Dominion,  so high Above It All,  within the most elegant and 

crystalline Spires,  of The Seven Points of U . . . and with 

smiling Eyes,  She sees,  flying in long,  and lazy Arcs across 

Her Sky,  the steadfast and resolute Wings,  of Hope,  having 

finally arrived,  to this wondrous Place,  called Fullfilment . . . 

and living inside this Hope,  is The Memory of a Daughter,  

and therefore of a Sister,  of the still Arising and EverLasting 

Sun,  upon whose Shoulders rest All the Ills of Mankind,  once 

held in a Box of Her timeless Remorse,  so built by the Hand,  

of a devious and deceitful Tool,  of God’s Design . . . 

 
*       *       * 

 
and nigh by a Bend on a forgotten Shore,  so near a secret 

Garden,  where a Tree once stood,  that Ever sought to bear 

The Fruits of Our Understanding,  and close by The Sound of 

Waves,  still breaking upon The Sands of Her Time,  in the Far 

and fallen Kingdoms of Men,  and moving so soft and as slow,  

as the endless River of Her Tears,  flowing toward Her Divine 

Forgiveness,  walks The Eve,  of Our Salvation . . . 

 
 
 
 
 



The Gathering 
 

 
 
 

Nigh,  The River,  of Souls 
 

(  I,  by The Bend  ) 
 
 
 
 
at Long Last,  I stop to rest,  never sure of The Passage of Day or Night,  for The Parade of Suns remain 
hidden from My View,  by The Canopy held high above . . . I have come upon an immense Rock,  singular 
and steadfast in Its Aspect,  and of a reddish Cast,  as if made of Iron,  and invitingly cool to My Touch . . . 
Its massive Breadth is only exceeded by Its Loft,  disappearing far from Sight,  beyond The Pale . . . and 
there,  at The Center of My Gaze,  hewn into The Face of this Monolith,  were The Words,  that would,  
One Day,  launch a Thousand Ships of Light . . . 
 
 

      without The Eyes,  of Patience,  One cannot see . . . 
 
 
while scarcely leaving Time enough to ponder Its Rhyme,  or Its Reason,  I take hold of the nearest Rift that 
My Reach would allow,  and pull Myself up onto This Rock,  of Patience,  and prayed I would grasp The 
Meaning far sooner than Faith would allow . . . and for each Thrust of Will,  upward,  and for every Breath 
of Resolve,  higher,  I must climb,  Ever closer to All,  that Patience,  knows . . . 
 
The Face of this ageless Wonder,  this Monument of silent Lucidity,  scored by relentless Winds of Change,  
scarred by The Sands that fall through The Ourglass,  waiting there,  upon this Iron Mantle of Fortitude,  
one Fissure or Cleft for every broken Promise,  for every Tear that found Its Way across Heaven . . . and 
The Going,  more arduous with each Point of Ascension,  is balanced against an equal Measure of 
Discernment,  as I climb into and amidst,  the many splendored Branches of Wisdom,  adorned with the 
lush Verdancy of Nature’s infinite Array,  of Her leaf-bound Cloak,  of Knowledge . . . 
 
soon,  I discover,  as My Vision of the Forest Floor grows faint,  My Awareness of a few slight Tendrils of 
Sky,  offering Themselves into View,  becomes paramount,  as if They were heralding a Purpose  known to 
All,  but Me . . . onward I press,  into Ever more refined Atmospheres of Being,  and Realms of Acuity that 
are the stuff of Dreams,  and where The Wind susserates through My outstretched Fingers,  laughing at My 
Trepidation,  wondering of My Fortitude,  and All the while,  whispering Her Name,  as Patience . . . 
 
and as My Eyes begin to crest The Canopy,  to bathe Again in The Rush of Sky,  there,  in The Distance,  
flowing from The Edge of The Universe,  to The Gates of The Palace of Rain,  from One Horizon to This,  
winding Its Way through The Sound of The Forest,  and Always toward Home,  lay The River . . . as a lone 
Mockingbird comes within a Whisper of My Ear,  and with a Wink as a Promise,  and a Smile in Her Eye,  
points The Way,  to My last,  great,  and glorious Ribbon,  of Blue . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Air  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Always,  I  Return . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

An Angel's Breath 
 

(  Heaven,  Scent  ) 
 
 
 
 

A Child came upon Them,  from The Land of Yon, 
 

from The Nearest,  and The Dearest,  of All Things, 
 

for There,  in Her Heart,  shone The Light of Dawn, 
 

     born of Hope,  born of Love,  and given,  of Wings . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

And The Sea 
 

(  to The Sky  ) 
 
 
 
 

      is Thee . . . 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

And Two Women,  Rose 
 

(  Becoming,  One  ) 
 
 
 
 

HHiigghh,,    oonn  
  

aa  HHii ll ll ,,    TThheeyy  ssttoooodd,,  
  

bbeettwweeeenn  nnEEvveerr,,    aanndd  AAggaaiinn,,  
  

wwaaii ttiinngg,,    ffoorr  TThheeiirr  WWoorrddss  ooff  II rroonn,,  
  

            EEvveerr  wwaaii ttiinngg,,    ffoorr  TThheeyy  kknneeww  nnoott,,    WWhheenn  ..  ..  ..  
  

ssoo,,    ffaarr  bbeellooww  TThheemm,,    iinn  TThhee  VVaall lleeyy,,    ooff  TThhee  SSuunn,,  
  

            tthheerree,,    bbuutt  ttoo  hhoolldd  TThheemm,,    wweerree  TThhee  AArrmmss,,    ooff  JJuusstt  BBeegguunn  ..  ..  ..  
  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and Water 
 
 
 
 
 
 

S 
 

is  
 

The  
 

Tears, 
 

of Always, 
 

as She waits, 
 

for Ever, to 
 

      return . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

And,  So 
 

(  They shall Be  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

My  
 

Tears of  
 

Fulfillment, 
 

are The Waters  
 

of Life,  drink Them,   
 

for You are bound to My 
 

Soul,  to have,  for Always,  
 

to hold,  for Ever,  and I 
 

     Thee Wed . . . 
 
 

 
�  
 

My  
 

Tears of  
 

Happiness, 
 

are The Waters  
 

of Life,  drink Them,   
 

for You are bound to My 
 

Heart,  to have for Ever,  to 
 

  hold,  for Always,  so I 
 

      Thee Wed . . . 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Anxious Lea 
 
 
 
 
 
 

where The Sky kisses The Sea, 
 

Horizon waits for You and Me, 
 

All The While and Until Then, 
 

      Passion waits for Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As Are Children 
 

(  and Birch Forests  ) 
 
 
 
 

My Words,  are Nothing More,  than  
 

an Essence of Truth made Whole,   
 

      by The Spirit of The Moment . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As One  
 
 
 
 
 
 

when All Our Dreams,  lay waiting,  before Us,  
 

and Our Hopes,  know The Meanings,  of Why,  
 

  I will take Your Hand,  and say We are ~Thus~  
 

      as We unFurl Our Wings,  and take to The Sky . . .  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Azura 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

My  
 

Cyan Sky,  is 
 

      The Blue,  in Her Eye . . .  
�                                           �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Before Might,  Stands Right 
 

(  Looking,  after All  ) 
 
 
 
 

in  
 

The Days, 
 

of Me,  and You, 
 

before Time earns The  
 

Last Things left to say or do, 
 

We gather Our Moments,  so 
 

might We share The Paths  
 

of Once,  Remember,   
 

      and When . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 

as 
 

if,  of Iron, 
 

stands Our Tree to  
 

Autumn,  bearing Every 
 

Leaf grand,  of shade or hue, 
 

right  by The Wind,  bringing  
 

Them,  All,  Home,  Again,   
 

in The Days,  of Me, 
 

      and You . . . 
 

�                 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

              OO  

                                      ^^ 
                                            ^^ 

 
 
 
 

Bottle,  in A PropheSea 
 

(  The Message  ) 
 
 
 
 

Yes of  
 

All My  
 

Words,   
 

Those Said,   
 

and Those Done, 
 

pray do not lose Them,   
 

      keep Every,  Single,  One . . . 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Dance of The Orchid 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Yes, 
 

as Jewels, 
 

as Innocence, 
 

Hand,  in Hand, 
 

and Hearts,  as One, 
 

on This Field,  Her Lilies, 
 

swirling,  swaying,  moving, 
 

as though They were Liquid, 
 

Her Flowers of Fire,  dancing, 
 

in The Moonlight,  The TwiLight, 
 

in The Galaxies,  of Each Other’s Eyes, 
 

dreaming of The Glory of The Days to Come, 
 

for They have heard The Breath,  and felt The Kiss, 
 

and know The Gift of The Light of The Heart of Always, 
 

and at This Time,  in This Place,  on The Eve of Nocturna, 
 

when Hope lies within The Loving Arms of Fulfillment, 
 

as They dance,  swirling,  and swaying,  as Liquid, 
 

as A Promise of Time,  remembered Then, 
 

as The Echo,  of Love, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Deep,  Purple 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

‘scuse Me 
 

�       while I,  kiss      �  
 

      The Sky . . . 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
East,  Her 

 
(  SunDei  ) 

 
 
 
 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

as a Deep and EverLasting Hush began to blanket The Universe, 
 

and Silence,  slowly turned to face The Crimson Sky,   
 

There,  between The Sand and The Foam, 
 

There,  between The Reason, 
 

and The Look in 
 

The Eye of Because, 
 

There,  in The Space, 
 

between Hope and  
 

FullFillMeant, 
 

      came The Dawn . . .  
 

as She rises,  a Golden Wind, 
 

moving,  as Liquid,  through The Very Hearts 
 

of Men,  dancing as One,  among The Women 
 

of Her Soul,  shining Her Light 
 

upon The Smiles,  of  
 

All Things Dear, 
 

     came The Dawn . . . 
 

as Each,  of The Three  
 

White Dolphins,  pulling Now,  with 
 

All of Their Might,  a Thread so Fine and Silver, 
 

lay Their Eyes,  upon The gListening Shores of Avalon, 
 

     while The Trumpets blow,  so soft and slow,  came The Dawn . . . 
 

and just as The Roar of The Wings of Ten Thousand Butterflies begins to fade toward The Arms of Remember,  
 

and The Angel of Forgiveness steps down from Her Chariot of Light,  pouring HerSelf over The Garden, 
 

and,  while The Laughter of Children  
 

rose Up,  to kiss The Break of Dei, 
 

      came The Dawn,  of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Far Ago,  and Long Away 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      For Always,  Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Fire n’Ice  
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and Her 
 

�    Diamonds,  are   �  
 

      for Ever . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

OO  

             ^^ 
                    ^ ̂

 
Fly,  by Knight   

 
(  on Ships,  of Light  ) 

 
 
 
 

~~~*  
    ~~*  
         * 

                                                                         in A Time,  before Was,  
         * 

                                                                          in The Land of Because,  
         * 

                                                                         an Echo was heard,  and  
         * 

                                                                       inSighed was The Word,  
         * 

                                                          to kiss The Very Hearts,  of Men . . . 
                                                     *                                                      * 
                                                 *                                                    *  

      ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 

                             ~~~*  
                                 ~~*  
                                      * 

                                                                                 and ’Lo and Behold,  a Story  
                                      *                                         

                                                                                  was told,  that would Rest on  
                                      * 

                                                                                The Wings of Grace,  and so it  
                                      * 

                                                                            will be,  when All Souls are free,  
                                      * 

                                                                to journey This Path,  of Love,  Again . . . 
                                                           *                                                             * 
                                                      *                                                            * 
              ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Foolish Lea 
 

(  They will see  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Faith in Her Presence,  yet,  not in Her Design . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Love,  Again 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and Now You know,  why Echoes,  reTurn . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Those,  Fair,  of Face 
 

(  A Courage . . .  ) 
 
 
 
 

to gather Words,  many or few, 
 

so They sit with Hope,  awhile, 
 

for All,  He wanted Ever to do, 
 

     was just,  to watch Them smile . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Glory Suite 
 

(  17  ) 
 
 
 
 

They gathered round The Table,  having gone The Distance,  to partake of The Feast, 
 

     even though,  They were Last to know,  They were The First,  instead of,  The Least . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hello,  Again 
 

(  of God,  wonderin’  ) 
 
 
 
 

      It’s She . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Cyan Eyes 
 

(  Windows,  to Galaxies  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

You’ll See, 
 

�       in Her Sky,  were      �  
 

      Diamonds . . . 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Voice 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

There, 
 

The Sound of Light, 
 

�      The Harmonic Perfection,     �  
 

The Cool Water,  of 
 

      Always . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Here,  Ye 
 

(  Will,  I am  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Poet,  of Yore, 
 

     stands to The Fore . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Home,  Coming 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 i 

and outSighed Your Windows, 
 

lay The Fields,  and Forests,   
 

     of Your kNew Dominion . . . 
 

All,  are at Peace,  under  
 

Your EverLoving Eyes, 
 

All,  are at Rest,  below  
 

     Your SunLit Cyan Skies . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hope’s Wish 
 
 
 
 
 
 

if 
 

walking in 
 

The Brilliance,  in 
 

The Light of Dawn Skies, 
 

there will be,  only The Gladness, 
 

      and never The Sadness,  in a Lover’s Eyes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I,  The Wonderist 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

yes 
 

Angel, 
 

I am going 
 

to kiss Your Heart, 
 

      so close Your Eyes,  and see . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

In The Caisson’s Wake 
 
 
 
 

                                                                                   ~~~~�  
                                                                                       ~~�  

�  
Lo, 

 
in The Distance, 

 
yet,  They cannot see His Eyes, 

 
astride His Great Black Charger,  The Wind, 

 
leads The Angel of Glory,  Sword of Justice,  glistening 

 
in The Brilliance,  of The Dawn,  in 

��� ���� �                 ��� ���� �                 ��� ���� �                 ��� ���� �   
     The EverLasting Light,  of Always . . . 

 
Slowly,  with The Grace of Swans, 

 
His Gaze turns to The Path behind, 

 
to regard a Procession,  His Legion, 

 
of Champions,  arrayed,  before Him, 

   
The Might,  Seven Hundred Horses,  and One, 

 
with No Name,  Ebony left and Ivory right,  and born 

 
with The Strength of Titans,  and The Will of a Universe, 

 
follows Two Great Lions,  Each,  with The Eyes of Courage, 

 
One,  is Patience,  One,  is Fortitude,  Each,  bound to Destiny, 

 
by The Chains of Freedom,  for They draw The Caisson behind, 

 
laden,  For Ever,  by The Box,  by The Past,  by The Iron Hearse,   

 
It’s Two Great Wheels,  spinning,  One,  of Change,  One,  of Truth, 

 
bearing Their Burden,  for Eternity,  until It rests,  at The End,  of Time, 

 
before Whom,  All shall Pass,  to remember,  what no Longer sees The Light, 

 
to nEver forget,  what lies Inside,  what cries Inside,  what dies Inside,  The Night, 

 
as They step,  through The Gates, 

 
     of Dawn . . . 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Corridors of The Heart  
 

(  The Waiting  ) 
 
 

      **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

The Only Moments You have missed, 
 

in Your Days of Longing,  and Desire, 
 

were hearing The Sound of My Voice, 
 

      for I,  have been with You,  as Always . . . 
 
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Fields,  of God 
 

( ImagiNation ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Yes, 
 

My Children, 
 

from This Seed,  shall 
 

�     grow Love,  Again . . . An Empire,    �  
 

borne of Grace,  borne 
 

of Glory,  A 
 

      Sun . . . 
 

 �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Forests,  of Because 
 

(  a Tree,  falling  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

from deep within The Well of Kindness 
 

comes a Sound,  soft and slow,  borne on  
 

The Wishes of Children who never knew  
 

The Shelter of Hope,  or a Smile to call  
 

Their Own,  rising to kiss the Sorrow  
 

from Their Eyes,  and Fear from  
 

Their Hearts,  and giving  
 

Them,  The  
 

Rhyme,  and  
 

     The Reason,  to believe . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Time of The Wink 
 

(  A Promise  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

and ‘Lo, 
 

as The Night 
 

fades from Existence, 
 

from The Memory of All Things, 
 

as It lies quiet,  gathering the dust of an Age, 
 

�         waiting,  silently,  for All to pass,  for All to remember,        �  
 

for All to regard The Sentinel,  NeverMore, 
 

on whom Her Eyes of Heaven rest, 
 

to Witness,  and Wonder, 
 

of It’s Passage to 
 

      oblivion . . . 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Vineyards,  of Magdalena 
 

(  Shelter,  of Kindness  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

safe within Her Fields of Forgiveness, 
 

hard by The Bend in The River of Souls, 
 

a Flock of Grace,  stands waiting,  to see, 
 

      Freedom’s Ring,  as Their Bell,  tolls . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Wake,  of Devotion 
 

(  RiverWalk  ) 
 
 
 
 

She looks,  Out across The Millennia,  Out across an endless Path of Winter,  in 
The Hope of finding One Day's Respite from Sorrow,  worn,  as She wears Her 
Faith,  with The Courage of Titans . . . 
 
And deep within Her Heart,  lies Patience,  hiding from The Folly of Men . . . 
for They would steal from Her,  All They can Never understand,  and They 
would bury Her,  under All They can Never know . . . 
 
And She will carry Her Burden through The Ages,  as She,  as Always,  has 
done,  without The Comfort of Reason,  without The Shelter of Compassion . . . 
for in This,   She stands Alone,  listening,  to The Ring of Truth,  telling Her of 
All that Might Have Been . . . 
 
And slowly,  She turns toward Yesterday,  and smiles,  as Her Children of The 
Clouds gather before Her,  to bathe within Her Kindness . . . Her Eyes catch a 
glimpse of Love,  Again,  as She lays upon Her Twilight Path,  from Her Basket 
of Knowledge,  The Tears that became Stars,  long Ago . . . 
 
And in The Time of A Wink and A Promise,  She forgives All that came Before,  
as She walks beside Remember,  there along The River of Souls . . . and in The 
Distance,  drifting toward Her,  stands Tomorrow,  bound to The Deck of a Ship,  
called EverMore . . . 
 
 
 

*      *      * 
 
 
 
and There,  into The Arms of Grace,  go I . . . 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Iron Hammer  
 

(  Love,  Hurt  ) 
 
 
 
 

I must Earn,  what  
 

I no longer Deserve,  which 
 

      I no longer Possess,  when I let It Fall . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                               ^^ 
                                ^^ 

Iron Oar  
 
 
 
 
 
 

    ~~~~T  
         ~~T  
              T  

if I were lost,  or Tempest tossed, 
              T  

       within Your Arms I would find, 
              T  

          a Path toward Home,  and no 
              T  

       need to roam,  beyond The 
              T  

                                            ~~*                       Limits,  of One,  So Kind . . . 
                                                 *    *    *    *                                         * 
                                            *                                                            * 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

IronHeart  
 

�  
 

there, 
 

in The Distance, 
 

walking Hand in Hand, 
 

and Hearts,  Again,  as One, 
 

along The Shore of Their Secret, 
 

and EverLasting Eden,  where Waves 
 

roar as Thunder on The Sand . . . The Air 
 

shimmers,  as ten thousand Ribbons of Light 
 

crack The Sky,  to become Butterflies,  raining, 
 

     dancing,  flying,  along Their Path to KnowWhere . . . 
 

and in the Time of a Promise,  The Guardian of Virtue 
 

turns to face His Angel,  as Her Legion of Fireflies,  and 
 

A Host of Stars,  pause to Wonder,  at The Glory of This, 
 

     as He bows His Head,  in The Presence of Her Perfection . . . 
 

slowly He raises His Hand toward Her,  and in It’s Grasp, 
 

a Rose,  grown in The Gardens of Avalon,  as Sunlight, 
 

reflected inside Dewdrops,  laced among the Petals, 
 

dances within Her Eyes,  and She is Joy,  and 
 

He whispers, “Yes,  Angel,  a Rose as Lovely as Your Smile, 
 

       a Rose born,  above All Others,  with Your Smile in mind” . . . 
 

and She closes Her Eyes,  and imagines Eagles,  soaring, 
 

imagines Hope’s Fulfillment,   imagines Love,  Again, 
 

and gently,  so tenderly,  with The Grace of Swans 
 

She places Her Lips to His,  Silk upon Skin, 
 

and He falls,  within Her Embrace, 
 

falls,  within Her Music,  falls, 
 

within Her Forgiveness,  falls, 
       

      within The Kiss,  of Always . . . 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

IronWing  
 
 
 
 
 
 

flying, 
                          

as They embrace,  and as 
 

They fall within Each Other’s Eyes, 
 

within The Galaxy,  of Her Forgiveness, 
^^                     

there,  in The Reflection of Their Passion, 
 

The Mirror of The Path of Their Desire, 
 

The Ibis,  flying across a Cyan Sky, 
 

laden with A Gift of Hope, 
 

      Resolute . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Just Beyond,  The Reach 
 

(  of Tomorrow  ) 
 
 
 
 

if Roses were born,  The Color of Sky, 
 

We would dance,  These Ages,  in 
 

The Meadow,  of God’s Eye, 
 

for The Roses born,  of  
 

The Color Blue,  are 
 

waiting Inside Heaven, 
 

      behind My Memories,  of You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Just One Rose 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Angel, 
 

I found You, 
 

wandering in The Mist, 
 

a Soul,  a Heart,  a Mind,  an Idea, 
 

wearing a glimmer of Hope,  a Remembrance, 
 

of A Promise,   made so long ago,  Somewhere,  in Time, 
 

of A Promise soon to keep,  of dancing once more with Your Muse, 
 

Yes,  All I Ever wanted,   was to wander through The Corridors of Your Heart, 
 

to bathe in The Eternal Kindness of Your Grace,  to teach You of My Path,   My Passion, 
 

All I Ever wanted,  was to be The Guardian of Your Spirit,  a Chalice for Your Tears,  an Iron Horse, 
 

�    riding on My Golden Chariot,  You,  The Light of Dawn,  and I,  The DreamShepherd,  racing,  across Heaven,    �  
 

All I Ever wanted,  was to kiss Your Heart,  to Witness,  to Wonder,  of The Brilliance of Your Mind, 
 

The Cool Water of Your Voice,  The Galaxy of Your Eyes,  The Lightning of Your Touch, 
 

All I Ever wanted,  was to walk All The Days of Infinity,  The Path of My Desire, 
 

to search for Just One Rose,  as Lovely,  and as Rare,  as Your Smile, 
   

All I Ever wanted,  was to hold Your Hand,  in Mine,  and  
 

to whisper of Paradise,  of Days in The Sun,  of 
 

A Story,  of What Could Be,  Again, 
 

Angel,  All I Ever wanted, 
 

was to Be,  Your 
 

      Friend . . .  
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Just One Wish 
 
 
 
 
 
 

’lo, 
 

so still I, 
 

have not yet, 
 

      to see,  Your Face . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Keeping Time,  with Her Music 
 

(  of Love  ) 
 
 
 
 

      for The Rhythm,  The Rhyme,  and The Reason . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lead Balloon 
 
 
 
 
 
 

*                        * 
*                                                * 

* 
*                                                              * 
It is not The Shadow,  of Your Departure, 

 
that weighs,  so heavily,  upon My Heart, 

 
for it is The Void that I must endure, 

 
long before Tomorrow,  Ever  

 
knows,  You are  

 
      gone . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Long Ago,  and Far Away 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Love,  Again,  For Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Morning’s Glory  
 

(  in The Wake,  of The Wave  ) 
 
 
 
 

YYoouu  aarree    
  

SSoouunndd,,    YYoouu  aarree  SSiigghhtt,,  
  

YYoouu  aarree  LLoovvee,,    YYoouu  aarree  LLiigghhtt,,  
  

YYoouu  aarree  TThhee  IInnff iinnii ttee  WWiissddoomm,,  
  

bbeeyyoonndd  WWhhoomm,,    ffaaddeess,,      
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

      the night . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Naught ‘til Us . . . 
 

(  SunMariners  ) 
 
 
 
 

      did Jewels,  burn . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Images collecting in The Pool of Our Thoughts, 
 

carrying with Them,  a Sense of Place,  and Purpose, 
 

are Windows on a Story,  born Millennias Ago,  of a 
 

Time,  We are only beginning,  to remember,  and to 
 

understand,  and so,  All Things Dear,  will Never be 
 

forgotten,  for as Long as Hope lives,  in The Hearts, 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      of Lovers,  All . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Quiescence 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

As Her 
 

 Myriad of Voices 
 

carry across The Universe, 
 

across The Meadows of Heaven, 
 

singing of The Dawn,  of Love,  Again, 
 

The Eyes of Heaven cease Their Vigil to rest, 
 

and wonder,  at This Interlude,  before The Moment 
 

of the Midnight Bell,  before the Moment The Sky cracks, 
 

and Her Light pours,  as Liquid,  over The Fields,  and Forests,   
 

and The Valleys of Avalon,  over The Gardens of All Things Dear, 
 

before The Moment when 
 

The Night fades from Existence, 
 

held in The Sanctuary of Her Embrace, 
 

      as We bathe,  in The Cool Water,  of Her Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

RaydiUs 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Dawning,  of what will Be, 
 
      carries with It,  an unDeniable 
 
           Radiance,  laced with a Purity 
 
                of Perception nEver witnessed 
 
                    by The Eyes of Men,  streaming 
 
                          across The Sky of Their Minds 
 
                               until Each, and Every Thought, 
  
                                    is cast,  within The Blue Light 
 
                                        of Truth,  and held,  as Always, 
 
                                            in The Sanctuary,  of Her Heart . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Reflected,  in Pools of Innocence 
 
 

      **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

 on Top,  of All The Good in This World,  
 

and,  in Spite of All These Things,  that  
 

make living Here,  SomeHow Worth It,  
 

and,  just because I know,  that The Sun  
 

shall truly rise Again,  on The Morrow,  
 

none of These Things,  holds a Candle  
 

to The Very Notion,  that Their Entire  
 

Existence,  would Never be Possible,  
 

without The Heart and Mind of The  
 

One who gave Them a Purpose, 
 

     which happens,  to be U . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Reign Beau,  Seeker 
 

(  Mercury,  Rising  ) 
 
 
 
 

He sees The Day,  well beyond Our Sight, 
 

gathering Strength from The Fall of Night, 
 

He tells The Story,  of Chariots and Gods, 
 

     when asked,  “of Truth ? ”,  He just Nods . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Rivera Madre 
 

(  Mother River  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Awareness,  springs Forth, 
 

      in The Truth,  She brings Forth . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SureReal 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The LLiigghhtt of Day,  is 
 

The Brilliance of Her Mind, 
 

      Color,  is Her Art,  of Imagination . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Art,  of IllusIon  
 
 
 
 
 
 

when 
 

You asked why 
 

The Dreams of Life 
 

were bidding Farewell, 
 

and The Answers, 
 

proved elusive 
 

and wanting, 
 

I can only 
 

tell You 
 

Angel 
 

that 
 
I 
 

was coming,  Ever Closer,  toward Reality,  yet,   
 

      still but a Ghost,  on The Eve,  of Your Enthrall . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The DreamShepherd 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

open  
 

Your Eyes, 
 

�       For Ever,  and I will kiss      �  
 

Your Heart, 
 

      Angel . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Eyes of Heaven 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Infinite 
 

and Numberless, 
 

on Their Endless Journey, 
 

across Cyan Skies to All Corners in 
 

�      Her Dream,  to All Corners of Her Dominion,     �  
 

to Watch,  to Witness,  to Wonder at 
 

All that is The Return,  of  
 

A Dawn’s Love, 
 

      Again . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Flame,  of The Diamond,  on The Ring,  of Desire 
 

(  Eternally,  Yours  ) 
 
 

      **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

and There,  at Last,  He saw Her Face,   
 

shimmering,  in The Light of Day, 
 

and,  of All The Wonders,   
 

She kept waiting, 
 

for Him, 
 

not One, 
 

      would Ever,  say . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
I 
 

am 
 

Ever, 
 

The Echo, 
 

The Candle, 
 

The LionDoll, 
 

The Whisperer, 
 

The Ion Butterfly, 
 

The Crimson Dove, 
 

The Light of Sound, 
 

The Sound,  of Light, 
 

The Eve of Nocturna, 
 

The Voyage of Kings, 
 

The Breath of Angels, 
 

The Guardian of Virtue, 
 

The Promise of Always, 
 

The FullFillment of Hope, 
 

The Path,  of Love,  Again, 
 

The First Part of The Journey, 
 

      The Horse,  with No Name . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Palace Bells 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

so, 
 

All Along 
 

The WatchTowers, 
 

along The Shores of Avalon, 
 

was heard,  A Sound,  soft and slow, 
 

a Rhythm,  of Enduring Perfection,  born 
 

to capture The Hearts,  of All Things Dear, 
 

born to capture The Souls,  of All Things  
 

Remembered,  All Things Promised, 
 

All Things Forgiven,  came 
 

      The Ring . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The RadianSea  
 
 
 
 
 
 

captured,  though willingly,  in The Eyes of a Butterfly,  
 

as She moves,  as Liquid,  across The Oceans of Promise,  
 

      carrying for Ever,  The Light,  of a Kingdom Come,  at Last . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Secret,  of A Candle’s Flame 
 

(  is Kept  ) 
 
 
 
 

    **   
  **   
**   
iinn    
  

aa  TTeeaarr,,      
 

  from The  
 

 Eye,  of  
 

      Fire . . . 
i 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Sparrows of WoeBeGone 
 
 
 
 
 
 

’lo, 
 

A Fever, 
 

a Rush,  of Wings, 
 

Ten Thousand Strong, 
 

as The Great Iron Hearse 
 

slowly,  finally,  passes 
 

out of The Gates 
 

of Dawn, 
 

      ’lo . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Voice 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Whisper, 
 

ignites,  Ten Thousand Suns 
 

Each Morning,  and bathes Them, 
 

in The Cool Water of Grace, 
 

      Every Night . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There Were Roses,  Turning 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      to face,  The Day . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Through Her Windows 
 

(  I,  see  ) 
 
 
 
 

“ The Light in The Sky,  Father,  what Ever could it be ? ” 
 

“ It is The Sum,  of All Things Dear,  My Daughter ”,  as 
 

        He gazes,  Once More,  at The Reflection,  in Her Eyes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Through The Windows,  of My Adore 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 

�
if there was a Dream for Every Drop of Rain,

�
 

 
or a Wish,  for Every Star,  in The Skies, 

 
I would walk The Days of Infinity 

 
to count Them,  just as Long 

 
      as I began,  in Your Eyes . . . 

�                                �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

To Love,  Again 
 
 
 

                                                                                               ~~~~* 
                                                                                                   ~~* 

*  
as  
 

The Mother 
 

of All Things Dear, 
 

walking along The Shores 
 

of Her Secret Eden,  with a Smile 
 

dancing in Her Eyes,  Joy,  dancing in Her Heart, 
 

She listens,  to The Voices of Her Myriad, 
[[ ]]                         [[ ]]                         [[ ]]   

The Voices of Her Web of Pearls, 
 

singing,  as Golden Wind,  rising, 
 

capturing The Hearts,  and Souls, 
 

and Dreams of All Her Children, 
 

of A Place where The Rain 
 

is borne,  on A Wish,  and 
 

The Wish comes true,  yet 
 

only,  for a Smile,  singing, 
 

of A Face They can never quite remember, 
 

of A Promise They could never quite forget, 
 

of A Hope living in The Heart of Angels All, 
 

of A Friendship,  forged in The Fires of Distant Skies, 
 

cast from The Light of The Millennia,  reflecting Her Grace, 
 

The Majesty of Swans,  The Diamond,  of The Empire of The Sun, 
 

Her Eyes,  smiling still,  mirror The Universe,  for She is The Sea of Glass,  
 

She is The Light,  of The Love of Always, 
 

and She,  has dawned,  for Ever, 
 

for in Her Hand She holds 
 

      The Rose,  of Avalon . . . 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Toward A Mustard Yellow Sun 
 

(  Anchors,  Away  ) 
 
 
 
 

as The Wind blows Yesterday,  from Their Sail, 
 

     Hope,  and Fulfillment,  dance,  along The Rail . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

UniveRSe,  of Always 
 

(  The Great Bearer  ) 
 
 
 

 
 
 

                                                                                                                                     *  
                                                                                                                                      *  

 
 

                                                                                *  
 
 
 

*                                                                         *  
 

standing,  among Her Children of The Stars, 
 

holding The Basket,  of Knowledge,  and 
 

      pouring Her Diamonds,  into The Sea . . . 
 

*                                                         * 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Walk With Me  
 

(  Awhile  ) 
 
 
 
 

      as I fall,  in love,  with God . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

When There Comes,  A Dei 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and So,  The Might,  did emerge from The Sea, 
 

bearing Truth at Last,  for U My Love,  and Me, 
 

while We gather Still,  with WhatEver Shall Be, 
 

      nothing is The Same,  for U My Love,  and Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Windows to Galaxies 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�                                                                                                �  
 

You see,                                                                                    and,  in 
 

�  The Skies,  were �                                                                �  Her Eyes,  were �  
 

       Her Eyes . . .                                                                            Diamonds . . . 
 

�                                                                                                �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WonderWhere,  WonderWhen,  WonderWhy 
 

(  Ever,  Will  ) 
 
 
 
 

in The Distance, 
 

There,  by The Pools of Innocence, 
 

The Light of Day ppoouurr iinngg from Their Eyes, 
 

bathing in The Warmth of The Smile of Always, 
 

      The Children of Avalon’s Dream,  laughing,  Still . . . 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Words,  of Love,  Again 
 

(  Sounds,  of deLight  ) 
 
 
 

�  
 

so 
 

The Seven, 
 

Her Angels,  of Virtue, 
 

Their Hearts,  ablaze with Glory, 
 

All,  turned Their Heads,  as One,  as Swans, 
 

�        after He had finished,  with The Telling,  of The Story . . . �  
 

There They stood,  for As Well They would, 
 

Always smiling,  Faces,  to Day, 
 

so when All,  is Quiet, 
 

All,  turned, 
 

to 
 

�  
 

hear,  Her say,  “ Yes, 
 

WellCome Home,  My Angel, 
 

       for You,  have been too Long,  Away” . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Yes,  My Daughter,  You See 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Oh, 
 

look,  Mother, 
 

quickly,  up in The Sky, 
 

�    there,  through My Window,  look,   �  
 

yes,  there It is,  Again, 
 

My Dream,  I 
 

      see . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Fifth DoveTale 
 
 
 
 
 

The Circle of Heaven 
 

 
 
 
 
 
everyWhere at Once,  and still careening,  toward All of the 

outer Frontiers of Infinity,  laughing at both Gravity and The 

Steed of Light,  and Ever gathering Strength despite the vast 

Distance from Paradise,  becoming a ShockWave of Righteous 

Intent,  The Echo of The Reason Why soon begins to find Itself 

surrounded by a Sky without Limits,  and so full of Grace,  and 

well within the waiting and boundless Arms,  of Friendship . . . 

and the only living Thing faster,  than The Flight of this 

mighty Sound,  is the Edge of what was once called Oblivion,  

which now finds Its own Purpose,  without sumWhere to go,  

and yes,  with noWhere,  to be . . . 

*       *       * 

and ’Lo and Behold,  staring awestruck by the sheer Wonder 

of It All,  and seeking to grasp the very Gleaning of Life,  

before It Ever slips through Their Hands,  now humbly bow 

Their Heads,  as The Majesty of The Love of Because sets out,  

to conquer All that remains,  of the last and overiding Force,  

inside The Heart,  of Chaos . . . 

 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 



The Gathering 
 
 
 
 

And Still,  The Waters 
 

(  run I,  toward We  ) 
 
 
 

 
the Almighty Grace of The River,  whose Course had been altered,  a Long Time Ago,  to wrap around this 
Crimson Stone,  moves,  as Liquid,  by My present Point of View,  and Ever toward My immediate,  and 
final,  Destination . . . I can only hold My Breath,  to witness and to wonder,  as It slowly passes,  so 
determined and deliberate,  for It is indeed,  a faultless and flowing Tide of Souls,  bound for Home . . . 
 
and Home,  is the shining Spectacle before Me,  This Palace,  of Always,  whose Image wavers in the 
brilliance of The Halo of Suns,  gathered Here,  gathered Now . . . Each Buttress,  Pillar,  and Spire,  every 
Balcony,  Rail,  and Turret,  All,  are adorned in The Majesty of Blue,  and All,  lay in The Path,  of River 
and Sky,  and All,  are One,  and The Same . . . above and beyond,  rising up through a Necklace of 
diaphanous Clouds,  like Jewels on The Fingers of God,  like a Sea of Glass,  are The Windows,  from 
where All,  Her Eyes,  survey . . . 
 
as I climb higher on The Face of The Rock,  and each Breath,  comes and goes,  with a clear and present 
Purpose,  and every Foothold,  is One Step closer to Understanding,  I feel a Change in The Wind,  as if a 
Sigh has found Its Way into The Air,  as if to remind Me just how preciously fragile,  and so delicately 
precise,  The Balance,  is being kept . . . a more acute Sense of Urgency has taken hold of My Heart,  and I 
double My Efforts,  and soon,  I become aware of My Nearness to The Summit,  as The Sky opens above 
Me . . . now,  as I approach what could only be The OverLook,  I stand Again,  in The Presence of Wonder,  
as I look upon The Vista,  Grand,  in All Its Glory . . . 
 
as I stare,  mesmerized by The Splendor,  I begin to notice a faint,  yet unmistakable Ringing in My Ears,  
though quite pleasant,  and with a hush of Enchantment,  as if I were hearing All that I see . . . and laced 
within this Sound,  was a Voice of peerless Tranquility,  a Woman’s Voice,  carefully wrapped within The 
Light of Day . . . I turn to find Its Source,  and there,  standing beside Me,  is Silence,  and before another 
Moment passes between Us,  She spoke,  in a Whisper . . . 
 
 

      and for One to know Patience,  is to know,  All Else . . . 
 
 
and as I look,  Again,  out across The View,  knowing I have heard The Answer,  to The Riddle of The 
Rock,  I see,  mirrored flawlessly upon the shimmering Surface of The Palace Gates,  Silence and I,  
standing atop this Sentinel of Stone . . . and far below Us,  exquisitely carved into Its crimson Aspect,  and 
therefore etched into Her Reflection,  is the august Face,  of Patience . . .  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Willow’s Wishes 
 
 
 
 
 
 

oh,  to be 
 

caressed by The Wind, 
 

as It whispers,  of Home,  Again, 
                   *                   
                     tttooo   bbbeee            *       
                   *                    

within 
 

The Tender 
 

Arms of Paradise, 
 

dancing,  while The Rain 
 

of Joy falls through a Crack 
 

in The Sky,  bathing All, 
 

in Universal Love, 
 

      to be A Willow,  Who weeps,  NeverMore . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

         *                                                            * 
  Always,   The Way 

*                                                              * 
 
 
 

                                                         *                                                        *  
 

and All at Once,  in The Wink of a Hush,  
 

The Multitudes,  as One,  held It’s Breath,  
 

and slowly,  though moving,  as if Liquid,  
 

as Grace,  She begins to Rise,  and slowly,  
 

She sees The Ray,  of Hope,  in The Eyes  
 

of Her Children,  and slowly,  lifts up Her  
                                                         *                                                        * 

Hand,  to signal The Chariots of The Sun,  
 

     and yes,  for Ever,  so slowly,  She smiles . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Both Sides,  Now 
 
 
 
 
 
 

so 
 

ponder not 
 

a Man in The Moon, 
 

for it is Her Face that adorns 
 

The Dark Half, 
 

looking,  away, 
 

since The Day, 
 

      Her Music died . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

By The Light,  of A Lamp 
 

(  of Love  ) 
 
 
 
 

while I can only imagine The Essence of Your Bouquet, 
 

You are,  as a Rose,  or a Very Fine Wine,  Some One 
 

to savor and cherish for a Very Long Time . . . Your 
 

Words possess an Eternal Quality,  as Longing and 
 

      Desire,  Each vie for Your Commitment to Reason . . . 
 

It is an Honor,  to share a Place with One as Gifted, 
 

and as Graced,  as You,  and,  if I,  am Ever fortunate 
 

enough to know a Heart,  that whispered a Thought such 
                            * 
         aaasss   TTT hhhiii sss . . . *  
                            * 

become 
 

 the white angels 
 

     of a desperate winter . . . 
 

I would surely count Myself as Present, 
 

     when asked,  if I,  Ever saw,  Perfection . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Came A Bridge 
 

(  to  ) 
 
 
 
 

      A World,  without End . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ContinueUs 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Time,  is 
 

Always The Space, 
 

      between Distance and Desire . . .  
�                                                          �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

coOrdiNation 
 
 
 
 
 
 

U,  The Eye, 
 

I,  am The Hand,   
 

Together,  We hold, 
 

      The Batons of Joy . . . 
 

�                 �  
 

�         �  
 

�      �  
 

�     �  
 

�     �  
 

�     �  
 

�     �  
 

�     �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Day,  Evening,  Night 
 

(  a Box,  of Rain  ) 
 
 
 
 

*                                                     * 
 
 
 

                       *                                                    * 
 

when The Sanctuary,  of Innocence, 
@ 
                                                                               

                                                                              * 
     becomes The Sum of All Our Fears . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Deja Nu 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

oh 
 

Angel, 
 

The Color 
 

of My Memory, 
 

is Blue, 
 

because 
 

All I remember of 
 

The Days Gone By,  are 
 

      The Days To Come,  with You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ever,  Quest 
 

(  The Light,  of The Millennia  ) 
 
 
 
 

      A Rose,  as lovely,  as Her Miles . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Fly,  Leap 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

for 
 

This,  is a 
 

      Book,  of Faith . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For All The Days 
 

(  I pray  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

Ever to walk, 
 

The Path of Your Body, 
 

     to sail The Oceans of Your Mind . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For All These Things 
 

(  There,  is Love  ) 
 
 
 
 

A Woman’s Love is 
 

A Legacy,  for 
 

A Woman is born 
 

A Thread of God’s Beauty, 
 

A Rose in The Tapestry of Grace, 
 

A Giver,  and Sustainer of Life,  and 
 

      A Manifestation of Nature,  HerSelf . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

From Hear,  to Fraternity  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Road,  One,  travels . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hold On,  My Heart 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

yes 
 

Angel, 
 

The Tears 
 

fly,  as Doves 
 

from My Eye,  to 
 

The Loving Arms,  of  
 

Memory,  where They 
 

wait,  patiently,  for 
 

      Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Home,  and A Way 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and  
 

yes,  Those Seven 
 

�      Pearls of Her Wisdom,  are     �  
 

The Seven Days of 
 

      May . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Home,  by The Sea 
 

(  Sighed  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and, 
 

perhaps, 
 

One Day,  in 
 

a World blessed 
 

with Hope, 
 

We, 
 

shall live, 
 

      in Avalon,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hope’s Crossing 
 

(  Bridge,  of Smoke  ) 
 
 
 
 

as Rain,  caressed The Window, 
 

She could see,  both Far,  and Wide, 
 

She settled back beside Her Dream,   
 

     as They began to enjoy The Ride . . . 
 
 

giving Her Thoughts to The Season, 
 

watching Her Memories,  sail On Past, 
 

She knew She had found The Reason, 
 

     so,  She was going Home,  at Last . . . 
 
 

She closed Her Eyes,   knowing The Rhythm, 
 

would carry Her Spirit so High, 
 

when She began to feel,   
 

His cold-blue Steel, 
 

     lift Her Soul,  into,  The Sky . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Thy Name,  So I shall Live 
 

(  as When,  regards Until  ) 
 
 
 
 

I have Only,  This Rose to Give, 
 

     and for Ever I,  am crying,  Still . . . 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In To The Dei 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as We,  so were Meant,   
 

     to Be,  to See,  of Thee . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Iron’s Vigil  
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

to 
 

embrace 
 

Faith,  I,  must  
 

dance,  with Patience, 
 

      Ever,  in The Eyes of Grace . . .  
�                                                           �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Love,  keeps The Peace,  in Sight 
 

(  Deep Impact  ) 
 
 
 
 

H 
e 
r 
 

P 
o 
i 
n 
t 
 

     b  e  c  o  m  e   O  n  e,    a  n  d   T  h  e   S  a  m  e  . . . 
n 
d 
  

H 
e 
r 
  

A 
i 

 m, 
 
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MiracleOdeon 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

to 
 

taste 
 

The Sunrise, 
 

of Your Smile,  to 
 

feel The Fragrance,  of 
 

The Wonder,  of Your Mind, 
 

to hear The Light of Your Heart, 
 

to bathe in Your Spirit,  in Your  
 

Cool Water,  Angel,  These, 
 

      are The Splendor . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Mother,  of Pearls 
 

(  The Ring  ) 
 
 
 
 

Seven Days of May, 
 

radiant Angels of Promises Kept, 
 

surround The Willow of Remembrance, 
 

and There,  Hand in Hand,  Hearts as One, 
 

They move as Liquid,  through the delicate 
 

embrace of leaf,  featherlight,  swaying 
 

to and fro,  singing soft and slow, 
 

an Enchanting Rhythm, 
 

rising up from Their Hearts,  Voices, 
 

of Golden Wind,  with The Light of The Millennia, 
 

shining through The Windows of Their Eyes,   
 

toward Avalon,  whispering,  as Lions, 
 

We,  will light a Sea of Candles, 
 

with The Fires of Our Spirit, 
 

We,  will lace a Ribbon 
 

of Love,  into Your 
 

Web,  of Pearls, 
 

Yes We,  will 
 

 go Home, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

of Chances 
 

(  Missed  ) 
 
 
 
 

whether The First,  or Last, 
 

I stand before You,  as Iron,  cast, 
 

      listening to Your Footsteps,  in My Rain . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      of  “countless moons” . . . 
 

(  DeiBreak  ) 
 
 
 
 

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

and endless Tides between,  I have seen Your Face, 
 

delicately cast,  within every Grain of Sand,  as  
 

if Your Presence summoned each Wave, 
 

     when,  Your Smile,  ignites The Sun . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

of Wood,  Stone,  and A Sea of Glass 
 

(  The EverBeam  ) 
 
 
 
 

      **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

Love,  is never lost within The Structure of Living,  and 
 

though She may wander from Room to Room from Time to Time, 
 

this,  is because,  a Balance must be Kept,  so that Chaos,  cannot 
 

      gain a Foothold,  within The Borders,  of Her Dominion . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

oh,  mI 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I will hold Your Memories, 
 

and,  embrace Them, 
 

and,  shelter Them, 
 

and,  honor Them, 
 

and,  revere Them, 
 

and,  enwrap Them, 
 

      within,  My Iron Paradise . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

On The Wing of A Prayer 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Faith . . . 
 

Her River of Sky,  flies 
 

among Eagles,  sailing,  across 
 

The Hopes of Promise,  soaring, 
 

waiting for Ever,  high among 
 

up where Dreams wander, 
 

The Palace of Rain, 
 

The Spires of 
 

high,  in 
 

Up 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Regal Precedence 
 

(  Try,  as a Throne  ) 
 
 
 
 

when She arrives,  with Her Ships,  of Light, 
 

and She begins,  to walk upon The Water, 
 

it is only to keep Her Fleet from getting wet, 
 

     and,  to keep Her Souls,  from getting shy . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Rosewood,  Lace,  and Glass 

 
 
 
 

Behold,  There,  standing Alone,  A Quiescence of Joy, 
 

as Her Dawn escorts The Night’s Retreat, 
 

The All of One,  is smiling,  and 
 

The One of All,  is looking, 
 

out across Her Ion Rivers, 
 

out across Her Universal Sky, 
 

out across Her Seven Celestial Seas, 
 

out across A Kingdom of All Things Dear, 
 

out,  across The Nocturnal Velvet of Her Dominion, 
 

through The Window,  high in The Spire, 
 

where flies The Wishes of Hope, 
 

within The Rings of Truth, 
 

above The Cries of Faith, 
 

up,  where She is Solitude, 
 

up,  in The Seventh Point of U, 
 

Silence,  Her Muse as She remembers, 
 

All that Was,  All that Is,  and,  All that Is Yet To Be, 
 

of Days Gone By,  and Days To Come, 
 

and,  All The Days of Infinity, 
 

Paths She will walk Again,   
 

along The Borders of Faith, 
 

along The Shores of Her Eden, 
 

where Her Spirits collide as Thunder,   
 

where Sands of Time kiss Seas of Joy,  and 
 

where Here,  and Now,  Is,  where She,  Alone,  Is,  and 
 

raising Her Eyes,  Her Vision pauses to rest 
 

on The Box,  inlay,  of gilded leaf, 
 

The Color of Sunsets,  There, 
 

on The Mantle of Fortitude, 
 

sits The Box,  where,  inside, 
 

  Her Music died,  oh so Long Ago, 
 

and as Her Smile cracks The Sky,  and with  
 

The Grace of Swans,  She raises Her Hand,  taking hold, 
 

featherlight,  as She were holding The Wind,   
 

gently,  as Always,  lifting The Box, 
 

Ever,  within Her Embrace,  so 
 

slowly,  so quietly,  opening, 
 

listening,  and,  longing,  for 
 

Her Song,  when out of The Box, 
 

mirrored in The Galaxy of Her Eyes,  fly 
 

      The Sounds of Light,  just as The Rain,  begins,  to fall . . . 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Colors of Memory 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

A 
 

Rainbow, 
 

moving,  as Liquid, 
 

over The Garden of Your Smile, 
 

 �      as You dance,  The Corridors,  of My Heart . . .  ��  
 

over The Garden of Your Smile, 
 

moving,  as Liquid, 
 

Rainbow, 
 

A 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Courage of Innocence 
 

( Evan’s Heart ) 
 
 
����
����

���� ��������  
 

and,  There, 
   

on Her Fields of Summer, 
����

���� �������� ���The Eyes of Children,  dancing,   ���� ��������  
 

as Butterflies,  flying,  to 
 

      Love,  Again . . . 
 

���� ��������  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Cradle,  of Creation 
 

(  for Her,  to Her  ) 
 
 
 
 

All of This Rhyme, 
 

writing All of This Time, 
 

      because She rocked Me,  into It . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Dawn of Man,  Kind 
 

(  The Point,  of No’s Return  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
i 
 

and,  for  
 

The First and Final Time, 
 

as The Host of Stars,  fade,  into The Light of Day, 
 

never Again to adorn The Breast,  of The Deep,  Dark Velvet of The Night,   
 

nor to Witness,  nor to Wonder,  of All that has Come to Pass,  in These Kingdoms,  of His Blind Desire, 
 

Her Radiance pours,  so slowly,  so softly,  as Liquid,  down through Each and Every CorriDoor of His shame-ridden Heart, 
 

across Each and Every Room of His misbegotten Mind,  and Out,  Again and At Last,  through Each and  
 

Every Window of His stain-glassed Soul,  and shattering,  for Once and for All, 
 

His Reflection,  upon a World kept dim,  from The Shadow of 
 

His Intent,  and The Darkness of His Deeds,  by 
 

The Tools of His Trade,  forged in 
 

 The Fires,  of His Very 
 

      Own Design . . . 
 

and,  as 
 

All that Remains,  is bathed  
 

in the Cool Clear Waters of Her Forgiveness, 
 

so goes The Affairs,  and Follies,  and Failures of Men, 
 

draped in The Shrouds of All that Ever chooses to remember, 
 

      as They too fade,  into The Long and aWaiting Arms,  of Forget . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Honey Dues 
 

(  nEver,  on SunDei  ) 
 
 
 
 

mow the yawn 
water the crass 
paint the louse 
set the rhymers 
cancel the fish  
rotate the tire 
fix Her flat 

call the  
throne  

company 
fire the made 
wash the dish 
open the blind 
thaw the cook 
dust the broom 
weep the stares  
burn the laundry 

      take out the thrash . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Jewels,  in Beauty’s Ring 
 

( The Ice of Heaven ) 
 
 
 
 

The Blaze of Excellence, 
 

The Light of Knowledge, 
 

The Glimmer of Faith, 
 

The Luster of Virtue, 
 

The Glow of Love, 
 

The Spark of Life, 
 

The Ray of Hope, 
 

The Fire of Youth, 
 

The Clarity of Wisdom, 
 

      and,  The Radiance,  of Grace . . . 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* * 
* *  
** 
*  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

OO  
                ̂̂  
                        ^ ̂

 
The Luna Sea 

 
 
 
 

                                                  ~~~~�   
                                                       ~~�  
                                                           �  
                                                          Go, 
                                                           �  

                                                     and regard 
                                                           �  

                                                  Your Reflection, 
                                                           �   

                                              ponder Her Image,  in 
                                                           �  

                                           The Window of Your Eyes, 
                                                           �  

                                     view The Face of All Things Dear, 
                                                           �  

                                The One who holds Your Joys,  and Tears, 
                                                           �   

                           in The EverLasting Embrace,  of Her Infinite Grace, 
                                                           �  

                          The One who's Heart is where Your Memories go,  to remember . . . 
                                          �                                                                                                          �  
                                     �                                                                                                      �  
  ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Memory,  of Heaven 
 

( Eye of Dawn ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

yes, 
 

behold, 
 

There,  shining, 
 

The Center of Paradise, 
 

inside The Mist of EverMore, 
 

somewhere on A Voyage of Kings, 
 

somewhere in The Wishes of Because, 
 

somewhere in The Time of Love,  Again, 
 

somewhere in The Corridors of Her Heart, 
 

in The Dreams of Hope and Fulfillment, 
 

in The Whisper of Promises to Keep, 
 

in The Eyes of Singing Children, 
 

a Place,  where Beauty goes 
 

to learn of Grace,  Her 
 

Diamond,  The 
 

Palace of 
 

      Rain . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Monument,  to Tears 
 

(  of Angels,  Fallen  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

nigh by 
 

�   The River of Souls  �  
 

They ly, 
 

�  
 

waiting  
 

for The Sun, 
 

and Ever,  by The Bend,   
 

standing with Always,  His Friend, 
 

as The Moon,  slowly turns,  to hear Her say, 
 

of This,  U will listen,  as The Tears in Love’s Light glisten, 
 

to The Echoes,  just beyond Yesterday’s Reign,  and for  
 

Ever We will weep,  until The Promise We will keep,   
 

      nay,  They did not cry,  They did not die,  in Vain . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Path of The MeadowLark 
 
 
 
 

�       �  
 

�       �  
 

�       �  
  

�       �  
 

�       �  
 

�       �  
   

�       �  
 

�       �  
 

�       �  
 

�        �  
 

�        �  
 

�         �  
 

yes,  There, 
 

through The Mist 
 

of The Morning’s Veil, 
 

the Last Firefly,  so long Away, 
 

 Her Wings caress the soft Light of Dawn, 
 

as She drinks The Air of Life,  There,  a Fragrance, 
 

borne of Grace,  borne of Freedom,  borne of Glory,  flying, 
 

at Her Side,  by Her Side,  on Her Side,  and ‘Lo,  A Sound of Trumpets, 
 

wrapped in The Aura of Simplicity,  flying,  with Her,  across The Fields and Forests, 
 

of Battles Won,  out over The Lilies,  as They stand,  singing in The Sun,  of The Days to Come, 
 

She soars,  across The Vales of Avalon,  bathed in knowing,  Her Heart,  rejoicing,  that from This Moment on, 
 

oh yes,  ’til All Moments fade,  This,  is The Dawn of Love,  Again,  and,  The Sound She hears,  carried on The Winds of Change, 
 
 
 
 

is The Breath, 
 

      of God . . . 
 
 

 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Pinnacle of Choice 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and ‘Lo, 
 

There,  above 
 

      All Else,  flies Faith . . . 
 

�                                    �  
 

�                                             �  
 

�                                                      �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Seven Devotions of Grace 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

yes, 
 

high,  above 
 

The Seven Points of U, 
 

above The Seven Cries of Faith, 
 

�      in The Seven Spires,  of The Palace of Rain,      �  
 

above The Seven Rings of Truth,  
 

fly The Seven Pearls of 
 

Her Wisdom, 
 

      All . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Seven Points of U 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

yes, 
 

Windows, 
 

high in The Spires 
 

of The Palace of Rain,  from 
 

�      which,  All that is Her Dominion,  All     �  
 

that is All Things Dear,  All 
 

that Is,  Is All that 
 

Is will Be, 
 

       see ? . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Shape,  of The Light 
 

(  All Her Eyes Survey  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
i 

Multi-Directional 
 

Poly-Dimensional 
 

Cross-Derivational 
 

Pan-Denominational 
 

     Trans-Determinational . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Spaces,  InSighed,  of ~To Get Her~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as Wave after Wave,  of Gossamer’d Wing, 
 

came thundeRing,  across The Sky, 
 

while Freedom,  reigned, 
 

among The Pained, 
 

and All before 
 

Remember 

 

�
�� ��� knew Why . . . 

 
as Angels stood, 

 
from Meadow to Wood, 

 
to wellcome The Break of Dei, 

 
and What Will Be,  and We Shall See, 

 
     Ever bestow Their Smiles,  to light The Way . . . 

�

�
�
�
�
�

yes,  The ButterFly has come,  and Now,  The Whole is The Sum,  of Each and Every Thing Dear,   
 

     and,  for Ever is The Dei,  She,  has shown Me,  The Way,  to live,  beyond The Absence,  of Fear . . . 
�

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The War,  of The Roses 
 

(  when d’ evil asked to dance with Desire  ) 
 
 
 
 

“All ?”,  He remembered,  was “Yes”, 
 

     when,  All,  She recalled,  was “No” . . . 
 
 
 
 

I will lay Empires at Your Feet, 
 

and every King,  I will Defeat,  for just 
 

     One Chance,  to gaze,  upon Your ~Things~ . . . 
 

and while This,  He did say,  She was  
 

Long,  upon Her Way,  while  
 

Envy,  stood waiting,   
 

      in The Wings . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There,  is Always 
 
 
 
 
 
       

      The Way . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

This,  I Promise U 
 

(  Key,  Whole  ) 
 
 
 
 

Far  
 

beyond All Your Expectations, 
 

Far beyond Each and Every Reason Why, 
 

Far beyond The Power of Your Faith and Trust, 
 

I stand,  among Your Dreams,  so carefully placed  
 

in The Arms of Heaven,  and The Will of Almighty 
 

God . . . It is Here,  I face The Mirror of My Soul, 
 

reflected,  in The Glorious Azure Pools of  
 

Your Eyes,  Windows,  on a New  
 

and Splendored Universe,   
 

waiting,  Now and for Ever inside 
 

     The Sanctuary of Your Loving Heart . . . 
 

and yes,  I too have found,  at Long Last, 
 

an End to All My Days that came before U, 
 

and The Beginning,  of All My Days,  yet to be, 
 

because until All Moments fade Away to Oblivion, 
 

until The Sun ceases to grace The Blue of Distant Skies, 
 

until The Stars fail to adorn The Night’s Velvet Dominion, 
 

until The Sea no Longer comes to rest upon The Sands of Time, 
 

I will be loving U, 
 

     Always . . . 
�

�
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Thistle,  Pipe,  and Drum 
 

(  of Lovers,  and Sons  ) 
 

circa.  1305  A.D. 
 

Scotland 
 
 

�  
 

still, 
 

and,  Then, 
  

One Morning,   
             

when,  I see a Tear 
      

in Your Lavender Eyes, 
��� ���� �               ��� ���� �               ��� ���� �   

when I listen to Your Voice 
 

embrace The Wind,  sighing, 
 

over The Glen and Meadow, 
 

over The Field and Forest, 
 

crying for All Things, 
 

Dear and Gone, 
 

remembering Still, 
 

      and,  as Always,  You will . . . 
 

when,  as You whisper My Name, 
 

to ignite The Passion of Ten Thousand Angels,   
 

Guardians of Innocence,  All,  I shall lead Them across Heaven, 
 

Chevrons,  of Diamonds,  across A Cyan Sea,  flying,  over the Troubled Waters, 
 

sailing,  over the Burning Land,  to quiet Hell’s Thunder,  and the quake of Distant Drums,  yes, 
 

to still,  for Ever, 
 

The Chariots, 
 

      of War . . . 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Thistle,  Pipe,  and Drum 

 
�  
 

So, 
 

There, 
 

and,  Then, 
 

under The Skies, 
 

of One Fine Morning, 
 

I shall kiss A Tear,  from 
 

Your Lavender Eyes, 
 

and dance, 
 

 with Your Voice, 
 

embracing The Wind,  as Silk,  upon My Skin, 
 

as I whisper,   to My Universal Heart, 
 

My Days of Infinity,  are Done, 
 

as I lay beside Your Smile, 
 

A Rose,  just as Lovely, 
 

and,  as I whisper,  at   
 

Long Last,  I shall wander,  NeverMore, 
 

  among The Folly of Men,  from 
 

This Moment on,  until 
 

      All Moments fade . . . 
 

Gone,  for Ever,  are The Fists of Iron,   
 

The Maker,  of Widows,  and 
 

The Rape,  of Souls,  of 
 

Lovers,  and Sons, 
 

Gone,  for Ever,  The Reigns of Desire, 
 

Who’s Blind Hand,  stoked, 
 

while Death,  stroked, 
 

The Pillars,  of Fire, 
 

Gone,  for Ever,  The Shadows of Fear, 
 

No Screams of Rage,  no 
 

Dreams of Hate,  no 
 

Child shall hear, 
 

Gone,  for Ever,  The Thieves of Promise, 
 

for They,  I pray,  are slaves to 
 

Oblivion,  They,  I pray,  
 

      a Memory,  toDay . . . 
 
 
 



 
Thistle,  Pipe,  and Drum 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Oh, 
 

Where,  or 
 

When,  is This, 
 

A Glorious Morning, 
 

Your Tears,  I shall Dry, 
 

from Your Lavender Eyes, 
 

to Your Heart,  I whisper, 
 

All Quiet The Dawn, 
 

as Our Wings, 
 

as One, 
 

embrace The Wind, 
 

The Night,  for Ever,  is Gone, 
 

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



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WhatEver Eye Can Dew 
 

(  4 U  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
I 
 

shall 
 

do,  no  
 

Matter The  
 

Time,  or Place, 
 

nEver without Style 
 

or Grace,  and Always  
 

for a Smile,  upon, 
 

      Your Face . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Sixth DoveTale 
 
 
 
 
 

The Trials of Ecstasy 
 
 
 
 
 
 

for All Our Days,  labored in The Fields of God,  Ever sowing the very 

Significance of Our Souls,  and for All Our Hopes,  forgotten on The Pillow of 

Silence,  for All Our Dreams lying shattered in the Pools of Our Reflection,  for 

All Our Prayers gathering Dust upon The Windows of Our Time,  Ever is The 

Wish of Always to gather Them,  Each and Every One,  into The Embrace of Our 

complete Fruition,  and leaving Nothing to Chance,  or to Circumstance,  and 

blessed is this Knowing,  that in The Balance of Our Lives shall be kept for 

Eternity,  held in the radiant Light,  of Her Son . . . and across The Urth,  and in 

a single MoMeant,  a million Churches open wide Their Doors to The Truth of 

This,  and a vast Sea of Windows,  stained by The Blood of All Her Sorrows,  

explodes with a mighty Abandon across The Lait of The Land,  and finally 

comes to rest,  as ReignDrops,  in The Sound of His glorious Music . . . 

*       *       * 

a Woman and a Man,  sitting by The Light of an August Moon,  that floats like a 

forgotten Dream under a star-lit Sky above How Long Bay,  staring out upon a 

quiet Harbor,  and Far beyond,  to All the lonely Distances lying there between 

Them,  that seem to end only at the Horizons of Their disContent,  slowly extend 

a Hand toward each Other,  and smile,  and then promise,  to remember to 

forget The Days gone by,  and begin to talk,  of All The Deis,  to come . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The Gathering 

 
 
 
 
 

Standing,  on The Ledge,  of Know 
 

(  Two,  Blue,  Eyes  ) 
 
 
 
 
captive,  as I am,  by The Sight before Me,  I feel the cool Breath of Wind upon My Skin,  and turn,  to be 
held Once More,  by The Eyes of Silence . . . and it is there,  that I finally see The Magnitude of Oblivion,  
slowly come to pass across a Corner of Her Heart,  stark and absolute,  though lasting but a Moment,  and 
surely willing to endure,  Eternity . . . 
 
slowly,  I raise My Hand,  and slowly,  One by One,  I capture each Tear as It falls from Her Face,  so to 
cherish Them,  to hold Them,  to share Them in Sorrow’s Name,  and I promise Her The Preservation of 
All Things Dear,  and I whisper of The ConstanSea of Her Purpose,  and I vow that Her Love will pass,  
This Way,  Again . . . All This,  as I lay Silence down to rest,  along with Her Tears,  Ever golden,  upon 
The Pillow,  of Hope . . . 
 
and with that,  I turned,  to face The Day,  affording one last long Look at My Destination,  The Ark of My 
Allegiance,  so gracefully placed,  This Palace of Rain,  at The Center,  of The End,  of The River of Souls,  
and rising up,  as shimmering Pillars of Ice,  to touch,  and be touched,  by The Sky . . . The Halo of Suns,  
arrayed as a Crown around The Pinnacles,  like Jewels in a Cyan Sky,  reflects far below in The Lake 
surrounding Their Foundation,  creating The Wonder,  of Diamonds set in a Ring,  of liquid Gold . . . and 
arranged around this magnificent Ring,  like The Spokes of a great Wheel,  resplendent in Their Purpose,  
are The Seven Bridges,  of Why . . . 
 
this,  is the Memory I hold as I begin My Descent upon The Face of Patience,  who gazes,  for Always,  
toward The Gates of Dawn,  as if She too,  were waiting for Ever,  to return . . . and while standing at The 
Edge of The OverLook,  where begins the graceful Curve of Her Brow,  I gaze far below,  into The Mirror 
of The Lake of Forgiveness,  and there I behold My own Reflection,  staring up into My own Eyes,  and 
surrounded by The Spectacle of Heaven . . . and before the next Moment begins,  I suddenly see small 
Glints of Light slowly emerge from The Corners of Her Eyes,  and begin to fall slowly Away,  and only 
then do I realize,  as yet another Pair assumes Their proper Place,  that I am watching The Tears of Infinity,  
quietly find Their Way,  Home . . . 
 
and Home,  is the sapphired Waters of The River of Souls,  waiting far below,  waiting to embrace Them in 
a Sea of Many,  waiting to welcome Them into The Arms of The Sum of The Whole,  and as The Eyes of 
Patience surrender Them to The Air,  They fall,  as One,  to The Surface,  where Their long-awaited Arrival 
creates a perfect Ring,  and whose Sound radiates Outward,  becoming The Everlasting Echo,  of Truth . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Universe 
 

(  in The Palm of Your Hand  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

The 
 

Pages, 
 

Wings,  under  
 

Words of Faith,  that fly 
 

through The Galaxies of Your Eyes, 
 

�     through The Corridors of The Palace of Your Heart,    �  
 

through The Window of Your Mind, 
 

belong to You,  Angels,   
 

Her Children, 
 

of The 
 

      Sun . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

After All  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Moments,  beyond Ever,  and Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

                      OO    
                                   ^^��
                                   ^^��

 
and SumHow 

 
 

 
 ~~~~*  

