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“I’m your toy,
I’m your ol’ boy
But I don’t want 
no one but you 
to love me.
No, 
I wouldn’t lie, 
you know 
I’m not 
that kind 
of guy.”
Gram Parsons
Hot Burrito ’69
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everyone knows 
what i mean 
 when i 
 say 
 it 
.

Q: When does the good part start? 
A: Early on the first day of April during 
your very best year. 
Of course you needn’t wait that long if 
certainty ever arrives on the wings of a wish. 
Here’s something certain and without doubt. 
I love women, and have loved women 
since the very first time one of them 
ever looked over and spoke to me.
That love has gathered interest 
for nearly thirty-five years, 
It must be worth 
a fortune 
by now.
The heart is only 18 inches 
away from the head.
. . .

Yesterday
I felt an umbrella 
come over us 
when we talked.
It’s 
possible 
we were lovers 
in another life, 
and maybe 
there was 
something that 
came between us.
Maybe 
one of us 
came back 
too soon, 
probably
me.
. . .

You realize of course
my energy and passion 
are amplified 
only by you, 
and no other woman 
could turn up the volume 
to even a tenth of 
what I feel 
with your 
hand on 
my lap. 
We’re both 
driving 
to distraction 
in the same car. 
I quench your thirst 
and you satisfy my hunger 
hopefully soon before 
we both spontaneously 
combust.
. . .

I do believe the world 
has everyone’s best interests 
at its own heart, 
even tho’ lots of people 
take advantage.
The biggest problem 
the world faces is the fact 
that it’s free, 
and everybody 
treats it 
like a 
lunch.
. . . 

One time 
I broke 
my 
own 
heart 
and now the world 
has delivered 
me to you, 
promising a lifetime 
I couldn’t squander away 
if I tried.
Each kiss cultivates a harvest.
. . .

I am humbled 
in the power and 
the force of your love.
Like a hurricane, 
 it blows me 
away. 
Your eyes are the storm.
One look and I am 
ready to board up 
the windows, 
not to prevent 
damage 
but to contain 
the fury 
and hold it until 
the morning 
calm.
. . . 

I love you ‘absolvo deditio’ 
which is the closest 
Latin phrase 
I can find 
that translates 
roughly to ‘unconditionally.’
Absolvo (set free) and 
Deditio (surrender) 
. . .
Set free and surrender.
. . .

Sometimes I get careless 
can’t see the details 
end up jumping around 
slow and clumsy 
searching for fragments 
of a moon that fell yesterday.
What happens if someone 
suddenly needs a lifetime lover?
Answer that 
and I’ll give you 
a million dollars worth 
of duck’s wool.
. . .

The wind 
blew me over 
today, 
and I just lay there 
bleeding until 
someone said 
are you alright?
At which point 
I said ok, 
and then 
thought 
about 
you again.
. . .

I want you 
smiling and dreaming 
I want you 
planning and scheming 
I want you 
storm trackin’ 
on my 
front lawn 
I want you 
lips smackin’
morning ’til dawn 
I want you 
fearless 
inside 
your 
head 
. . .


I want you 
bed ridden 
inside my bed 
I want you 
facing me down 
on the beach 
I want you 
to ask me to reach 
for the sky 
even though 
it’s too high 
I will do it 
just to see 
if you knew it 
all along 
I want you
. . .

Can’t get you off my mind by force of will, 
still reeling even in sleep.
Can’t stop the spiral, can’t stop 
wanting to meet you 
at ‘that place’ to recapture 
some freedom 
without risking 
the present.
The past 
remains whole 
even while scattered 
in fragments of memory.
Desire flows between us like a liquid spark.
. . . 

I appreciate your tender weakness, 
it’s my dilemma too, no regret.
Such a beautiful woman as you 
could not possibly jinx Karma.
Karma’s way too smart for that. 
You could tickle Karma after breakfast 
and he would take the day off, 
just to giggle and play with you.
. . .

