
The weight oftears can be startling.
 

It sprouts up like rolling thlmder from the depths
 

within-a lUliverse ofsadness waiting to be set
 

free.
 

I used to be lillable to watch the news or listen to
 

R&B - too much pain rumbling in my sea, of
 

memOlY·
 

I cried for the earth. I cried for myself. Finally the
 

flood returned, to its natural ebb & flow.
 

Sometimes Iwish Iwanted the American Dream. 

It seems easierthan towall< the path with no 

blueprint but the moment. 

Apath that is blind with possibility and rich in 

spontaneity. 

Apath that demands the re-interpretation of 

solitude and secw-ity. 

Does anyone else know what it's W<e to be 

desireless, but full ofjoy? 



Oh my love, where have you gone?
 

AlI Iwanted was to give you kisses. To laugh in
 

yoW' eyes I Dance the dance ofufe on the floor of
 

eternity, Secure in it's everlasting rhythm.
 

Always to retw11 to loving anns, manifested in
 

the materiality ofyou. Are you open that wide?
 

Married to change in the mirror that is me.
 

I am you and you are I. 

Speak, 

My birds are all flying free­

at leas'tin my realm of fantasy,
 

That's where I know I strive to be.
 

Riding the waves ofagentle blue sea,
 

vVho can travel with me?
 

Shed the mind and begin to see,
 