~~*  
* 

with,  and beCause,  of Your Infinite,  and Collective Wisdom, 
 

and The ConstanSea of Your amazing Grace,  and the sheer 
 

Wonder,  of Your Deeply emOceanal Portrayals,  I seem 
 

to have wandered into The Place where runs The River 
 

of Words,  which flows from Your Heart,  to Mine,  in 
 

a most extraordinary Way toward a most extraordinary 
 

DestiNation,  The Likes,  of Which,  is known only,  to  
 

The Hope in Our Eyes,  and,  with this Discovery,  comes 
 

The Ever Present Realization,  that this River,  flows toward  
* 
* 
*  

Eternity,  and just might begin 
 

in The Palm of My Hand,  as 
 ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  

Ever,  holds The Course, 
 

of This PenMan’s 
                                     

      Ship . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and,  Nature 
 

(  Mother,  is  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Everlasting tRUTh of A uNiverse . . . 
 

      The Empirical tRUTh of ANswers . . . 
 

      The Endless tRUTh of AN echo . . .  
 

      The Eternal tRUTh of ANgels . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Aurora’s Ribbons 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Magnitude,  of Your Gift,   
 

     is wrapped,  in Your Patience . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

B. G. 
 

(  Before Glory  ) 
 
 
 
 

A 
 

Time, 
 

when I began 
 

to cry,  and started 
 

      the whole World laughing . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Butterfly,  in Her Box of Rain  
 
 

�  
   

yes 
 

There, 
 

Her Majesty, 
 

A Swan of Repose, 
 

as Always,  sitting,  under 
 

 The Wisdom Tree,  playing,  as 
 

soft as Whispers,  The Lyre of Truth, 
 

and as She sways,  Still and On,  moving, 
 

as The Music surrounds Her as liquid,  until 
 

All Her Memories fade into One,  and One is 
 

for Ever,  Again,  and,  There,  in This Place 
 

shared with Hope’s Wish lys Her Haven,  
 

in A Corridor of Her Heart,  where 
 

She embraces His Fire,  and 
 

His Passion,  and 
 

His Glory, 
 

and 
 
 
 
 

for 
 

Each Day, 
 

of Infinity’s Reign, 
 

for Every Moment,  She 
 

is held,  Captive,  in Her Well 
 

of Longing,  floating,  on Her Sea of 
 

Innocence,  drifting,  drowning,  dying in 
 

The Sum of All Tears . . . and in The Quick  
 

of A Wink,  and in The Hush of A Promise,   
 

Her Box,  high on The Mantle of Fortitude, 
 

begins to quiver,  as if to crack from The 
 

Burden of Time,  when,  All at Once, 
 

from Inside,  A Light The Color 
 

of Cyan Skies,  and,  The 
 

Color of The Light, 
 

was Ever’s 
 

      Eyes . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

By The Petal’s Touch 
 

(  CounterPoise  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Divine Hand,  defines Her Existence by The Very Depth 
 

      She will propel Chaos,  into The Waiting Arms,  of Oblivion . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Cloud Royal 
 

(  Ion Fire  ) 
 
 
 
 

Your Words ly naked,  upon My Page, 
 

The Air,  around Me,  begins,  to hum, 
 

as if The Sky was about to crack from 
 

      The Thoughts of You,  pouring Reign . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Crow’s Feat 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ahhh,  to be the Cool Water,  to be the Night Wind, 
 

to be the Sweet Breath of Summer,  wrapped within 
 

      Her Smile,  as She sheds,  All that is Her Beginning . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Daily SuppleMeants 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      take One,  A Dei,  at Most . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dancing,  with My Muse I C 
 

(  Note Worthy  ) 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

Places, 
 

I shall,  for Ever,  Be, 
 

�    in Her Mind’s i,  and Her c of Grace,  �  
 

and Always in A Key 
 

     of,  We . . . 
 
 

�  
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DDrr aawwnn  bbyy  WWiinnggeedd  HHoorr sseess  
 

dancing,  across Their Upturned Faces, 
 

     so fly The Shadows of Her Chariots of Light . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Empire,  of The Sun 
 

(  A CommonWealth  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The State,  of Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For A Girl,  in The Rain  
 
 
 
 
 
 

noOne will save The Hearts of Men, 
 

save for The Hearts of Love,  Again, 
 
 

let The Rain begin,  and so The Fall, 
 

for Women,  stand,  for Lovers,  All, 
 
 

They as Patience a world must cope, 
 

      in Their Hearts is where lives,  Hope . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

for One to Love,  Again 
 

(  4120 x 2  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Thought,  that counts . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Four Ever 
 

(  King,  of Sighs  ) 
 
 
 
 

if Ever,  I should become 
 

The Sound of Your Voice, 
     

     I would nEver leave You . . . 
 
 

if Ever,  I should become 
 

Just The Thought of You, 
     

     I would Ever know Why . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Held,  in The Covenant,  of Faith 
 

(  for Ever,  After  ) 
 
 
 
 

There are Those,  who walk too Far, 
 

There are Those,  who fly too Deep, 
 

There are Those,  who nEver forget, 
 

      of those Promises,  God,  will Keep . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Her AbundanSea 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Angel of Happiness,  sails Her Vessel, 
 

across The Oceans of Promise,  over 
 

endless Waters of Tomorrow, 
 

in search,  of The Place, 
 

where Wishes,  ride  
 

Horses,  as Stars 
 

never Fall,  and 
 

Candles,  are lit, 
 

For Ever,  and On, 
 

The Place,  where Hope and 
 

Pray,  dance with Fulfillment,  and 
 

May Be sings to Come What Might, 
 

yet,  Always,  and for Most,  You 
 

can only see Her standing at 
 

The Rail of Sighs,  as 
 

You wait,  on 
 

The Shores 
 

of Longing,  for 
 

You can only embrace 
 

this elusive Angel,  while She colors 
 

      The Corridors of Your Heart,  with The Air,  of Content . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Mind’s Eye 
 

(  Deep,  Blue,  See  ) 
 
 
 
 
I 
 

saw 
 

Your Sky,  in 
 

The Still,  of The Day, 
 

Glorious,  A Masterwork of Color, 
 

The Heavens,  A Palette of Dreams,  Wondrous 
 

in Their Simplexity,  and Grace,  as if Liquid,  while dancing 
 

      across My Eyes,  as Cool Water,  as Silk,  an Angel’s Breath,  upon My Skin . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

If I,  were Happy 
 

(  You Asked  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For,  as Long as I,  remember, 
 

The Once I broke Your Heart, 
 

I,  will Never truly be Happy,  
 

      I,  will For Ever stand,  Apart . . .  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In A Blue Field,  Walking 
 

(  To Day  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Oh 
 

Yes,  see, 
 

into The Eyes,  of 
 

The Angel of Tomorrow, 
 

There,  in Her Left,  A Sun,  and 
 

in Her Right,  A Rainbow,  and,  when 
 

You look closely,  into Her Pools of Innocence, 
 

Your Sight,  is blessed,  for Her Heart is what You see, 
 

where The Colors of Her Light are borne, 
 

A Place,  where The Rain falls, 
 

Only,  when You Wish, 
 

and Wishes come True, 
 

Only,  when You Smile, 
 

for All The Days of Infinity, 
 

for All The Moments,  yet to come, 
 

until,  All The Moments fade,  from Time, 
 

      There,  wait The Loving Arms,  of All Things Dear . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Your Eyes 
 

(  Passion,  Is  ) 
 
 
 
 

My 
 

Longing for You, 
 

is The Key,  that 
 

unlocks 
 

The Gate,   
 

that leads to 
 

The Path,  of 
 

      All My Desire . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

      into The Verdant Meadows of Your Hearts . . . 
 

(  from Far Ago,  and Long Away  ) 
 
 
 
 

while I have appeared Distant,  in this last Millennia or Seau, 
 

please know,  that I have nEver been beyond The Reach 
 

of This Hallowed Place,  and that I Ever still remain 
 

in complete Awe of The River of Words,  that 
 

flows within Your Hearts . . . Steadfast, 
 

Resolute,  and Always IronClad,  on 
 

       This Endless Voyage,  to The See . . . 
 
 
 

My Hands,  are Warm,  and They have Stories to tell, 
 

and Moments to unFold,  and emOceans to navigate, 
 

as So do A Host of Stars,  as They cease Their Trek 
 

across The Heavens,  to Witness and to Wonder, 
 

of All that is reflected,  Here,  and in Their 
 

       Eyes,  of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 

toDei,  I have seen,  and felt This Equinox pass 
 

on 50 Occasions,  and,  am quite sure I will regard 
 

50 more before I lay My Pen down to Rest,  because 
 

The Words,  The UniVerse,  The Story,  and All It’s 
 

Glory,  are still so very entwined into The Tapestry 
 

of My Life . . . and This Time,  and in This Place, 
 

I am living It at Last . . . for I have found, and  
 

have been found by The One,  that Is,  and  
 

      For Ever,  called Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

      into The Verdant Meadows of Your Hearts . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

to Those,  who,  by Virtue of Their bless’d Gifts, 
 

have remained Here,  bringing Light upon a Dark, 
 

All These Years,  and who,  by Virtue of Their 
 

Pursuit and Their Passion,  of The Language 
 

of The Heart,  are Still as close to Me,  as  
 

      is This Pen,  in My trembling Hand . . . 
 
 

       to U,  I say,  keep Your Faith,  in Ever,  Lasting . . . 
 
 

and,  to Those,  who Now come Here,  for The Very First Time, 
 

It will be The Very Best Time,  as U cast Your Gems across 
 

This Deep Velvet Sky,  know,  that The Echo You hear in 
 

Your Heart,  is naught only The Breath of Angels,  but 
 

      is The Very Sound of Your Remembrance,  as Well . . . 
 
 

The Words,  that We paint,  upon These Pages, 
 

whether Chaulk,  or Ink,  bled,  or brushed, 
 

are so designed to walk The Ages,  and to 
 

      live Beyond,  Our Last Breath,  hushed . . . 
 
 

and to Each,  I will bow My Head,  in The Presence of Your Grace, 
 

      to Every,  I pledge My Allegiance,  to The Smile,  upon Your Face . . . 
 
 

in The Thanks,  and The Thoughts,  and The Threads,  of Thee, 
 

      I find The Cloak,  of Kindness,  is quietly wrapped,  'round Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Iron’s Butterfly  
 

(  daVida  ) 
 
 
 
 

Slowly,  He unfurled His Hand,  and slowly,  began to smile, 
 

for This,  was The Wonder,  Ever had longed for,  awhile, 
 

She,  unfolded Her Wings,  turning,  to face The Day,   
 

     and He,  let go His Breath,  and blew Her,  Away . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jewels,  Burn 
 

(  Not,  ‘til Us  ) 
 
 
 
 

whatEver Form of inSanity, 
 

U might think this Endeavor to be, 
 

rest Assured,  U shall be lured,  to 
 

      The Depths,  of My LunaSea . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

King,  of Sighs 
 
 
 
 
 
 

if Ever I should become The Sound of Your Voice,  I would never leave You, 
 

     if Ever I could become just The Thought of You,  I would Always know why . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

My Valentina 
 
 
 
 
 
 

*                  * 
*                 *                 * 

�Your Heart, 
*                                            *  

is where Angels go, 
*                                        *  

to learn,  of 
*                              * 

      God .�. . 
*                * 

 
*  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NetScape 
 

(  InnerNet  )  
 
 
 
 

      The Tapestry You weave,  is from The Thread of Her Heart . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

of AllWays 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Yes, 
 

WellCome, 
 

      to The Beginning . . . 
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On The Island of Her Perfection 
 

(  PandoRA INnocent  ) 
 
 
 
 

This 
 

Rain of Joy,  is 
 

The Joy,  of Rain,  when 
 

singing,  with The Angel of Peace, 
 

      A Child,  The Daughter,  of Ever,  and Always . . . 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

On The Point,  of A Feather 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
* 
* 
*  

      sent . . . 
 