Thank you for your offer of a helmet, 
I have thought of it 
but the whole joy of 
going real fast is 
feeling the wind 
in your hair.
Wanting you with me 
all of the time, 
holding me close and 
letting the wind 
take us 
where 
it knows.
. . .

Here it is, first light 
and clearly motivated again.
One reason or another 
am beginning to really enjoy 
this time of day, 
paddling up the creek of dawn 
surrounded by mist 
as the sun gently lifts it away.
Wishing for the clouds to crack 
and release a warm shaft 
of sunshine, 
evaporate the mist 
and reveal 
something 
beautiful 
for both 
of us.
. . .

stepping on spiders 
wishing for a fresh rain 
hopping on hornets 
hoping for a little pain 
curling the toes 
and squishing up mud 
dancing in sand 
with a wet headband 
muddy moon footprints 
lead me home 
jumping into bed 
with the footprints alone
. . .

a little pianissimo
telephone ringing. 
how 
are 
you?
i’m really just fine. 
jump in my bed?
like ringing the chimes. 
how will i feel? 
completely sublime. 
can’t i go on? 
well nothing else rhymes.
. . .

fullmoonbabble 
damn river 
reflection of you 
breaking my heart 
like it was glass too 
the moon is really 
fresh tonite 
wrapped in a halo 
of warm sharp light 
fires will burn 
and lights 
will stay on 
embers asleep 
will awaken to flame 
with the softness 
of a breath 
from you
. . .

Sunset arrives, 
an electric painting 
of crystal blue sky 
and the shock 
of red and gold leaves, 
tucked into every corner.
another gift from the Universe.
. . .

Now it’s 
two years 
we’ve come 
far enough 
to the middle 
of nowhere.
So you 
could push 
me away 
to make love to 
somebody else?
Like Sisyphus 
and the 
four ton 
boulder 
pushing up 
another hill.
to the top of what?
. . .

There are times 
when you look at me 
with your deep blue eyes 
and I can see 
inside you.
You tell me things 
I want to know, 
and other things I don’t.
Then I have to look again 
in case your meaning 
passed me by 
when I was 
getting lost 
inside 
your 
deep 
blue 
eyes.
. . .

There are a 
thousand words 
I want to whisper 
to you but only three 
I want to shout,
and you know 
what they are 
because 
you want 
to shout 
them 
too.
. . .

You came into my life 
like a butterfly, 
flitting alongside.
Then you were 
on top of me.
Before I knew it 
you had me 
pinned.
Any time I might 
have struggled, 
but this time 
was different.
This time I just 
laid down.
There’s a song 
somewhere deep inside you 
and tonight 
I’m listening 
to it.
. . .

Now you know 
that I’m a 
pushy guy 
with patience 
and I’ve said before 
that we’re halfers, 
even suggested that 
we’re splitaparts.
Just don’t give me any of this 
fifty percent bullshit.
There’s times when 
I feel like 
seventy or eighty percent, 
and I’m sure 
that you feel 
the same 
way.
. . .

Now it’s piano time 
on my keyboard 
and I play 
just because 
I know, 
you love that 
about me and 
I’m trying to 
leave sex out 
of this but can’t.
. . .

Seems we both 
learned a lot 
about love and 
freedom since 
last time 
we met,
wet.
. . .

Want to 
make love 
to you, 
make love 
to you, 
make love 
to you,
make love 
to you, 
make love 
to you, 
make love 
to you 
make love to you.
. . .

Always ducking from
something aimed at our heads.
Like a swinging beam or 
ten-ton weight.
Waiting for the bomb 
to go off, 
pretty futile.
Wishing for when 
neither you or me 
could do anything wrong.
. . .

Lately I’ve been tight.
Like a cobra coiled and 
waiting to strike.
Crushed and frozen 
like a daquiri.
Elegant thirst unquenched 
anticipating the rush 
of expectations 
unfulfilled.
So no mortal sin 
or even a saint 
could lead me 
to freedom 
with less 
than a spoonful of tears 
for the victim of my 
impotent bite.
. . .

