


And she asks..."How does a poem come?" 
  
I respond: 
  
"It comes like a rumble to shake the earth. 
Like an unexpected visitor. Like an opiate for a hidden wound. 
It comes like a bee that sits upon a flower. Like a shadow that stalks its prey. 
It comes when it wants, like fruit that ripens on tree. It comes when hunger taunts 
desire, like a sea woken from sleep. It comes when it meets someone like you, like 
wind for a sail. It comes before conception for conception, from a place that's 
neither in nor out, when the faceless wants to be seen, like a hidden spring finding 
air, and one and the other are the same, like stone and sculpture. It comes like a 
hawk attacking a pigeon in flight leaving its feathers behind. It comes like a woman 
riding on the back of a dragon. It comes when the self dies so the word can live, 
like a sacrifice to defeat death through its birth, exciting leaves to dance and sing. It 
comes with desire to love, and so I have, as the question imposed now knows, 
whence it comes.” 
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Sacred And Seamless.............June 7-2007 
  
 
Her Soul shines with signature 
Sacred and seamless from room to room. 
  
Ways with deep simplicity 
Hold a peace like one's love for the moon. 
  
Shades of color wrap one's heart 
With Goddesses and Buddhas 
And butterflies their art. 
  
With pinks, purples, yellows and green 
Blue and white trim, and browns in between. 
  
Eireen, and Isolt, Pele and Shelt 
Their words of love are felt throughout. 
  
She sits...I stand 
She sits...I kneel 
She sits...I crave 
She sits...I feel 
All that she's got. 
  
Love is abundance (Not material) 
Like a child who knows love 
Without being taught. 
  
Tapestries decorate togetherness with form 
Just like the sunflower that survived the storm. 
  
And I sit in her presence taking her in 
Sacred and seamless, without; as within..... 

 