 Heaven, 
 

 Always, 
 

They 
 

are  
 
* 

Ever Dreams may come,  Ever Dreams may go,  Still, 
 

as This Time,  and This Place,  bear witness to My Intent, 
 

as Legions of Stars quietly wait,  above and below My Eyes, 
 

I am kneeling,  Once More,  amid The Vast and Ancient Skies, 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One 
 
 
 
 
 
 

          The  
 

   Heart of 
 

My Angel, 
 

    Always, 
 

    became, 
 

    for Ever, 
 

The Angel 
 

   of,  My Heart . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One(dering) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As Always,  I look out across Your Distance, 
 

between where Ever Was,  and Ever Will Be, 
 

if I knew of The Place called WhereWithAll, 
 

      I would be standing in The Place called Thee . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pictures,  at An Exhibition 
 

(  Eternity’s Legion of Pearls  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

where One Word,  from Her Lips,  would launch,  One Thousand Ships,  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      of Light . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Promise Me The Universe 
 

(  Prometheus,  Found  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

yet, 
 

grant to Me 
 

The Wish,  of Always, 
 

�      for Ever to walk,  through The Fires     �  
 

of Your Passion,  until 
 

All Moments, 
 

      fade . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Red Skies,  of Night 
 

(  Tryphoons  ) 
 
 
 
 

Hope knows,  He is Far from Lost,  tho’ 
 

     finding His Heart,  still Tempest toss’d . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

ReignDrops 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�                                                            �  
 

if I could walk,  at the same Pace, 
 

as The Sound of Your Voice, 
 

I would surely move, 
 

at The Speed, 
 

     of Light . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�                                                            �  
 

and if I,  could move,  as Ever, 
 

with The Speed,  of Light, 
 

I will Always know, 
 

because I will 
 

      Ever be . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

She Gave Me,  Her Heart,  Still 
 

(  God’s Window  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

at 
 

 The End, 
 

of The Journey, 
 

to All Things Dear,  both 
 

My greatest Sorrow,  and Wonder, 
 

will be The Honor of having done so,  without 
 

      seeing All there was to see,  through The Eyes of A Woman . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

She,  is Becoming 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Some Enchanted Evening, 
 

in The Wake,  of 
 

A Beautiful  
 

Day,  The 
 

Light,  of 
 

Her Heart, 
 

in The Glory, 
 

of SunRise,  Her 
 

      Dawn,  of Love,  I pray . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Soft Shoe 
 
 
 
 
 
 

These Footprints You hear,  are The Echoes,  of My Tenderness, 
 

      for,  if Ever I find You Alone,  I will find You Alone,  No More . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The ConstanSea,  of Her DevOcean 
 

(  waiting for an Echo’s Return  ) 
 
 
 
 

A 
 

Woman will 
 

wait All of Her Life, 
 

 for that fleeting Moment,  for 
 

The One Look,  One Touch,  One Dance, 
 

with Her Muse,  and Always 
 

will wait,  For Ever, 
 

to embrace 
 

A 
 

Whisper, 
 

of Her Fulfillment,  
 

She will wait All The Days 
 

      of Infinity,  for Ever to Come,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Fall,  of I Be Leave 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                              �  
 

               and 
 

     Knowing, 
 

is The Child,  of 
 

       Faith,  and Understanding, 
 

                  reflected in The Eyes of Wisdom, 
 

                       for Ever,  to grace The Face, 
 

                               of So It shall Be . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Fire,  Works 
 

(  of Ecstacy  ) 
 
 
 

                                                                                                                                                                      ~~~~~~~~��   
                                                                                                                                                                              ~~~~��   

��   
I 
 

shall grant You, 
 

ten thousand Temptations, 
 

to do With,  what Ever,  You Want, 
 

for as Often,  as Long,  as Wild as You Wish, 
 

and I shall wait,  patiently,  Always, 
��� ���� �             ��� ���� �             ��� ���� �             ��� ���� �   

as You begin to see,  not One 
 

will kiss Your Heart,  not One 
 

will light Your Soul,  not One 
 

will ignite Your Passions,  as I do, 
 

for Never knowing The Touch of You, 
 

for Never looking through Your Windows, 
 

for Never wrapping You inside The Armor of 
 

My Tenderness,  with These Words Alone,  with 
 

The Leaves,  of My River,  The River,  of My Soul, 
 

     The Soul,  of My Grace,  and The Grace,  of My God . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  Light My Spire  )   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Girl in The Box of Reign 
 

(  as Hope kisses The Sky  ) 
 
 
 
 
 

The Man who is My Brother,  Teacher,  SoulGuide,  and Friend,  and who,  though having trod upon this Earth 
far fewer Days than I,  had begun His Journey to Divine Awareness when just a small Boy,  and which,  are  

       Legends,  for quite anOther Day . . . 
And on quite a specific Day in The Course of Our collective Path,  and having determined that I was  

poised on some particular Ledge of Know,  proceeded to open what is now affectionately known 
as A Window,  and began to reveal that which My Eyes and My Heart were ready to embrace, 

      by The Telling,  of a simple Story . . . 
I am reasonably sure,  that He knew not where this Tale comes from,  beyond and within 

the vast Reservoir of His Mind,  though in later Years,  We came to know quite well 
The Source,  and for now,  can postulate on It’s Concept having been born inside 

       the Novels of either Irving,  or Michener . . . 
and after a brief synopsis of the equally brief Life of a Girl in a Box,  which, 

four Years later,  would become The Story,  called In The Spring of ’42, 
*              He asked . . . “Who,  was in The Box,  with Her ?” . . .          * 

And,  Lo’  and Behold,  in the quietest Recesses of My Memory,  I heard,  quite 
distinctly,  and with a Ring of profound Sadness,  an Echo . . . and yet,  it would take 

six long Months to decipher It’s Significance,  and therefore,  The Answer,  which when 
fully understood would cause the Final Piece of The Grand Design to fall quietly into Place, 

and so beginning the glorious Endeavor that shall One Day herald a far greater Purpose behind 
The Rhyme and The Reason,  because it is The Remembrance of this Day in this Girl’s Life,  when 

The Sum of All Our Fears were manifest,  and held inside the darkest corner of Every Woman’s Heart 
since The Dawn of Man,  and Her Spirit seeks only to ensure that this horror Never Again walks The Face 

of this Earth,  flying as She is Now on The Wings of a Butterfly named Freedom,  knowing that She has stood  
reflected in The Eyes of Forgiveness,  toward Whom even Kings must voyage,  and hoping All Her Wishes might 

     for Ever come to Pass,  for as Long as She Always remembers,  and for as Long as She Dreams,  of a Rocking Horse . . . 
*                                                                                                                                                          * 

 
*                                                                                                                                                          * 

 
*                                                                                                                                                          * 

 
*                                                                                                                                                          * 

 
*                                                                                                                                                          * 

 
*                                                                                                                                                          * 

 
*          *          *          *          *          *          *          *          *          *          *          *          *          * 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Look,  Away 
 

(  The End,  Until  ) 
 
 
 
 

in The Deep Hush of MoonLight,  He rages,  at The Tide, 
 

knowing Her Faith is Always There,  as Far as It is Wide, 
 

knowing of Her sighing Face,  that Sorrow chose to Hide, 
 

      knowing of Her crying Face,  waiting,  on The Other Side . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Oneness,  of Place 
 

(  A Peace of Psyche’s Mind  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Man, 
 

views Woman, 
 

as where To Go,  while 
 

      She sees Herself,  as where To Be . . . 
�                                                                �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Reach 
 

(  A FervenSea  ) 
 
 
 

      **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

Angel, 
 

The Candle that 
 

You lit,  oh So Long Ago, 
 

on The Other End of Time, 
 

A Flame,  whose Warmth, 
 

rivals The Suns,  of Eden, 
 

whose Light reflects Always, 
 

in The Eyes of Skies Beyond,  and 
 

racing,  Still,  For Ever,  across The Millennia, 
 

across The Meadows of Heaven,  across Your Sea of Grace, 
 

      flooding The Corridors of My Heart,  with The Radiance of Your Soul . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The SonDance Kid 
 

(  Rough,  Cut  ) 
 
 
 
 

All I,  Ever,  needed to do,  was  
 

     blow The Dust,  from The Diamond . . . 
�                                                     �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

someWhere,  within The Time, 
 

of The Question,  and 
 

The Time,  of The 
 

Answer,  was 
 

This Book, 
 

and,  My 
�                                                                                                                                                                                  �  

Quest of 
 

Patience, 
 

A Voyage 
 

from Here to 
 

Eternity,  to cross 
 

      The Space Between . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Thread,  of The Pearl 
 

(  A Giver,  runs through It  ) 
 
 
 
 

She cannot stop Her Heart from quivering,  as if,  It were about to crack from The Thunder of Ten 
Thousand Butterflies . . . Her Anticipation rivals The Hopes,  of All Things Dear,  and The Wishes  
of Every Child Ever born . . . She begins to understand The Point of Her Pain,  and The Purpose of  
Her Sorrow,  for as The Memory of Every Tear,  calls out Her Name,   She knows for whom Dawn 
comes,  and for Every Candle shining in Darkness,  The Path of Light is Victorious,  as Her Dream,   

      standing between Patience,  and Fortitude,  smiles,  for Her Faith,  has just become,  Her Knowing . . . 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There,  and Back 
 

(  Again  ) 
 
 
 
 
I  
 

will  
 

race You 
 

across Heaven, 
 

to The Ends of Time, 
 

     where Echoes go,  to Recall . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Through Innocent’s Eyes 
 

(  The LegaSea  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and,  So, 
 

The Box of Rain, 
 

The Burden,  of Infinity, 
 

The Place where Her Music died, 
 

Eons Ago,  on the Other End of Time,  It 
 

slowly,  quietly,  opens,  with The Sound of Light, 
 

gently,  cracking The Air around Her,  for behold,  flying, 
 

free of The Box,  where lays The Shadow,  of Destiny’s Woes, 
 

flying,  on The Wings of Faith,  yes,  out 
 

toward only Tomorrow knows, 
 

There,  soars Hope, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ThunderHeart  
 
 
 
 
 
 

��   
I was 

                                                                                     ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                              ��   

knighted,  with 
                                                                             ��   
                                                                                                                                                                              ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                                    ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                                                        ��   

Her Sword of Persuasion,  while 
                                                                 ��   
                                                                                                                                                    ��   
                                                                                                                                                                      ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                          ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                                              ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      ��   

      walking,  through Her Kingdom,  of Circumstance . . . 
                                                 ��   
                                                                                                                    ��   
                                                                                                                                      ��   
                                                                                                                                                        ��   
                                                                                                                                                                          ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                            ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                                              ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      ��   
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          ��   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ultræ Novæ 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Altitude,  of Your Point of View,  is why Stars are born . . . 
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�  
�  
�  
�  

When Her Heart,  is The Vessel,  of My Soul 
�  

(  Anchors,  Away  ) 
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  

Slowly,  through the long and dark embrace of Night I have sailed, 
 

far across Nowhere,  well beyond The Reach,  of Understanding,  yet 
 

guided,  as Always,  by Her Light,  by the gold and shimmering Echo,   
 

of a once-distant Star . . . and as a quiet Hush wraps around The Stars, 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~    as I emerge,  Ever closer,  and Ever nearer,  I begin to hear the faint,  ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

yet thunderous Whispers,  of The Waves,  of Promise,  as They  
 

end Their endless Trek,  resting upon Your Shore,  now 
 

to witness,  and yes,  now to wonder,  of  
 

The All,  that U  
 

      Are . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WhetherVane 
 
 
 
 
 
 

were I to catch just One Whisper,  My Heart could nEver Rescind, 
 

     were I but a PinWheel,  in the cool,  clear,  Caress,  of Your Wind . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Wrapped,  in The Wings of Man 
 

(  United,  with Always  ) 
 
 

A 
 

God, 
 

Woman, 
 

She brings You 
 

into This World,  from 
 

a Universe inside Her,  She 
 

 warms You when You are cold, 
 

feeds You,  when You are hungry, 
 

shelters You,  when You are Alone, 
 

heals You,  and,  quietly holds You 
 

in Her Arms,  and loves You,  and 
 

when Your Time in This World, 
 

quietly fades into Memory, 
 

She will sit with 
 

You,   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as in 
 

The Beginning, 
 

and talk with You,  of 
 

The Days gone by,  and yes, 
 

of The Days to come,  as You fly  
 

through The Windows of Her Eyes, 
 

Out over Her Fields of Forgiveness, 
 

across The Seas,  of Her Devotion, 
 

into The Corridors of Her Heart, 
 

where lives,  The Hope,  of 
 

Love,  Again,  and for 
 

Ever,  She waits, 
 

for Y,  O, 
 

and, 
 

      U . . . 
 
 
 



 
 

The Seventh DoveTale 
 
 

The Breath of Angels 
 
 
 
 

and while sumWhere deep inSighed The Silence of The Ages,  

there now are carried far more Echoes than God will Ever 

remember,  a glorious Hush of Voices no longer found buried 

in The Whispers of Tomorrow . . . and drifting between the 

Hopes and the Dreams of All Things Dear,  and soaring deep 

into The Heart of The Absence of Fear,  Ever still,  there  

comes The Reign . . . and a Child,  in a Meadow,  by a Willow,  

folds His Fingers over The Coin in His Hand,   as The Eyes of 

The Eagle stare back at Him,  and wink,  gleaming now in The 

Blaze of Reflection,  and He says,  The Light of The Millennia,  

cast from Her Distant Fire,  roam It will for Always,  The Path 

of My Desire . . . and when His Hand unFurls,  after reaching 

into Heaven for the brightest Object He could find,  He sees,  

a ButterFly,  waiting there,  Her delicate Wings emerging in a 

Symphony of Colors,  and with a Story to tell,  and so,  softly,  

He blows Her,  Away . . . and sumWhere quiet,  along The 

Shores of Our Longing,  in the peaceful Susseration of A 

Morning’s Promise to The Coming Dei,  The SandPiper’s 

Watch suddenly reveals a perfect Time,  and a perfect Place,  

but only for This MoMeant,  and as He looks up in Wonder,  

He sees and He hears The Prince of Tides,  walking toward a 

Line barely visible,  and drawn where The Waves have finally 

found a Home at His Feet,  and soon discovers,  lying there 

between The Sand and The Foam,  is nothing but The Shadow,  

and slowly fading,  between The Now,  and The Never . . . 

 
 



The ForGiving 
 
 
 
 

On The Bridge 
 

(  of Dreams  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Music of Light,  a gentle Breath upon My Senses,  awakens My Awareness,  of All Things,  Here . . . 
My Immediacy,  is the graceful Undulation of The Waves,  rising,  falling,  caressing the massive Redwood 
Pilings that reach,  agelessly,  into The Depths of Kindness,  that bear,  Eternal,  these Tide and Time-worn 
Timbers,  beneath My Feet . . . 
 
I am leaning,  as Ever,  upon The Rail of Sighs,  watching a billion Stars begin to emerge,  reflected in the 
twilight Surface of The Water,  for The Parade of Suns has resumed Its ceaseless Trek,  to the western 
Skies of beyond . . . and in The AfterGlow,  The Palace radiates in a wondrous Blaze of Color,  as if The 
Light of Day,  rested Within,  and I know that My Eyes have been blessed,  with The Glory of The Sight,  
of The Fires,  of Ice . . . 
 
I lay My Hands,  finally upon The Rail,  and I feel The Remembrances,  The Timelessness,  The Memory 
of The Moment of The Beginning of When,  where ringing deep in The Heart of The Wood,  every Prayer 
is captured,  and every Wish is known,  and as I slide My Hand along It’s polished Faces,  I can hear The 
Whispers of Hope,  roaming somewhere,  inSighed . . . 
 
I return My Gaze to The Bridge,  to the mighty care-worn Beam on which I stand,  The First,  of The Final 
Mile . . . Its upturned Face,  dark with Tears,  stares at The Sky,   regarding All that It surveys,  with Each 
Grain of Thought,  and Every Fiber,  of Its Existence . . . it was then that I noticed,  echoing from a dark 
and forgotten Corner of My Heart,  an unbidden and unfamiliar Thrust of Agony,  for lying there,  as if 
placed by Destiny’s Wish,  and waiting for All to see,  stained in the blood-red Hue of an ancient Iron,  cast 
in The Forge of what will Be,  was a Handful,  of nine-inch Nails . . . 
 
as I ponder The Magnitude of Their Presence,  Here,  upon My Path,  Here,  at The End of The Beginning,  
I attempt to take one Step closer toward Home,  and discover,  that I cannot . . . My Gaze is once Again 
fixed upon these deadly Shards of a man-made Metal,  lying under The Weight of Reason,  and Each with a 
Point,  of No Return . . . and as a Hush is heard across The Universe,   I take them in My Left Hand,  and in 
a blinding Flash of Light,  I feel The Passion,  The Pain,  and The Purpose . . .  
 
in a fevered Rush,  I free My Hand from Its Burden,  Ever scorched by The Fires of a far-off Place called 
Hell,  hurling The Atrocity deep into The Lake of Forgiveness,  down and beyond The Reach of Certainty,  
where waits,  The Arms,  of Oblivion . . .  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Light,  across The pAge 
 

(  Turn,  Turn,  Turn  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Dawn . . . 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Across The IcanSea   
 

(  Clearly,  Now  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 i 
yes,  I would give U EveryThing, 

 
if EveryThing,  was Mine to give, 

 
so,  for now,  I offer U a Promise, 

 
     to love U,  for as Long,  as I live . . . 

 
 

yes,  I would gladly beg For Ever, 
 

to Last,  for a Long,  Long,  Time, 
 

so I can face,  Your bless’d Grace, 
 

     ’til This Poet,  runs out of Rhyme . . . 
 
 

yes,  each Day I live and breathe, 
 

Always begins and ends,  with U, 
 

so take My Heart,  to hold It near, 
 

     and,  All My Dreams,  come True . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Always,  The River 
                                                     

(  of Sighs  ) 
 
 
 
 

everyThing,  sails, 
 

toMorrow,  Hand in Hand,  with 
 

 someWhere,  and on The Bridge,   
 

Time,  stands,  Still, 
 

      at The Rail . . . 
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 

�            �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Amazing 
 
 
 
 
 
 

*     *          *     * 
*                 *                 * 

      Always,   Grace . . . 
*                                              * 

for Ever,  there is 
*                                       * 

in The Heart, 
*                              * 

and, 
*                * 

 
*  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and,  A Butterfly,  is Free 

(  Avalon’s Dream  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

for  
 

The Name,  and,   
 

      The Light,  of Dawn,  is Always . . . 
�                                                               �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Anything,  For Love 
 

(  I,  will Do  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

for 
 

Her Wishes, 
 

are My Purpose,  and 
 

�      My Purpose is Her Promise,  and     �  
 

Her Promise,  A Gift, 
 

to A Dawn 
 

      Sky . . .  
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Blue 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All at Once,  The Might of Her Persuasion 
    begins to charge The Air,  as if The Sky was 

         about to crack,  from The Mere Thought of Her, 
               and just before The Moment,  nods to The Memory,   

                           I slowly unfurl My Hand,  to find Her Ribbon,  of Love . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Crimson,  to Glory 
 

(  The Heart,  of The Diamond  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Yes, 
 

The Badge,  that 
 

Courage wears,  shines,  by 
 

�      The Light of Compassion,  and glows,     �  
 

with The Radiance of Grace, 
 

All,  in Honor’s 
 

      Eye . . .  
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
�  

Cross Words 
�  

(  I N R I  ) 
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  
�  

Irrelevant Notions of Righteous Intent 
 

Irresistable Needs of Repetitive Injustice 
 

Irresponsible Natures of Religious Insanity 
 

Immaterial Netherworld of Rampant Ignorance 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

        ^^ 
^^ 

DayBreak,  First Light  
 

(  crack The Sky  ) 
 
 
 
 

Dawn I 
 

see,  for Ever, 
 

      is Thee . . . 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

DeiGlow 
 
 
 
 

�  
just 

 
to sit with You, 

 
in a Corner of The Galaxy, 

 
as We talk,  of All The Days Gone By, 

 
of All Things Dear and nEver Forgotten,  for They 

 
�  are The Pearls,  that grace The Breast,  of Some Time When, �  

 
and caress The Thread of The Heart of Shall Be,  Again, 

 
to walk with You,  along The Shores of Heaven,  as 

 
We watch The Glory of Sunrise,  as We choose 

 
The Colors of Sunset,  and paint The Rings 

 
of Friendship around The Stars,  flying 

 
      through The Windows of Our Eyes . . . 

�                                                         �  
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

deVoid 
 

(  ‘n Conquer  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Always, 
 

lasts for Ever,  so  
 

      Nothing,  remains,  deSame . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ebony Left,  and Ivory Right 
 

(  from out of The Mist  ) 
 
 
 
 

^ l l l ^ 
 

*       * 
 
 

@   @ 

__ 
 
 
 
 

^ l l l ^ 
 

*       * 
 
 

@   @ 
__ 

 
 
 
 
 

^ l l l ^ 
 

*       * 
 
 

@   @ 
__ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Egalia 
 

(  The Face,  of Compassion  ) 
 
 
 
 

and I will hold The Moon,  in My Hands,  turning Her, 
 

admiring Her,  embracing Her with My Eyes,  knowing, 
 

      somewhere beyond Her Smile,  is a Monument to Tears . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Emanon’s Promise 
 

(  rides a Horse,  with nonamE  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

My 
 

Angel, 
 

The Tears, 
 

of Your broken 
 

Dreams,  and deepest 
 

Sorrows,  I will hold within 
 

My Iron Chalice of Compassion, 
 

for The Glory of Love,  Again,  when  
 

I place Them,  for Always,  in The Hands  
 

of God,  where They will rest,  EverMore, 
 

until The Moments of Your Life,  and  
 

The Memories of Paradise, 
 

      are One . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Every Breath,  I Take 
 

(  EveryDay  ) 
 
 
 
 

These Words,  that U,  are about to Hear, 
 

      speak of All,  that I,  will Ever hold Dear . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Fathom,  Her PropheSea 
 

(  Trumpet,  of Dawn  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
                 * 

Yes 
                                      *  

These 
                                                      *  

Words,  and 
                                                                 *  

These Images,  will 
                                                                          *  

color The Skies of Avalon 
                                                                                * 

for One Thousand Years,  until 
                                                                                   *  

All Memory,  of The Night,  has faded 
                                                                                   * 

from Existence,  until The Children of Time, 
                                                                                 * 
know The Glory of Grace,  until All Things Dear, 

 
bathe in The Light of Her Forgiveness,  will The Art 

 
of My Creative Hand,  The Tool of God’s Design,  live, 

 
for Ever and On,  as The Leaves on My River,  The Pages, 

 
torn from My Heart,  become Wings, 

 
flying,  through Your 

 
      Eyes . . . 

 
���    
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

First Knight  
 

(  Clear,  as A Bell  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and,  I, 
 

�       am Lord,  of      �  
 

     The Ring . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

fLightPath  
 
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

Far beyond The Reach,  and past The Broken Sound, 
 

is A Place,  where Echoes sit,  quietly,  and remember, 
 

      where They have Been,  and where They are bound to Go . . . 
 

They gather Their Thoughts,  One by One,  in a Pool of Grace, 
 

and slowly,  One by One,  They begin to tell Their Story,  holding 
 

Each and Every Moment in The Light of Day,  for All to watch, 
 

     and All to witness,  The Splendor,  of The Space Between . . . 
 

and with a Wink from The Eye of Promise,  and a 
 

Nod from The Aspect of Fulfillment,  They 
 

set forth,  Once Again,  upon Their 
 

Journey,  to a pale Blue Gem 
 

in a dark Velvet Sky,  to  
 

a Place,  called Avalon, 
 

a Place where Hope lives, 
 

      waiting,  for An Echo’s Return . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

For All We Have Done 
 

(  is Just,  Enough  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

All  
 

that remains,   
 

of The Play,  is All 
 

that remains,  to be Seen, 
 

All that remains to be Seen,  is  
 

All that remains of Act One,  for 
 

All that remains,  of Act One,  is 
 

All that remains of The Dei,  and 
 

All that remains of The Dei,  is  
 

The Color,  of The Sky,  and 
 

The Sky is The Color of Blue, 
 

and Blue is The Color of Truth, 
 

and Truth is The Color in His Eye, 
 

and His Eye,  is The Color of Youth, 
 

and Youth,  is The Color,  of The Sun,   
 

and The Sun,  is The Color of The One, 
 

and The One,  is The Name,  of His Dei, 
 

and His Dei,  is The Name of Always, 
 

      so Always,  is The Name,  of God . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Give Us This Way 
 

(  Our Daily Thread  ) 
 
 
 
 

go ahead,  fry Me,  or forgive Me,  but Gabriel,  it is just,  between U,  and Me, 
 

so nEver say  “die”,  for there U will lie,  beneath The Waves,  of The IcanSea, 
 

and,  of The Quarantine,  there has yet to be seen,  a Weigh,  Out,  from Under, 
 

so if U had not heard,  or doubt My Word,  I will bear The Wrath,  of Thunder, 
�  
 
 
 
 
 
 

because while U have slept, 
 

The Balance,  has been kept,  and 
 

All,  between The Now,  and The When, 
 

so,  once It has been said,  so too,  It will be read, 
 

      or I will never write another Word,  called Ever,  Again . . . 
�                                                                                                       �  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

^^ 
 
 
 
 

G 
L 
I  
D 
E 
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A 
T 
H 

 
there, 

 
Ever near, 

 
soaring,  Resolute, 

 
through The Nocturnal Velvet 

 
of The Amaranthine Empire,  The Endless 

 
Ion River,  Ever laden,  with The Crown of Destiny, 

 
The Ibis casts a Sentry’s Eye on A Distant Sky,  where flies yet 

 
another Winged Messenger,  following,  Still,  The Light of The Millennia, 

 
racing across Heaven,  like a Diamond,  and ’Lo,  The Albatross,  Steadfast of Purpose, 

 
aims a Stalwart Eye,  toward The Home of All Things Dear,  toward Eternity,  at The End of Time, 

 
and,  in The Span of A Wink,  and with The Grace of Angels,  nods Her Head,  and flies On,  to Skies Beyond, 

 
      for The Ibis knows,  The Night is Dead,  and so flies On,  Resolute,  toward The Days to Come,  along Her Voyage,  of Kings . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Here,  Ring,  and Looking Glass 
 

(  Spectral Harmonics  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Wind,  oh 
 

Heart of Patience,  cries, 
 

Love,  coming Again,  across 
 

Cyan Skies,  and The Willow,   
 

Memory of Eden,  sighs, 
 

Her Love,  is 
 

coming   
 

Again, 
 

through  
 

Windows 
 

in Your  
 

      Eyes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Holy Writ(e)  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      wholly shit(e) . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

How Far,  from Promise 
 

(  am I  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

when Every Moment,  carries The Weight,  of Eternity, 
 

     while Eternity,  places All,  in The Hands,  of Patience . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Camelot,  Again 
 

(  where Nothing Was,  as It Shall Seem  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I will build Her Castle,  so Far beyond Limit, 
 

if I must gather,  Each and Every Grain,  of Sand, 
 

fusing Them All Together,  with The Fire of My Spirit, 
 

     with The Keys,  to Her Kingdom,  write Here,  in My Hand . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

In The Land,  of Make (Them) Believe 
 

(  for Rome,  was not built,  for A Dei  ) 
 
 
 
 

A 
 

Sky,  cracks, 
 

from The Terrible Beauty, 
 

Faith flies on a Wing and a Prayer, 
 

where Angels walk,  in An Echo’s Wake, 
 

and Children dance,  to The Sound of Reason, 
 

where Wishes,  ride Horses,  into The SonRise, 
 

      and Castles soar,  from a single Grain of Sand . . . 
 

Roses are born,  in a World without Thorns, 
 

Hope lives,  in The Heart,  of Lovers,  All, 
 

A Light shines,  on All that came Before, 
 

and Happiness,  is All that Ever was After, 
 

      where Patience waits on a Butterfly’s Return . . . 
 

and as Darkness falls,  upon The Follies,  of Men, 
 

and The Night so fades,  from The Memory,  of When, 
 

as The Host of Stars,  Here,  to Witness,  and to Wonder, 
 

bow Their Heads,  toward The Rush,  of Thunder,  and 
 

All,  are rapt,  while a Butterfly sings,  because, 
 

They have All begun to remember,  of 
 

      A Voyage,  of Kings . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

In The yEar,  of The Butterfly 
 

(  softly,  The Wind,  cries  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
i 

Where do I find The Courage,  inSighed of Me, 
 

to accept These Things I can naught change, 
 

yet,  Still pLace My Self,  gently,  within 
 

The Corridors of Your Heart,  without 
 

U having to ~lose~ a Little of Your 
 

      Self,  SumWhere,  in The Process . . . 
 
 

When do I begin to underStand 
 

All U are trying to be,  and All 
 

U are trying to say,  is Always 
 

      Your Truth,  and Your Choice . . . 
 
 

Why must I fail to listen when 
 

Your Words,  speak of Things 
 

that U no Longer feel,  or need 
 

in Your Life and accept Reality 
 

for what It is,  naught what I want 
 

      It to be,  naught what I need It to be . . . 
 
 

What am I to do with a Heart and a Soul, 
 

that worships The Very Ground U walk upon, 
 

that hungers for The Magnitude of Your Presence, 
 

yet I cannaught seem to comprehend The Beauty,  and 
 

      The Simplicity,  of Your Desire,  to unfurl Your Own Wings . . . 
 
 

BeCause,  within U,  I am going Home,  and,  BeCause,  through U,  I have found My God, 
 

       and I pray no Power on Earth will Ever keep Me,  from beholding The Light,  in Your Eyes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

jUst mIst  
 
 
 
 
 
 

for 
 

without 
 

these Words, 
 

      ~U and I~ would die . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Leagues,  of Nations 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       Tribal warFair . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Legend,  of The Fall 
 

(  Gabriel’s Tear  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

to 
 

 know 
 

 the Why, 
 

will be found,   
 

in The Window,  
 

of Ever’s Eye,   
 

      alone . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lilies,  of The Stream 
 
 
 
 
 
 

so The Fairest Child,  would know of Grace, 
 

when For Love,  within,  Her Heart did race, 
 

so for All,  at Once,  She gathered Her Will, 
     

     then sent Them Forth,  to be gathered,  Still . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      All These Years,  I have been hoping,  to find U . . . 
 

All These Years,  Ever since Why,  remembers When, 
 

All These Years,  I have been listening to The Echo, 
       

      reMinding Me,  of The Sound,  of Your Voice . . . 
 

All These Years,  I have felt The Rhythm of Your Heart, 
       

      SomeWhere,  deep inSighed,  My Own . . . 
 

All These Years,  I have been searching for The Very Words  
 

to say to U whenEver The Day  
 

comes,  that I can hold U,   
 

and love U,  All for  
 

The First Time,  
 

 All Over, 
 

       Again  . . . 
 
 
 
 

Long Before Until 
 
 
 
 

I love U,  so Much, 
 

I want,  to become U, 
 

to be Within who U are, 
 

because,  That,  is The Way,    
 

      We were . . . 
�

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

My EverLasting Covenant,  of Faith 
 

(  is Our Right,  of Passage  ) 
 
 
 
 

I,  do solemnly swear,  to upHold,  to Cherish,  and to Honor,  The 
Glorification,   and The Justification,  of My Life,  as It Now stands, 
within The Blessing,  The Gift,  and The Sanctuary,  of The Love U 
have so graciously bestowed upon My Heart . . . 
 
I,  do solemnly swear,  to abide by The Divine Laws of Your Spiritual 
Truth,  Your unselfish and undying Allegiance to The Virtues of 
Compassion,  Forgiveness,  Kindness,  and Understanding,  and Your 
unique and Timeless Qualities of Perseverance,  Patience,  and 
Commitment,  to Your Purpose,  Your Path,  and Your Passion . . . 
 
I,  do solemnly swear,  by The Power of My Infinite Love for U,  by 
The Strength of My Eternal Devotion to U,  by The Magnitude of The 
Light that shines at The Beginning,  and The End of My God-Given 
Voyage toward Salvation,  through U,  that I,  shall,  from This 
Moment On,  until All Moments Fade,  walk,  as Always,  at Your 
Side,  by Your Side,  and on Your Side,  for Ever,  and a Dei . . . 
 
I,  do solemnly swear,  that These Things,  These Threads of Your 
extraOrdinary Essence,  These Images in The Very Portrait of Your 
Precious Soul,  are Those,  that I,  shall for Ever hold So Dear . . . and 
Together,  as One,  We shall journey toward The Happiness,  and The 
FullFillMeant,  and The Peace,  that is Ours,  to Have,  and to Hold,  for 
as Long as We both shall live upon This Earth,  and Yes,  until for 
Heaven,  do We,  depart . . . 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Nigh,  Her AscendanSea 
 

(  Flight,  of The Mermaid  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Yes, 
 

listen,   
 

There,  in 
 

The Distance,   
 

a Sound,  Waves,   
 

a Quiet Thunder,  on  
 

The Sand,  an Echo,  from  
 

each precious crystalline Grain, 
 

One,  for Every Need,  Every Wish,   
 

for Every Sorrow,  and,  One,  for All,  of  
 

Hope,  for Every Tear that caressed Your Face, 
 

      lying buried,  under the Weight of Time,  and Tide . . . 
 

yet,  each Wave,  gently washes Your Sadness,  and  
 

Your Longing,  from The Shores of Your Heart,  to 
 

reveal Your Footsteps,  left Long Ago,  while  
 

You were walking,  Hand in Hand,   
 

      beside A Dream . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

of Blessings 
 

(  Dear  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Mine,  are Legion . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Faith,  of The Mytht 
 

(  This,  too,  shall Path  ) 
 
 
 
 

** *  
The Heart, 

 
of Peace awaits,  on 

 
a Kiss from The Lips 

 
 of Imagine,  and a 

 
Wink,  in The 

 
Eye,  of 

 
      Promise . . . 

 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Saturn’s Symphony 
 

(  The Sound,  of Forgiveness  ) 
 

So, 
 

if Ever, You go, 
 

High,  up in The Spires, 
 

of The Palace of Rain,  and walk 
 

through The Corridors of Her Heart, 
 

There,  deep within The Hall of Echoes, 
 

where Silence rests,  upon A Pillow,  of Hope, 
 

You will also find Her Majesty,  waiting,  for Ever, 
 

upon The Rock,  of Patience . . . and,  upon Her Mantle  
 

of Fortitude,  sitting,  FeatherLight,  is The Box of Rain,  and  
 

if You look Inside,  through The Window of Her Universe,  There,   
 

like A Jewel,  flying,  across A Cyan Sky,   is The Ring of Friendship,   
 

where Love is born Again,  and So,  are Ever,   
 

      and Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

sOwing,  The Seeds,  of Love 
 

(  as Tears,  roll,  Down  ) 
 
 
 
 

All The Days that I have labored,  Here in these Fields of God, 
 

were not just The Trials of Ecstasy,  but were The Tribulations, 
 

kept in The Extreme,  in order to illustrate The Magnitude,  and 
 

The Majesty of each and every terrible Beauty that Ever pierced 
 

The Heart and Soul of Humanity,  whose very Purpose Was,  Is 
 

and Will Always Be,  to stand in The Sight of All Things Dear, 
 

and to bear,  as Witness,  The Weight of Certainty,  for All that 
 

has come to pass unto The Ages of Innocence,  for All that has 
 

come to be within The Empires of Men,  for All that has come 
 

to LL iigghhtt within The Shadows of The Cross,   
 

for All that has been raped,  ravaged,  and ruined by the           
 

teeth and talon,  of the unRelenting and unRepenting,  dogs,  of chaos, 
 

for All that have sighed,  cried,  and died,  in The Pursuit of The Truth, 
 

have not done so in vain,  and from This Moment on until All Moments  
 

      fade,  that All Their Echoes for Ever dwell,  in The Sanctuary,  of Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sun,  Arise 
 

(  atlantorpacifica  ) 
 
 
 
 

aanndd  TThhee  
  

SSkkyy,,    kkiisssseess  TThhee  SSeeaa,,  
  

wwhheerree  AAll ll   EEyyeess,,    sshhaall ll   BBee,,  
  

TThhee  HHoorriizzoonn,,    iiss  TThheeee,,  
  

            aanndd,,    MMee  ..  ..  ..  
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Bliss,  at Her Command 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Legions,  of Angels,  with Their Eyes,  on The Prize, 
 

step Forth,  into The Waiting Arms of Your FullFillMeant,  as 
 

      The Rising Sun,  bathes You,  in The Radiance,  of Your Expectations . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Final Light,  Her’s 
 

(  and Promises,  to Keep  ) 
 
 

              **  
    **   
    **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
   *    * 
  *   * 
 * * 
* 
i 

whatEver Man,  or God,  has wrought upon This Earth, 
 

come what may,  there will be Hell to pay, 
 

      for All,  that She,  is Worth . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Flaw,  in The Fabric,  of Perfection 
 

(  all the i can see  ) 
 
 
 
 

what She sees,  is what She knows, 
 

and what She knows,  is what She sews, 
 

and what She sews,  She shall keep ‘til Then, 
 

for Nothing was,  as She shall seam,  of Camelot, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

the harder they ( will ) fall 
 

(  one by one  ) 
 
           

  **   
**   

  **   **   
  **       **   
* * 
* 

so,  
 

the More I write, 
 

so shines The Light, 
 

so the More,  I right, 
 

     so fades,  The Night . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Mind,  of The Child 
 

(  of Mine  ) 
 
 
 
 

An  
 

Infinite Path,  to 
 

The Place,  My Angel sings, 
 

The Heart,  of The Dearest of All Things, 
 

      The Beginning and The End,  of The Voyage of Kings . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Pale,  Beyond 
 

(  A Whiter Shade  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

behold, 
 

The Night’s Edge, 
 

in Retreat,  into The Frontiers, 
 

past the Broken Sound,  the Outer Reach 
 

of Her Dominion,  as Sorrow’s Blade,  Gone,  from  
 

The Hearts of Time,  Run,  from The Eyes of Children,  Away, 
 

�      from The Minds of Men,  and The Spirits of All Things Dear,  Gone,  for     �  
 

Ever,  and Always,  the Shroud of Darkness,  Shadow of Light, 
 

to dance,   for Eternity,  with Oblivion,  to become 
 

the Dust of Age,  lying quietly,  waiting, 
 

for All to Pass,  locked inside 
 

The Memory,  of 
 

      Never . . .  
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Ring,  Round,  The Sun 
 
 

��� ���� �   
It does not 

 
embrace My Finger,  nor 

 
wrap around My Wrist,  It does not 

 
hang from Chain,  for Neck,  nor Ear,  is kissed, 

 
made not of Gold or Silver,  nor any Jewel from The Sea, 

 
no Trace or Mark,  no Crest or Seal,  nor fancy Filigree, 

 
just two Shards of Iron,  welded by a Circle of Steel, 

 
and There,  in The Nest,  of My Palm,  It rests, 

 
to remind Me,  The Road I walk,  is Real, 

 
I hold It for Ever,  and for Always, 

 
until One Day,  So Grand, 

 
when Ever says, 

 
I,  am Home,  Angel, 

 
and lays It,  in 

 
Her Hand,  for 

 
It is just a Keyring, 

 
where hangs, 

 
from Her Heart, 

 
The Key, 

 
so joined, 

 
as The Tears 

 
of Infinity, 

 
They,  as 

 
Love,  Again, 

 
will Be . . . 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“ the very depth of all you bring to me ” 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

nay, 
 

there exists 
 

no Sea left to fathom, 
 

no Star yet to rest,  in The Palm 
 

�       of My Hand,  when held nigh The Breadth      �  
 

of Your Infinite Heart,  for Ever 
 

pales to a Significance, 
 

of a Grain,  of 
 

      Sand . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

‘til Morning's Glory  
 
 
 
 
 
 

sweetly dream,  My Soft Embrace,  for 
 

I shall Ever hold Your Heart in Place, 
 

near to God,  I shall find Your Trace, 
 

      and Here beside,  Your amazing Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To Eris’ Embrace 
 

(  see,  how They run  ) 
 
 
 
 

�                     �  
�                     �                    �  

Oh,  Thieves of Promise, 
�                                                       �  

You shall not take My Heart, 
�                                                        �  

      nor shall I,  Ever,  surrender . . . 
�                                                   �  

go quietly,  and quickly, 
�                                          �  

and,  for Always,   
�                              �  

      Away . . . 
�               �  

 
�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To Sea,  The Beauty 
 

(  Aye,  Wonder  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

if I 
 

close 
 

My Eyes, 
 

The Tears,  will 
 

not fall,  and Ever, 
 

will Never,  see, 
 

      Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  Again  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

With Her  
 

(  Always  ) 
 
 
 
 

if I cannot Love,  I will Laugh, 
 

if I cannot Laugh,  I will Learn, 
 

     as long,  as I Learn,  I will Last . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

With The Grace,  of Angels 
 

(  Unicorns Fly  ) 
 
 
 

�  
 

upon 
 

Her Return,  from 
 

The River of Souls,  to search, 
 

for Ever,  winding His Way toward Home, 
 

toward The Heart of The Diamond,  where The Eyes 
 

of Simplicity,  gaze into The Pools of Innocence,  where Imagine, 
 

      falls for The Wisdom of Truth,  and Might Have Been,  embraces Let It Be . . . 
 

there,  where Here Is,  and where She,  Is,  Her Eyes,  The Color of Sunset,  slowly rise, 
 

toward Her Sea of Glass,  and ’Lo,  a Blue Mist,  a Light,  of Sound,  of An Echo,  of A Cyan Sky, 
 

�     The Light of Her Dreams,  of The Sea . . . and in The Time of a Wink in The Eye of Promise,  a LuminEssence,    �  
 

reflected on The Wings of Ten Thousand Angels,  bathes Her in All His Glory,  All His Grace,  to 
 

wrap Her within The Arms of His Iron Paradise,  His Eternal Kindness,  His Sea of Joy, 
 

      as They fall through The Tears of Infinity,  into The Eyes of Heaven,  as One . . . 
 

and Still,  High,  Up on The Mantle of Her Fortitude,  deep within 
 

The Box of Destiny’s Woes,  deep within The Light of 
 

of Her Forgiveness,  rising to kiss The Sky, 
 

flies a Butterfly,  Avalon,  Then, 
 

He is Free,  as Ever, 
 

      Again . . . 
 

�  
 
 

The End,  of 
 

      The Beginning,  to Be . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Without U  
 

(  O,  Y  ) 
 
 
 
 

      there would be no   niverse . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Woman,  In Chains 
 

(  Tears,  and Fears  ) 
 
 
 
 

      So,  Free,  Her . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Yes,  They will Know 
 

(  The Deis,  of Future’s Past  ) 
 
 
 
 

Her 
 

Children’s, 
 

Children’s, 
 

        Children . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Eighth DoveTale 
 
 
 
 
 

The Bridge of Dreams 
 

 
 
 

 
 
waiting There,  inside the faintest Trace of The Sigh of Always,  and wrapped 

within The Breath of a Legion of Angels,  is the very Music,  the very Echo of 

The Gift of A Promise,  that holds Us within The enThrall,  of a Flaw,  in The 

Fabric of Certainty,  yet reveals a Story of a terrible Beauty,  that still weighs 

upon The Balance of a Universe,  as would a Feather,  upon Nothing at All,  

because this Sound travels upon The Steed of Light,  and He is Ironclad and 

Ever gListening,  and because,  the more Ever gListens,  in the brighter The 

Light,  Always,  beComes . . . 

*       *       * 

and once More,  The Sisters of The Sun step forward,  as One,  from within The 

Reason Why,  and The First,  Eve,  and The Second,  Pandora,  move into The 

Music of Our collective Souls,  with a Rhythm only an Echo can hear,  and in a 

single Voice of pure harmonic Perfection,  so whisper,  imagine a Place,  where 

it rains only when U wish,  and Wishes come true only when U smile,  and 

where The Quality of Your Life is Always measured,  by The Quantity of Your 

Time Ever spent,  while Learning,  Loving,  Laughing,  and Lasting . . . 

*       *       * 

while Mercy stands,  at The End of The Rail of Sighs,  staring up at the august 

Face of Patience,  so close,  and still so Far away,  because the Space between 

Them waits for Ever,  to break these Chains of Time,  by casting the Nails from 

Across,  into the open Well of Forgiveness,  waiting Here,  beyond a narrowing 

Divide,  in The Land,  of Our Because . . . 

 
 
 
 



The ForGiving 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All The Reasons 
 

(  Between  ) 
 
 
 
 

and with that,  I turned,  Again,  to face The Day,  and headed for Home . . . and Home,  is The Splendor of 
The Palace of AllWays,  waiting,  as Patience,  there,  at The End of The Bridge of Time . . .  and still,  Her 
Look is etched,  as Liquid,  upon The Mirrors of The Universe,  The Gates of Dawn,  and as I watch My 
Wish unfold before My Eyes,  a Smile begins to adorn Her Face . . . 
 
at this Moment,  I know The Logic of Purpose,  and take anew My first Step towards Truth,  unimpeded 
now by Destiny’s Weight . . .  the Sound of My Boots upon The Wood echoes out across The Seas of 
Space,  and I sense the Hands of Chaos tremble in Its Wake,  for even The Wind has escaped Their 
withered Grasp . . . it was then,  that I placed My own Hands again upon The Rail,  to guide My Thoughts,  
and to remember My Intent . . . 
 
with a Voice,  as One,  The Prayers of All Things Dear cry out to My Touch,  and as I move Forward,  
quickening My Pace,  each Whisper of Hope comes to The Surface,  revealing The Proximity,  of Where,  
and When . . . it is to Them that I silently pledge My Allegiance,  once More,  as I walk,  Ever closer,  
toward The Heart of My Because,  on This,  My final Path,  of The Voyage of Kings . . . 
 
as I near The Palace Gates,  I begin to see,  clearly,  The Presence of Words,  delicately inscribed upon 
Them,  and radiant with the Color of Gold . . . it was not until I stepped within this Brilliance,  that I could 
decipher Their Meaning,  and awaken to Their Motive,  for They,  were The Point,  of It All . . . 
 