Wounded 
bleeding and lost, 
I crawl inside your pocket 
intending to deliver 
a misspelled endearment.
. . .

Tumbling and warm, 
now life is zooming.
Fifty ideas flying.
Someday we 
could go there 
together.
. . .

one more hour 
to lay down with you 
feet stroking feet 
heat 
thighs together touching torso 
arms locked over soft breathing face 
endless embrace 
the changing of seasons 
all in one hour 
never together 
like leather 
in a slipknot 
quietly waiting 
for one more hour 
to arrive
. . .

the future always begins 
in a kiss
a bruise on the heart that is leaving 
can be felt on the lips 
of a kiss 
listen carefully 
every love that ever lived 
is whispered 
in a kiss 
dreams are born on the wings 
of a kiss 
and many come true 
if allowed to soak overnight 
in a kiss 
a flood is unleashed 
and power contained 
in a kiss 
energy and emotion 
electric or volcanic 
gets released 
in a kiss 
. . .

A man and a woman 
stand facing each other naked.
The man has a trumpet 
strapped to his head 
looking self concious 
and awkward.
The woman has a large fresh fish 
stuffed up her ass 
with the tail 
sticking out.
He says 
“ gee girl 
I guess you can tell 
that I’m not really a unicorn.”
She says 
“ that’s okay 
I’m not really a 
mermaid either.”
. . .

I don’t seek money or jewels.
Here’s hoping that 
your warm collar 
will feel the 
gentle touch 
of my diamond 
inside you yet.
Perhaps I could plant 
a pearl in place of a seed.
Lust heels like an obedient pet, 
remains wary, expecting 
desire to overtake.
. . .

Gone is the faintly ephemeral face, 
floating like a dreamy Picasso.
You moved in 
to to occupy my 
erotic dreams, 
where touching myself 
feels the same as 
touching you.
Love becomes lust 
rubbing off faintly 
improbable rust.
. . .

Last night 
I went to 
bed with 
a kiwi, 
began 
my dreams 
before falling 
asleep, and 
played with my body 
as if it were yours.
. . .

Remember when we lived together 
at that little place beside the lake?
It was a charming little 
one room cabin.
Not much bigger than a tent 
 with the bed looking onto the beach 
and a large green leafy plant 
in between two chairs.
We ate chocolate and oysters 
drank wine from a tin cup, 
walked down the beach 
holding hands.
Jumped up on a big rock, 
made love against the wind 
with the passion of Picasso.
. . .

Your kiss is my kingdom 
from seven o’clock in the morning.
An expedition to drive 
for five hours so you 
could get here in the 
early afternoon.
You stood out in the rain, 
and stood for an hour again, 
to see me 
fourteen hours 
later for a 
fifteen 
minute 
kiss.
You mess my hair, 
we still smell 
fresh and 
breathless 
after all 
we’ve been 
through.
. . .

I just walked 
twenty four steps across 
and thirty two steps down 
in my yard looking for 
the waning moon.
I forgot to tell you two important facts.
You inspire me to do things 
that I can’t inspire in myself, and 
with you I could accomplish anything.
You know that I adore you, 
and no matter how many steps 
I take or make on any given day, 
every one of them echoes your name.
. . .

You know I want your inspiration 
to wash over every crack in my enamel, 
smooth me like alabaster 
and soften me. 
Like a warm breeze in the 
instant of an hour shared together.
. . .

Now it seems 
I am damn near 
everyday 
feeling like 
the straw man in 
Wizard of Oz.
Lost my courage.
I couldn’t convince a goldfish 
to blow a bubble 
right now, 
and not sure 
I want you 
to see 
me this 
way.
. . .
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“Short, but sweet.” 
— Weekly Review 
“Everything you’d want to say, 
if you could say it.” 
— Monthly Gazette 
“What a fucking idiot.” 
— Henry Chinaski 
“An interesting arc from 
anticipation to defeat.” 
— Indiana Jones 
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