 
 

eeeaaassseee   mmmyyy   pppaaaiii nnn   
 
 
 

with the Fingers of My Right Hand,  I trace The Letters,  One by One,  knowing,  that when All is Said,  
and All is Done,  This Promise,  I will keep . . . and,  All The Moments that have come to Pass,  and All 
The Moments yet to Be,  I stand,  at Last,  with Here,  right before Me,  and as if All Heaven were awaiting 
My next and final Purpose,  and with nothing less than The Strength of My Wish for Universal Renascence,  
I open The Gates,  of Dawn . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

( when ) to Morrow,  Ever comes 
 

(  leaving YesterDeis,  in The Passed  ) 
 
 
 
 

The I’ds of March,  will be reAssigned to Come What May,  until Further’s Notice,  while 
 

Mother’s Day,  is All Dei;  Father’s Day,  is Once,  a Weak;  BirthDays,  are MirthDeis; 
 

Labor Day,  is Neighbor Dei;  a Sabbatical,  is no longer Practical;  ReignDeis,  would 
 

be made Up;  Days Off,  are calling in Thick;  Halloween,  has a Ghost of A Chance; 
 

      the 4th of July,  is July Forth,  and as for Christmas Dei,  only The First,  know well . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Candle,  to The Wind 
 
 
 
 
 
i 

hey,  You got a Match ? 
 

no,  not since Christ died,   
 

      and left Us All in the Dark . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

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 Host,  of Stars 
 

(  to Witness,  and to Wonder  ) 

�                                                 �  
flying,  on Their Endless Trek across The Heavens, 

 
wandering,  as Phantoms,  as Butterflies,  to All Corners of Creation, 

�  �  �  �  �  �  �  �  �  
to gather Each and Every Jewel of Significance,  in The Crown of Her Achievement, 

�  �  �  �  �  �  �  �  
no Matter The Time,  nor The Season,  nor The Rhyme,  nor The Reason,   

�  �  �  �  �  �  �  
nor The When,  nor The Was,  not The Why,  or Because,  for 

 
      They,  Just,  Are . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Tartan’s Cry  
 

(  The Thread runs through It  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

’l o, 
 

Again 
 

A Sound, 
 

The Thunder 
 

of distant Drums, 
 

of Chariots bound for 
 

      Fields of Blind Ambition . . . 
 

So come,  and We shall melt 
 

The Chains of Hate,  and forge 
 

Again The Bell of Freedom, 
 

forge Again A Ring 
 

of Truth, 
 

yes,  to forge Again, 
 

     The Key to The Kingdom of Heaven . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Thousand Churches 
 

(  The Light,  The Heat  ) 
 
 
 
 

      This,  is So,  in Your Eyes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Whole Knew Meaning 
 

(  Child of Life  ) 
 
 
 
 

     “ just You wait ‘til Your Father comes Home ”. . .  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

A Woman,  is Always 
 

(  Life,  being More  ) 

*                                                                                 * 
*                                                                            * 

*                                                                      * 
*                                                                * 

*                                                         * 
*                                                  * 

*                                           * 
*                                   * 

*                           * 
*                   * 

*          * 
* 
O 

yes,   for This . . . Her Heart,  is 
 

wrapped in The Thread of Forgiveness,  and 
 

Kindness dwells within each Corridor,  and There,   
 

is Hope,  waiting with Devotion,  in every Room,  and 
 

for This,  Her Heart,  is The Jewel,  in The Richness of  
 

The Lives She touches,  and for Ever,  suspended,  by 
 

The Magnitude of Her Infinite Grace,  and for This,   
 

Her Heart asks so little,  save Your Friendship,   
 

Sanctuary,  Compassion,  and Foremost, 
 

The Gift She gave to You,  at The 
 

Moment of Your First  
 

Breath,  Her 
 

      Love . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Above All Else 
 

(  Give Her  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Freedom,  of Trust . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ascend,  in The Clouds 
 

(  Water Colors  ) 
 
 
 
 

Y  
 

to 
 

fly on,   
 

into White  
 

Canyons,  of Sky, 
 

shrouded in Mist,  Her  
 

Castles tall,  where Angels  
 

go to rest,  and Rainbows  
 

ly,  waiting,  for Joy  
 

      to fall . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Æterna,  Lee 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as ToMorrow wraps Her Arms,  around Because, 
 

and YesterDay,  begins to dance,  with So It Was, 
 

there is Nothing in This World,  I would not give, 
 

     for Just as Long,  as I may Always,  with U,  live . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

AfterBurner  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

if I,  could  
 

be The Very Breath of You,   
 

I would wrap Myself,  around The  
 

Spark that ignites a Smile on Your 
 

Face,  when The Sun pales,  
 

     in Surrender . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All that Love is Worth  
 

(  My CurrenSea  ) 
 
 
 
 

A Myriad of Coins,  ly waiting in This Fountain, 
 

     and Each,  wear the Time-worn Faces,  of Hope . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and One,  Is 
 

(  Mine  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and while Grace,  lets Me sit,  in Her Chair 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      I wRight . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Any Second,  Coming 
 

(  where It’s at  ) 
 
 
 
 

      write Hear,  and kNow . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as The Arc,  becomes The Circle 
 

(  so too,  The Ring  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Glimmer,  of 
 

 Understanding,  comes to Life,   
 

in The Wink,  of Compassion’s Eye, 
 

while Forgiveness as Their Witness,   
 

becomes both The Rhyme,  and  
 

      The Reason,  Why . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as The Arc,  becomes The Circle 
 

(  so too,  The Ring  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Glimmer of Understanding,  comes to Life,  in The Wink,  of Compassion’s Eye, 
 

      while Forgiveness,  as Their Witness,  becomes The Rhyme,  and The Reason,  Why . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

at First,  and Main 
 

(  InnerSection  ) 
 
 
 
 

there stands,  at Each Corner,  and 
 

most surely,  a Sign of The Times, 
 

of a World so bereft of Reason,  of 
 

a World so bejeweled,  in Rhymes, 
 

and,  of Those who Care to Notice,   
 

or of Those who dare to See,  what 
 

leaves Them at A Loss,  are These 
 

Words “ Do Not Cross ”,  showing 
 

�        All,  that NoWhere,  could Ever Be . . . �                                                                
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

At The Threshold,  of Paradise 
 

(  The Gates Of Dawn  ) 
 

�  
 

and 
 

There at  
 

The Windows 
 

of Her Eyes,  The 
 

Universe,  lies waiting 
 

before You,  and All that 
 

You Are,  All You Will Be,   
 

and All that You hold Dear, 
 

are The Heart and Soul of 
 

Your Richness of Life, 
 

Your Memory’s 
 

Portrait of  
 

      Joy . . . 
 
 
 
 
 

for 
 

You,  The 
 

Child,  of Time, 
 

there is Just One Path  
 

to walk,  and,  with Hope, 
 

and Faith,  beside You,  and 
 

Truth,  Always within You, 
 

All The Days,  of Infinity 
 

will be Yours for Ever,   
 

until All Moments 
 

fade away to 
 

become, 
 

      One . . . 
 

�  
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Behold,  The River,  of Words 
 

(  My Ebb,  and Flow  ) 
 
 
 
 

Yes,  as Leaves They do glide,  if only,  for The Ride, 
 

and Steadfast,  They have Always,  found Their Place, 
 

and knowing,  of Course,  Ever,  They gather,  ’round  
 

      A Horse,  come to bathe in The Waters,  of Her Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Casa Domani 
 

(  House of ToMorrow  ) 
 
   

            ***       
   ***    
*** ***    
***    ***    
***          ***            

 ***             ***    
***             *** 
***       ***    

                                                                                                      *             *** 
                                                                                                    *    *         i 
                                                                                                   *       *   *    *   *    
                                                                                                 *                            *   * 
                                                                                                 *                                   * 

*                                  * 
*                                  * 
*                                  * 

A Place,  born of Hope,  inside Us, 
 

where Our Hearts can breathe, 
 

and sing,  and sigh,  and Be, 
 

      as One,  united,  by The Sea . . . 
 

All The Words yet unSpoken, 
 

All The Vows yet unBroken, 
 

All The Moments yet to Be, 
 

      All The Beauty,  yet to See . . .    
 

built of Stone, 
 

built of Light, 
 

built of Love, 
 

      built of Might . . . 
 

Corridors WithIn, 
 

Ecstasy ThroughOut, 
 

 Rooms,  of Grace and Plenty, 
 

and Windows to view It All,    
 

      and Peace Our Sentry . . . 
 

Gardens and Sundials, 
 

Lace and Brass, 
 

Paths to KnowWhere, 
 

     Wood and Glass . . . 
 

and A StairWay,  of guilded Leaf, 
 

spirals to lead Us,  Away to OurSelves,  Away to Our SunRise,   
 

      as Butterflies Again,  flying,  through The Twilight,   through The Moonlight,  in Our Eyes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Castles,  of Iron 
 

(  on The Sands,  of Time  ) 
 
 

   ~~~~~~~~~~~~�  
      ~~~~~~�  

�  
yes,  

 
Here I stand, 

 
My Sword,  in Hand, 

 
bathed in Her Armor of Grace, 

 
The Dragons,  slain,  Darkness,  dead, 

 
      and Her Light,  Always,  shines,  in It’s Place . . . 

��� ���� ���� �                   ��� ���� ���� �                   ��� ���� ���� �                   ��� ���� ���� �    
yes,  gone The Night,  no Evil in sight, 

 
Sorrow’s Fate,  having lost,  The Race, 

 
So,  walk with Me,  through The Gates 

 
of Her Dawn,  and Our Eyes 

 
      will behold,  Heaven’s Face . . . 

 
So,  open Your Hearts,  and 

 
sail Away,  with Me,  across 

 
My River of Tears,  for there 

 
is where Ever reigns in Peace, 

 
      for All The Days of Our Years . . . 

 
So,  come share My Dream,  as 

 
though It might seem,  as We fly 

 
upon this Angel’s Wings,  Away,   

 
to The Blessed,  beyond All The Rest,         

 
     as We journey,  toward This Voyage,  of Kings . . .  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

and 
 
 

so This 
 
 

A 
 
 

Horse’s Tale 
 
 

of 
 
 

Ever and Always, 
 
 

finally 
 
 

Comes to A Point 
 

(  beCause  ) 
 
 
 

these Leaps of Faith are 
 

from The Ledge of Know, 
 

which overlooks The Falling, 
 

     to allow for The State of Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dawn,  of A uniVerse 
 

(  cast,  from A Distant Fire  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

And 
 

The First Time, 
 

      Ever I saw,  Your Grace . . . 
 

�                                                �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dawn,  of First Light  
 

(  U ‘n  I Verse  ) 
 
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

The Precise Moment,   
 

when My Eyes,  beheld  
 

The Radiance of Your Smile, 
 

Then,  at Once,  I knew, 
 

The Light of All Creation, 
 

The Was,  and The Will Be, 
 

     is Always and for Ever,  You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dawn,  of The Universe 
 

(  Light,  of The Millennia  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Yes, 
 

The First Time, 
 

      I,  Ever,  saw Your Face . . . 
 

�                                                  �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Diary,  of A MadMan  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Yores,  Truly . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

^^ 
 
 
 

DIvine ANgel,  Arise 
 

(  Mandarin Dove  ) 
 
 
 
 

HHeerree,,  
  

II   llaayy  TThhee  WWeebb  ooff  PPeeaarrllss,,  
  

bbeettwweeeenn  TThhee  SSkkyy,,    aanndd  TThhee  SSeeaa,,  
  

kknnoowwiinngg,,    TThhee  PPaatthh  lleeaaddss  BBeeyyoonndd,,  
 

tthhrroouugghh  YYoouu,,    MMyy  LLoovvee,,    aanndd  MMee,,  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

so fly My Wings Far and Free, 
 

Ever waits,  as Always, 
 

      for Thee . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Dream,  catch Her 
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Driver  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and if his Kiss is really Genuine,  then show him Your Keys . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

E.mpirical M.ajesty 
 

(  **/**/****   ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Purple Reign . . . 
 
 
 
 
 

(  Free,  Mine,  Us,  and Counting  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Enter,  Prize 
 
 
 
 
 
 

so Here,  withIn These Pages,  U will disCover, 
 

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



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

EverLast 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There is a Message,  in a Bottle, 
 

and written Only for Your Eyes, 
 

it is both Timeless,  and Eternal, 
 

      because It’s Candle,  nEver dies . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For All,  Ways 
 

(  to Be  ) 
 
 
 
 

Y  
 

The  
 

Shells 
 

lying on 
 

Her Shore, 
 

washed,  clean, 
 

by Time and Tide, 
 

once held,  and in Them 
 

dwelled,  a Life,  a Promise, 
 

inside,  and now as They ly there, 
 

under an August Moon,  shining,  like  
 

Her Tears,  as She wanders,  across The  
 

Dune,  for in Her Heart,  like The Shells,   
 

is empty of Life until,  The Light,  of  
 

Her Sky returns,  so She waits 
 

      for Ever,  Still . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Any One’s On Going Journey 
 

(  There is Always,  The Leap,  of Faith  ) 
 
 
 
 

. . .  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For They,  are 
 

The Rowed,  Home 
 

(  at Last  ) 

�                                                 �  
 
 
 
 

as Ever,  walks,  down along The Paths of Her Allegiance, 
 

along The Shores,  of So It Shall Be,  as The Dolphins,  smile, 
 

and dance,  like errant Children,  in The Waves,  of Her Kindness,   
 

in The Seas,  of Her Tranquility,  in The Depths,  of Her Rising above 
 

All Else,  He wraps Them,  in The Thread of His Heart,  so Fine and Silver, 
 

and WellComes Them,  back to God,  back to Grace,  back to Avalon,  and yes, 
 

      back,  to Love,  Again . . . 

�                                                                                              �  
 
 
 
 

      and This,  is The Point,  of The Sword,  of Truth . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Four Corners,  of A Circle 
 

(  Through A Hawk’s Eye  ) 
 
 
 
 

High Above, 
 

The Fields,  and Forests, 
 

The Mountains,  and Meadows, 
 

The Vales,  and Valleys of Avalon, 
 

flies Vigilance,  out over The Endless 
 

Shoreline,  where Rivers and Streams 
 

kiss The Seas,  to weave gently On, 
 

across Tundras of Ice and Sand, 
 

All Places Love will Be, 
 

      on This Land . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Free,  for All 
 

(  We Know  ) 
 
 
 
 

Y  
 

as  
 

Your  
 

Tears fall, 
 

for Ever,  from 
 

Your Cyan Sky,  and 
 

then You bathe My Face,   
 

with Your Grace,  oh yes,   
 

for We,  are in Love, 
 

      Again . . .  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

From The Shores,  of Avalon 
 

(  They fly  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

there, 
 

in The Distance, 
 

as Dawn,  cracks The Sky, 
 

for Ever and Always,  standing as One, 
 

A Legion,  Her Pearls of Innocence,  The Might, 
 

�     of Ten Thousand Angels,  waiting,  as is Patience,  to carry    �  
 

Them Aloft,  as Their Eyes,  raining Tears of Joy,  
 

look toward Heaven,  toward Freedom, 
 

toward Love,  Again,  toward 
 

The Cyan Skies of 
 

      Home . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Global Storming 
 

(  Al’s Chore  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Might,  and The Right,  and The Sight,  of All Things Clear . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Global Warming 
 

(  Al’s Lore  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Fires,  of Nice . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Glory’s Return  
 

(  to Grace  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Final,  Finished,  FlawLess,  ForeTold,  ForthComing,  FullFilled,  and ForEver . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Grace 
 

(  Full  ) 
 
 
 
 

to walk The Days of Infinity,  with U by My Sighed, 
 

to see,  All Things,  beyond The Eyes,  of Kings, 
 

      and with Glory,  with KnowWhere,  to hide . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Held,  Aloft 
 

(  as a quivering Balloon  ) 
 
 
 
 

as The Moon,  slowly  
 

turns to regard The Day,  yes,  There,   
 

for All to see,  is a Smile gracing The Face of  
 

Always,  and as She looks down upon Us,  waiting  
 

for The Reasons to take Their Proper Place,  softly 
 

comes The Echo of The Laughter of FireFlies,   
 

heard while They chase The Memory,   
 

      of the Night,  Away . . . 
 

�  
 

   * 
 
* 
 

   * 
 
* 
 

    * 
 
* 
 

    * 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Angel,  Below 
 

(  is Ever  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Iron Horse . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  and Now,  You know  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hush 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      A Blush,  is but a Rose,  behind Your Smile . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I,  of The OurGlass 
 
 
 
 
 
 

He gathered Her Tears,  One by One, 
 

as They fell into His Dream,   
 

Her Sorrows,  Now,   
 

Still,  Somehow, 
 

Afar as Hope  
 

might Seem, 
 

because,  He 
 

cared not,  for 
 

the Airs of Youth, 
 

or Songs of gilded Age, 
 

for All Things Dear,  Those Far 
 

      and Near,  were The Jewels upon His Page . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

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 . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

in Ever’s Wake 
 

(  One,  sees  ) 
 
 
 
 

where only Fools,  rush in, 
 

      and Angels,  fear,  to tread . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Honorae 
 
 
 

                  ***    
         ***    
   ***    
   *** ***    
   ***       ***    

      ***             ***    
   ***                ***    
***             ***    
***    ***    
***    
i 

This Book,  is dedicated,  to Every Moment, 
 

born in The Life,  of My Son,  Evan, 
 

who has given Me more Light, 
 

     than God,  Ever,  dreamed . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

in My Little Black Book  
 

(  The Direct Tree  ) 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Gist,  of Throne Numbers . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Eyes,  of Avalon 
 

(  They cry  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

so 
 

quiet, 
 

a Hush 
 

first,  then 
 

as a Roar,  like  
 

The Air is Thunder, 
 

from The Power of Love,   
 

A Great Rush,  of Wings,  A  
 

Sound,  echoing,  through 
 

The Universe,  as Her  
 

Legion, 
 

Her Angels,  so Long Away,  are 
 

carried Aloft in The Loving Arms of Patience,   
 

      to embrace The Wind,  For Ever,  and Always,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

in The Presence of Her Grace 
 

(  on bended Knee  ) 
 
 
 
 

with His Head so bowed,  and The Silence,  so loud, 
 

and,  All He should Ever hope for,  was just A Smile, 
 

but allowed not A Trace,  of Her lovely Face,  so He  
 

      stared at The Cracks,  in The Flooring,  and The Tile . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

** *  

 
Isadora 

 
@ 

angel, 
 

dance for me, 
 

move your body as 
 

though you were liquid, 
 

cascading,  like streams of 
 

      beautiful silver moonbeams . . . 
*   *  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

kNight Mares 
 
 
 
 
 
 

yes,  My Blessings,  They are Legion,   
 

so there will Always,  be A Reason, 
 

      Just,  to blow Them,  All,  A Way . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Leaves,  Behind 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There are Dreams,   scattered ‘round My Story, 
 

The Hue,  and Cry,  of Days,  gone by, 
 

     and All,  though faded,  Glory . . . 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Let Fly,  The Birds,  of Paradise 
 

(  Lexa’s Promise  ) 
 
 
 
 

Every Woman,                                                                 if You bestow 
 

holds a Thread of                                                                Kindness,  on Her, 
 

God’s Heart,  She is                                                        and Shelter,  for Her, 
 

The Face,  The Lace,                                               The Wings of Love 
 

and The Grace,  of                                  will enfold You,  in 
 

      Love,  Eternal,    and    Xstacy,  Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Love’s Embrace 
 

(  is Cupid’s Aim  ) 
 
 
 
 

LLLLLLLL   
YYeess,,  

  
MMyy  AAnnggeell ,,  

  
aafftteerr  cchhaassiinngg  AAll ll   

  
MMyy  DDrreeaammss,,    tthhrroouugghh  

  
TThhee  CCyyaann  SSkkiieess  ooff  HHeeaavveenn,,  

  
aafftteerr  ssaaii ll iinngg  aaccrroossss  nnEEvveerrEEnnddiinngg  

  
SSeeaass  ooff  YYoouurr  AAmmaazziinngg  GGrraaccee,,    TThheerree,,  

  
wwii tthhiinn  TThhee  LLoovviinngg  AArrmmss  ooff  YYoouurr  KKiinnddnneessss,,  

  
II   ff iinndd,,    nneessttlleedd  iinnssiiddee  TThhee  WWoonnddeerr  ooff  YYoouurr  HHeeaarrtt,,  

  
MMyy  HHooppee,,    ddaanncciinngg,,    wwii tthh    

  
            MMyy  FFuull ff ii ll llmmeenntt  ..  ..  ..  

*                * 
*                * 
*                * 
*                * 
*                * 
*                * 
*                * 
*                * 
*                * 
*                * 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Mandarin Wind  
 

(  and The Crown,  is The Jewel,  and The Jewel,  is The Heart  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  

 
slowly,  She lifted Her Eyes  

 
to greet The Sun,  never having known The Light of Day in This Time,   

 
or in This Place . . . Her Essence was a mere shadow in The Hearts of Men,  wandering the  

 
Millennia without Meaning,  or Purpose,  as was The Legacy of Hopelessness,  and She longed for  

 
the quiet Sanctuary of Reason,  the Comfort of Compassion . . . Her Eyes burned from the Desperation  

 
and Loneliness that lay upon The Spirit,  as if Life Itself were a Cloak,  worn by Chaos,  as He rolled  

 
His Wheels of Iron through The Mind of Humanity . . . no longer could She bear this Sight,  this  

 
Travesty of Grace . . . She gathered Her Courage from The Memory of Always,  and while  

 
holding The Hand of Truth,  took within Her The Breath,  of Angels,  and with  

 
The Might of Titans,  She cried  “Nevermore,  for I,  am The Dawn  

 
      of Love,  Again,  and I,  am The Daughter,  of God ” . . . 

 

�    �    �    �    �    �    �    �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Merlin’s Mystery  
 

(  beyond The Mytht  ) 
 
 
 
 

        where Ever,  did Avalon,  go ? . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Mission StateMeant 
 
 
   
   

                  ***    
         ***    
   ***    
   *** ***    
   ***       ***    

      ***             ***    
   ***                ***    
***             ***    
***    ***    
***    
i 

to The Women,  of The World, 
 

This,  is The Apollogy,  that 
 

U have been waiting for, 
 

      All,  These,  Years . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Morning’s Promise,  to Day 
 

(  SunDance  ) 
 
 
 
 

AAnnggeell ,,    YYoouu  
  

aarree  AAll ll ,,    tthhaatt  IIss,,    EEvveerr  
  

MMyy  WWii ll ll   BBee,,    aanndd,,    MMyy  WWaass,,  
  

YYoouu,,    aarree  WWhhyy,,    II ,,    AAmm,,    aanndd  
  

ffoorr  AAllwwaayyss,,    YYoouu,,    aarree  
  

            MMyy  BBeeccaauussee  ..  ..  ..  
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

of Paradise,  Lost 
 

(  as Chaos rains  ) 
 

      **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

in The Days gone By,  and without Ever knowing Why, 
 

He decided to Go for Broke,  and so Off He went,  though 
 

from Heaven,  sent,  to find All that Remember,  once Spoke, 
 

and along The Way,  He was heard to say,  “ who hath wrought 
 

this Folly,  of Men ? ”,  and All He could do,  while He searched 
 

     Infinity for a Clue,  was to forget,  All He had Begun,  and When . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

One kNight,  on The Sea of Glass 
 

(  EveryDei,  from Now,  On  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

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, 
 

     for Here,  comes 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,  to be . . . 
 

while ‘Lo and Behold,  Their Tale,  to unFold, 
 

gazed Down upon this weary world of Men, 
 

a Whisper was heard,  and The Whisper  
 

was The Word,  and so began  
 

The Greatest Story,   
 

      that Ever,  told . . . 
 
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Owed,  to Joy 
 

(  Spectral Harmony ) 
 
 
 
 

words of Love,  flew from his pen,  as though he were Machine, 
and as he wrote of Where and When,  his heart flew in Between, 

 
and there are those,  he did suppose,  that have no time for This, 
so just as well,  he could tell,  Love is nothing they would Miss, 

 
so from each page,  he quiets the rage,  and so in god he Trusts, 
through The Wind and through The Rain,  still and all he Rusts, 

 
hold no Despair,  nor troubled Air,  regarding this reddish Cast, 
for he is glad,  and of iron,  clad,  so his Words of Armor,  Last, 

 
he will not bend,  he will not sway,  from This appointed Mark, 
for the iron man,  does All he can,  bringing Light upon a Dark, 

 
through All The Days,  in All The Ways,  ever he toils til Then, 

     ’til comes a Time,  All will climb,  This View,  of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pageant,  of Lilies 
 

(  GloryPath  ) 
 
 
   

                  ***    
         ***    
   ***    
   *** ***    
   ***       ***    

      ***             ***    
   ***                ***    
***             ***    
***    ***    
***    
i 

with Her Eyes on Refinement, 
 

Form assumes a Proper Place,   
 

followed closely by Function, 
 

as Elegance decides The Pace, 
 

and there,  between The Lines, 
 

is Honor,  in Hope’s Embrace, 
 

as Fortitude begins the Dance, 
 

while Patience tends Her Lace, 
 

yet,  Last and For Most to see, 
 

Dawn’s Light adorn Her Face, 
 

the Angel of Beauty,  walking,  
 

     in The Wake,  of God’s Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

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 . . . 

*                * 
*       * 

** 
* 
* 

*                 *                 * 
*          *          * 

*    *    * 
* * 
* 
* 
* 
* 
*  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Phalanx 
 
 
 

   **   
  **   
**   

**   **   
  **       **   

  *    * 
 *    * 
* * 
* 
i 

ten thousand Suns 
 

could march across  
 

The Heavens,  and 
 

still,  You,  are The 
 

      Light,  of My Days . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

pLaced,  on A Pedestal 
 

(  Words,  of A Feather  ) 
 
 
 
 

“ Dawn undresses the land's shadow exposing the underbelly of day,   
 

luminescent mists drifting downstream beneath the outstretched  
 

arms of willows crowding the creek's twisted path.  
 

The pleasures of our long night dance easy 
 

in continued embraces. The incessant flood of your kisses  
 

promises cool shade later during the hottest part of the day.  
 

We smile and banter, tired but not tired of the tease meant to 
 

please our hearts burning as though pumping ice  
 

through our veins. Yes, you say always willing to put  
 

off morning for as long as the play might last. This is no stage,  
 

I chide no need for gallant performances here meant to impress an audience.  
 

      No you answer, true enough, and then you attempt to smother me with your impetuous mouth. ” . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

PLUS ULTRA  
 

(  of More,  and Beyond  ) 
  

              **   
      **   
  **   

  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

as The Mariner,  explores,  with His Iron Oars,  The Depths,  of The IcanSea, 
 

He pulls to Appraise Them,  only to Raise Them,  from Oblivion’s Hold,  so Heavenly, 
 

burdened blind,  by The Weight of Mankind,  for The Wind in His Wake is Sighing,  Still, 
 

while an Echo of Everything Dear,  quietly roars in His Ear,  He rows by a Force of Will, 
 

and ’Lo,  and Behold,   as These Legends unfold,  to become The Meaning,  of Truth, 
 

The Mariner turns,  For Always He yearns,  remembering The Love,  of His Youth, 
 

as The Sea finds The Sky,  without knowing Why,  Home is The Star of Reason, 
 

      behind Eden’s Gates,  His Always waits,  no matter The Time,  or The Season . . . 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
until At Last,  across Millennia’s Past,  His Journey will End,  where It Began, 

 
beyond Her Shore,  He will roam No More,  lost,  among The Follies,  of Man, 

 
just out of Sight,  Ever,  shrouded by Night,  reckoning by The Light of Her Grace, 

 
One Day,  Soon,  under an August Moon,  so Lovely,  will be The Smile on Her Face, 

 
yet,  before Hope rests Again,  in The Arms of When,  Here,  There are Promises to keep, 

 
from His Heart,  sails a Thread,  for to All He is wed,  by Each Tear,  Ever born,  to weep, 

 
and if Fate had a Choice,  or Silence a Voice,  These Words to Her,  He whispered Then, 

 
      Always,  is My Rose,  as only Forgiveness knows,  and We,  will be,  Love,  Again . . . 

i 
 

*  
* * 

*    * 
 *     * 
    **         **   
  **     **   
  ** **   
  **   
      **   

              **   
 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PreFace 
 
 
 
 
 
 

while This Peace so wanders,  through a Time,  and a Season, 
 

     Ever,  is My Journey,  between The Rhyme,  and The Reason . . . 
                                                                    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Queen,  of Hearts 
 

(  Her AbundanSea  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The River’s End . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

QuiEtude 
 

(  Hush,  Sweet Heart  ) 
 
 
 
 

Y                   Y  
Y                   Y                   Y  

The Silence,  of 
Y                                                 Y  

Virtue,  and The Virtue,   
Y                                                  Y  

of Silence,  are For Ever 
Y                                             Y  

Gold,  in The Ring,   
Y                                    Y  

     of Truth . . .  
Y                    Y  

 
Y  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

RRAAYY  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      I can’t stop lovin’ U . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

                                the Number of 
 

                                 Steps,  from 
 

                                  Here,  to 
 

                                       Eternity . . . 
 

Rights,  of Passage 
 
 

                                                                   The Depth 
 
                                                               of My Longing, 
 
                                                              is measured,  by 
 
                                                               the Number of 
 
                                                                 Steps,  from 
 
                                                                  Here,  to 
 
                                                                   Eternity . . . 

 
                 
 
 
 

                               The Depth 
 

                                of My Longing, 
 

                                is measured,  by 
 

                                the Number of 
 

                                 Steps,  from 
 

                                  Here,  to 
 

                                       Eternity . . . 
 
 
 

 
                                                                  The Depth 
 
                                                               of My Longing, 
 
                                                              is measured,  by 
 
                                                               the Number of 
 
                                                                 Steps,  from 
 
                                                                  Here,  to 
 
                                                                   Eternity . . . 

 
` 
 
 

                               The Depth 
 

                                of My Longing, 
 

                                is measured,  by 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sighs,  and Whispers 
 

(  on The XstaSea  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Yes 
 

The Art,  of 
 

The Act,  of Love,  is 
 

The Promenade of Eden above, 
 

for The Sounds of The Dance,  portrays, 
 

      The Passion in The Voices,  of Ever,  and Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SkyLines 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Two Meteors collide Above Me,  as I walk The Water’s Edge, 
 

as The Waves,  make quiet Thunder,  as Lions,  on The Shore, 
 

One,  is from The East,  and The Other,  from a Western Sky, 
 

Each are bound for Oblivion,  in a radiant Flash of Light,  and 
 

Out on past The Broken Sound,  and well Beyond The Reach, 
 

     My Eyes have found A Reason,  sailing Always,  within Sight . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

So Far (  So Near  )   
 
a 
 

(  StairWeigh to Heaven  ) 
 

is 
 

One Thousand Pages, 
 

of 
 

A Monument,  of Tiers,   
 

for 
 

      A MonuMeant,  to Tears . . .  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

So,  Help Me,  God 
 

(  3,000 Pages,  yet  ) 
 
 
 
 

      with This nEverEnding Endeavor . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

soWing The Seeds,  of Truth 
 

(  BlackBird,  Fly  ) 
 
 
 
 

      I was,  Ever,  waiting,  for This Moment,  to arrive . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

StarDate A.D. 2012 
 

(  Quantum Mythics  ) 
 
 
 
 

      from This Moment on,  ‘til All Moments fade . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SunBeam 
 
 
 
 

 
 

fly Me,  oh fly Me Away,  
 

to where Dreams, 
 

are as Real, 
 

as Your 
 

      Smile . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Breath,  of The Angels,  of Love 
 

(  The Promise,  to Keep  ) 
 
 
 
 

Yes,  there on The Horizon,  where Sea,  and Sky,  are One, 
 

stands The Purpose,  The Reason,  and The Story,  of Truth, 
 

Once borne,  of The Distant Fire,  and The Tears of Infinity, 
 

The Echo of Time,  is on The Bridge,  and waiting Still,  for 
 

All Things Dear,  and Not Forgotten,  to 
 

hold The Hand,  of The Child,  of Faith, 
 

whose Eyes reflect The Wisdom,  of All, 
 

whose Heart,  knows of The Way Home, 
 

whose Voice,  sings of The Essence,  of 
 

The Beauty,  and of The Grace,  of God, 
 

whose Words,  are The Wings,  of Hope, 
 

and The Thunder of Justice,  for All Men, 
 

oh Yes,  The Child,  stands,  waiting,  at The Rail,  of Sighs, 
 

on The Bridge of Dreams,  to lead You,  to A Distant Shore, 
 

The End of The Beginning,  The Place,  where The Jewel of 
 

Understanding is Forgiveness,  and The Heart of Always,  is 
 
 
 
 

      For Ever . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Choreography,  of Stars 
 

(  WordPlay  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Her Poetry,  in Motion . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Courage,  of Compassion 
 

(  The Strength,  of Conviction  ) 
 
 

                **  
   **   
    **   
  ** **   

    **       **   
      **         **   
   *   * 
 * * 
* 
i 

The Only One,  who listened, 
 

The Only One,  who cared, 
 

to find The Path of Justice, 
 

      to go,  where Eagles dared . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

OO  
                              ^̂^̂  
                                                                      ^̂^̂ 

 
 

The Duet 
 

(  across The IcanSea  ) 
 
 
 
 

                                          ~~~~~~~~~~~~�        
                                                  ~~~~~~�  
                                                   �  

              moving as though They were Liquid, 
                                                     �  

                        through The Corridors of Ecstasy, 
                                                      �  

                             inside The Kingdom of Xanadu, 
                                                       �  

                                within The Palace of Always, 
                                                      �  

                                into The Gardens of Infinity, 
                                                     �  

                      on The Island,  of The Sun, 
                                                   �  

                           �    �    �    �    �    �    �    �   Dreaming . . .  
          �                                                                        �  

�                                                                          �  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Gates,  of Eternity 
 

(  Heaven,  Sent  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

at Last, 
 

when You walk 
 

toward The Sun,  and 
 

You remember,  The Best of 
 

All Things Dear,  of The Days gone By, 
 

as You pause on The Bridge,  at The Rail of Sighs, 
 

�      watching,  as The River of Time wanders On,  and wondering,      �  
 

of Your Voyage,  of Your Purpose,  of Your Dreams, 
 

remember,  too,  The Song,  dancing,  still, 
 

in The Corridors,  of Your Heart,   
 

of Angels,   singing,  of 
 

All,  The Days, 
 

      to Come . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The 
Glory Train  

 
(  Iron’s Horse  ) 

[[                     ]]   
 

bearing The Might 
 

of Titans,  through 
 

a Crack,  in The Sky, 
 

Eight Hundred Tons 
 

of cold,  blue,  Steel, 
 

riding The Rails, 
       

      of Your Sigh . . . 
 

IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII 
I                     I 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The House,  of My Empress 
 

(  Always  ) 
 
 
 
 

                  I 
 

           do so 
 

Ever voyage 
 

    across an  
 

       Empire  
 

        of The  
 

       Sun,  to 
 

      look,  for 
 

    The Palace, 
 

     whose #,  is One . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Ivy,  and The Dove 
 
 
 

as Time’s Wake 
 

draws It’s Shadow,  across 
 

The Corridors of Her Heart, 
ooo                                                      ooo   

She looks to The Universe, 

upon Her Celestial Sea, 
 

a Nocturnal Velvet 
 

of Her Dominion, 
 

toward The Shores of 
 

Avalon,  toward Her Sunrise, 
 

      a shimmering,  and distant,  Cyan Sky . . . 
 

She remembers,  Echoes of Days,  and Nights, 
 

Long Ago,  when Her Fireflies laughed at The Moon, 
 

as They walked as One,  along The Path to KnowWhere, 
 

quietly regarding Their Reflection in Pools of Innocence,   
 

Windows of Each Other’s Eyes,  in Their Secret Eden, 
 

under The Gaze of a Mockingbird,  Their Sentry, 
 

before whom All shall pass,  She remembers, 
 

when They danced,  across The Heavens, 
 

when They sailed across The Sea of Glass, 
 

when They made Love in The Fires of Creation, 
 

when Their Whispers in The Morning ignited The Suns 
 

of Skies Beyond,  when,  from Their Blessed Union was born 
III    III    III                                     III    III    III    

The Light of The Millennia,  Eons Ago,  She remembers,  and waits, 
 

as Always,  at The Point of Eternity,  for The Return,  of Her Love,  Again, 
 

Yes,  She remembers,  a Time before Memory became The Well of Fallen Tears, 
 

She remembers The Days before Infinity cried,  The Days before The Music died, 
 

She remembers,  and lights a Candle,  and smiles,  longing for Ever Still, 
 

Yes,  She remembers,  and as Always,   
 

      She will . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Keys,  to Kindness 
 

(  press Enter  ) 
 
 
 
 

      fAlt,  Delete . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Largest,  of Hearts 
 

( A Humming Bird ) 
 
 
 
 

Petal to Petal,  Her Thoughts,  dance to Light, 
 

Moment to Moment,  Her Dreams take flight, 
 

moving,  with a Swift,  and Quickened Grace, 
 

      knowing,  in Love,  lies Hope’s Resting Place . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Magnitude,  of Her sMile 
 

(  6 x 1012  ) 
 
 

     **   
  **   
**   
** **   
  **   **   

    **       **   
   *   * 
 *   * 
* * 
* 
i 

The Time,  It takes, 
 

The Space,  It wakes, 
 

The Difference,  It makes, 
 

      is Always called,  A LL iigghhtt Year . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Mane Event 
 

(  Hoarse Whisperer  ) 
 
 
 
 

      to give the devil,  it’s due . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Path,  of Eons 
 

(  My Desire  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

yes, 
 

Angel,  You  
 

shattered My Night, 
 

with Your Radiance,  You 
 

kissed My Heart,  with Your Smile, 
 

Your Love will outlast Eternity,  and Your 
 

      Xstasy,  will be My Always,  for a long,  long While . . . 
 

�                                                                                               �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Peace,  of The Pi 
 

(  Ray,  Dei,  Us  ) 
 
 

      **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

for This,  I shall walk,  All The Days of Infinity, 
 

to carry One Rose,  in The Wake, 
 

     of Chaos . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Place,  called Home 
 

(  Heaven is  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Heart of my eternity,  Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Prince,  of Trieds 
 

(  Wed,  or Yellow  ) 
 
 
 
 

A Poet,  rarely Ever gets to Choose, 
 

The Woman of His Soul,  nor  
 

      The Color of Her Shoes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Purpose,  of Remember 
 

(  if not The Reason,  to Forget  ) 
 
 
 
 

      is to capture,  Every Word,  that Ever,  Was . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Reign,  of Reason 
 

(  Rain Maker  ) 
 
 
 
 

X  
 

The  
 

Love, 
 

of Lace, 
 

an Empire 
 

of Her Grace,   
 

goes Every Place,   
 

neither Here or There,   
 

just Everywhere,  from the  
 

Come What May or It Shall Be, 
 

The All Along,  to The We Shall See, 
 

Before a Then,  and Since to When,  from 
 

The Beginning,  to The End,  and Back,  Again, 
 

The Why,  and The How,  of Yesterdays,  and Now,   
 

The Joy and Sorrow,  of Today,  and Tomorrow,  from  
 

High Above,  and Down Below,  to The Left of Wide, 
 

and The Right of Narrow,  The Near,  and The Far, 
 

of WhereEver You Are,  Yes,  The Will Be, 
 

and The Was,  and as Always, 
 

      My Because . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Secret,  of Prisms 
 

(  EyeWhere  ) 
 
 
 
 

Y  
 

The  
 

Light  
 

I see,  in  
 

Your Eyes,  is 
 

born in The Place, 
 

inside Your Heart,  where  
 

Dreams go,  to dance with Joy,   
 

to walk,  Hand in Hand,  with Hope,   
 

The Place where Your Spirit ignites The 
 

Flames of Your Passion,  which,  in turn,   
 

echoes across Heaven,  becoming One  
 

with The Distant Fire of Eden,  in  
 

a Sky of Ten Thousand  
 

Suns,  in The  
 

Place,  where Angels  
 

touch The Colors of Your Soul,   
 

      and The Place,  where Rainbows call,  Home . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Servant,  of Venus 
 

(  A Midsummer Knight’s Dream  ) 
 
 
 
 

I stand,  Pen  
 

in Hand,  trying to fathom  
 

The Depth of Her Grace,  will I   
 

Ever find,  a Heart so Kind,  as  
 

I journey,  from a Rock to 
 

      a Bard’s Place . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Seven,  Sees 
 

(  All  ) 
 

�  
 

while 
 

The Seven Angels of Virtue, 
 

stand beside 
 

The Seven Swords of Justice, 
 

who wonder,  of 
 

The Seven Trumpets of Dawn, 
 

Their Heads,  bowed, 
 

in The Presence of Her Grace, 
 

and The Voice,  of God, 
 

The Wisdom of Truth, 
 

whispering The Roar 
 

of Lions,  cried,  “My 
 

Titans,  of An Empire, 
 

My Sisters of The Sun, 
 

blow Thy Trumpets with 
 

The Breath of Always,  for 
 

       Dawn,  has for Ever,  Begun”  . . . 
 

yes,  while The Seven Angels, 
 

with Their Seven Candles,  pray, 
 

while The Eyes of Heaven watch, 
 

as Their  Seven Trumpets,  play, 
 

The Seven Swans of Majesty, 
 

rise Up,  and fly,  Away, 
 

rise Up,  and fly,  for Ever, 
 

     yes,  rise Up,  and fly,  This Day . . . 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Sighs,  of Hell’s Kitchen 
 

(  6 x 6 x 6  ) 
 
 
 
 

      “ It’s not The Heat,  it’s The Stupidity ” . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Sign,  on Heaven’s  Door 
 

(  its nailed r ight in  ) 
 
 
      

.                                          . 
 
 

      no dogs allowed . . . 
 

.                                          . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Web,  of Pearls 
 

(  The Pillar,  of Truth  ) 
 
 
 

on a vast and remote Plain,  on an Island in a Southern Sea, 
 

in The Shadow of an Ancient Sentinel of Creation,  where a Host of Stars 
 

circle The Skies above,  and pause,  to Witness,  and Wonder, 
 

      of The Coming,  of The Kingdom,  of Dawn . . . 
 

and on This Field,  The Lilies stand, 
 

Hand in Hand,  and Hearts,  as One, 
 

Their Bond of Freedom forged with 
 

The Fires of Passion,  in Their Eyes, 
 

ignited,  by The Light of One Heart, 
 

They gather as One,  The Dreams of 
 

Days yet to Come,  and as This End, 
 

heralds,  This Beginning,  They walk 
 

with The Might of Heros,  a glorious 
 

Web of Pearls,  Jewels of Innocence, 
 

singing,  of Joy,  of Freedom,  of The 
 

State of Independence,   The Essence 
 

of Friendship,  Voices,  of Gold Wind, 
 

A Myriad of Colors,  capturing The Hearts of Men, 
 

     and The Souls of Women,  whispering of The Echo . . . 
 

and This Time,  and This Place,  will be The Dawn of The Light of Grace, 
 

The Eve of Sunrise,  as Hope weds Fulfillment,  on Their Twilight Path,  and as The Angel of Love 
 

raises Her Eyes and kisses The Tears from The Face of The Crimson Dove,   from This Moment on, 
 

until All Moments fade,  The Song,  sung on The Breath of Angels,  The Love that is The Thread of 
 

God’s Heart,  The Message,  The Echo of The Whisper of The Promise of The Gift,  is that Her Love 
 

      is Eternal,  and Her Kiss,  is Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The Web,  of Pearls 

 
 
 

(  The Bell,  of Freedom’s Ring  ) 
 
 
 
 

***          ***    

***                               ***    
***                                  ***    
***                      ***    

 
and,  All at Once, 

 
All throughout The Universe, 

 
from The Fountainhead of Paradise, 

 
rising Softly,  as a Rush,  of Golden Wind, 

 
inside The Sweet Music of The Rhythm of Glory, 

 
capturing The Heart,  and The Soul of All Things Dear, 

 
moving as Cool Water,  as The Spirit,  as The Essence of Joy, 

 
roaming For Ever and To Always,  The Infinite Path of All Desire, 

 
cast from The Distant Horizons of Skies Beyond,  The Fires of Creation, 

 
and an Absolute Perfection of Harmony heard only in The Thread of Dreams, 

 
something Wondrous,  and Precious,  with an Intensity borne to crack The Heavens, 

 
an Echo,  a Breath,  a Whisper,  The Voices of Angels,  Heralds,  of The Valley of Roses, 

 
cascading,  softly over The Gardens of Avalon,  singing of The Word,  singing of The Message, 

 
singing with The Sound of Light,  and The Light is The Dawn,  and The Dawn is The Grace of God, 

 
and The Grace of God is The Promise,  and The Promise is The Jewel,  and The Jewel is The Embrace, 

 
and The Embrace is The Coming,  and The Coming is The Kingdom,  and The Kingdom,  will be 

 
 The Gift,  of Love,   

 
      Again . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Wink,  and The Nod 
 
 
  

      **   

  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

in The Time it takes,  to open Your Eyes,  
 

The Light,  shall be Always, 
 

      waiting . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Years,  of A Crown 
 

(  Purple Reign  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

yes 
 

as The 
 

Cyan Sky 
 

over Avalon 
 

echoes with The 
 

Thunder of Wings, 
 

Ten Thousand Angels 
 

begin Their Journey Home, 
 

and,  as Dawn embraces The Day, 
 

for They,  are Love,  Again,  The Light 
 

of Grace,  moving as Liquid,  gently pours  
 

over The Garden of The Sun,  and,  in The 
 

Time of A Promise,  Tears of Joy begin 
 

to fall from The Eyes,  of Ever,  
 

      and Always . . . 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There,  in The Corners,  of Your Smile 
 

(  Behold,  The Sun  ) 
 
 
 
 

standing,  on The Shores,  of Her Eternal Grace, 
 

I welcome The Dawn as She adorns Your Face, 
 

for Thine is The Kingdom,  of Heaven’s Glory, 
 

     and The Way withIn,  is The Path of Her Story . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Thirty Million Moments  
 

(  and Counting  ) 
 
 
 
 

      All The Deis,  of My Life . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Thy Kingdom 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       Comes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To All Manners,  of Race 
 

(  Going Home  ) 
 
 
 
 

      and Your Kindness,  shall Mark,  The Way . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To Have,  and To Hold 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Fate,  are The Hands that guide Us, 
  

     Destiny,  is The Place,  She reveals . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

to Prove,  a Point 
 

(  The FallaSea  ) 
 
 
 
 

Long Ago,  it was decided,  and necessary,  to provide a Place,  for Hell,  on Earth, 
 

     without knowing,  of Course,  that We would rise Above it,  for All We are Worth . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Tomorrow’s Wish,  is Yesterday’s Dream 
 

(  Fare Well  ) 
 
 
 
 

��   
 

We 
 

were Suns, 
 

in Each Other’s Eyes, 
 

Eons Ago,  until Shadows drifted, 
 

and The Wind came,  to blow Our Hearts,  Away, 
 

yet,  Still,  and On,  Our Suns set,  on Memories Love looks upon, 
 

      as She smiles,  and sighs,  for This,  She knows,  Love will Come Again,  One Day  . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

*         *        *  

*                                  * 
*                                             * 

*                                                      * 
*       Unchained,  Your Melody       * 
*                                                                    * 
*               (  of Fears,  and Tears  )            * 
*                                                          * 
*                                                       * 
*                                                   * 
*                                               * 

*                                          * 
*                                     * 

*                                * 
*                           * 

*                      * 
*                 * 

*            * 
*        * 
*     * 
*   * 
*  * 
*  * 
*    * 

*         * 
sing Angels, 

 
of The Freedom, 

 
Women of The Land,   

 
hear Your Voices,  carry,   

 
      Your Time,  is Now,  at Hand . . . 

 
break the Chain,  unlock Your Pain, 

 
      and bond The World to Your Command . . . 

 
One by One lift Your Hearts,  Always Your  

 
Souls,  as Heroes stand,  so fly Your Dreams  

 
upon These Wings,  and give Your Hope,  a  

 
helping Hand,  for The Ourglass is Yours  

 
at Last,  as are Each,  and Every, 

 
      Grain of Sand . . . 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Upon The Canvas,  of Yore 
 

(  the Past tells  ) 
 
 
 
 

staring,  at The Steed,  of Light, 
 

moving,  as though She was Liquid, 
 

painting,  a Horse of a Different Color, 
 

      designing,  Every Star,  in His Cyan Eyes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Voyager 
 

(  Deep Space Mine  ) 
 
 
 
 

living within The Boundaries,  of Your Kindness, 
 

      is knowing,  The Depth,  and Breadth,  of Infinity . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Water,  Falls 
 

(  Eye Dew,  too  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

as 
 

does 
 

the Rain 
 

come,  from 
 

The Sky,  so too, 
 

The Tear in Your Eye, 
 

borne of Joy,  or Sadness, 
 

Sorrow,  or Gladness,  and 
 

Always,  Darkness to 
 

      Light . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

What I Would Give  
  

 (  of ages,  Past  ) 
  
  
  
  

for All those Years,  flying,  in The Cyan Skies,  of My Youth, 
  

     of Days long yearned,  for a single,  shining Moment,  of Truth . . . 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

While Amber,  Waves 
 

(  of Reign  ) 
 
 
 

�  
 

so, 
 

There, 
 

with Faith, 
 

stood Patience, 
 

there by The River, 
 

and beyond by The Fen, 
 

with The Light,  of The Sun,    
 

forging Their Hearts,  as One,  to 
 

     gather,  among The Follies,  of Men . . . 
 

upon Those They so cast,  a weary Eye, 
 

that told,  of Each Mile,  They had been, 
 

for They alone,  knew,  of Eden’s View,   
 

      The Secrets,  would keep ‘til Then . . . 
 

for They,  had seen It All,   
 

Before, 
 

since 
 

Time,  could naught remember When, 
 

and So,  Come What May,  made a  
 

Promise to Day,  This,  shall  
 

nEver happen Here, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

with Nod,  on Our Sighed 
 

(  Along,  for The Ride  ) 
 
 
 
 

“come Hither,  come Yon”,  came The Voice,  of Dawn, 
 

while a Wink,  rolled slowly In,  with The Tide,   
 

bless’d They be,  “A Promise are We”, 
 

upon These Shores,  both   
 

      Far,  and Wide . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

with The Jewels,  of An Empire 
 

(  and Truth,  inlaid,  ThereIn  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

The  
 

Blade 
 

of The Sword, 
 

is quite Long,  if Ever 
 

Your Eyes,  chance to meet, 
 

so beyond All Your Smiles, 
 

It goes On,  for Miles, 
 

even though It’s  
 

Reach, 
 

is only, 
 

      Four Feet . . . 
�               �  

 
�                             �  

 
�                             �  

 
�                             �  

 
�                             �  

 
�                             �  

 
�                             �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Ninth DoveTale 
 
 
 
 
 

The Shield of Courage 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as The Eyes of Endlessness now stand Watch over The Realms of Because,  and 

the Ghosts of Oblivion drag Their Chains of Awakening toward a final Demise,  

there amidst the rustling Robes of Honor,  comes The Sound of Swords being 

forged into PlowShares,  being tempered with The Iron of Faith,  and The Steel 

of Integrity,  thrust deep into the brilliant Fires of Truth,   Ever stoked by The 

Bellows of Freedom,  and finally balanced,  by The Hammer in The Hand of 

Justice . . . and before a single Rock was Ever thrown,  into the Face of pure 

Aggression,  before a single Arrow was Ever loosed,  from the Bows of 

deliberate Avarice,  before a single Bullet was Ever fired,  from the Guns of 

abject Malice,  yes there was Peace,  upon The Land,  The Sea,  and The Sky . . . 

and because of a Promise,  made in the dire and darkest Days of Hope,  almost 

forgotten by the rolling underTow of Time,  and kept afloat,  by a subtle yet 

undeniable Will to live,  as Its Legacy,  now sails higher than All the Purple in 

The Mountains of Majesty . . . and while Amber,  waves of Reign,  She imagines 

a Whirled,  pale and blue, and held high aloft by The View from Mirth,  and 

suspended someWhere,  between The Thanks and The Giving,  where even in the 

quietest Moments,  One can Always hear that Whisper of a Promise,  of Peace 

returning,  and Crosses burning,  and Bells tolling,  and Angels singing,  and 

FireFlies laughing,  at The Children,  now beaming,  in a great and glorious 

Sea,  of Love . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The ForGiving 
 
 
 
 

This,  Shining,  Gift 
 

(  The Jewel  ) 
 
 
 
 

I am kneeling among The Galaxies,  The Sea above and below Me . . . The Legion of Stars quietly ponder 
My Intent,  in The Presence,  of Their Grace . . . 
 
yet They are not The Purpose at Hand,  nor am I,  Their Servant,  of Fate . . . I have come,  to surrender My 
Heart’s Remorse,  and to lay It,  Here,  upon Her Lace . . . 

 
She regards Me with a Look of Kindness,  still I cannot see Her Eyes . . . My Heart,  is an Echo,  in Her 
Canyon of Wonder,  for She,  is The Dyad,  of Time,  and Space . . . 

 
as a Swan,  She glides The Sea between Us,  and Her Music,  is The Air around Me . . . how I long to know 
Her Secrets,  while I find not a Trace,  of The Splendor,  of Her Face . . . 
 
with Her Arms open wide,  and with Her Children gathered from The Clouds,  She softly sings a Melody of 
Forgiveness . . . and I again,  am still crying when,  I fall,  to Her Embrace . . . 

 
 

*      *      * 
 
 

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

 
 

 The Tears,  that lay upon Your Face,  
 

I will share,  in Sorrow’s Name, 
 

for I have known The Folly,  of Men,  
 

I come,  to cleanse Their Shame, 
 

     as I have come,  to bear Their Blame . . . 
 
 

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

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The River flows,  down to The Sea 
 

whispering,  of You alone,  for Me  
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

the  
 

only 
 

Tears,  in 
 

Heaven,  are  
 

Hers,  as Patience 
 

waits,  for Ever’s  
 

      Return . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and SomeTime 
 

(  I,  wonders  ) 
 
 
 
 

when I stand,  among the tall,  dew-laden grasses 
 

of The Fields of Forgiveness,  breathing deeply 
 

of the soft,  Silken Winds of Remember,  when  
 

Thoughts of Your Infinite Kindness swirl,  like 
 

errant Children,  along the forgotten Corridors 
 

of My timeworn Heart,  as I wait,  holding fast 
 

to a Memory of a Touch of The Delicate Hand 
 

of Patience,  listening to The Voices of Angels 
 

sent Here,  Eons Ago,  as Echoes,  laced within 
 

the Quiet Rush of Stars,  on Their Endless Trek 
 

across this Nocturnal Sea of Your Dominion,  to 
 

whisper of The Glory of Days to Come,  and sing 
 

of The Voyage of All Things Dear,  when My Eyes 
 

     will drink,  of the cool,  Liquid Light,  of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and This,  was So 
 

(  Runneth Over  ) 
 
 
 
 

 The Face,  of Truth,  arriving in My Dream,  as Never Before,  and Once Again . . . 
                was                                                                                                                                                                        

      Her Beauty,  reached deep into My Soul,  and Her Eyes,  were The Path of My Because . . . 
       This                                                                                                                                                  �      �                                      

    to behold Her Simplicity,  was to witness The Majesty of Will,  in A Cloak of Grace,�   
                                                                                                                                                                          �                                                                   

and My Courage came to rest,  within The Armor of Her Kindness . . . The Sight,        
                                                                                                                                                           �  

and,  The Sound,  of Her,  was My Long-Awaited Breath,  of Cool Water, 
                                                                                                                                       �                                                                                   

and Her Smile,  born of Wisdom’s Understanding,  wrapped Me 
                                                                                                                 �  

in The Shelter,  of My Faith,  and There,  shining, 
                                                                                    �  

like The Suns of Eden,  on Her Face, 
 

      were The Tears,  of Joy . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Aplenty 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      come,  and We will dine,  and wine,  at The Table of Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Basic Path 
 

(  Order,  of Magnitude  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Sum,  of The One,  and The Two,  is Three, 
 

     First,  of which,  is You,  and The Other,  is Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 . . . . . . . for the blood on the cross is Hers . . . . . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

crimSon 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Cameo 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Love,  is The Locket,  around Your Heart . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Cascade 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Fountain of Youth,  is The Rain of Joy . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

OO  

                                      ^^ 
                                            ^^ 

 
 
 

Circle 
 

(  of Life  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

~~~~~~~from The Sea,  We came,  and We shall,  return,~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ContinUum 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Women,  have no Time for War . . . just The Space,  for Peace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Cry of Faith  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Tears of My Soul,  are of 
 

never having told You, 
 

      I love You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and I,  am crying . . . . . . . still . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

DayBreak 
 
 
 
 
 
 

look closely,  for You will not know it,  Again, 
 

     it is The Night . . . . . . . fading from Existence . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

DejaView 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      if You did not expect to feel This Way,  that has been expected . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Diametrix  
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Mind of Man,  is not yet,  The Man of Mind, 
 

      and A Woman,  is A Course,  of a different Color . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Eden 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      We will build a House of  Stone and Light,  in The Garden of The Sun . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Eterna 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Gift of Your Heart, 
 

      is a Diamond,  of Gold . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Eternity  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      All The Time in The World . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ever,  is For Always 
  
  

          **   
    **   
  ** **   
**   **   
**       **   

    **         **   
 *    * 
*  * 
** 
* 
i 

Love,  is The Light,  of 
 

All Creation,  The Purpose and 
 

      The Reason The Universe can exist . . . 
 

It is The Jewel,  in The Richness of Life, 
 

      and The Eternal Sea,  upon which Dreams sail . . . 
 

It is The Echo,  dancing,  in The Corridors of Our  
 

Minds,  there to remind Us,  of All Things Dear,  and 
 

not forgotten . . . It is A Flame shining in The Window  
 

of A Child’s Eyes,  and It is A Place,  where Hope 
 

      lives,  in The Hearts,  of Lovers,  All . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Eve’sdrop 
 
 
 
 
 
 

when You were looking out over The Horizon, 
 

     She was Always,  looking over Your Shoulder . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

OO  

           ^  ̂
                  ̂^ 

 
 

For As Long As Eternity Allows 
 
 
 
 
  

                 ~~~~�  
                      ~~�  

                      So, 
                      �  

                               I will sail 
                      �  

                                  This Universe,  in 
                      �  

                                    The Pursuit of Truth,  for 
                      �  

                                All the Days I hear The Rings, 
                      �  

                        for The Sound,  as Wind blowing, 
                      �  

         keeps Faith,  in My Heart,  knowing, 
                      �  

      that for Ever,  I sail,  in The Wake,  of Kings . . . 
                                                     �                                                                              �  
                                   �                                                                              �  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Forgiveness . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

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



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Gently,  Down The Stream 
 

(  Sailing  ) 
 
 
 
 

to See,  where I am going,  is where I have Been, 
 

     to Sea,  to greet The Dawn,  of My Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Halcyon 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      She will bestow Hope,  Heart,  and Harmony . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Here,  comes The Reign 
 

(  Again  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

*  * 
 

*      * 
 

*           * 
Once born of a Glint in The Eye of God, 

 
                    He sails,  for Ever,  upon Her Sea of Nod, 

 
    Once cast,  in The Forge,  of a Distant Fire, 

 
                 Her Path,  is The One,  and His Only Desire, 

 
       Once tread,  through Each of Infinity’s Days, 

 
              He leads The Might,  for The Heart of Always, 

 
            Once found,  a Rose,  will be as lovely as when, 

 
                He can return to The Smile,  of His Love,  Again . . . 

*                                         * 
*                                         * 
*                                      * 

*                                 * 
*                        * 

*       * 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

High Way 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�       The Road to Paradise,  is paved with Diamonds . . . �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Homeward,  Bound 
 

(  Aurora’s Path  ) 
 
 
 
 

Love,  is The Traveler,  who has found a Place, 
      

     nEver to wander,  from The Smile on Her Face . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

HushFire 
 
 
 
 

    **   
  **   
**   

  ** **   
  **   **   
    **     **   
    **       **   
 *   * 
*  * 
** 
* 
i 

At Last,  as He closes His Eyes,  His Muse raises Her Hand 
 

toward His Face,  and He feels The Oncoming Rush, of 
 

Silk upon His Skin,  like Cool Water,  and Her Voice 
 

washes over Him,  as if by Touch,  and He hears soft 
 

      Light surround Him,  knowing,  She wishes,  to dance . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

If Your Name was Desire 
 

(  IonFire ) 
 
 
 
 

      **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
I 
 

would alter 
 

The Path of The Sun, 
 

to light,  each Step You take, 
 

      to bless,  All Things,  in Your Wake . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

           OO������������������^^ 
����������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������̂ ^ 

 
 
 

My 
 

Island Girl  
 

(  waiting,  for Ever  ) 
 
 
 
 

where The Sand beneath Her Feet, 
 

has graced The Shores of Time,  Itself, 
 

and The Candle,  in The Window of Her Eye, 
 

      beckons All Souls to Hope,  there,  upon Her Shelf . . . 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ivory  
 

(  towers  ) 
  

[[ ]]   [[ ]]   [[ ]]   
 

listen,  to  
 

Her Heart, 
 

Her Tears, 
 

Her Hopes, 
 

and Her Fears, 
 

and so The Name 
 

of All,  that became, 
 

     This,  Terrible,  Beauty . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Kry,  of Passion 
 
 
 
 

and while on This Path of Discovery, 
 

I have learned of The Array,  of  
 

Profound and Revelatory Truths, 
 
 

All made Evident under The Guise of Simplicity, 
 

All made Visible under The Mien of Patience,  for 
 
 

without The Eyes of Patience,  One cannot see, 
 

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

yet,  The Brilliance of Your Mind,  and 
 

The Radiance of Your Grace,  borne 
 

in The Light of Your Words, 
 

has shattered The Rock, 
 

upon which,  My 
 

      Patience rests . . . 
 

so I,  on bended Knee,  for I am humbled by Your Majesty,   
 

pledge to cast to The Winds of Fate,  All That I hold Dear  
 

within The Realm of My Purpose,  if I must endure even 
 

One Moment without The Symphony 
 

pouring from Your Heart,  nor 
 

a Life without The Gift of  
 

Your Voice,  or Jewel, 
 

      of Your Smile . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lace 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Her Beauty is so incredible,  it breaks My Heart . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Laurel  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Your smiling Heart,  is the World’s Bouquet . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lava 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Fire,  of My Spirit,  is Her Torch,  of Freedom . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One Day,  My Friend 
 
 
 
 
 
 

We shall stand,  Together,  upon This Bridge, 
 

Side by Side,  as One,  at The Rail of Sighs, 
 

as Time's River drifts below Us,  to Endless 
 

Waters of Tomorrow,  Ever and On,  until All 
 

Moments fade,  as We watch The Dreams of Our 
 

Children,  feather with The Tide,  as if Their 
 

knowing Why was Our Last Gift,  beginning 
 

Their Journey of Faith,  as We watch A Tear 
 

fall from Our Eyes,  to form The Ring of Our 
 

Truth,  and where I can see The Hope in Your 
 

      Smile,  knowing,  that I have found,  My Purpose . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Onyx 
 
 
 
 
 

      I will lay The Treasures,  of Heaven,  at Your Feet . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Oro 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      She will gather Your Tears,  in The Chalice of Compassion . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ours to Remember,  Ours to Keep 
 

(  Some,  to laugh,  Others,  to weep  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

The  
 

Promises 
 

We made,  to  
 

Never Forget,  are  
 

locked in The Heart,  of 
 

The Days We met,  for They 
 

find Us,  and remind Us,  as They 
 

Always will,  Our Memories of Glory,   
 

Here,  and Gone,  For Ever,  Still,  and  
 

Remember We shall,  and Remember 
 

We must,  until All Our Moments 
 

fade,  in The Memory of 
 

      Trust . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Papillions 
 
 
 
 
 
 

We will play in The Meadows,  of Summer, 
 

     and wander,  unleashed,  The Fields of Joy . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Paradise 
 

(  Found  ) 
 
 
 
 

      and in Return,  She gave Me,  The Sea . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PathFindHer 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 i 

yes,  if Wishes were Horses,   
 

surely Ever,  would Ride, 
 

as long as His Course is,   
 

     to be,  by Your Sighed . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pleiades 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Brotherhood is The Nation of Men . . . . . . . Sisterhood is The Empire of The Sun . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Quasar 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      only Time,  is The Space,  between Us . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Queen,  of Diamonds 
 

(  in Equal Measure  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Rain . . . . . . . is The Rein . . . . . . of The Reign . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Rain 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

She  
 

will give  
 

You not what  
 

You want,  but only  
 

what You need,  with an 
 

Awareness,  that They are  
 

Always,  One,  and  
 

      The Same . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

She Gave,  A Universe 
 

(  To Me  ) 
 
 
 
 

� � �  
 
 
 
 

She holds 
     

an Empire of Love in  
 

Her Heart,  and The Song in  
 

Her Voice is delicate,  as 
 

      The Breath of a Rose . . . 
 

Angels find Solace in 
 

The Shelter of Her Soul,    
 

and The Brilliance of Her Mind 
 

      is The Truth,  Understanding knows . . . 
 

Her Patience rests on a Rock in a River, 
 

in A Place where only Time will Ever tell, 
 

and from Her Nature,  is borne The Essence 
 

      of Life,  and The Secrets of Eternity,  as well . . . 
 

and This,  All,  comes from One,  whose Eyes, 
 

have yet to dance across The Tears upon My Face, 
 

and This,  All,  comes from One,  whose Name,  and Gift, 
 

      is Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Smiles,  from KnowWhere 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Slowly,  She pours Her Light,  down upon Us, 
 

while All that We hear,  shall Now be seen, 
 

Ever reigns Her Flight,  down upon Us, 
 

and,  All that We fear,  ly few, 
 

      or far,  between . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Solitaire 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and The Diamond,  is The Rock of The Ages . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sona 
 
 
 
 
 
 

when Your Voice,  speaks My Name, 
 

it carries with it a wondrous Rush of Hope, 
 

      and if My Life depends,  upon hearing You say it . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Angel,  of Light 
  
  
  

              **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

The Echo,  is to sense Her, 
 

The Gift,  is to find Her, 
 

The Whisper,  is to hear Her, 
 

The Candle,  is to see Her, 
 

The Promise,  is to touch Her, 
 

The Jewel,  is to hold Her, 
 

      and The Embrace,  is to love Her . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Bitter Strength 
 

(  of Will  ) 
 

and were it naught 
 

for The Rings of Truth 
 

wrapped around My Heart, 
 

or The Chains of Awakening, 
 

that bind My Soul to The Promise 
 

 of Love,  Again,  or The Wink in The Eye 
 

of Yesterday,  dancing,  in The Memory,  I cannot 
 

forget,  I would lay Myself down in The Loving Arms of Hope,   
 

and Dream of Days,  that would  
 

      Never Be . . . 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Defining Moment 
 

(  of Purpose  ) 
 
 
 
 

surrendering,  to The Embrace,  of One’s Existence, 
 

      for The Existence,  of One’s Embrace,  surrendered . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The First,  Lady 
 

(  of My Soul  ) 
 
 
 
 

Yes, 
 

as an Echo, 
 

in a Cathedral, 
 

She resonates 
 

Far beyond 
 

The Realm 
 

of Sound,  and 
 

Deeper,  than My Thoughts 
 

have Ever dared to Wander,  and Yet, 
 

Always flying,  as a Phantom,  as a Butterfly, 
 

at The Very Surface of My Dreams,  moving,  as  
 

Liquid,  through faded and forgotten Corridors of  
 

My Heart,  casting Her Light upon All that I hold 
 

Dear,  lifting Me Up,  into The Sky,  of Her Mind, 
 

into The Galaxies,  of Her Eyes,  into The UniVerse, 
 

of Her EverLasting 
 

      Love . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Kiss 
 
 
 
 

��� �  
 

A Brace, 
 
 
 
 
 

      by Grace,                                             on The Face . . . 
��� �                                                                                             ��� �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Light,  upon a Dark 
 

(  A Monarch,  of Peerless Grace  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 i 

rising,  up through The Mists of unCertainty,   
 

breaking Free,  of the Long Dark Kiss of Night, 
 

unfurling a glorious wing’d Tapestry of The Colors 
 

of Humanity . . . Each Hue and Cry,  of Days,  gone by, 
 

      gently streaming,  in the brilliant Abundance,  of Her Wake . . . 
 

every Sight,  and every Sound,  quietly gathers in A Symphony 
 

of Moments yet to be,  while Legions of Stars slowly come to rest, 
 

to witness,  and to wonder,  of The Courage,  about to lay ItSelf  
 

      down upon The Land,  and Yes,  upon The Follies,  of Man . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Morning,  After  
 

(  Horizon,  Found  ) 
 
 
 
 

ssoo  bblleesssseedd,,    wweerree    
  

TThhoossee,,    wwhhoo  ddiidd  ssuuppppoossee,,    tthhaatt  tthheerree  mmiigghhtt    
  

bbee  AA  WWaayy,,    oouutt  ooff  TThhiiss,,    bbeeccaauussee  CCoommee  WWhhaatt  MMaayy,,    wwaass    
  

hheeaarrdd  ttoo  ssaayy,,    TThheeyy  wweerree  ggrraanntteedd,,    OOnnee’’ ss  FFiirrsstt  KKiissss,,    aanndd,,    wwii tthhoouutt    
  

aa  DDoouubbtt,,    HHee  hhaadd  bbrroouugghhtt  TThhiiss  AAll ll   aabboouutt,,    wwhhii llee  NNeevveerr,,    sshheeddss,,    aa  TTeeaarr,,    ssoo  
  

nneevveerr  AAggaaiinn,,    wwii ll ll   TThhee  FFooll ll iieess  ooff  MMeenn,,    hhoolldd  aa  UUnniivveerrssee,,    iinn  TThhee  AArrmmss  ooff  FFeeaarr,,      
  

aanndd  ssoo  iinn  TTiimmee,,    ccaammee  AA  KKiinnggddoomm  ooff  RRhhyymmee,,    aass  AAll ll   eevvii ll ,,    wwaass  bbrroouugghhtt  AAssuunnddeerr,,  
  

            ffoorr  II tt  hhaadd  AAll ll   bbeeggaann,,    wwhheenn  OOnnccee  ccaammee  aa  MMaann  ,,    AAllwwaayyss  hhaadd  kkiisssseedd,,    bbyy  TThhuunnddeerr  ..  ..  ..  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
and so,  with 

 

Grace,  at His Feet, 
 

Ever walked Out,  to greet,   
 

      The Light,  and The Sound,  of Wonder . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Remains,  of The Day 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

A 
 

Time 
 

when the 
 

Dreams,  of  
 

Children,  begin  
 

the Twilight Voyage 
 

into The Loving Arms of 
 

Hope,  to be carried Away 
 

to The Heavens,  where 
 

      Stars,  fly . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Touch 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      We are not,  in Love,  We are Love . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Why,  beyond Until 
 

(  Secret Vows  ) 
 
 
 
 

Our Pain,  Always endured,  as 
 

     Our Innocence,  Ever betrayed . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Wrens,  of Ever 
 

(  Feather,  Light  ) 
 
 
 
 

&&��
TThheerree,,  

  
iinn  TThhee  MMeeaaddooww,,  

  
llyy  tthhee  AArrrroowwss  bbyy  tthhee  ssccoorree,,  

  
bbrrookkeenn,,    ppooiinnttlleessss,,    wwii tthhoouutt  PPuurrppoossee,,  

  
aass  aarree  AAll ll ,,    tthhee  TToooollss  ooff  WWaarr,,  

  
nnEEvveerr  AAggaaiinn  wwii ll ll   TThhee  EEyyeess    

  
ooff  MMeenn,,    ssttaarree  ddoowwnn  tthhoossee  

  
sshhaaffttss  wwii tthh  HHaattee,,    ffoorr  BBooww  

  
aanndd  QQuuiivveerr,,  llyy  iinn A River, 

 
            kknnoowwnn,,    bbyy Name,  as Fate . . . 

 
ssttii ll ll ,,    they ly,  nEver to fly, 

 
ttoo pierce The Heart of son   

 
and lover,  or foul The Air, 

 
in fiery glare,  to singe the 

 
      tears,  of wife and mother . . . 

 
’Lo,  Come What May,  is 

 
Here,  today,  to lay these 

 
Arrows to rest,  for in The 

 
Sky,  instead will fly,  The 

 
            Wings,  of Love’s  

 
                                 Bequest . . . 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There,  I Will Be 
 

(  For You ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

You  
 

ask,  if  
 

Ever,  will  
 

come A Time, 
 

when The Stars will  
 

fade,  from The Windows  
 

of Your Eyes,  when The Tides 
 

will cease to wash upon Your Shore, 
 

when The Breath of Angels,  will die,  on  
 

The Wind of Your Voice,  and when will I 
 

end The Vigil I keep,  in The Corridors 
 

of Your Heart,  to These,  I say, 
 

      Never,  My Love . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This Voyage of Kings,  is a Book of Faith 
 

This Voyage of Faith,  is a Book of Kings 
 

(  a Jar,  of Sage,  a Gift,  of Thyme  ) 
   

A Story,  of The Terrible Beauty,  on The Eve of Nocturna, 
when Hope weds Her Fulfillment,  seen,  through The Eyes 

      of The Butterfly called Avalon,  as told,  by The Iron Horse . . . 
 
 

A Story of Ever and Always,  as They remember,  The Was, 
The Is,  and The Shall Be,  Again,  as They journey,  toward 

      Their Dream,  living in The Windows of Each Other’s Eyes . . . 
 
 

A Story of a Purpose,  of a Path,  of a Passion,  as They wind 
Their Way through The Corridors of Your Heart,  with Love, 

      Wisdom,  and Truth,  Each,  delicately wrapped in Simplicity . . . 
 
 

A Story of a Diamond,  a Sword,  and a Ring,  All telling Us 
of When Nothing Was as It Will Seem, and of The Place We 

      are barely apt to remember,  a Face,  We cannot quite forget . . . 
 
 

A Story of One Child’s Search for The Music of Reason,  in a 
world where The Silence is deafening,  and Kindness,  knows 

      of NoWhere,  and where The Echos of Angels,  came to Rest . . . 
 
 

A Story of Seven Virtues,  All,  sailing Crystal Ships,  across 
an IcanSea,  heralding Her Patience,  Tolerance,  Acceptance, 

      Compassion,  Understanding,  Forgiveness,  and Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Thy Corona 
 
 
 
 
   
 

and Somehow,  in The Softening,  of This Ancient Mist, 
 

If there was truly,  an Essence,  that draws Us closer, 
 

We will gather Our Senses,  and Our Memories,  kissed, 
 

wrapping Her Whisper ’round Our glistening Hearts, 
 

and offer up Our Questions,  and Our Sorrows,  unTold, 
 

inviting Us,  One by One,  toward this rising Tide of 
 

to be honored,  unconditionally,  in This Ring,  of Gold, 
 

Her Serenity,  then We deserve,  The Envy,  of Most, 
 

and until Our Prayers,  become The Province,  of When, 
 

     as We dance Our Way,  from The Veil of Her Ghost . . . 
 

     Our Shadows will stand,  in The Light,  of Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To Di,  For 
 

(  inSeine  ) 
 
 
 
 

a little Girl,  standing quite Alone by the Side of The Road, 
 

holds tightly in Her Hand a Jar of Light,  and soon The Car 
 

      rolls slowly by,  taking Her Princess,  Away,  to nEverLand . . . 
 

holding back a River of Tears,  She opens Her Sea of Glass, 
 

and before The Car is lost from Sight,  and before The Eyes  
 

      of The Many gaze upon Her,  comes The Sound,  of Heaven . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Topaz 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Magnitude,  of Your Kindness, 
 

has no Sanctuary,  on this Earth, 
 

      save for My yearning Heart . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Trinity  
 
 
 
 
 
 

S 
 

The 
 

Ring 
 

around 
 

The Sun is 
 

Her Teardrop, 
 

The Twilight Path 
 

is Her Light of Grace, 
 

The Chariots,  of The Sun, 
 

Her Children,  of The Clouds, 
 

The Ribbon of Sadness,  of Her 
 

Evening Song,  for He was 
 

      Her Son,  too . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Tr Uth 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 

The Heart of U, 
 

and 
 

      The Heart of The Universe . . . 
 

�                                                             �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Vista 
 
 
 
 

�                                        �  
 
 

as I walk The Fields 
 

and Forests,  of Her 
 

Eternal Dominion, 
 

All I have heard, 
 

All I have seen, 
 

All I have felt, 
 

are Nothing, 
 

compared 
 

      to This . . . 
 
 
 

�       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

While Riding A Yellow Sun 
 

(  To Day  ) 
 
 
 
 

HHeerr  EEyyeess    
  

ddaannccee,,    aaccrroossss  TThhee  CCaannvvaass,,  
  

aa  WWhhii ttee  ssoo  DDeeeepp,,    YYoouu  ffeeaarr  ttoo  FFllyy,,  
  

ssoo  ccaarreeffuull llyy,,    SShhee  cchhoooosseess  aa  CCoolloorr,,  
  

aanndd  bbaatthheess  HHeerr  BBrruusshh,,    iinn  aa    
  

          CCyyaann  SSkkyy  ..  ..  ..  
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

White Charger 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and She is Your best KnightMare . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

withOut,  withIn  
 

(  CounterPoint  ) 
 
 
 
 
I  
 

will wait, 
 

at The End,  of 
 

Your every Thought, 
 

with Hope,  that One Day 
 

I will bathe in The Splendor 
 

      of The Music,  of Your Voice . . . 
 

I will bathe in The Splendor 
 

with Hope,  that One Day 
 

Your every Thought, 
 

at The End,  of 
 

will wait, 
 
I 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Tenth DoveTale 
 
 
 

The Cliffs of Andromeda 
 
 

The Face,  on The SandPiper’s Watch,  barely seems to provide a Clue, 
 

     so He lifts The SpyGlass to His Eye,  and sees,  just the very same View . . . 
 
 
  
 

as The Our Hand, 
 

moves toward The Moments,  in The Time 
 

before Midnight’s Bell,  may Our Seconds  fall toward 
 

     The Dei,  We find Our Dreams,  inSighed Our Wishing,  Well . . .  
 
 

                                             ^^ 
                                                  ^  ̂   

 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 

and as Our Time,  Here,  moves On,  toward All the Pleasure 
 

waiting just beneath Our Pain,  rest Assured,  yes,  We 
 

shall be cured,  by The Light that Always 
 

      falls,  inSighed The Reign . . . 
 
 
 
 

 The Eyes of Avalon stare out across this Grand Design,  so vast in Its majestic Simplexity,  and so 

vacant in Its Regard,  for The Very Thoughts of Mercy,  because She,  is a Child of this Universe,  

Ever caught between a Wink,  and a Nod,  because She is The Daughter of Patience,  and a Sister, 

of The Sun of God . . . and Here,  on The Face of The SandPiper’s Watch,  what will happen,  only 

Time will tell,  for what Dreams may come,  for The All and for The Sum,  long may They rest,  

where The Angels dwell,  and if Your Hope cannot place U,  among Those,  We will Always hold,  

so Dear,  We will find U,  just to remind U,  there waits A Living,  in The Absence,  of Fear . . . 

 

 



The ForGiving 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Behold,  The Diamond 
 

(  Mine  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

as 
 

a Rush,  of 
 

Wings,  breaks The 
 

Silence between Us,  a Flock 
 

of Grace,  soars behind The Sun,  while  
 

roaring at The Wind,  as One . . . She raises Her  
 

�         Hand toward The Tears on My Face,  and as Cool Water,       �  
 

Her Touch,  answers The Question in My Heart, 
 

as I fall into The Window of Her Eyes, 
 

So,  will U Ever,  forgive Me ? 
 

a Whisper,  Forgiven, 
 

I will Always, 
       

      Be . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Most Precious Gem 
 

(  Aqua Marine  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

She 
 

is The  
 

Essence 
 

from Which, 
 

All Life Springs, 
 

The Tears,  from The  
 

God,  of All Living 
 

      Things . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

AllElse 
 
 
 

    **   
  **   
**   

**   **   
  **       **   

  *    * 
 *   * 
 * * 
*  
if 

You kiss Her Heart, 
 

She shall give You, 
 

      All She has,  to give . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Amidst The Sigh,  of Tall Grass 
 

(  The AbundanSea  ) 
 
 
 
 

behold,  The “ i ”s of Magic,  where grows This Treasure,  All Our Own,  
 

     as We walk Her Fertile Meadows,  where The Seeds of Love,  are Sown . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

AquaBelle 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 

*   * 
*  A Kiss, * 

*                 * 
*   from The Sea,  * 
*                        * 
*   A Kiss,  from   * 
*                      * 
*    Grace,  to Me  * 

*           . . .           * 
*   *   *   *   *   *    

*  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Arabesque 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pieces,  of Our Hearts, 
 

taken,  from Each Other 
 

when We say Goodbye, 
 

are Petals of A Flower   
 

      that will never die . . . 
*                  * 

*       * 
** 
* 
* 

*               *               * 
*         *         * 

*    *    * 
* * 
* 
* 
* 
* 
*  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As The Dawn,  Meets The Dei 
 

(  The Perfect Wave  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Crash,  into Thee . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Axis 
 

(  The Point  ) 
 
 
 
 

I will follow You,  until 
 

The Ends of Our Lives, 
 

meet,  at The Center 
 

      of Our Infinity . . . 
 
 

*         * 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Best,  Behavior 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
i 

I shall go Forth,  tHere,  unTo The Sanctuary,  Your Loving Arms, 
 

across these Millennia,  as Ever,  following The Radiance of Your  
 

Infinite Smile,  and gracing My Sword,  in The Reason ~Why~, 
 

while setting Fire,  to The Fathers,  and The Follies,  of Men, 
 

while casting Your Light upon this eternal Dark,  where it 
 

shall remain,  until All Moments and Memories,  fade, 
 

     into The Depths,  of The Sea,  of Your Forgiveness . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
* 
* 
* 

By The Thread of My Heart 
* 

  (  a Cross,   *    The Sky  ) 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
*  
*  

I will bring This World,  back to God, 
 

      I will bring This World,  Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

beCause 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      You affect Me,  So . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Cherub 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Angel in You . . . . . . . is So,  beautiful to Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Cloud,  of Doves 
 

(  Nimbus  ) 
 
 
 
 

behold,  lifting Up, 
 

from Horizon’s Edge, 
 

a Wondrous Riot of Wings, 
 

Crimson,  and Gold,  and of Glory 
 

      told,  while A Gathering of Angels,  sings . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Clouds,  and All 

 
(  Right where They should Be  ) 

 
 
 

then,  as Once,  Again, 
 

and The Eyes of Heaven 
 

embrace the Stillness,   
 

to gaze upon 
 

a Man,   
 

One 
 

with No 
 

Name or Number, 
 

with No Doubt,  of His 
 

Purpose,  with No Rest, 
 

to call His Own,  on 
 

His Knees, 
 

in 
 

His Dory, 
 

The Stars,  Above 
 

and Below Him,  well 
 

beyond The Reach,  of 
 

Men,  and Machine, 
 

Ever rowing, 
 

toward 
 

His, 
 

and All 
 

      Forgiveness . . . 
 

*      *      *      * 
 

and while The Legion of Stars 
 

quietly ponder His Intent,  in The Presence of Their Grace, 
 

listening to The Sigh of an Echo in His Wake,  They see a Place called Earth, 
 

      slowly turning to greet The Day,  and yet,  pulled,  by The Fine,  and Silver Thread,  of His Heart . . . 
 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All that I know,  is 
 

      All there Is,  to Be . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Coming 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Crest,  Fallen 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      for it was I,  who pushed Fate,  from The Bridge . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

C 
R 
O 
S 

   . . . it is on My Shoulders now . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

Love, 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�       The ��� � evastator,  The ''' ' bliterator,  The ��� � nnihilator      �  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      of Chaos . . . 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

da Tempo 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Lust is Cool . . . . . . . Love is Hot . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dawn 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Flaming Crimson,  shone The Sun on Your Face, 
 

Blue Velvet Eyes,  whispered softly to My Heart, 
 

     if Ever I loved or dreamed,  The Because of You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Deep Water 
 

(  The Shoals,  of My Abyss  ) 
 
 
 
 
I 
 

  The Mariner, 
 

Tempest tossed,  and  
 

Sails blown asunder,  wandering 
 

under The Myriad of Heaven’s Eyes,  adrift 
 

and Alone,  Paradise,  lost,  below The Horizon’s Edge, 
 

      yet My Hand,  Iron upon The Wheel,  for Faith rests,  in Ever,  Still . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dei Dream 
 

(  MirthDay  ) 
 
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

of a Myriad of Paths 
 

I have walked along, 
 

The Best,  was when 
 

You heard My Song, 
 

and of All The Days 
 

of finding My Place, 
 

The Best,  was when 
 

      I found,  Your Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

DeiBreak 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PPeerrhhaappss,,    HHeerr  PPrreesseennccee,,    hheerraallddss  TThhee  RReettuurrnn  
  

ooff  AAll ll   tthhaatt  sshhiinneess  uunnddeerr  TThhee  LLiigghhtt  ooff  
  

““ tthhee  bblleeeeddiinngg  ssuunn”” ,,    aanndd  ccaauusseess  
  

UUss  ttoo  ll iisstteenn,,    ttoo  EEaacchh,,    aanndd  
  

EEvveerryy  SSoouunndd,,    ccoommiinngg  
  

ffrroomm  TThhee  SSii lleennccee  ooff  
  

OOuurr  WWoorrddss,,  wwhhii llee  
  

TThheeyy  wwaaii tt,,    uunnttii ll   
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

All that remains is 
 

left on The DoorStep 
 

of Oblivion,  while,  off in 
 

The Distance the dogs of Chaos 
 

howl at The Moon who stares down at 
 

Them,  laughing,  and slowly,  turns,  to face 
 

The Day,  leaving Them to wonder,  why All Their 
 

       Lives have been for naught,  and “faide away like smoke” . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

Diadem 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�   . . . and someday,  I will give you,  The One,  The Only,  of All . . .   �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Diamond 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Drive 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and Ladies,  if he does not wish to pay Your Fare,  shut down Your Engines . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Embrace Her Truth  
 

(  and Consequence  ) 
 
 
 
 

      and Her Might,  will set You free . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Embrace The Wind 
 

(  in The Arms of Her Mind  ) 
 
 
 

    **   
  **   
**   

**   **   
  **       **   

  *    * 
 *   * 
* * 
* 
i 

how do I speak, 
 

to The Voice,  of Eden, 
 

how do I listen, 
 

to The Sound,  of Glory, 
 

how do I touch, 
 

The Heart,  of Reason, 
 

how do I adore, 
 

      The Gift,  of Her Story . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

enTreaty 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Your Bliss,  is My Command . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

EverWill  
 
 
 
 

One Day, 
 

*                      * 
I will see the  

 
Light of My Candle, 

 
*    reflected not from the Mirror   *  

 
of My Longing Soul, 

 
but from the  

*                     * 
crystaline 

*                      *  
Pool of Love 

 
that lies at the Center 

 
*    of Your Devotion,  and Grace,  *  

 
the endless Kindness 

 
Your Heart 

*                    * 
reflects in 

*                    * 
The Universe  

 
of Your Eyes,  and The 

 
*    Light of Hope I now see,  as I   *  

 
know exists,  and will 

 
Always be, 

*                    * 
 

      for Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Faith 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and I have moved Her . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Field,  of Lions 
 

(  Pearls,  before Thine  ) 
 
 
 
 

and All at Once, 
 

as if hearing a Single Word, 
 

Ten Thousand Angels,  stood, 
 

Their Eyes on The Deis,  and 
 

Their Hearts as One,  Ever 
 

listening to The Voice 
 

of Dawn,  listening 
 

to The Promise 
 

of All Things Dear, 
 

      listening to The Sound,  of Light . . . 
 

and as The Wind blew gently from The West,  as if 
 

to herald The Thoughts of Come What Might,  was heard 
 

The Whisper of an Echo,  blessed by Time,  and Tide,  borne 
 

      on The Breath,  of His Angels,  came,  The Name,  of Avalon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FireDove 
 
 
 
 

      ***    
      ***    
      ***    
   *** ***    
***    ***    
***       ***    
   ***          ***    

  ***          ***    
      ***          ***    
   ***          ***    
***       ***    
*** ***    
***    
i 

if Ever I would doubt The Magnitude of God’s Design, 
 

I need only to gaze into The Smile,  
 

The Light of All Creation,   
 

She crafted upon  
 

      Your Face . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Crying,  Out Loud  
 
 
 
 
 
 

     within sight of The Foundation’s Edge . . . 
 

Her Path,  brings All who will Follow, 
 

let each Tear lead You,  to The Ledge,  
 

held Aloft by The Hand of Tomorrow, 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Give 
 
 
 
 
 
i 

as Long as Love 
 

walks between Us, 
 

Our Journey shares 
 

      A Path with Eternity . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Friendship 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Love,  on The Sighed . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Galaxy 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Life passes over Me 
 

reflected in The Sky, 
 

Dreams,  and Hopes, 
 

     a Look,  in Your Eye . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

GleamWeaver 
 
 
 
  

            **   
  **   
** **   
**     **   

 **         **   
*  * 
* 
i 

come,  while We 
 

gaze 
 

 upon The Moon, 
 

and 
 

ignite The Sun, 
 

and 
 

kiss The Stars, 
 

on  
 

     The LunaSea . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Grace,  Under Fire 
 

(  Before The Fall  ) 
 
 

              **   
    **   
**   
** **   
**   **   
  **     **   
    **       **   
    *    * 
*   * 
* * 
* 
i 

She held Her Candle toward Me,  and I,  reached into Heaven, 
 

and took hold,  of The Brightest Object I could find,  and as 
 

My Hand unfurls,  to reveal The Light of Her Smile,  Each 
 

Star in The Sky ceases The Endless Trek,  to Witness,  and 
 

to Wonder,  I place The Light upon Her Candle,  and as The 
 

      Flame wraps around The Night,  She begins to lead Us,  Home . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Grand Illusion  
 
 
 
 
 
 

This Canyon,  of Her Wonders,                                                                                                   and The Bridge I will build,  of 
 

fades Away,  beyond The Edge,        I       I       I        I        I       I        I        I       I        Iron,  and Glass,  will cross this 
 

      of All that My Eyes can survey,  ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  River of My Dreams,  One Day . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Heavy Medal 
 

(  The Wait,  of A Horse  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

as 
 

Hope Ever flies, 
 

�     These Words,  are The Iron,    �  
 

to ride a Dream 
 

      on . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

Her Light  
 

(  is  ) 
 
 
 
 

  �        The Mist . . . . . . . The Mystery . . . . . . . The Myth       �  
 
 
 
 

(  of  ) 
 

Her Sight 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her Magnitude 
 

(  is Forgiveness  ) 
 
 
 
 

And so,  Ten Thousand Butterflies, 
 

Each,  with Galaxies in Their Eyes, 
 

rise Up to roam in Her Cyan Skies, 
 

      to embrace The Winds,  of Change . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Horizon Event 
 

(  My Sun,  also Rises  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
**     

**                                                                 **   
  

**                                                                                                                 **   
  
  

**                                                                                                                                       **   
      lifting All that is Dear,  of Each and Every Thing,  Ever soars for Always,  His Heart,  upon Her Wing . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hush,  Again 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and The Rose,  behind Your Smile,  is Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

in This Cathedral,  of Your Heart,  there rise Vaulted Skies, 
 

and The Windows,  form a Sea of Glass,  infinitely wrapped 
 

around The Shelter of Your Grace,  and through Your Eyes 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      I See . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I,  The Beholder 
 

(  Mars,  to Venus  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

if I reached,  into Heaven,  and took hold,  of The Brightest Object 
 

      I could find,  My Hand,  when unFurled,  would reveal Your Smile . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Imagine 
 

(  There is Heaven  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Like Swans on blue Water,  Your Grace 
 

      is a glorious Panorama,  of vivid Beauty . . . 
 

Like Roses,  in Crystal,  Your Elegance 
 

      radiates,  with a soft,  and quiet Serenity . . . 
 

Like Diamonds,  on Velvet,  Your Light 
 

      overshadows The Treasures of Paradise . . . 
 

Like a Sun,  agelessly Ever,  Your Love 
 

      pulsates,  with The Rhythm,  of Eternity . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Hope’s Arms 
 

(  I pray  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One Day,  I will see,   
 

flying,  across My Cyan Sky, 
 

just One Petal,  caught by The Wind, 
 

from A Flower,  growing within Your Heart, 
 

and,  I will capture It,  savoring Your 
 

Sweet Fragrance,  and Then, 
 

      setting It free,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

In Tomorrow’s Arms  
 

(  beyond The Reach  ) 
 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
�  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~� ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
�  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~   ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Yes, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~          ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

For Ever, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Suns will arise, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                            ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

and Moons will set as 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                     ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

The Bridge carries Me on 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                             ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

to Memories,  I know not Yet, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                                    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

still I walk Alone,  along The Rail, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                                        ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

and look below,  at The River’s trail, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                                           ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

while drifting past My Eyes,  I see,  is 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                                             ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

     This Vessel of Time,  sailing,  to Thee . . . 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                                              ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

and Yesterday’s Wake so soon forgets, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                                              ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

this Voyage of Tears,  without regrets,   
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                                             ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

for All of My Days,  Gone and Then, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                                           ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

will ne’er surpass The Glory,  when, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                                        ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

I found a Heart,  so close to Mine, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                                    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Always will a Light there shine, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                               ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

still I walk This Path before, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                         ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

My Dreams will awaken 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                                    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

among Jewels,  cast, 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~                             ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

      upon Your Shore . . . 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Just Ask YourSelf,  ~Why~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 

if This Emptiness,  and This Longing,  are SumTimes too much to bear, 
 

yet,  U know,  inSighed Your Heart,  what Your Mind will not allow U to see, 
 

remember,  it is by That which We hold in Our Hearts,  The Eyes of God so regards 
 

Us,  and there comes a Time in Each of Our Lives,  when The Calling of a Kindred Spirit 
 

becomes an Echo,  resonating through to Our Souls,  whispering,  of a Promise soon FullFilled,   
 

dancing,  among The Corridors of The Deis to Come,  and yes,  All of This,  is so delicately wrapped, 
 

     in The Thread of God’s Heart,  which finds Us,  and Now binds Us,  by The Strength of Our Faith,  Alone . . . 
 
 
 
 

The Only Reason,  that Your Mind,  can naught think of ~letting it go~, 
 

     is because Your Heart holds All U reap,  and All U reap,  is All U sow . . . 
 
 
 
 

give yOur Love a Chance,  Angel, 
 

      and yOur Peace,  is Sure to follow . . . 
 

*                                                   * 
 

*                                                   * 
 

*                                                   * 
 

*                                                   * 
 

*                                                   * 
 

*                                                   * 
 

*                                                   * 
 

*                                                   * 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

la Soliel 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ssoo  
  

qquuiieettllyy,,    SShhee  aawwaakkeennss,,      
  

aa  RRaaddiiaannccee,,    tthheerree  oonn  TThhee  HHoorriizzoonn,,  
  

            rriissiinngg  UUpp,,    ttoo  eemmbbrraaccee  MMyy  NNiigghhtt  SSkkyy  ..  ..  ..  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
My Spirit welcomes Her,  for 

 
She is The Light,  of My Morning, 

 
bearing The Promise made,  to My Day, 

 
She is The Splendor,  that adorns My SunRise, 

 
      bringing All My Dreams,  within Sight,  of The Way . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lark,  Ascending 
 

(  To Di,  For  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

‘Lo, 
 

Her Head, 
 

bows in Surrender, 
 

to The Laws of The Wind, 
 

preparing Herself A Final Thrust, 
 

     upon All Those whose Fate did Rescind . . . 
 

Her Heart bears The Weight of Ancient Woes, 
 

Love’s Burden,  She carries,  where Ever She goes, 
 

and Her Soul knows The Cost,  of Her Freedom’s Worth, 
 

      so She flies,  soaring Away,  from The Chains,  of This Earth . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Last Train,  Home 
 

(  Cold,  Blue,  Steel  ) 
 
 
 
 

      this Iron Horse . . . 
���� ���� ���

�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�



�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�
�

���������������� Luminosity  . . .  
 

(  Always  ) 
 
 
 
 

arrives,  from every Purpose,  every Point,  and every Place, 
 

     dwelling,  in every Moment,  a Smile alites,  upon Your Face . . . 
�
�
�
�
�
�
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Nascent 
 
 
 
 
 
 

We are,  where Here is, 
 

We are what Now is, 
 

and,  as We love, 
 

so,  We live, 
 

and We, 
 

      are becoming,  Each Other . . . 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NightLight  
 
 
 
 
 
 

“ Father,  look,  up in The Sky, 
 

through My Window, 
 

         it’s a Wonder ! ”. . .  
 
 
 

“ Yes,  My Son,  it’s a Wonderist, 
 

and He has come,  to kiss, 
 

        Your Heart ”. . .  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Nothing 
 

(  O  ) 
 
 
 
 

      lasts,  for Ever . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Only Women 
 

(  bleed  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Left,  where Ever They were,  when They were Always,  Right . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Opal 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Timelessness,  of Love . . . . . . . The Intensity,  and Immensity,  of Grace  . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pangea 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      to This,  We have come . . . . . . . Together,  as One . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Path,  of Blue 
 

(  StareWay  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and  
 

There in 
 

The Midst of 
 

The Gathering of 
 

Her Angels,  waiting,   
 

in The Cloud,  of Doves, 
 

hovering,  Above Us,  lies 
 

a Threshold to Knowing, 
 

watching,  Over Us, 
 

is The Eye of 
 

      God . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

penUmbra  
 
 
 
 
 
 

as Reason stood,  before The Sun,  
 

regarding All that Her Ever,  Was,  
 

He bathes in Her Light,  only One,  
 

      It’s Shadow,  is Always,  Because . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Pheonix 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I love You,  for just The Way You are, 
 

     I love You,  for All,  You will Ever be . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Platinum 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      HerStory . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Portrait  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      You are The Art,  of Woman,  and of Life,  ItSelf . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 

17, 
 

~ and O, 
 

Sea and Sky, 
 

      is Ever,  and Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

       Glorious Mornings,  are Those,  that have You,   as The First Smile,  of The Day . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

*               * 
*                                                      * 

*                                       Rose Dawn                                      * 
*                                                                                                        * 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

I can melt IceFields 
 

with The Fire of My Spirit, 
 

I can enrage The Seas  
 

with The Intensity of My Will, 
 

I can order The Sun  
 

to blink,  with The Power of  
 

      My Love for You . . . 
*    *    *    *  

The Path of My Desire 
 

was Eons in coming, 
 

and I will walk The 
 

Days of Infinity,  to  
 

hand You One Rose, 
 

     from The Gardens of Avalon . . . 
 

*   *    * 

     
 

and alas,  Angel,  I have yet to see Your Face, 
 

�	��(���)������
��	��(���)������
��	��(���)������
��	��(���)������
�  
 

nor will I be There,  at The Moment of Brilliance, 
 

when You read My Heart,  as You are doing now, 
 

and I cannot see Your Eyes,  Eyes I have searched 
 

The Heavens to find,  to feel The Body who holds 
 

The Heart that I adore, 
 

to exist within The Cradle of Your Voice,  to savor 
 

    Your Fragrant Mist,  to bathe in The Essence of Your Sea . . . 
Angel,  My Purpose in this Grand Design is to love and cherish All that is The Fire of Creation, 
All that is Nature’s Queen of Grace,  All that is You . . . to shelter You within My Iron Paradise, 
so that Heaven can Be,  in The Light of Your Eyes,  and to hear The Cool Water of Your Music, 

All that Is,  A Breath of Angels, 
All that Is,  The Kiss of Always, 

      All that Is,  My Kingdom, Come . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sandman 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

do 
 

not cry 
 

My Love, 
 

for it is just a  
 

dream,  and I have 
 

chased the Dark Spirit 
 

of Night,  from Your Heart, 
 

lift Your Eyes,  fill Your Soul, 
 

with The Nectar of Radiance, 
 

that is The Sunrise,  of   
 

     Dawn . . . 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Seventeen 
 
 
 
 
 
 

. . . the way You make Me feel,  as I never thought I could,  or would,  again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Sir Prize 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�      Yes . . . . . . . for I am The Ion Butterfly . . .    �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sona Gaia 
 
 
 
 
 
 

if Each Day of My Life,  is One Day closer to Paradise, 
 

then Your Words,  sung to Me from Your Heart, 
 

      are killing Me,  softly . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Specter 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One of the more mysterious Essences,  of Love,  is the faintest of 
 

      shadows quietly looming between My End,  and Your Beginning . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Spoken,  For 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The One,  and,  The All,  and 
 

      upon whose Sighed,  I am on . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

StarPath 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Light,  is Always,  Victorious . . . 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SunSet 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     A Kiss,  from The Sun . . . . . . . Your Lips,  to Mine . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SunUp 
 

(  LightPath  ) 
 
 
 
 

A 
 

Wonder, 
 

There are Those 
 

who have given, 
 

There are Those 
 

who have taken, 
 

There are Those 
 

who weep for a 
 

Love,  forsaken, 
 

There are Those 
 

who shall lead, 
 

There are Those 
 

who shall need, 
 

There are Those 
 

who await,  Her 
 

     Love to awaken . . .  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Cliffs,  of Andromeda 
 

(  Perseus’ Pursuit  ) 
 
 
 
 

                                                                  I 
will nEver begin to embrace The Magnitude,  of Your Devotion,  
 
until I capture The True Meaning,  of Your EverLasting Heart,  
 
and for as Long as We breathe the same Air,  as Long as We  
 
awaken to the same Sun,  as Long as We listen to the same  
 
Silence,  as One,  I will walk in The Comfort of knowing  
 
The Paths I follow,  among The Galaxies of Your Eyes,  
 
will Always lead Me,  Home,  to The Very Point,  of U . . . 

                                                                                         ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Dawn,  Always waits,  for The Day 
 

(  to Come  ) 
 

     **   
    **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

  *    * 
 *  * 

* 
i 

and Still,  She walks, 
 

beyond The Reach, 
 

      of Words,  Alone . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Door,  to Your Heart 
 

(  aRose  ) 
 
 
 
 

is The Window,  beyond which 
                                                                         

lies My Everlasting Wish,  that 
                                                                  | 

Begins,  and Ends,  in The Gift 
 

of My Fulfillment,  born inside 
 

The Promise of Your Love,  @  
                                              * 
as I fly,  on Your Sea of Glass, 

 
to The Land of My Tomorrow, 

                                                                  | 
Always,  be The Wind,  Angel, 

 
     for Ever,  to embrace My Sails . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 

The Ion Butterfly  
 

(  The Promise  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�      Something Wonderful this way comes . . . . . . . for I,  am The Breath of God . . .  �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Magnificence 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and The Grace of God,  is Eve . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Majesty 
 

( of Swans ) 
 
 
 
 

      and I shall know The Grace of God . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Melody 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and I am overJoyed . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Moment 
 

(  Worth,  waiting for  ) 
 
 
 
 

      and The Embrace,  is My Release . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Myriad  
 

(  10,000  ) 
 
 
 
 

*            * 
*               * 

*         * 
* 

Your  
 

  Heart,  and Soul,  are  
 

*              The Essence of Friendship,            * 
*      *                                                                        *      * 

*       *              for They,  are The Jewels in              *       * 
*        *                                                                      *        * 
*          *            The Richness of My Life,          *          * 

*          *                                                   *          * 
*               light a Sea of Candles,             * 

*                                                * 
*         with a Fire of Your Spirit,       * 

*                                                                      * 
*                 *     lace a Ribbon of Love,    *                 *                         

*               *                                                        *                * 
*            *                  inside My Web of                *             * 

*          *                                                              *           * 
*              *       Pearls . . .  *             * 

 
 

 * 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Night,  are Gone 
 
 
 
 
 
 

what Fair Child,  is This,  who has 
 

lain to rest,  upon My Infinite Lea, 
 

as Come What May is here Today, 
 

     and smiling at The Notion,  of We . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Path,  of Freedom 
 

(  is The Will,  of Desire  ) 
 
 
 
 

flying,  Up through The Mists,  of Eden,   
 

with The Might of a billion Prayers,  She  
 

lifts Her Eyes,  toward a Pale Blue Gem,  
 

set Far and Away across This Nocturnal  
 

      Sea of God’s Dominion . . . 
 

Rhyme and Reason  
 

are Divinity’s Winds,   
 

that hold Her Wings Aloft,  as  
*                          * 

She ponders The Distance from Here,   
*          * 

      to Eternity,  on The Other Side,  of The Sky . . . 
*  *  

as The Sigh of God softly blows Her Ever Onward,   
 

She is steadfast in Her Resolve,  for She carries with Her 
 

The Rose of Friendship,  delicately woven into The Tapestry  
 

      of Her Life,  holding Still in Her Heart,  The Dreams of Avalon . . . 
 

for She,  is a Butterfly of Uncommon Beauty,  and a Monarch,  of  
 

Peerless Grace,  and as StarLight blankets Her Path,  beginning Her  
 

Grand and Glorious Voyage to The Sun,  She turns Again to face The Day,   
 

and sees,  a Flock,  of Ten Thousand  
 

      More . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Path,  of The Sun 
 

(  Ion Fire  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Always,  on My Left . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Ram,  of Dawn 
 
 
 
 

staring defiantly,  out over The StarFields of Her Dominion, 
 

     gazing dauntlessly,  The Queen of All that Her Eyes survey . . . 
 

and there by Her Side is the SilverQuick Blade of Excalibur, 
 

     His Head bowed,  in The Presence,  of Her Exquisite Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 

** *  
 
 
 

for He is  
 

Ever Her Servant,  so  
 

bears The Sword of Truth, 

*  
defending His Mistress, 

* * * * *  
The Angel of Love, 

*  
The SunRise, 

*  
The Dawn 

*  
of Man, 

*  
He is 

* 
Ever 

* 
Her 
*  

      Glory . . . 
*  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Star,  of Avalon 
 

(  Seize The Light  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   

And 
 

   then,  He stood,  before  
 

  The Eyes of Heaven,  before The Sum 
 

of Each,  and Every Thing Dear,  and Yes,  Finally, 
 

  before All,  that shall One Day belong to His Past,  and as He  
 

 slowly bows His Head in The Presence of Her Grace,  He 
 

 whispers,  I,  have walked,  All The Days,  of Infinity,   
 

I have seen The Suns of Skies Beyond,  dy Away, 
 

I have followed for Ever The Echo of Always, 
 

      and I have found My Way Home,  at Last . . . 
 
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Sun,  and The Tide 
 

(  of Reason  ) 
 
 
 
 

mmoovviinngg  aaccrroossss  TThhee  UUnniivveerrssee,,    aass    
  

LLiiqquuiidd,,    ccoommeess  TThhee  GGoollddeenn  BBrreeaatthh  ooff  TTeenn  TThhoouussaanndd  AAnnggeellss,,  
  

aanndd  ffoorr  EEvveerr  kknnoowwnn  ttoo  TThhee  LLeeggiioonnss  ooff  SSttaarrss  aass  TThhee  MMyyrriiaadd,,    hheelldd  ssuussppeennddeedd  
  

aanndd  wwrraappppeedd  WWiitthhiinn,,    iinnssiiddee  TThhee  WWiisshheess  ooff  EEvveerryy  CChhii lldd  tthhaatt  EEvveerr  ggrraacceedd  TThhiiss  EEaarrtthh,,    
  

tthheerree  ttoo  mmaarrkk  TThheeiirr  PPaassssaaggee  uuppoonn  TThhee  OOcceeaannss  ooff  PPrroommiissee,,    tthheerree  ttoo  hheerraalldd  TThhee  RReettuurrnn  ooff    
  

FFuull ff ii ll llmmeenntt,,    iinnttoo  TThhee  HHooppee  ll iivviinngg  iinn  TThhee  HHeeaarrttss  ooff  LLoovveerrss  AAll ll ,,    tthheerree  ttoo  rreemmiinndd  UUss,,    tthhaatt    
  

WWee  aarree  nnoott  ffoorrggootttteenn,,    ccoommeess  TThhee  EEcchhoo,,    ooff  TThhee  SSiigghh  ooff  GGoodd,,    aanndd  tthhaatt  TThhiiss  TTiimmee,,    aanndd    
  

TThhiiss  PPllaaccee,,    iiss  TThhee  HHoommee  ooff  aa  ssii llkkeenn  BBrrii ll ll iiaannccee,,    OOnnccee  aanndd  AAllwwaayyss  rreemmeemmbbeerreedd  aass    
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      LLoovvee,,    AAggaaiinn  ..  ..  .. ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 

drawn,  by The Dolphins of Faith,  Each,  holding fast to A Thread of God’s Heart,  Fine and Silver,  are  
 

The Chariots of The Sun,  Each,  a Crystal Ship,  flying upon The Light of Grace,  Each,  moving as Liquid 
       

      toward The Lines of Sight,  etched for Ever,  in The Sand,  to mark The Depth,  and Breadth,  of Your Resolve . . . 
 

and The Children of The Clouds,  shall stand before You,  Their Arms held wide,  to encompass,  and to embrace 
 

      Each Soul,  gathered Here,  to watch and to witness,  All that shall Come to Pass,  and All that You shall Always Be . . . 
 

and riding on The Crests of The Waves of Freedom,  are The Butterflies,  Ever dancing in The Light of Day, 
 

and before Another Moment fades into Memory,  before Another Tear,  finds A Way to fall,  The Sky,  cracks, 
 

into a billion Peaces,  into luminescent Ribbons of Her Forgiveness,  raining The Truth,  down upon Our Hearts, 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~      as We stand,  between The Sand,  and The Foam . . . ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Whisper,  of Fulfillment 
 

(  The Dance  ) 
 
 
 
 

Always    
 

She holds Him, 
 

spellbound, 
 

beyond The Reach 
 

of Destiny, 
 

Ever,  Her Own, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To Di Hard  
 
 
 
  

                    ***    
         ***    
   ***    

   *** ***    
   ***       ***    

      ***             ***    
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

indeed,  She died inside an Iron River,   
 

and Some,  would say, 
 

it was Death,   
 

by The 
 

      Sane . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

TunePilot 
 

(  Note worthy  ) 
 
 
 
 

      and that Melody You were whistling . . . . . . . Me again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

U ’n I Verse 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Divine Wind . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

UniSun 
 

(  Salud  ) 
 
 
 
 

One BeginninG, 
 

One Thought, 
 

One Reason, 
 

One Vision, 
 

One Truth, 
 

One Way, 
 

One End, 
 

for 
 

One, 
 

      is Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

OO  

                          ^^ 
                                ^^ 

WaterWeighs 
 
 
 
 
* 
* 

**************** 
* 
* 
* 

**************** 
* 
* 
* 

**************** 
* 
* 
* 

The Shallows,  of My Sadness, 
 

The Depths,  of My Remorse, 
 

The Waves,  of My Despair, 
 

The Tides,  of My Sorrow, 
 

aLone,  and aDrift,  on 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

The Sea,  of My  
 

      Abandon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Where is Here,  when You are Gone 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      sMiles,  from KnowWhere . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Where Time,  Stands,  Still 
 

(  at The Rail,  of Sighs  ) 
 
 

�  
 

There 
 

on The Bridge, 
 

The Sentinel,  He waits, 
 

before Whom,  Truth shall Pass, 
 

between What Was,  and What Will Be, 
 

He waits,  longing for The Whisper of Her Voice, 
 

Her Songs of Eden,  wrapped within The Wind,  blowing, 
 

swept across The Meadow of His Thoughts,  as if 
 

She were His Memory,  and His Breath, 
 

and as He turns His Gaze toward Tomorrow,  and 
 

with a Sigh,  as Deep as The Love in His Heart,  lets fall  
 

a Tear into The River of Dreams below,  where It 
 

drifts into The Myriad,  flowing toward  
 

The Palace of Rain,  to become 
 

The Only Tear,  Ever,  
 

in The Eye of 
 

      Hope . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Wish 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      StarLight,  StarBright,  You are The Only Star,  I see tonight . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Eleventh DoveTale 
 

�                                                   �  
 

�                                                   �  
 

�                                                   �  
The Whisper of Fullfilment  
�                                                   �  

 
�                                                   �  

 
�                                                       �  

 
�                                                                 �  

and high on a Cliff,  someWhere on a Jewel named Andromeda,  overLooking All that He had wrought upon this 
Universe,  and listening to the Echoes of the Follies of Men obliterate themselves,  upon The Rocks down far below 
His Boots,  once made of a golden Fire,  and now,  covered with the Dust and Destiny of Æons,  having walked 
every Mile that Ever was,  in The Sapphire Eyes,  of Infinity . . . and with His SpyGlass resting on The Horizon,     
searching for The Distance,  the final End of His Voyage would portray,  and though He could not Yet see Her Face, 

it was these Words,  that Ever chose,  to say . . . 
All The Tears,  that lay upon Your Face,  I will 
cast into Sorrow’s Flames,  for I,  have caused 
The Disgrace of Kings,  without Ever knowing 
Their Names,  and no matter how long I’ve 
been Gone,  and no matter how Far were My 
Aways,  know that Ever I have loved U,  as I 
will Always,  ’til The Very End,  of My Days . . . 

and there in The Rock of Patience,  The Sword of Excalibur stands,  for no Man,  King or God,  

shall Ever wield Her Truth,  without First,  kissing The Palm,  of Her Hand . . . and as He listens 

to The Roar of The IcanSea,  churning far below The Mantle of His Regard,  pounding with The 

Hammers of Titans upon a World He could never call His own,  He remembers . . . where All His 

Journeys have brought Him,  from Hither to Yon,  in search,  of The Finest Prize,  He could not 

see,  nor could He Ever be,  The Light that once shone,  in Her Eyes . . . for Those were His Days 

with Eternity,  where He had walked in search of Rose,  what He never knew Then,  and what He 

Ever knows now,  is that His Voyage,  was coming,  to a Close . . . and still He is left to Wonder,  

should He Ever dream of a someTime When,  for if Her Smiles were The Prize,  and so lovely were 

Her Eyes,  then He would never leave Home,  as Ever,  Again . . . and as He takes One Last Look 

at The Horizon,  where never He will Ever choose to roam,  He sees and hears a great Parting of 

The Waves rumble across Heaven,  and as Far as The IcanSea . . . and All at Once,  a lost and 

lonely little Zephyr blows toward Him like an errant Child in The Skies of Remember,  and 

carrying the last Whisper of All that remains of an Echo of The Reason Why,  She asks Him,  if He 

would Ever care to know a Secret,  and to This,  He gave a quiet Nod . . . Lord,  Your Forgiveness,  

is The Whisper of Fulfillment,  and She is borne,  upon The Breath,  of God . . . 

 



The ForGiving 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For as Long,  as I,  Remember 
 

(  The Deis  ) 
 
 
 
 

and Now,  at Last,  before Me,  is That,  which I have walked The Breadth,  and The Depth,  of All Infinity 
to find . . . That,  which launched Ten Thousand Ships of Light . . . and That,  whose Essence carries with 
It,  Each and Every Drop of Grace,  that Ever fell,  during The Reign,  of God . . . 
 
and I,  on My Knees among The Myriad of Stars,  above and below Me,  circling,  for The First Time,  and 
most assuredly,  for The Last Time,  before They begin Their Journey,  toward Places far beyond The Sun,  
and as I gaze into The Face of Always,  I see these Places,  shining,  in The Windows,  of Her Eyes . . . 
 
and There,  I find,  moving as Liquid,  and suspended in The Galaxies of Her Eternal Wisdom,  is The Very 
Reason All Things have come to Pass,  The Very Source of The Light,  that proclaims Her as Victorious 
over Darkness,  and The Very Heart that Always holds The Love,  that Ever I adore . . . 
 
and to This Heart,  I so promise,  to uphold All The Dreams,  and All The Desires,  and All The Devotions 
required,  to bring Hope to the Have Not,  to bring Is to the Was Not,  to bring Yes to the Why Not,  to 
bring Love,  to the Will Not,  and to raise The Tide of Reason,  well beyond The Shores,  of NoWhere . . . 
 
and All at Once,  while even The Air around Us seems to shiver,  with The Anticipation known only to 
Now,  and a Vibrancy brought Forth,  through a Ribbon in Our Sapphire Sky,  She raises Her Eyes to Her 
Sea of Glass,  and gazes Out across Her Dominion,  to The Places She has nEver been,  to The Places She 
will see,  Again,  as They All lay quietly,  patiently,  waiting,  as The Leaves,  lying on The Surface,  of 
The Pools of Her Supreme Innocence . . . 
 
and Still,  We have yet to touch,  because Now,  surely,  the mere Notion,  would cause The Ignition,  of 
Ten Thousand Suns . . . Each,  having made Their Journey across The Heavens,  and Each,  having finally 
laid Their Anchors,  SteadFast,  upon The Shores of Avalon,  and Each,  having so delivered The Light of 
Her Love,  unto The Fields and The Forests of Her Divine Forgiveness,  where,  for Ever,  and yes,  for 
Always,  so She shall Be . . . 
 
and Now,  Again,  still I am crying when,  I offer The Hand upon My Left,  to The One upon Her Right,  
just as Two Rings can be heard,  flying,  across Paradise . . . and before The Echo can Ever say Hello,  We 
walk on through The Gates of Dawn,  and out into The Morning Sun,  and there before Our Eyes,  
stretching as Far as The IcanSea,  is The River of Souls,  fanning Out across The Universe,  becoming One 
with The Sky,  Again,  and yes,  There,  for All to see,  and for All to be,  is The Seventh Bridge of Why,  
lasting and complete,  and held for Always,  to The Shores of Her New Beginning,  because Her Silence,  is 
KnowWhere in Sight,  and because Her Patience,  is KnowWhere,  to be Seen . . .  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

A Turtle’s Diary  
 
 

She 
 

carries Her Burden, 
 

with The Might of Heros, 
 

lacing Her Way,  stoically, 
 

through a Web of Sorrows, 
 

Those fleet of Foot,  quickly 
 

pass Her by,  never stopping to see, 
 

The Tear in Her 
 

      Eye . . . 
 
 

On 
 

Her Back lies, 
 

The Weight of Humanity, 
 

Her Home,  from which, 
 

She is never to fly,  yet  
 

She carries Her Burden, 
 

for what seems like for Ever, 
 

and dreams of  Tomorrow,  free of 
 

Her Shell,  The Bell of  
 

      Never . . . 
 
 

for 
 

Her Shell is 
 

a Box of Destiny’s Woes, 
 

They find Her,  remind Her, 
 

where Ever She goes, 
 

and All She desires, 
 

is a Time,  and a Place, 
 

She can shed Her Burden,  and walk 
 

Again,  with 
 

      Grace . . . 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 

Above This Field of ForgetMeNots 
 

(  She Soars  ) 
 
 
 
 

smiling, 
 

She watches The FireFlies 
 

chasing Away The Edge of Night, 
 

It’s Long Dark Kiss nEver to pierce  
 

or plague The Very Hearts of Men, 
 

and what Women Once Were, 
 

     They will Be,  Again . . . 
 

and Far,  Far 
 

 below 
 

Her 
 

Still, 
 

standing 
 

for Eternity, 
 

is Her Iron Horse, 
 

SteadFast,  and Resolute, 
 

with His Eyes Ever on The Prize, 
 

and His Heart,  Ever bound by a Thread 
 

so Fine,  and Silver,  to The Wing’d Wonder  
 

now dancing with The Wind,  high above Him, 
 

and to Whom,  He gazes so fondly,  and returns 
 

The Smile She has flown an entire Sky to find, 
 

and He whispers to Her,  with a Voice of  
 

singular Courage and Grace, 
 

WhereEver U may go,  and WhatEver U may do, 
The Meaning of My Life,  is for Always,  loving U, 
yet,  no Matter how Far,  from Me, U care to roam, 
know that My Heart will be waiting,  for as Long  as 

      My Heart,  is Your Home . . . 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

An i,  for Poetic 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as You walk,  down any given Corridor,  within  
 

The Vast Reaches,  of Your Loving Heart,  You  
 

slowly begin to close Your Eyes,  enchanted by 
 

All The Wonder,  of listening to The Sound,  of  
 

      All Things Dear . . .   
 

as You move,  as Liquid,  on through The Mist,   
 

becoming aware of a cool Sussuration of Wind,   
 

as Silk upon Your Skin,  softly embracing Your 
 

Every Wish,  and A Radiance,  felt deep within  
 

      Your Very Soul . . . 
 

as Each Whisper,  of Because,  begins to gather  
 

The Moments of Your Life together,  with Fine  
 

Silver Thread,  as You open Your Eyes,  to see,   
 

to find YourSelf,  walking among Her Willows,   
 

     of Remembrance . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

And,  There is Always,  God 
 

(  So  ) 
 
 
 
 

      Ever,  loves Her,  still . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Aquaria  
 
 
 
 

�  
*       * 

 
 

  

to Her,  They 
 

matter not, 
 

Beauty, 
 

Charm, or 
 

State of Grace, 
  

nor The Quality, 
 

of Form,  or Face, 
 

Manner,  or Voice, 
 

Position,  or Place, 
 

not Wealth,  Style, 
 

Nation or Race,  for 
 

She loves All Things, 
 

Those Great and Small, 
 

where Her Majesty reigns, 
 

     The Embrace,  is One,  and All . . . 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As Dawn cracks The Sky 
 

(  Her Wings,  unFurl  ) 
 
 

Iron’s Butterfly 
 
 
 
 

She gives Me,  All that She gives Me, 
 

yes,  This,  I know rings True, 
 

She loves Me,  because She loves Me, 
 

yes,  This,  is My Life,  aNew, 
 

She sends Me,  Always She sends Me, 
 

yes,  This,  into Heaven,  Cast, 
 

She holds Me,  inside She enfolds Me, 
 

     yes,  This,  My Home,  at Last . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As Dawn cracks The Sky,  Again 
 

(  Her Wings,  unFurl . . . 
 
 
 
 

�  
�

She gives Me,   
 

All that She gives Me, 
 

yes,  This,  I know rings True, 
 

She loves Me,  because She loves  
 

Me,  yes,  This,  is My Life,  aNew, 
 

She sends Me,  Ever She sends Me, 
 

yes,  This,  to Heaven I am Cast, 
 

She holds Me,  inSighed She  
 

enFolds Me,  oh yes,   
 

This,  is Home,   
 

     at Last . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 

     to reveal,  The Heart,  of The Butterfly . . . ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

              OO  

                                      ^^ 
                                            ^^ 

 
August Moon 

 
 
 
 
 
 

    ~~~~~~~~*  
         ~~~~*  
             * 

   She rolls in every Once in a While, 
             * 

             and spreads HerSelf Out along 
             * 

                  The Forgotten Beaches of Our 
             * 

                Tideworn Existence,  washing 
             * 

        Them clean with ageless Waves 
             * 

      of Her thunderously patient Heart . . . 
                                                            *                                                         * 
                                                       *                                                      * 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Avatar,  Bound 
 

(  for Glory  ) 
 
 
 
 

I sail across The Infinite Sea, 
 

following The Path of Grace, 
 

where I am gone will only be, 
 

in The Arms of Her Embrace, 
 

I sail in The Light of Eternity, 
 

to know The Joy of Her Face, 
 

for within Her Eyes I will see, 
 

      My Soul at Rest,  by Her Lace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

by a melancholy sea 
 
 
 
 
 
 

standing,  along a remote,  windswept shoreline,  
 

the moon's pale countenance leaving most  
 

everything to chance,  in a half-light  
 

of certainty upon all it surveys,  
 

as waves march,  in endless  
 

procession,  resolute,  in  
 

this ordered abandon,  
 

rushing to embrace  
 

their own demise,  
 

drowning his cries  
 

of faith beneath the  
 

onslaught,  silenced to  
 

insignificance,  his heart  
 

grown numb to the distance 
 

between alive and alone and all  
 

that remains seem lost,  washed from  
 

the sands of his soul,  and held,  for Ever,  
 

     among the promises,  and the prints,  of tides . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

By All Means 
 

(  Necessary  ) 
  
  
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 

       i  * * 
*   *   *     * 

*                  * 
*                    * 
*                    * 
*                    * 
*                    * 
*                    * 
*                      * 

every Breath She takes,   
 

be it Gladness,  or Sadness,   
 

I shall engulf within  
 

My Sea of Devotion, 
 

I shall carry Her Tears in  
 

The Palm of My Hand,  until  
 

They become Diamonds,  on  
 

The Shores of Eden,  and  
 

I shall bring forth 
 

The Sound of Her Laughter,  in 
 

      and far beyond,  The Frontiers,  of This Universe . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CaveDweller 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
I  
 

intend to explore, 
 

�      The Caverns of Your Mine,     �  
 

and The Canyon, 
 

of  
 

�  
 
 
 
 

      My Dreams . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Chrysalis 
  

(  Lo’,  and BeHold  ) 
  
  
  

�  
      

fff rrrooommm   
      

SSSooommmeeeWWWhhheeerrreee,,,   
      

dddeeeeeeppp   iii nnn   HHHiii sss   MMM iii nnnddd’’’ sss   EEEyyyeee,,,   
      

SSShhheee   lll aaayyy   iii nnn   TTThhheee   PPPaaalll mmm   ooofff    HHHiii sss   HHHaaannnddd,,,   
      

aaasss   TTThhheee   CCCaaattthhheeedddrrraaalll    ooofff    SSStttaaarrrsss   ssslll ooowwwlll yyy   ssswwwiii rrr lll eeeddd,,,   
      

yyyeeesss,,,      wwwiii ttthhh   TTThhheee   GGGrrraaaccceee   ooofff    SSSwwwaaannnsss,,,      TTThhheeeyyy   tttwwwiii rrr lll eeeddd,,,   
      

                  fff ooorrr    TTThhheeeyyy   wwweeerrreee   aaasss   MMM aaannnyyy,,,      aaasss   wwweeerrreee   GGGrrraaaiii nnnsss   ooofff    SSSaaannnddd   ...   ...   ...   
      

AAA lll lll    HHHeee   hhhaaaddd   EEEvvveeerrr    wwwaaannnttteeeddd,,,      AAA lll lll    HHHeee   hhhaaaddd   EEEvvveeerrr    wwwiii ssshhheeeddd,,,   
      

aaasss   HHHeee   gggaaazzzeeeddd,,,      aaattt    HHHiii sss   DDDooommmiii nnniii ooonnn,,,      fff rrrooommm   HHHiii ggghhh   AAA bbbooovvveee,,,   
      

ttthhhaaattt    NNNooowww,,,      iii nnn   TTThhhiii sss   TTTiii mmmeee,,,      aaannnddd   HHHeeerrreee,,,      iii nnn   TTThhhiii sss   PPPlll aaaccceee,,,   
      

               wwwaaasss   bbbooorrrnnn   TTThhheee   SSSeeeaaasssooonnn   aaannnddd   TTThhheee   RRReeeaaasssooonnn   fff ooorrr    LLL ooovvveee   ...   ...   ...   
      

wwwiii ttthhh   aaa   WWWiii nnnkkk   aaannnddd   aaa   NNNoooddd,,,      fff rrrooommm   AAA lll lll MMM iii ggghhhtttyyy   GGGoooddd,,,   
      

HHHeeerrr    EEEmmmeeerrrgggeeennnccceee   bbbeeegggaaannn,,,      fff ooorrr    AAA lll lll    tttooo   SSSeeeeee,,,      aaasss   
      

HHHeeerrr    WWWiii nnngggsss,,,      TTThhheeeyyy   uuunnnFFFuuurrr lll eeeddd,,,      wwwhhhiii lll eee   
      

TTThhheee   LLL iii ggghhhttt ,,,      ooofff    TTThhhiii sss   WWWooorrr lll ddd,,,   
      

pppooouuurrreeeddd   FFFooorrr ttthhh,,,      fff rrrooommm   
      

HHHeeerrr    HHHeeeaaarrr ttt ,,,      tttooo   
      

                  MMM eee   ...   ...   ...   
      

��� ���
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

DawnsQuest 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 

�                                     �  
 

on The Wings,  of A Pheonix,  I sail, 
 

over Azure Waves,  that mirror The Heavens, 
 

amid swirling Ivory Thunderheads,  The Palace of Rain, 
 

where Majestic Pillars of Granite soar,  The Sentinels of Creation, 
 

      flying My Faithful Zephyr,  EverMore,  in Relentless Pursuit,  of A Dream . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Deliverance 
 

(  unChained Melodies  ) 
 
 
 
 

Music is to The Heart,  what 
 

Poetry is to The Soul, 
 

      Freedom . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

domiNation 
 

(  rul ‘er  ) 
 
 
 
 

      nEverWill,  nEverMore,  nEverAgain . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

EarthenWhere 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Such,  are The Blessings,  
 

of The Fruits of The Tree,  
 

Such,  are The Blessings,  
 

     of The Gifts born of Thee . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

*                                                                                                 * 
*                                                                                              * 
*                                                                                          * 

*                                                                                     * 
*                                                                                * 
*                             EverBeam                             * 

*                                                                      *  
*                                                                * 

*                                                         * 
*                                                  * 

*                                          * 
*                                 * 

*                       * 
*           *       

* 
     

You, 
 

are My Sunshine, 
 

My Only 
 

      Sunshine . . . 

    ����
You, 

 
make Me Happy, 

 
for Ever, 

 
      and A Day . . . 

    ����
You, 

 
will Always know, 

 
how much I 

 
      love You . . . 

    ����
You, 

 
will never fade, 

 
My Sunshine, 

 
      Away . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 

      Angel,  whenever I say these words to Myself,  I can never finish,  without crying . . . 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

. . . to be Here . . . 
 
 

. . . with You . . . 
 
 

. . . is to be . . . 
 
 

. . . There . . . 
 
 

. . . with . . . 
 
 

. . . You . . . 
 
 

. . . because . . . 
 
 

. . . You are My . . . 
 
 

. . . EveryWhere . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

OO  

          ̂ ^ 
                 ̂^ 

 
EyeLandSees 

 
 
 
 

 ~~~~�  
     ~~�  

�  
Come,  Angel,  sail with  

 
Me,  on The FriendShip, 

 
Ever,  Always,  and True, 

�  
We will  

�  
wander to FarAway Places, 

 
Exotic,  Erotic,  and New, 

 
We will discover Our Selves, 

�  
oh,  yes, 

�  
Wonders of Me,  Splendors of You, 

 
Treasures We are,  Pearls,  of Rain, 

 
Captured Jewels,  so Rare,  so Few, 

�  
that forms  

�  
The Heart,  of The Diamond  

 
We share,  The Vessel We  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~    
call,  Ever,  Always,   

 
      and True . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

EyeSoar 
 

(  ‘til Then  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

as 
 

Ever casts 
 

a Time-worn Look, 
 

upon All that Hope is to be, 
 

Vista Grand,  Always seems to stand, 
 

     beyond The Moon,  The Misbegotten,  and Me . . . 
 

�                                                                                   �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Falcon’s Cry 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and I wonder,  what She looks like, 
 

The Precious Dawn of Grace, 
 

still never have I Ever, 
 

seen The Glory, 
 

      of Her Face . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Fallen,  from Grace 
 

(  Where Ever Was  ) 
 
 
 

  * ~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 * ~~~~~~ 
* 
*  

so, 
 

Some 
  

have said, 
 

They had seen, 
 

Ever,  walking among 
 

The Skies Beyond,  searching 
 

for All The Days of Infinity,  following 
 

      The Light of The Millennia,  The Path of His Desire . . . 
 

and Some,  have said,  They had heard 
��� ���� ���� �                      ��� ���� ���� �                      ��� ���� ���� �                      ��� ���� ���� �    

Ever,  talking softly to The Wind,  of 
 

Patience,  and of Purpose,  and of 
 

A Promise made to Remember, 
 

of finding A Rose,  as lovely 
 

      as The Smile,  of God . . . 
 

and Some,  have said, 
 

They had found,  Ever, 
 

lost,  among The Folly of Men, 
 

looking for Rhyme,  listening for Reason,   
 

wearing The Chains of Freedom,  around His Heart, 
 

trying to understand,  why The Flames of Blind Desire,  burned   
 

      a Hole,  in The Sun . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FireLight  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      “ Father,  how long will The Universe go on ? . . . ” 
 
 

      “ For as long as Ever,  loves Always,  My Son . . . ” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Flamant 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      to the FLAMe IN you i GO . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FloraFauna 
 
 
 
 

�  
* 
* 

remember,  My Children, 
 

The Gift of Life 
 

is but a Flower, 
 

     in a Garden of Stone . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Flyin’Horse 
 
 
 
 
 
 

lead Me not,  into Temptation,  grant Mine Eyes The Sign,  of Love, 
 

     and I will gather Every Diamond,  graced within Your Sky,  Above . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For All,  She is Worth 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Measure,  of a Man,   
 

is inVersely Proportional to  
 

     The Lines on a Woman’s Face . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Always,  Was 
 

(  Once More  ) 
 
 
       
 

      and Ever,  will Be,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Fragrant Bouquet 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Very Breath of You,  Angel . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Freedom’s Wish 
 

(  Air Borne  ) 
 
 
 
 

He gazes down into His Great Hands,  open Now,  to The Sun, 
 

and watches Her Splendor unFold,  and slowly,  so as not to 
 

crack The Sky,  lifts The Butterfly to His Lips,  bathing 
 

Her in The Sweet Breath of His Compassion, 
 

      and blows Her,  Away . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

GalaxSea 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      if Ever it could Be,  that Eternity is,  what You are to Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

gListening 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Your Light,  is so Radiant,  I can hear It . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  All The Way from Heaven  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Golden DelicioUs 
 

(  lying in The Summer Sun  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Sweetness,  of The Fruit,  shall bless The Tongue, 
 

     when The Seeds of Hope,  find purchase,  in Your Soil . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Grin Blossoms 
 
 
 
 
 
 

upon Your Precious Upturned Face, 
 

     I will lay Again,  The Kiss of Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Guinevere 
 

(  Pretty Princess  ) 
 
 
 
 

bless The Gates of This Kingdom,  with Your Presence, 
 

     and crumble The Walls of My Castle,  with Your Smile . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

HallMark  
 
 
 
 

Hope is what I will give You, 
 

and Shelter from Your troubles, 
 

perhaps too,  a Smile,  and a Wink, 
 

plenty of Kindness,  and a Hug or two, 
 

     yes,  All these Things,  I will give to You . . .  
 

Because Your Heart is My Heart,  and 
 

i will Cherish,  Care,  and Comfort You, 
 

remembering Always that I do Need You, 
 

to give My Love Sanctuary,  and Harmony, 
 

happiness, and a Reason to Exist,  for All the 
 

days,  and All The Ways of Life,  Together, 
 

and Darling,  All I have,  is This to give 
 

     you,  a Whisper,  a Promise,  a Wish . . . 
 

in Honor of Your Birthday, 
 

and for The Grace You  
 

bring to this World, 
 

and to My Life, 
 

I thank You, 
 

I love You, 
 

     All Ways . . . 
i 
* 

*  * 
  *    * 
  *   * 
 **     **   
**   **   
**   

      **   
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

HeartPath 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Way to You . . . . . . . is The Way to Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Heavy Metal 
 

(  Hell’s Angels  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

The Rage, 
 

�        of The Friends,  of      �  
 

      The Earth . . . 
 
 

�  
 
 

The Myriad, 
 

�       The 10,000 Points,      �  
 

      of Her Light . . . 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Herald,  Angel 
 

(  Sing  )  
 
 
 
 

As The Lilies sway,  inside The Wind’s Ballet, 
 

and The Moon,  slowly turns,  to face The Sky, 
 

while Might Be walks,  with Come What May, 
 

     Her Smile is The Sight,  of The Reason,  Why . . . 
�
�
�
�
�
�
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Arms,  of Your Mind  
 
 
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
  **           **   
**         **   
**   **   
**   
i 

Your Stories paint Our Picture, 
 

with The Brush of Your Heart, 
 
 

Your Words dance The Pages, 
 

as Though,  They were Liquid, 
 
 

You weave a Web of Passion, 
 

to thrill,  to entice,  to enthrall, 
 
 

while Your Thoughts,  become The Landscape, 
 

     of A Portrait,  My Mind,  shall for Ever,  recall . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

in The Land,  of Yon 
 

(  to A Child,  of The Knight  ) 
 
 
 
 

oh Angel, 
 

sleep Safe, 
 

sleep Well, 
 

sleep Right 
 

      in Her Sight . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

InnerNet 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

It 
 

Always  
 

pains Me greatly, 
 

so wells a Tear in My Eye, 
 

for those Times,  I cannot tell You, 
 

     Thank Yous,  I Love Yous,  and Good-byes . . . 
�                                                                                  �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

InSite 
 

(  of an EyeGlass  ) 
 
 
 
 

there are no Meadows,  She has not walked, 
 

nor Tale,  nor Truth,  She has not talked, 
 

no Maze or Mystery She has yet unlocked, 
 

no Sea unsailed,  nor Port,  undocked, 
 

no Chore undone,  nor Door,   
 

unknocked,   
 

no Moment lost,   
 

or Time,  unclocked,  for 
 

One and All,  no Cries unrocked, 
 

      because in Her Arms,   have Angels flocked . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

IonSky 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                         ignites The Sun . . . 
 
 

in The Morning, 
 
 

                                                      Your Whisper, 
 
 
                                                    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Liberty  
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Bell tolls,  for Thee,  and Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MagnaCumLaude 
 
 
 
 
 
 

when I scream Your Name, 
 

while in The Throes of 
 

The Cascades of 
 

The Ecstasy 
 

      of Love . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Moody Blue 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and Yes,  Angel, 
                                                                         *    *    *    *    *    *    *  

I am very sure, 
                                                          *    *    *    *    *    *    * 

I fell in Love 
 

with You, 
 

on a 
v 

     Tuesday Afternoon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MoonWater 
 
 
 
 
 
 

She is not just The Place,  where Your Passion,  resides, 
 

     She is Always,  The Peace,  and The Princess,  of Tides . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Nocturna 
 
 
 
 
 
 

You are The Breath of Beauty, 
 

My Wishful Wind, 
 

and Grace yet untouched, 
 
 

You are The October Moon, 
 

My Autumn Sky, 
 

and Seas yet unsailed, 
 
 

You are The Love of Man, 
 

My Sacred Song, 
 

and Music yet unheard, 
 
 

You are The Midnight Sun, 
 

My Precious Star, 
 

      and Tomorrows yet unborn . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NonPareil 
 
 
 
 
 
 

You are Peerless, 
 

You have No Equal, 
 

You are The Only, 
 

     One,  of A Kind . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NoseCandy 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Your Fragrant Mist . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

oh,  and Those Ruby Slippers 
 

(  tap Your Heals  ) 
 
 
 
 

      One’s Size,  fits All . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

On and On 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      You are The Light,  in My Window . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One,  by One 
 

    **   
  **   
**   
** **   

  **     **   
    **         **   
  *    * 
 *  * 
** 
* 
i 

SentiMentalists,  are Those who travel,  across Heaven, 
 

bearing Stories,  of The Days when conVersing  
 

with God was Simplicity ItSelf,  as It  
 

surfaced,  in The Front of 
 

Your Mind,  drifting,   
 

turning,  and quietly 
 

waiting to be captured 
 

by The Speed of Thought,   
 

then moving as Liquid through  
 

The Moments before Until,  to finally  
 

      come to rest in The Distance,  between U and I . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Pandora’s Promise 
 

(  to Return  ) 
 
 
 
 

without The Eyes of Patience,  You cannot see, 
 

and to know Tolerance,  is to know,  All Else, 
 

Acceptance is an Act in The Play of Grace,   
 

The Reward,  is The Art of Compassion, 
 

Compassion weds Understanding and 
 

Forgiveness,  The Child of Both is 
 

The Meadow,  where grows The  
 

Flower of Love,  and Love, 
 

is The Meaning of Life, 
 

The Virtue,  of Your 
 

Universal Heart, 
 

as The Quality 
 

of Your Life is 
 

measured,  by Living,  Loving, 
 

     Learning,  Laughing,  and Lasting . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Peer Amid 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

My 
 

Dearest, 
 

come Close, 
 

take My Hand 
 

and We,  will walk 
 

to a Place,  within Us,   
 

where The Light of Grace  
 

will shine once more,  a Place  
 

where the Dreams of Children fly,   
 

upon the Wings of a Promise,  a Place  
 

where forgotten tears of All Things Dear, 
 

fall into The River of Time,  to flow Onward,   
 

toward The Loving Arms of Remember,  a Place  
 

where The Hopes that ly in The Hearts of Lovers All,   
 

     are born within The Smile,  on The Face,  of Tomorrow . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

PrimaVista 
 
 

*  * ���� *  *  
The First Time, 

 
when I see Your Face, 

 
will be as The Dawn, 

 
caresses Your 

 
      Grace . . . 

 
� � � �  

The First Time, 
 

when I touch Your Skin,  will 
 

be when The Light You  
 

give,  I will feel  
 

      from Within . . . 
 
 

The First Time, 
 

when I hear Your Voice, 
 

will be when My Heart, 
 

     surrenders by Choice . . . 
 
 

The First Time, 
 

when I see  
 

Your Eyes, 
 

I will know 
 

where 
 

Eternity 
 

      lies . . . 
 

and The First Time, 
 

when I see Your Face, 
 

will be as I am lying inside, 
 

     Your Smile’s Embrace . . . 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

QuestIon 
 

(  what is Love  ) 
 
 
 
 

      The Woman of My Soul . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Raison d’Etre 
 
 
 

�  

��������  
I live 

 
 to write 

 
of love 

 
      of U . . . 

�������� ����
I live 

 
to feel 

 
in love 

 
      of U . . . 

�������� ����
I live 

 
to know 

 
the love 

 
      of U . . . 

�������� ����
I live 

 
to love 

 
the love 

 
      of U . . . 

�������� ����
I love 

 
to live 

 
in love 

 
      of U . . . 

�������� ����
I love 

 
to love 

 
the love 

 
      of U . . . 

�������� ����
� �
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ReVerb 
 
 
 
 
 
 

You asked Me how long I will stay, 
 

and were told For Ever and,  A Day, 
 

You asked Me why I chose You,   
          

does an Echo choose what  
 

       to say ? . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ride in The Kiss,  Sir 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One of These Days,  Angel, 
 

to The Moon,  Baby, 
 

     to The Moon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sea of Tranquility 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Moon,  is but a Mirror,  of Your Radiance . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Shepherd’s Moon 
 

(  on High  ) 
 
 
  

              **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

Your Brilliance,  overshadows 
 

All who came,  Before,  and 
 

      All who came,  Once More . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SlipStream 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Air,  shimmers with Expectation, 
 

as if My Thoughts would crack The Sky, 
 

My Heart cannot contain The Rush of Joy, 
 

of knowing You exist, 
 

of knowing You reCall, 
 

      of knowing You love Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Place,  We will be, 
 

when I sing to You, 
 

when We meet 
 

at The Point 
 

of Infinity, 
 

will be 
 

�  
 

     SomeWhere,  My Love . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SoundGardenSuite 
 

(  Ode to Joy  ) 
 
 
 
 

The Climax,  of Your Voice, 
 

is The Symphony,  of 
 

The Ecstasy, 
 

      of Love . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Spectral Ballet 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Your Body is The Template, 
 

from which All Beauty, 
 

Form,  and Grace 
 

of Design is  
 

achieved, 
 

within 
 

The 
 

      Pantheon of Perfection . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Cause Way 
 

(  aCross  ) 
 
 
 
 

to The Sand,  Always came The Foam, 
 

     for The Sand,  to The Sea,  was Home . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Face,  on The Page 
 

(  My Muse  ) 
 
 
 
 

      and This,  is The Way,  We dance . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Goodness,  of A Woman 
 
 
 
 
 
 

is Ever proportional to a Man’s Ability to understand,  and acknowledge, 
 

the deeply inherent Qualities of Compassion,  and Devotion,  that She 
 

      possesses,  and without which,  His Conquest of Paradise,  is lost . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  The Art,  of Surrender  ) 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Grace of Wings 
 
 
 
 

     * 
  *  * 

 *      * 
*          * 

 
and flying,, 

 
in The Windows, 

 
of Each Other’s Eyes, 

 
as The Light of Dawn 

 
wraps Them, 

                           *                       *                         * 
*       *                                         *       * 

��� �                  within Her Music,                                  *  

*       *                                         *       * 
                           *                       *                         * 

They behold, 
 

a Diamond of Hearts, 
 

in The Palace of Rain, 
 

on The Sunrise, 
 

     of Ecstasy . . . 
 

*            * 
*       * 
  *  * 
     * 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The MeadowLands 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     Your Field,  of My Dreams . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Might Knot  
 
 
 
 
 
 

No matter I walked The Days of Infinity, 
 

to hand Her One Rose, 
 

No matter how ardently I affirm My Eternal 
 

and complete Adoration of Her, 
 

No matter how deeply I speak from My Heart, 
 

of My Love,  and undying Devotion, 
 

No matter how resolute My Promises of Honor, 
 

Fidelity,  Trust and unwavering Friendship, 
 

No matter The Light of The Millennia,  cast from 
 

a Distant Fire,  is The Path of My Desire for Her, 
 

No matter The Song of Avalon,  The Echo of All 
 

My Dreams,  Eons in coming,  is really My Cry  
 

of Faith, 
 

for 
 

certain, 
 

Her Heart, 
 

  says,  “ Not ”, 
 

alas,  what is 
 

a Gordian, 
 

        to do ? . . . 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Number,  of The Sun 
 

(  Infinity  ) 
 
 
 
 

A Sun shines 
 

His Love to All and 
 

His All He holds  
 

so Dear, 
 

yet, 
 

He dares  
 

not His Hopes to  
 

fall,  and fall They 
 

      do,  each Tear . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Pale Blue Dot 
 

(  whereEver,  He could be  ) 
 
 
 
 

as Her Eyes,  regard The Horizon, 
 

She walks along The Tidal Slope, 
 

Always,  searches for Her Reason, 
 

     on Her Face,  A Glimmer of Hope . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Path,  of My Desire 
 

(  come,  from a Distant Fire  ) 
 
 
 
 

for The Reason Y,  is 
 

as old as Rhyme, 
 

old as Time, 
 

Infinity 
 

Itself, 
 

One 
 

      Love . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Sea,   Misty One 
 
 
 
 

One Day,  You and I, 
 

will stroll along The Sand, 
 

Hand in Hand,  Hearts as One, 
 

where Waves make Thunder, 
 

a Roar of Lions, 
 

where the World is hidden, 
 

from Our Secret,  Forgotten,  Eden, 
 

where Fireflies laugh at The Moon, 
 

and a Myriad of Candles wait, 
 

      as does,  Infinity . . . 
 

for Our Light, 
 

from a Distant Sky, 
 

is The Path of Our Desire, 
 

with The Fire of Life in Our Eyes, 
 

as We walk,  a Bridge of Gold awaits, 
 

crossing a Land of Eternal Kindness, 
 

where the sweet Breath of Angels 
 

      is The Sound of Pure Light . . . 
 

and The Light is Her Twilight Path, 
 

Her Rain of Joy,  Her Grace,  and borne 
 

on a Wish of a Promise,  on a Kiss of Always, 
 

on The Wings of Ten Thousand Butterflies,  and  
 

swimming,  Ever closer,  to The Sea of Glass,  is 
 

The Echo,  The Web of Dreams,  swimming in 
 

The Skies of Heaven,  with The Dolphins, 
 

in The GalaxSea of You and Me, 
 

under The Misty Waves, 
 

     of Avalon . . . 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Second,  Coming 
 

(  at Last  ) 
 
 
 
 

when All at Once,   
 

I shall see Your Face,   
 

      for The First Time,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Wings,  of Grace 
 
 
 
 

and far,  far away,  in a Land of Endless Grace,  with a Night of Ten  
 

Thousand Suns,  The Eyes of Heaven cease Their Vigil,  to witness,  and to  
 

     wonder of this Promenade of Eden,  this Choreography of Paradise . . . 
 

and with A Majesty of Swans,  The Mother of Dawn slowly raises 
 

      Her Hand,  brushes The Tears from Her Face,  and nods Her Head . . . 
 

The Angelic Warrior,  Soldier of Virtue,  without name or number, 
 

gracefully turns His Mien of Valor to face His Legion of Stars,  Her  
 

Children of The Clouds . . . scanning the Night Sky,  on His Boots of  
 

Yellow Fire,  with The Power of Infinite Love,  thundering as The Roar  
 

of Lions through His Soul,  He lifts His Sword of Truth,  and points toward 
 

Destiny,  a brilliant blue Planet of The Sea,  and,  as a Golden Wind,  as an Echo,   
 

     HHee  wwhhiissppeerrss . . . 
 

*   *   *  
 

The Light,  of The Millennia, 
 

cast,  from a Distant Fire, 
 

roam,  It will,  forEver, 
 

      The Path,  of My Desire . . . 
 

*   *   *  
 

and The Light of a Candle, 
 

borne from The Heart of a Child, 
 

borne from a Sea of Glass,  reflects 
 

on His gleaming Blade of Honor,  and 
 

      flies through The Windows,  of Her Eyes . . . 
 

and,  as if The Skies of Heaven were to crack 
 

      from the Intensity of Her Love,  She smiles,  Again . . . 
 

and within The Time of A Wink,  and The Gift of A Promise, 
 

The Chariots of The Sun,  fly Away on Her Twighlight Path,  spiriting Them, 
 

       Guardians All,  on Their Voyage to The Sea,  a Voyage of Kings,  on Her River,  of Light . . . 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Wink,  and The Promise 
 

(  of Hope  ) 
 
 
 
 

as Great Legions of Stars,  quietly ponder Their Proper Place 
 

within The Great Wheel of Change,  as The Eyes of Heaven 
 

remember,  for Whom The Bell has Rung,  and,  for Whom 
 

The Balance is Hung,  as 
 

One Day walks with Let 
 

It Be,  sharing The Path 
 

of We shall See,  as ’Lo  
 

and Behold,  whisper to 
 

Because,  while It Is So 
 

nods,  to So It Was,  as 
 

All Things Dear,  begin 
 

Their Story,  and Truth, 
 

speaks of Grace,  in The 
 

 Telling,  of Her Glory,  I, 
 

Ever,  bow My Head in The Presence of Always,  when in  
 

The Distance,  from a Pale Blue Gem in a dark Velvet Sky, 
 

      come Sounds of Children,  laughing in The Reign,  of Why . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Then 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Angel, 
 

it is no longer 
 

ii ff, 
 

it is 
 

     When . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

These,  The Pages,  of Life 
 

(  Before Me  ) 
 
 
 
 

if,  by Chance,  I find Thee, 
 

gazing out across The Way, 
 

know that I shall find Thee, 
 

     within Every Word,  I pray . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      All We have,  is what We are . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This Heart of (Y)Ours 
 

(  My Angel’s Missive  ) 
 
 
 

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

“ There will never be darkness between Us, 
 

The Light of Truth must abide, 
 

for to give My Soul to You, 
 

        My Heart must never cry ” . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      ThoughtWater . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

. . . is a Tear in My Eye, 
 

when I look at The Sky, 
 

and I think of Why, 
 

I love You, 
 

and how 
 

I miss 
 

You 
 

      and . . . 
 

please 
 

excuse Me, 
 

Angel,  I must 
 

have Something in 
 

My Eye,  for it happens 
 

Every Time,  I think,  of I 
 

love Yous,  I miss Yous, 
 

      and Good-byes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

TurnHer  
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and if 
 

Your Heart 
 

can hear This Song, 
 

      U don’t need,  another Hero . . . 
�                                                      �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

TwelvethNight 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One Day,  of loving You, 
 

     is A Month,  of SunDeis . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Universal Flower 
 

(  The FragranSea  ) 
 
 
 
 

��� ���� �   
��� ���� �             **             ��� ���� �   

**         **         **   
flowing,  in The Music of Her Voice,  is The Sound,  of The Sweetest River,   

*                                                                                                                                                                * 
a Cool Embrace,  of All Things Dear,  and Always,  remembered, 

*                                                                                                                             * 
a Living Testament of Faith,  and The Kiss of God’s Grace, 

*                                                                                                       * 
a Jewel of Hope’s Compassion,  a Haven of Patience, 

*                   *                                                                                      *                  * 
a Touch,  as delicate,  as An Angel’s Whisper,   

*        *                                                                          *        * 
a Pool of Innocence lying in every Tear, 

*                                                                      * 
falling,  from The Windows of  

*                                                       * 
 of Her Eyes,  for All The 

*                                        * 
Promises,  broken, 

*                             * 
All Those Days 
*                     * 
enduring The 
*                 * 

Wait,  for 
 

a Love, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 A 
 L 
W E 
 A  V 
 Y  E 
 S  R 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Weaver 
 
 
 
 
 
 

if I laced every Moment of Your Life together,  with 
 

FFiinnee  SSii llvveerr   TThhrr eeaadd, 
 

      more precious would They be,  than a Web of Pearls . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

When Tomorrow Becomes Until 
 

(  while Today holds The Key  ) 
 
 
 
 

Then,  The Rose will shed It’s Thorns, 
       

      under The Light that shines from Thee . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WillowBe 
 
 
 
 
 
 

as Your Breeze blows across My Sea, 
 

      it is only for Ever,  do I think of Thee . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Wisdom’s Pearls 
 

(  StringFellow  ) 
 
 
 
 

There waits a Myriad of Hearts,  still crying to be found, 
 

longing for The Place where All Dreams of Children go, 
 

and until as Long as Silence,  yearns to breathe a Sound, 
 

      I will tell Them All Her Story,  of the only Place I know . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Twelfth DoveTale 
 
 
 

The Symphony of Moments 
 
 
 
 

so 
as ’Lo 

and Behold,   
stand at The Edge 

of Wonder,  The Parting 
of The Waves of The IcanSea, 

move as Liquid Glass,  into All that  
Ever’s Eyes survey,  and with The Magic 

found only in Fairy Tales,  The Waters rise up 
to form crystalline Portals into The Heart of Always, 

where stands,  Her Myriad,  of Angels,  The Ten Thousand 
Rays of Illumination,  so brilliant,  in All Their Glory,  and Their  

Heads bowed low in The Presence of Their Supreme Majesty . . . and as 
Ever falls to His Knees in The Beauty of This Moment,  He begins to remember 

All the Things that have been so long forgotten,  on this His Journey toward Salvation, 
which began in The Throes,  of His blind and deliberate Desire,  to search,  for All,  that He 

      could only Ever find,  in The Place,  that He never should have left behind,  and that Place,  is This . . . 
and in The Rush of Regret pouring through His Heart,  and The Call of His Disgrace still as 

clear as The Light that shines upon EveryThing,  He cannot bear the Wait of His Tears,   
and They begin to fall on the very Point,  where He once stood,  so far Ago,  so 

long Away . . . yet All of The Days labored in the Fields of His Abandon, 
All The Moments gathered in The Wake of His Sorrows,  All The 

Tears He could Ever cry could never fill The Magnitude of 
The Well of Her Loneliness,  nor The Measure of Her 

Devotion,  and these very Things were not only 
The Essences,  of The Light that He had  

followed,  but were The Echoes, 
of The Light,  that Always, 

brought Him,  Home, 
and He is Ever, 

so crying,   
      still . . . 

 
 

 
 

and in the Sun-dappled Shade of a lone Willow,  and nigh by The Bend in a River of Forgiveness,  

The Jewels of a Universe gaze down upon a Child,  who holds a MockingBird free,  in The Wink of 

His Eye,  and a Ribbon,  of a sapphired Blue,  in His trembling,  yet quite resolute Hands,  and in 

a single Flash of Brilliance,  and of Understanding,,  as His Heart came to know,  what His Soul 

had set out to find,  so long wrapped in The Mystery of The Voices of The Pageant of Lilies now 

arrayed before Him,  and suspended from The Ribbon by a fine and silver Thread,  brought from 

The Tapestry of God’s Infinite Grace,  was The Very Key,  to The Very Kingdom,  of Heaven . . . 

 
 



 
The ForGiving 

 
 
 

The Embrace 
 
 
 

. . .  off in the distance,  you hear the sounds of my engine,  my Iron Horse,  guttural,  throaty,  as 
with the roar of lions,  stroking the Night with the awesome Power of Love . . . 

 
. . . you are wrapped in the throes of anticipation never felt before . . . a fire in your Soul,  a rage of 
Ecstasy that brings tears to your eyes,  and a Promise,  a Whisper of Fulfillment . . . 

 
. . . the tread of my boot echoes through the Night,  as i climb the stairway to your Heart,  to your 
Wonder,  to your arms,  to your fragrant Mist . . . 

 
. . . lying there,  your flesh burns icy hot,  a fevered rush of Desire . . . your eyes close to the 
Mystery about to unfold,  and your body hums electric . . . 
 
. . . i shed the raiment of the world from my stride,  and don The Crown of Glory . . . slowly i drift 
through the corridors of your Heart,  and now,  oh so close,  is the Doorway to Paradise . . . 
 
. . . you have abandoned all self-possession,  your Surrender will be complete,  EverLasting,  and 
Eternal . . . your body undulates exquisitely,  to the rhythm of your Heart . . . 
 
. . . i move quietly to your soft silhouette,  and behold The Radiance of your Smile,  a Beacon of 
Beauty,  in what is now a Sea of Joy,  a Sheathing of scarlet Fire . . . 
 
. . . you raise your hand to mine,  The Touch of Lightning,  and i raise you to my arms,  and enfold 
you within a Veil of Rapture,  your feet never to grace this Earth again,  as i lift your Spirit to 
Heaven,  unbound . . . 
 
. . . i carry my sweet burden to The Edge of Always,  and stare into The Galaxies of Her Eyes,  and 
she wraps her Music around me,  as I enter her Canyon of Dreams . . . 
 
. . . The Portal to The Sea allows Natures Wind to tenderly bathe us,  and The Moon to paint us 
with golden Light . . . shimmering Prisms of Passion,  a perfect Luminescence of Desire . . . 
 
. . . we rock,  and sway,  with the motion of The Waves creating quiet thunder on The Sand . . . 
Time ceases It’s relentless Path,  to witness,  and to wonder,  of This Voyage of Stars,  a Union of 
Suns,  a Fusion of Enchantment . . . 
 
. . . our bodies melt to a single,  indivisible Entity,  for Ever bound by The Chains of Awakening,  
of spiritual Nirvana,  as we tremble together in Cascades of Eruption,  in the magnificent Freedom 
of Release . . . 
 

*     *     * 
 

as The Sentinel of Night slowly fades from Existence,  and falls below The Sea’s Horizon,  a glow 
in The Eastern sky,  born from The Heart of The Universe,  slowly rises . . . She is The Morning,  
and She has come to bless Her Children of The Clouds . . . 
 
and with Peace in His Heart,  and Love in His Soul,  He gently lays His Angel down,  sleeping,  
Her Dreams of Eagles,  soaring . . . He regards Her Face with Tears in His Eyes,  and places His 
Kiss upon Her Lips,  and lays down beside Her,  and closes His Eyes,  to join Her,  on Their 
Journey . . . through The Gates,  of Dawn . . . 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Chain,  of Suns 
 
 
 
 
 
 

seen in The Depths of Her Eyes,   
 

reflecting The Ribbons,  of Fire, 
 

     flying a Cross,  Her Cyan Skies . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Vow,  for Always,  to Be 
 

(  Loved  ) 
 
 
 
 

My 
 

     Dearest . . . 
 
 
 
i 

I have,  I am,  I can,  and I will, 
 

      devote My Life,  to U,  unconditionally . . . 
 

and,  no Matter,  where U are,  what U are doing, 
 

where U live,  where U work,  where U go,  or where U stay, 
 

      I will,  Ever,  begin Each and Every Day,  by thanking God,  U exist . . . 
 

and I will love,  cherish,  honor,  and obey,  Each and Every Aspect,  of Your Life's 
 

Aspirations,  with due and diligent Patience,  Respect,  Trust,  and Understanding,  for as Long, 
 

as We both,  shall Live, 
 

      as One . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Always,  The Reason 
 

(  to Believe  ) 
 
 
 
 

      and the star which they had seen at its rising went ahead of them . . . 
 
 

                                                                                                                                           Matthew 2:9 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

And Peace,  Be Upon U 
 

(  an Echo,  Again  ) 
 
 

 
[  begins The Ceremony with The Sound of Thunder  ] 
 
WellCome EveryOne,  and thankU for being Here . . . because . . . 
 
[  begins the lighting of the Wedding Candles by the Bride and Groom  ] 
 
Your Hearts,  and Your Souls,  are The Essence of Friendship,  for They are The Jewels,  in The Richness of Our 
Lives,  so Light a Sea of Candles,  with The Fires of Your Spirit,  and lace a Ribbon of Love,  around this Web,  
of Pearls . . . 
 
on This Day,  We are gathered,  Here and Now,  to Witness and to Wonder,  of The Union of Hope,  and 
FullFillMeant,  in whose Name,  and before U,  are Ever,  and Always,  and so We are standing,  in The Light,  
of All Things Dear . . . 
 
[  begins the recitation of The Echo  ] 
 
and on This Day,  there shall come a Sound,  soft and slow,  yet with enduring Rhythm,  rising as a Golden 
Wind,  to capture The Heart of This Man,  and to embrace The Soul of This Woman . . . and from This Moment 
on,  until All Moments fade,  The Sound shall be known,  as The Breath,  of Angels . . . 
 
and Now,  Alone Together,  with The Fire of Life in Your Eyes,  U will stand,  with Hearts as One,  and talk of 
Days to Come . . . 
 
The Voyage,  is upon U . . . so place Your Hands,  in Each Others,  and feel The Dream,  The Desire,  and The 
Devotion . . . Your Hearts will surge with joyous Anticipation,  as U navigate The Oceans,  of Promise,  and 
FullFillMeant . . . and U,  are to become The Treasure of All Dreams,  for if U laced Each Moment of Your 
Lives together,  with a fine Silver Thread,  more precious would They be,  than a Web of Pearls . . . 
 
a Bond of Freedom is forged,  to explore YourSelves through Each Other,  and Each Moment shared,  is a 
Testament of Your Faith,  in Your Purpose,  in Your Path,  and in Your Passion . . . and Together U will grow,  
and harvest All that Life's Bounty has to surrender . . . for a Bridge of Gold awaits,  crossing One Heart to One 
Heart,  One Hand to Another,  and Two become One,  and One,  is Always,  for Ever . . . 
 
imagine . . . a Place where it rains only when U wish,  and Wishes come true,  only when U smile . . . or of 
moving a Mountain of Shadows from Your Heart,  with a simple Touch,  or of searching The Heavens,  for The 
Truth that lies within U,  or of gazing at The Center of Your Most Blessed Union,  for The Light that shines 
There . . . imagine . . . Love . . . 
 
and ToMorrow,  in The Final Pages of Your Story,  when The End is just A Beginning,  U will stand,  Once 
More,  with Hearts as One,  and talk,  of Days,  Gone,  By . . . 
 
[  begins the speaking of The Vows,  ~echoed~ by The Bride and Groom  ] 
 
  Angel,  U,  are All that Is . . . Ever My Will Be,  and My Was, 
  U,  are All that I Am . . . and for Always,  U are My,  Because . . . 
 
[  begins The Exchange of the Wedding Rings  ] 
 
and on This Day,  with The Flame of Eternity for Ever casting Light upon a Dark,  and with a Purpose vested in 
Me,  and only by The Grace of God,  I so declare,  with this Proclamation of Fidelity,  and in The Name of 
Hope,  and FullFillMeant,  from This Moment on,  until All Moments fade,  that U,  Ever,  and that U,  Always,  
are Now,  and for All Time,  Husband,  and Wife . . . and Peace,  be upon U . . . 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

AndIron  
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Her  
 

Heart, 
 

is where, 
 

Forgiveness  
 

lives, 
 

and Yes, 
 

The Memory 
 

      of Glory . . . 
 

and 
 

Far 
 

above 
 

All Else, 
 

is The Love 
 

She gives, 
 

and So, 
 

becomes 
 

The Reason, 
 

      for This Story . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Angel 
��
��
��
��
��

As a Hush,  pours Itself,  slowly,  across The Universe, 
 

and The Stars,  pause,  in Their endless Trek, 
                                                                                             * 

               to Witness,  and yes,  to Wonder,            *  
                                                                  * 

         and as Time,  whispers       *  
                                        * 

      to Eternity,    *  
                                        * 

           of All that has come         *  
                                                                 * 

               to pass,  I gaze,  out across My              *  
                                                                                           * 

Dominion,  and far beyond even Heaven’s 
 

     Flame,  I hear,  Ever softly,  The Echo,  of Your Name . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Autumn  
 
 
 
 
 

�                                                          �  
You,  are The August Wind, 

 
of My September Moon, 

 
in My October Sky, 

 
My November  

 
SunRise, 

 
     You . . . 

 
�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

AweFull 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      I enthrall You,  because I love You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Because 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      for Ever,  and Always,  Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Born,  Again 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
  

and 
 

Her Light,  has 
 

�                                 set,                               �  
 

Me            
 

      Free . . . 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

BraveHeart 
 
 
 
 

with Tears,  in His Eyes,  for He is crying Still, 
 

yet with a Grace of Eden,  Her Knight of Hope 
 

raises His Mighty Arm,  toward Paradise,  His 
 

Brilliant Sword of Truth reflecting The Light 
 

in His Eyes,  as He walks,  Ever closer,  to 
 

where His Angel stands,  waiting,  upon 
 

His Chariot of The Sun,  as He looks 
 

into The Window of Her Eyes, He 
 

lays His Angel down,  At Last, 
 

upon Avalon Again,  and as 
 

He kisses Her so softly, 
 

She dries The Tears 
 

from His Eyes, 
 

as She opens Her Heart, 
 

and releases Her Love,  borne 
 

on The Wings of Ten Thousand 
 

Butterflies,  soaring through 
 

The Gates,  of Dawn, 
 

and once Again, 
 

He whispers, 
 

His Voice, 
 

a Wonder 
 

of Perfection, 
 

as He regards His Legion of Pearls,  and 
 

with a Wink of His Eye,  in The Time of a Promise, 
 

His Sword begins to shimmer,  as if to crack The Sky,  while 
 

      His Words wash over Them,  like Cool Water,  Look Homeward,  Angels . . . 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

By Word,  or Deed 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      in The Language of Love,  The Heart craves Simplicity . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Come,  Passion 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and I, 
 

will unFold 
 

Your Wings,  Angel, 
 

     and I will blow You,  Away . . . 
�                                                      �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dancing,  with MySelf 
 

(  Son,  Set  ) 
 
 
 
 

“ tell Me,  Father,  of Your Voyages,  of Kings, 
 

and tell Me of The Way,  and The Why,  of Things,   
 

        and tell Me of The Reason,  for those Places in Your Eye ”. . .  
 
 
 
 
 
 

�       and,  with That,  He threw His Light,  through The Whole,  in The Sky . . . �  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dei Light  
 

(  SeeGlass  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and in  
 

The Dawn, 
 

as I lift My Eyes  
 

to embrace Her,  pouring 
 

Herself over Me,  like Cool Water, 
 

I begin to understand The Breadth of Her Love, 
 

�     All Its Passion,  All Its Power,  All Its Presence,  All Its Purpose,    �  
 

yet,  before I know The Sanctuary of Her Heart, 
 

I must first touch,   All that is Her 
 

Soul,  within The Depth, 
 

of The Windows,  
 

within Her 
 

      Mind . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Delta,  Blue 
 

(  Wave on Wave  ) 
 
 

�  
 
I 
 

am Your Joy, 
 

in The River of Desire, 
�                                             �  

�  
 
I 
 

am Your Hope, 
 

in The River of Fruition, 
�                                             �  

�  
 
I 
 

am Your Peace, 
 

in The River of Serenity, 
�                                             �  

�  
 
I 
 

am Your Passion, 
 

in The River of Rapture, 
�                                             �  

�  
 
I 
 

am Your Heart, 
 

in The River of Souls, 
�                                             �  

�  
 
I 
 

am Your Island, 
 

in The River of Life, 
�                                             �  

�  
 
I 
 

am Your Dream, 
 

     in This River of Love . . . 
�                                             �  

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dress Rehearsal 
 

(  Endow Meant  ) 
 
 
 
 

She drapes The Dark Velvet of Her Dominion around The Jewels of Her Empire, 
 

     while leaving Her EveryThing,  to His Imagination,  and Nothing,  to His Glance . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Stress Rehearsal 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      waiting,  for The Above . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dyad 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      The Wedding,  of Hope,  and Fulfillment . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

EmOcean 
 
 
 
 
 

�                                  �  
ThoughtWaves,  

 
from You, 

 
     to Me . . . 

 
�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Essence 
 
 
 

    **   
  **   
**   

**   **   
  **       **   

  *    * 
* * 
* 
i 

Peace,  surrounds The Heart of Grace, 
 

and,  at The Heart of Grace,  is 
 

      Compassion . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Eternal Moon 
 
 
 
 
 
 

oh,  to behold 
 

The Sight of You, 
 

the “Terrible Beauty”, 
 

     the stunning Grace of You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FantISee 
 
 
 
 

One Day, 
 
 
 
 

� � �  
I will be in  

 
the same Place 

 
*as Her Voice*  

                                           
and then, 

 
I can 

 
 touch, 

 
and be touched, 

@ 
by The Lace, 

 
     of Grace . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FaultLines 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Tears,  in Her Eyes, 
 

     The Cracks,  in The Sky . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Fields,  of A Dream 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Roses,  are Red, 
 

and Violets,  are Blue, 
 

The First,  an Essence of Me, 
 

      The Second,  is The Essence of You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Ever 
 
 

   **   
  **   
**   

  **   **   
    **     **   

  *    * 
 *    * 
*  * 
* 
i 

My Love for You, 
 

Was,  Is,  and 
 

Will Be 
 

as The Light of The Millennia, 
 

borne,  from A Time, 
 

      out of Mind . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FourAllWays 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Light of God,  is Dawn, 
 

The Dawn,  of God,  is Eve, 
 

The Eve,  of God,  is Grace, 
 

     The Grace,  of God,  is You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and,  on My Way Home,  I will remember, 
 

All The Dreams I dared,  of Wings, 
 

All My Wishes whispered, 
 

of Angels,  and  
 

of Kings, 
 

and 
 
I 
 

will 
 

find All of  
 

Them,  One by One, 
 

and carry Them with Me,  as 
 

I walk The Days of Ever and Always, 
 

and I will lay Them,  at The Lace of Grace,  in 
 
 
 
 

(  A Place,  called  ) 
 

      Freedom . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Friends 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

in 
 

The End, 
 

The Reason, 
 

for The Beginning, 
 

of Our Love, 
 

is Ever 
 

The Gem 
 

in The Ring 
 

of Our Infinity, 
 

and,  All in All, 
 

a Way for Us 
 

as Now, 
 

for a Life, 
 

in The Ring, 
 

     of Our Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

from The Other Sighed,   of The Sky 
 

( a U niVerse ) 
 
 
 
 

it no longer Matters,  how Deep,  My Love is, 
 

     for All that remains,  is just Simply,  how Far . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Fulfillment  
 

(  Full Fill Meant  ) 
 
 
 

 **   
**   

**   **   
**     **   
* * 
* 
i 

The Path of Hope’s Desire, 
 

the seldom heard Whisper, 
 

      of His Muse . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

GalaxSee 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Just to know, 
 

You are Real, 
 

just to know, 
 

You feel 
 

as I, 
 

love Me, 
 

oh touch Me, 
 

with The Light, 
 

      from Your Eyes . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

GloryCave 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and Her Canyon,  is Grand . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Go,  Gently 
 

(  To Day  ) 
 
 

      **   
    **   
**   
** **   
**     **   
  **       **   
**         **   
*   * 
*  * 
** 
* 
i 

Spirit of an Autumn Rose, 
 

cast,  upon The Water, 
 

feels The Breath of 
 

Hope kiss His  
 

Heart,   
 

and,  as  
 

if knowing 
 

a Perfect Time, 
 

waits patiently, 
 

before joining 
 

The Path of 
 

The River, 
 

finding 
 

a Way 
 

toward 
 

 The Shores 
 

 of Forgiveness, 
 

on an Isle,  on a Sea, 
 

to bathe in SunLight,  Again, 
 

      Ever within,  The Loving Arms,  of Home . . . 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Grand Eagle 
 

(  I  ) 
 
 
 
 

My Wings, 
 

will carry Your Heart, 
 

across The Fields of Always, 
 

down The Path to KnowWhere, 
 

through The Gates of Dawn, 
 

and into The Sunrise, 
 

      of Ecstasy . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Her True Love,  Given 
 

(  to Thee  ) 
 
 
 
 

        *  
   *  
 * 
* 

ssoo,,    TThheerree,,      
  

ssttaannddiinngg  aammoonngg  
  

TThhee  AAff ffaaiirrss  ooff  MMeenn,,  
  

wwii tthh  HHeeaarrttss  aass  OOnnee,,    aanndd    
  

aa  PPuurrppoossee,,    ttoo  ccaall ll   TThheeiirr  OOwwnn,,  
  

            TThhee  GGlloorryy  ooff  DDaawwnn  ff ii ll llss  TThheeiirr  EEyyeess  ..  ..  ..  
  

aanndd  ggaatthheerreedd  TTooggeetthheerr,,    ffoorr  JJuusstt  TThhiiss  OOnnccee,,  
  

TThhee  LLaasstt  DDaayyss  ooff  NNiigghhtt,,    bbeeggiinn  ttoo  ssiinngg,,    TTwweellvvee    
  

VVooiicceess  AAll ll ,,    EEaacchh  hhoollddiinngg  TThhee  GGii fftt  ooff  HHaarrmmoonnyy,,      
  

ooff  PPeeaaccee  oonn  EEaarrtthh,,    aanndd  ooff  JJooyyss  ttoo  BBeehhoolldd,,  
  

aanndd  EEaacchh,,    ooffffeerriinngg  aa  RReeaassoonn,,    ttoo  
  

            BBeell iieevvee  ..  ..  ..  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

HerAlld  
 

(  Angel  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

Yes, 
 

My Whisper, 
 

is The Roar of Lions, 
 

and The Trumpets,  of Dawn, 
 

      held in The Single Breath,  of Hope . . . 
�                                                                     �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

HereRing 
 
 
 
 
 
 

to be WithIn 
 

The Sight 
 

of  Her 
 

Voice 
 

is to 
 

be 
 

held 
 

within 
 

Awe,  of 
 

The Sound 
 

      of Her Radiance . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Honest,  to Goodness 
 

(  Angel  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
����

Still, 
 

and Because,  She,  is 
 

nEver more than a Whisper Away, 
 

and Just out of Reach,  of a Second Thought, 
   

These Corridors of My Heart,  have no Room for Not, 
 

and Because,  Even if I May,  and AllThough I surely Might,  
 

 She offers Me Her Hand to hold,  as I walk,  toward Heaven’s Light, 
 

and Because,  of All She means to Me,  and The MoMeants We have known, 
 

     and The Love that soars upon Her Wings,  Because upon Her Wings,  I have flown . . . 
�
�
�
�
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hope 
 
 
 
 
 
 

*     *       *     * 
*                *                * 

She lives, 
*                                      * 

in The Hearts, 
*                                * 

of Lovers, 
*                       * 

      All . . . 
*            * 

 
*  
 
 
       
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

HopeWindow 
 
 
 
 
 
 

hear not,  these Prophets of Doom, 
 

      for Ever I,  am now,  in The Room . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Illumina  
 
 
 
 
 
 

I so gather The Strength,  of My Love, 
 

     from The Light of Your Eternal Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In God,  There is Grace 
 
 
 
 
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
  **           **   
**         **   
**   **   
**   
i 

beyond The Reach,  of a single Sound, 
 

save for The Breath,  of A New Beginning, 
 

when even The Wind pauses,  on It’s endless Trek, 
 

to Witness,  and to Wonder,  as She moves,  in Concert, 
 

with The Return,  of Love,  Again . . . and All the While,   
 

She knows,  that The World lies waiting,  for a Trace, 
 

of The One and Simple Pleasure,  Ever found, 
 

     in The Smile,  upon Her Face . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The All,  of Our Time  
 

(  Standing,  Still  ) 
 
 
  

            **   
      **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
  **           **   
**         **   
**   **   
**   
i 

This Great Wheel 
 

of The Universe 
 

has not Turned 
 

since For Ever 
 

      became Until . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In The Eyes of An Angel 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I 
 

see 
 

Joy, 
 

Grace, 
 

Kindness, 
 

and The Eternal 
 

      SunRise of Tomorrow . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

In The Heart,  of Madeira 
 

(  aRose,  The Sun  ) 
 
 
 

�  
 

In  
 

This 
 

quiet Hush 
 

of The Morning,   
 

a Time,  between When 
 

and Because,  there came a Sound 
 

of Trumpets,  moving across The Water,  as 
 

if drawn,  by The Sighs of Longing,  and blown,  by A 
 

�     Whisper of God . . . and,  toward These Two,  The Angels blew,   �  
 

a Song that nigh broke Their Hearts,  and standing Still 
 

by Their Own Free Will,  The Lovers turned 
 

to face The Sea,  Always knowing, 
 

that,  All These Memories, 
 

They come with Us, 
 

when Begins, 
 

Our Time 
 

      to Be . . . 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

�  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In This Time,  and In This Place 
 
 
 
 
 
 

She,  is One,  and He,  is Two, 
 

and They,  are One Again, 
 

      and,  in Love Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Thy DewPoint 
 

(  gListening  ) 
 
 
 
 

from The View,  I rest for a Moment,  with My Hands upon the Age-worn 
oaken Beam which stands,  for Ever,  as The Rail of Sighs,  and I watch 
The Flow of The River below Me,  steadfast and resolute,  in It’s Path 

      across The Sky . . . 
endless rhythmic Undulations reveal It’s Passage upon the mighty 
Pilings,  driven Deep,  into It’s Sacred Heart,  leaving darkened 

Rings on Each wooden Face,  as if to mark the eternal Rise,   
      and Fall of Men . . . 

and There,  playfully drifting upon It’s liquid Glass,  like errant 
Children,  yet blessed with a Certain Purpose,  a delicate Intimacy 

with The River Itself,  deftly pirouetting along The Bridge of Time, 
      come The Leaves . . . 

and,  before Silence could say A Word,  and before When could find 
The Reason for Because,  I heard a quiet Hush of Voices,  lifting Up 
from Each and Every Leaf,  a brilliant Tapestry of Sound,  Colors of  
Every Hue and Cry,  A Myriad of Joyous Tidings,  of A Grand and  

      Glorious New Day . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Into The Depths,  of Kindness 
 

(  PhantaSea  ) 
 
 
 
 

and within The River of Light,  She’d race, 
 

     with Twenty Thousand Leagues,  of Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Invisible to All  
 

(   but Us  ) 
 
 
 
 

as The Waves,  upon The Sand,  made Thunder, 
 

before Them sail,  Mighty Ships,  of Wonder, 
 

as All Eyes turned,  to face The Day,  at Last, 
 

     Eight White Dolphins,  rode the Night,  on Past . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ion Sea 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I 
 

am 
 

becoming, 
 

All You are,  and, 
 

All You have taught Me, 
 

      to Be . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

IonWing  
 
 
 
 
 
 

LightMistress, 
 

take My Hand, 
 

and lead Me,  into 
 

The Valley of Angels, 
 

to listen,  and to see,  All 
 

     that is,  Your Spectral Harmony . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

justisthis 
 
 
 
 
 
 

a Kiss,  is just 
 

a Smile,  is just 
 

a Touch,  is just 
 

an Embrace,  from 
 

      The Face,  of Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 of God's Heart 
 

(  Web of Pearls  ) 
 
 

        **   
  **   
**   
** **   
**   **   
  **     **   
    **       **   
    **       **   
 *   * 
*  * 
** 
* 
i 

as She gathers The Stars about Her, 
 

and laces Them,  Together, 
 

with fine Silver Thread, 
 

The Universe,  in 
 

All Its Glory, 
 

slowly comes to Rest, 
 

to Watch,  to Witness,  to Wonder, 
 

while Always,  standing at The Loom of So,  quietly, 
 

yet with The Power of Love in Her Hands,  and Diamonds in Her Eyes, 
 

deftly weaves The Truth,  into The Cloak of Simplicity, 
 

smiling,  remembering,  understanding, 
 

All She was,  and All She 
 

will Always be, 
 

      Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

On Bended Knee 
 

(  I pray  ) 
 
 
 
 

ssoo  tteell ll   mmee  ffaatthheerr,,  
  

ooff  yyoouurr  ddrreeaammss,,    aanndd  ooff  tthhee    
  

llooookk,,    tthheerree  nnooww  iinn  YYoouurr  EEyyeess,,  
  

pplleeaassee  tteell ll   mmee  ooff  yyoouurr  vvooyyaaggee,,  
  

aanndd  tteell ll   mmee  ooff  yyoouurr  ddaayyss,,  
  

oouutt  bbeeyyoonndd  mmyy    
  

            ccyyaann  sskkiieess  ..  ..  ..  
 

oh Yes,  My Child,  indeed I will, 
 

for I have come to talk with You awhile, 
 

as Ever,  I know well,  and to You,  This I tell, 
 

      behold The Story,  of The Legend,  of Your Smile . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

On The Pillow,  of Hope 
 

(  Silence,  rests  ) 
 
 
 
 

S 
 

So 
 

alone, 
 

lying in 
 

a corner of 
 

Your Heart,  a 
 

Vale,  of Sorrow, 
 

where An Echo lives,  
 

 of Your Longing,  Wishes, 
 

 and Sighs,  and She hears Them, 
 

 as They wander,  EverMore,  within 
 

Her Dream,  as They weave,  within Her 
 

Portrait of Light,  a Bell of Midnight Skies, 
 

so cry,  My Angel,  for Your Tears are not 
 

in vain,  They are Diamonds,  reflected 
 

 in Heaven,  Stars,  dancing in a 
 

       Mother’s Eyes . . . 
   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    “  On This Day . . . 
 

(  The Wedding,  of Hope and Fulfillment  ) 
 
 
 
 

A Universe 
 

slowly comes to Rest,  as if 
 

to Witness,  and to Wonder,  and 
 

The Eyes of Heaven,  Guardians All, 
 

wearing The Robes,  of Honor,  and  
 

Wings,  of Grace,  standing,  with  
 

The Might of Heros,  and  
 

Swords glistening  
 

with Justice,  Each 
 

facing The Break of Day,  waiting 
 

for The Breath of Angels,  to whisper,  of Love,  Again, 
 

remembering The Echo of All Things Dear,  and The Promise of Glory, 
 

listening for The Sound of The Trumpets of Dawn,  to herald The Light of Always, 
 

hearing The Bells ring of Truth,  knowing The Gift of Her Forgiveness, 
 

holding a Myriad of Candles,  singing,  with Hearts as One, 
 

      and All are smiling,  when Ever,  says,  The Words . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

                      O  
                                   ^^��
                                   ^^��
                                                                                    ~~~~*  
                                                                                         ~~*  

*   
Once,  

*   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   
and Upon,  The Return of Ever,  

*  
in The Time,  called Ever Again,  

*  
She,  as Always,  welcomes Him,  

*  
     for She knows,  The Folly of Men . . .  

for   
*   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   
They are Those that Always search,  

*  
along Paths They have Already been,  

*  
They are Those that will Always seek,  

*  
      what is Theirs before Ever knew When . . .  

So, 
*   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   

She hands Him The Cloak of Simplicity,  
*  

and This So made,  for Ever,  She knows,  
*  

for within The Cloak So wove Her Smile,  
*  

     more Lovely,  than The Loveliest,  Rose . . . 
and  

*   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *    *  
to Him,  She says,  This,  is The Cloak of  

*  
Simplicity,  wear It,  where Ever, You go,  

*  
if You doubt The Loveliness of My Smile,  

*  
     turn around  and Always will Ever know . . . 

Because  
*   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *  
She,  in Her Heart,  for Ever,  dreamS, 

 
and in Her Heart,  She Always will, 

 
in Her Eyes His Light will shine,  

 
      so for Always,  He is Ever,  still . . .  

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

PortaBella 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      of Dawn . . . 
 

to The Kingdom, 
 

and lay open The Gates, 
 

from The Cradle of Darkness, 
 

and She will awaken The World, 
*         * 
*      * 
*     * 
*     * 
*     * 
*       * 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

RadiUs 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ffoorr  EEvveerryy  DDaayy  
  

YYoouu  rriissee,,    ttoo  ggrreeeett  TThhee  SSuunn,,      
  

            aa  WWoorrlldd,,    iiss  bblleesssseedd,,    OOnnccee  MMoorree  ..  ..  ..  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

SeaAngel 
 

(  My Tern,  of The Tides  ) 
 
 
 
 

there is a Heart, 
 

inside My Soul, 
 

where I can go, 
 

where I can be, 
 

adrift in Her Mind, 
 

      and to fly,  within Her Sea . . . 
 
 

She wraps Her Wings around Me, 
 

      and,  We are,  where Here,  is She . . . 
 
 

She holds a Part of My Heart, 
 

in a Place,  called Eternity, 
 

and There,  lies The Key, 
 

to All These Things,  that  
 

I hold Dear,  and yes,  She is 
 

My Siren,  My Song,  My Sea, 
 

      oh yes,  She is Infinity,  to Me . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

SeaMaid 
 
 
 
 
 
 

when You fly within Me, 
 

it is I, 
 

who is flying, 
 

within The Waves, 
 

of Your Liquid Grace, 
 

within The Living Embrace, 
 

of Your Cool Water, 
 

and Your Smile, 
 

is The Star, 
 

and It is 
 

      The Light,  of Innocence . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sent,  of A Woman 
 

(  in Crystal Ships  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

to fly, 
 

across The Myriad, 
 

�   Sea of Ten Thousand Galaxies, �  
 

to tell,  The Story, 
 

      of One . . . 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

shEMail 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ever, 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

     I am with You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Always 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sky 
 
 
 
 
 
 

thank You, 
 

for bringing Me,  to 
 

     The Place I took You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 

thank You, 
 

for loving Me,  in 
 

     The Place I find You . . . 
 
 
 
 
 

thank You, 
 

for showing Me, 
 

     The Place We Are . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

So,  What About Us 
 

(  Each,  and Every  ) 
 
 
 
 

God,  bless The Children,  for 
 

      You are One,  and I am,  Two . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Breath,  of Angels 
 

(  Odyssey  ) 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

My 
 

Angel, 
 

take Me 
 

to a Place 
 

where Your  
 

Music,  kisses  
 

My Heart,  where  
 

Your Song,  is where,   
 

My Heart,  and I belong, 
 

A Place,  where A Thousand  
 

Moments of Joy,  are borne,  in a 
 

Wink of Your Eye,  in The Promise of 
 

Your Voice,  A Place,  where Your Light  
 

reaches within The Eternity of Heaven,  and  
 

returns to ignite The Sun,  through a Crack in 
 

My Sky,  A Place,  where We,  shall weave a  
 

 Ribbon of Love,  and touch The Hands of  
 

Grace,  as We share All that is The 
 

Lace,  of A Place,  called  
 

      Avalon . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

The Breath,  of Angels 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

It is  
 

A Place 
 

Love holds  
 

A Universe,  in  
 

The Teardrop of a  
 

Child’s Eye,  amid the  
 

Depths of A Sea of Glass, 
 

A Place,  where Your Heart is  
 

The Jewel,  of The Star of Avalon,   
 

The Hope,  The Promise,  The Light of 
 

The Gift,  of The Whisper,  of Love,  Again, 
 

A Place,  where Your Kindness,  The Thread of 
 

God’s Heart,  is The Song of Pearls,  I sing to You, 
 

Somewhere,  on a Secret Twilight Path,   Somewhere,   
 

on The Voyage of an Angel’s Breath,  Somewhere,  in   
 

This Time,  when The Whisper of an Echo becomes  
 

The Promise of A Gift,  and The Gift is a Kiss 
 

from The Light,  of The Dawn of 
 

     Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Breath,  of Angels 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

and 
 

for Us, 
 

Home,  is 
 

Anywhere,  for  
 

You,  The Sky,  and  
 

Me,  The Sea,  and when  
 

We embrace,  where The Sky 
 

kisses The Sea,  at The Center of the  
 

Horizon,  The Center of Infinity,  The Place  
 

We walk The Days of Our Lives,  The Path of Our  
 

Desire,  in The Gardens of Avalon,  in The Presence of  
 

God’s Grace,  bathed within The Light,  of Ten Thousand  
 

Candles,  bathed within A Universal Sea,  bathed within 
 

The Galaxies of Each Other’s Eyes,  as We whisper, 
 

softly,  to Each Other’s Heart,  for I am Ever,   
 

and You are Always,  and We,  are 
 

      Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Breath,  of Light 
 

(  Awakening  ) 
 

        **   
    **   
  **   
  ** **   
  **     **   

    **         **   
 *     * 
*    * 
* * 
* 
i 

as Dawn,  cracks The Sky,  moving  
 

liquid through The Hearts of Men, 
 

as The Dreams of Children,  dance 
 

Once More with All Things Dear, 
 

as The Love of God,  bathes This 
 

World in a Sea of Forgiveness, 
 

      Hope springs,  Eternal . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The First,  know Elle 
 

(  Eve,  of Grace  ) 
 
 
 
 

Once,  upon a Silence,  when Night befell The Day, 
 

Here,  came the dogs of Violence,  to take Her Son,  Away, 
 

a world of Men,  wait for Love,  Again,  as Hope whispers “Soon”, 
 

while Ever,  Still,  stands watch Until,  by The Light,  of an August Moon, 
 

when All is said,  and when All is read,  and Their Blind Desires,  are laid to rest, 
 

      to Her Chariots of The Sun,  to each and every One,  to Truth,  Men’s Hearts will attest . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The First,  know Well 
 

(  a Silent Knight  ) 
 
 
 
 

There,  behind The Will,  of God, 
 

stands The Paragon,  of All Creation, 
 

whose Endeavor is,  to grace Our Lives, 
 

      overflowing,  in a Wondrous Complication . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The First,  know Well 
 

(  of a Silent Knight  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
i 

and there behind The Will of God, 
 

stands The Paragon,  of All Creation, 
 

whose Endeavor,  is to grace Our Lives, 
 

to flow through Us,  in Great and Glorious 
 

Waves of Abundance,  to bathe Our Hearts in 
 

      wondrous Contemplation,  of A Peace,  on Earth . . . 
����
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Gift,  of Faith 
 

 (  A Season’s Ring  ) 
 

and,  as The 
 

Whisper of Winter’s Breath, 
 

carries The Last Leaves of Autumn,   
 

Far,  from The Loving Arms of Home,   
 

Away to Golden Fields of Our Memory,   
 

and Lesser Days,  cast a Longer Shadow,   
 

upon All that Might Have Been,  remember 
 

Always,  that Hope flies Eternal,  and Wishes born 
 

in The Prayers of Children,  live On in The Hearts of Angels, 
 

as Their Dreams,  walking Hand in Hand with God’s Grace,  become 
 

The Spirit of Promises to Keep,  for The Joys of All They can Be, 
 

ly waiting,  in The Eyes,  of  
 

      Tomorrow . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Grace of Dawn 
 
 
 
 
 
 

for Her,  and to Her,  as He raises Her Hand, 
 

as He leads Her down from His Chariot of The Clouds, 
 

down from Heaven,  down into The Fields of God, 
 

with a Voice as soft as The Breath of Angels, 
 

He whispers Words that will echo within 
 

The Corridors of Her Heart,  for Ever, 
 

Words that will roam the Millennia 
 

until The Suns of Skies Beyond 
 

dy away,  until All Moments 
 

fade from Her Existence, 
 

      WellCome Home,  Angel . . . 
 

and Together,  on Wings of fine silver Thread, 
 

They fly,  through The Windows of Each Other’s Eyes, 
 

as Butterflies,  into The Sunrise of Ecstasy, 
 

into The Heart,  of The Diamond, 
 

to The Palace,  of Love Again, 
 

toward The Gates,  of Dawn, 
 

For Ever,  and To Always, 
 

     into The Dawn,  of Grace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Need,  to Belong 
 

(  WithIn  ) 
 
 
 
 

 so,  to This,  We have Come,  
 

and to This,  We will Go,  yes, 
 

      Ever,  to The Isle,  of Friendship . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Prints,  of Tides 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

when 
 

I,  The Sky, 
 

embrace You,  The Sea, 
 

�        We will make Thunder on The Sand,       �  
 

among The Castles,  of 
 

Our Secret 
 

      Eden . . . 
 

�  
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Rain,  of Joy 
 

(  OdysSea  ) 
 
 
 
 

and as The Angel of Love gazes down at this Child of The Night, 
 

this Child of Broken Promises,  this Child of Sorrow,  and Loneliness, 
 

She wraps Him within The Warmth of Her Embrace,  and The Light of 
 

Her Smile,  and as She gently brushes the Tears from His Face,  She  
 

sings to Him,  of A Wondrous Place,  of A Supreme Joy,  of A  
 

Peace,  of A Land of Ten Thousand Rainbows,  and 
 

of A Myriad of Friends,  to call His Own, 
 

and She sings to Him of The Grace of God, 
 

and of Her Heart,  and of Her Infinite Kindness, 
 

waiting within The Shelter of Her Light of Love,  and as 
 

The Child feels The Touch of The Angel’s Hand upon His Face, 
 

the Cool Water of Her silken Embrace upon His Skin,  He regards Her 
 

spectral Mist of radiant Color,  dancing among The Galaxies of Her Eyes, 
 

and He sees shining,  luminescent Pearls of Joy,  cascading down the ivory 
 

      softness of Her Face,  Tears of Heaven,  as The Night,  begins to Rain . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Return,  to Innocence 
 

(  as One  ) 
 
 
 
 

      from This MoMeant,  On . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Ribbon,  of Love 
 

(  OdysSee  ) 
 
 
 
 

Angel,  You are The Reason,  You are The Answer, 
 

You are The Hope that lives in The Heart of Lovers All, 
 

and Your Heart is The Healing Grace,  the Sweet Music of  
 

Eden,  from The Mists of EverMore,  The Path of All Desire, 
 

     The Fulfillment of My Dreams,  A Wondrous Sea of Change. . . 
 

and The Angel of Love removes a Ribbon from Her Hair, 
 

a Ribbon of Glorious Cyan Blue,  The Color of Glory, 
 

and from It She hangs a Golden Key,  a Key to 
 

The Gates of The Kingdom of Heaven, 
 

and places It around The Neck,   
 

of The Paladin of Truth, 
 

Her Guardian of Honor,  as 
 

She whispers softly,  as The Wind, 
 

Here is The Key to My Everlasting Heart, 
 

wear It Always,  wear It Ever,  and wear It True, 
 

for This,  is The Way for Us,  The Path of Our Desire 
 

leads Us to The Gates of Friendship,  to The Horizon of 
  

Freedom,  and The Light that shines within Our Universal 
 

Soul is The Mirror of All Things God’s Grace holds Dear, 
 

      So,  take My Hand,  and We will talk,  of Days to Come . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The Ribbon,  of Love 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and The Soldier of Her Virtue, 
 

The Iron Horseman of The Empire of The Sky, 
 

regards The Pools of Innocence within The Galaxy of Her Eyes, 
 

and stares off into The Star Clusters of Orion,  toward the pale blue dot 
 

that is Avalon,  shining under The Fires of a Lone Sun,  alone,  among The 
 

Jewels reflected in His Eyes,  and as His Legion of Chariots fly across the 
 

black velvet Sky,  like Diamonds,  He whispers once more,  of His 
 

Purpose,  and of His Path,  and of His Passion,  and,  as a 
 

Testament of His Faith,  lays His Sword of Truth 
 

across His Heart,  and takes Her Hand,  
 

echoing The Song of Eden, 
 

for Her and to Her, 
 

and He says, 
 

 Yes,  My Beloved, 
 

and He bows His Head, 
 

in The Presence of Her Grace, 
 

and,  with The Majesty of Swans, 
       

      He kisses The Hand,  of The Dawn . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The River,  in My Hands 
 

(  and Arms Wide Open  ) 
 
 

�  
 

She 
 

moves 
 

as Liquid, 
 

through Each 
 

and Every Corridor 
 

of My Hope-weary Heart, 
 

bathing This Desert of Longing 
 

      in Her Sweet Waters of FullFillMeant . . . 
 

and All The While,  flowing,  SumWhere 
 

within Reach of All Things Dear,  gliding 
 

between A Wink,  and A Promise,  and 
 

wrapped in The Sounds,  of Her 
 

Amazing Grace, 
 

are 
 

The Very Words 
 

I have walked The Millennia to 
 

hear,  flying Now,  like Diamonds,  across 
 

this UniVerse,  between She and Me,  through a Crack in 
 

      The Sky,  into The Tear in My Eye,  yes to herald The Reign,  of Joy . . . 
 

and with a Voice borne inside The Breath of Eternity,  pouring Forth,  from  
 

The Panorama of Her Smile,  and as I bow My Head in The Presence of Her  
 

Majesty,  She raises Her lovely Hands,  and lifts My Face toward The Light  
 

      of All Creation,  and then,  She whispers,  WellCome Home,  Angel�. . .�
�

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

The River,  of Light 
 
 
 
 
 
 

with Their Chariots glistening,  in The Light of ten thousand Suns,  The Guardians, 
 

Her Children of The Clouds,  pause on Their Voyage,  to witness,  and regard a Servant 
 

of Time,  kneeling among The Stars,  with The Universal Sea above and below Him, 
 

His Eyes,  cast down,  whispering of Sorrow and Shame,  born from a Heart 
 

of great Courage,  as He lays The Chains from around His Soul, 
 

     down,  around The Lace,  of Grace . . . 
 
 
 

The Tracks of His Tears,  mark a Journey of Infinite Days,  and passionless Nights,  of 
 

a World of Pain,  of a World in The Throes of Chaos,  a World on The Frontiers of Madness, 
 

where a Child sleeps Alone,  afraid of The Fear in His Heart,  afraid of being forgotten by  
 

Heaven,  and afraid of living in a World without Love,  without Kindness, 
 

     without The Shelter of just One Smile,  to call His Own . . . 
 
 
 

somehow,  The Face is known to Him,  muses The Angelic Warrior . . . somehow, 
 

He knows of The Grief being shed before Him . . . somehow,  His Heart breaks,  and 
 

a Tear falls from His Eye,  and becomes One,  becomes wrapped within a Sea of  
 

Many,  an Infinite Sea of Tears,  for when Angels cry,  The Tears become 
 

     The Rain of Joy,  The Twilight Path,  Her Evening Song . . .  
 
 
 

and with The Grace of Eagles,  He raises His Hand for Universal Silence,  His  
 

Legion of Brilliance awaits,  The Fires of Their Passion rivaling The Core of The Sun, 
 

and They listen,  Their Hearts,  TripHammers of Devotion and Compassion,  a fevered 
 

Rush of Purpose,  of a Promise to keep,  hushed,  while Their Paragon of Virtue, 
 

      The Soldier without Name,  commands Their Allegiance . . . 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The River,  of Light 

 
 
 
 
 

We,  were not Sworn,  We Are, 
 

We,  were not Sought,  We Seek, 
 

We,  were not Selected,  We Chose, 
 

for 
 

We,  are The Power of Love, 
 

We,  are The Chariots of The Sun, 
 

We,  are Her Children of The Clouds, 
 

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

and, 
 

with a Gleam of Affection in His Eye,  The Pride of Avalon regards His Mistress, 
 

The Angel of Love,  with a longing no Man,  gone or yet lived,  has Ever known,  save 
 

perhaps in Dreams,  and with a Passion borne of The Light of The Millennia,  Eons in 
 

coming,  roaming for Ever The Flight of His Soul,  a Tear wells in His Eye once 
 

more,  and with The Grace of Eden,  She raises Her Hand to capture It, 
 

before It falls,  and She smiles,  for She knows of His Intent, 
 

and She knows of His Love,  and The Eternal Patience 
 

of His Heart,  for She,  is The Path,  of His Desire, 
 

She is The Fire of Creation,  She is The Dawn,   
 

     and Her Light,  and Her Name,  are Always . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�          �  
 

�          �  
 

�          �  
 

�          �  
 

�          �  
The Sea 
�          �  
(  Saw  ) 

�          �  
 

�          �  
 

�          �  
there is no point 

 
searching further, 

 
      as far as I can see . . . 

 
Love lies waiting 

 
over the Horizon, 

 
yes,  the Horizon, 

 
      is Thee . . . 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

The Sky,  in Autumn’s Dream 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 

*  * 
 

*      * 
 

*           * 
 

*                 * 
 

*                          * 
 

*                                       * 
 

*                 where,  from                *  
 

 The Arms,  of Hope,  and The Blessing,  of  
 

Faith,  flew The Wrens of Ever,  Ten Thousand All,   
 

Each with The Memories of EveryThing Dear,  and Each, 
 

with a Ribbon of Forgiveness,  when in The Rush of Wings 
 

came a Voice of Quiet Thunder,  and Whispers of Horses 
 

echoing across The Universe like The Breath of God, 
 

and in One Word,  came One Wish,  Love,  
 

      and It was So . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      and from Somewhere inside The First Tear to caress The Face of Joy,  came The Fall,  of The Reign,  of Night . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Taking,  For Ever 
 

(  while We weight  ) 
 
 
 
 

in The Ours,  before The SonRise,  before She pours,  across This Land, 
 

     no matter The Amount,  She will so account,  for Every Grain,  of Sand . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Vow of Angels 
 

(  and SumTimes,  Why  ) 
 
 
 
 

      And wE wI ll lOve yoU alwaYs . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Well,  of Ever 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

** 
 

*  * 
 

*     * 
 

*    and   *  
 

there It is said,   
 

He came,  to shed, 
 

All The Tears,  in 
 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ The IcanSea  ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Through My Needle's Eye 
 

(  a sWord’s Prayer  ) 
 
 
 
 
***    

***                                              ***    
   

***                                                                                                          ***    
Dear God, 

                     
give Us This Day Our daily Thread, 

 
to find Us where We may fear to Tread, 

 
to lead Us beyond Our Temptation's Will, 

 
to keep Us here with Your Kingdom Still, 

 
to hold Us close to Our Days Gone Past,  

 
to lift Us high to touch Love,  at Last, 

         
for It is a Path of Great and Small, 

 
The Tie that binds Each One,   

 
     among All . . . 

***                                                                                        ***    
   

***                                  ***    
***    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To Morrow  
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Secret Eden, 
 

leading to KnowWhere, 
 

The Way to The Sea of Glass, 
 

The Mirror of The Path 
 

     of Our Desire . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

TryAngel  
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 

The  
 

Beauty inside 
 

Your Heart,  is so Far 
 

      beyond All rational Thought . . . 
�                                                      �  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

U 
 
 
 
 

        **   
    **   
    **   
  **   **   
  **       **   

  **                 **           **                 **   
  **             **                 **           **   
**   **       **                     **       ** **   

**       **   **                         **   **       **   
**             ** **                       ** **             **   
**                 **                         **                 **   
**                                                               **   
**                                                       **   
**                                               **   
**                                       **   

a Thumbnail Sketch, 
 

a Path from T to V, 
 

a Symbol of Intelligence, 
 

of Elegance, 
 

of Dignity, 
 

of Beauty, 
 

of Grace, 
 

of Place, 
 

      of Lace . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Until The Dei Comes 
 

(  Again  ) 
�
�

as The Sea,  rolled In, 
 

as It eddied,  and swirled, 
 

as Her Love,  reigned Down, 
 

All over This World, 
 

and from The Many,  and The Few, 
 

for They,  were All,  arrayed,  in View, 
 

came forth a Child with a Rose in His Hand, 
 

it was Then,  They All smiled,   
 

because This Rose was Grand, 
 

and so it began,  The Sound,  of Laughter’s Call, 
 

for They All hoped,  it was Ever,  after All,  and 
 

when They All stared,  at The Slightest Around, 
 

They All knew,  so it was Ever They had found, 
 

and before Her Silence,  could Ever say a Word, 
 

Ever,  had spoken,  and it was This,  They heard, 
 

because on This Dei,  there has come,  A Sound, 
 

and,  as She stepped,  so lightly,  upon The Sand,   
 

is when He offered The Rose,  in His Left Hand, 
 

and Long,  before Remember,  could Ever know, 
 

He had missed Her,  so He kissed Her,   
 

very soft,  and yes,  very slow, 
 

and before His Touch,  from Her Lips,  would Ever fade, 
 

      began,  from This Moment,  ’til All Moments,  are made . . . 
 

and when He looked in Her Eyes,  and saw Cyan Skies,  across both The Land,  and The Sea, 
 

     and before So It Was,  could tell The Reason,  to Because,  Love,  had finally come,  to Thee . . . 
 

and before the Next Word,  Thunder,  was heard,  for The Drums of August,  They would be, 
 

      and for The All and for The Some,  Their Kingdom had come,  and The Date was 2008 A. D. . . . 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Upon Ever’s Return 
 

(  Honey Dues  ) 
 
 
 
 

The First Thing,  He is compelled to do, 
 

     is to rePay Her,  for All The Back Rent . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(  He ohs  ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Upon This Midnight Clear 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and 
 

SomeWhere,  Now,   
 

There is Light,  living,  in This  
 

Child’s Eyes . . . SomeWhere,  Now,  This  
 

Child waits as Patience,  for Your Heart to know The  
 

      Reason,  for Your Pain,  and The Purpose,  for Your Sorrow . . . 
 

SomeWhere,  Now,  there is Understanding buried in  
 

The Memory This Child left behind,  to bear  
 

Your Faith,  Aloft,  and to dream, 
 

of His SomeWhere,   
 

     Now . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

YoU 
 
 
 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 

Window 
 

�                         of                        �  
 

      Wonder . . . 
 
 
 

�  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Your Sacred Heart 
 

(  The Butterfly  ) 
 
 
 
 

There are a Thousand Reasons, 
                                                              

for why I love You, 
                                                    *                    

             yet only One           *                                 
* 

    captures  *   
                               * 

               My Heart,             *  
                                                    * 

for This,  and All 
                                                            

Other Moments,  yet to Come, 
 
 
 
 
 
 

      Love,  Again . . . 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


