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Bri Edwards(some time ago)

About Me: [edited November 1,2014]

Ok! it is now March 23,2017 and i am STILL ALIVE! Way to go, Bri! !
but....FLASH! my real name (no lie) is Brian Edward Whitaker, BUT if you use
this information in a cruel or dishonest way, i shall hunt you down and tickle you
mercilessly! especially if you are a broad!

PH seems to leave the apostrophes out of my bio, so i have replaced them;
maybe they will stick now? I think one of my high school English teachers gave
me the only D I ever got on a postcard [gee, over a year after writing this bio i
went to edit it and found that i wrote postcard instead of the correct word(s) :
'report card'; i guess that is what happens to a retired | worker! ] Proofreading
does make a difference! That was my LOW mark! Just so ya know, ya know? But
who's counting?

I was a conscientious objector during the Vietnam conflict/war after i quit
college my senior year. Ive been a delivery truck driver, a day laborer, a hospital
aide, an operating room technician, and last, but not least, a USPS window clerk,
now retired. PLEASE buy stamps etc.

I have one child and have been a good husband................ four times. Yikes! I
enjoy birdwatching, walking, talking, being a pain to my wife (not really) , and
writing poetry. Most of my poems have been written since I retired in 2004.

PoemHunter is great! not perfect, but who/what is? i have moved to (near)
eureka california. i am still married! i have become a grandfather, though i don't
consider it a big deal.

a friend recently asked if a poem i had sent to her was pentameter. hmm? i
looked it up. something to do with arrangements of words in poetry. i told her i
(usually) just write what sounds good to me. hopefully some of it sounds good
to the readers!

in my list of poems i give, for each poem, a title, and i follow the title with some
clues [in brackets] about the poem's content and length. at least that is how my
more recently-submitted poems are listed. this is to aid readers in picking
something they might enjoy, or at least not hate. in most of my poems i try to be
funny, at least a little bit! i also have very serious poems. some are VERY long
(but not TOO long) , and those sometimes deal with serious subjects of human
behavior/(behaviour for some of my overseas friends) and experiences. they
may take ten minutes or more to read? , but hopefully some will read and enjoy
them.

i almost always use rhymes. maybe that will make up for my lack of

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



seriousness, romanticism, and attention to confining-patterns (such as in
pentameters!) .

i will be challenged if anyone would like to suggest a topic or title for a poem. i
wrote one for an ex-wife's boyfriend once (a valentines day poem; i did have to
ask her to tell me something about their relationship/him, in order to write
something personalized and somewhat truthful) . feel free to ask.
my PH fried, Brian Johnston, has been running a monthly (for a few months so
far) poetry writing contest ('Challenge') in which he challenges all members to
submit a poem using a title he has chosen. he makes up a 'poem title' (referring
to the month and year and the word 'Challenge’

i also have a habit at times of correcting or suggesting or questioning poets in
my comments about their poem(s) . most poets on PH have accepted this
without complaint. [maybe they HAD a complaint, but they did not tell ME.] some
have even thanked me! a few have requested that i send less-than-flattering
comments to them directly as messages so other readers will not see them. fine
with me, if i am asked to do that and remember.

i am NOT a man of few words, as you may be able to assume by the length of
this.

please feel free to suggest i read one (a particular one) of YOUR poems. i will
try to accommodate you, but please proofread the poem at LEAST once first, and
don't feel i'm being mean if i don't praise it.

some of my poems deal (in part at least) with my feeling that i have lived
long enough (66 years) and am ready to go to the next step, which to me is
dirt. i am an agnostic/atheist which also shows up in some of my poems. the
photo of me on PH is really me and, yes, i am eating pizza, a rare treat for me.
have a nice time on PoemHunter! bri :)

i just reread the instructions for what to write here...... in my bio. it says write
down a brief note, but it also says there are no limitations for this text, SO i
guess i haven't broken the rules with my wordiness!

some suggested SHORT POEMS by me:

[Humor] Speak To Me, Moon..... [Speaking To The Moon; Fantasy; Humor; Very
SHORT] Bf28/2014

A Father's Toast At His Gay Son's Wedding Reception..... [Same-sex marriage;
Humour/HUMOR; Johnny Cash song/Sheldon Silverstein poem; SHORT]

Won't You Be My Poemhunter-Valentine? ? ...... [my silly VERY SHORT valentine
wish] 2/12/2014
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some suggested MEDIUM POEMS by me:
Mary's Pet....[Humor; Human nature; Pets; Scary? ; Grade school] 11/21/2012
Bye-bye Jimmy..... [Nature observations; Death; Personal] 00/29/2012

Holes I've Known....... [Holes, of course! ; HUMOR/humour; MEDIUM length]
6/17/2014

some suggested LONG POEMS by me:

[Jake's] Christmas Eve..... [Exploration; Food Gathering; Fatherhood; Santa; Rat;
LONG; Humor] [2/15/2012

'6 Foot 3'...... [LONG; Scary; Gross; Murder] M[i1/18/2012

When The Carousel Animals Got Loose..... [LONG; Humor; Fantasy; Adventure]
8/9/2012

Creation (maybe not what you think) ...... [Girl-to-woman; Baby-making; LONG;
Relationships] 12/15/2012

Finding Oneself......... [EXTREMELY LONG; Growing Up; Relationships;
Humour/Humor] reviewed T2/1/2012

bri :)
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' Spider' Is Watching You.... [ A Little Girl's 'pet’
Spider; 'cute', Says Valsa G.; Idea From Stephen
Katona On Ph]

Little girl, do you feel many eyes watching you each day,
while, in sun or rain, outside you carry on ....at your play?

It's just me, your multi-eyed little pencil-case-spider-friend.
Remember when last year, on playground, me you did defend?

Those boys tormented me until you rescued 'Spider' from poking,

then into your case you slipped me; some thought you were joking,

BUT you faithfully protected me. Then one day, ‘cause the case WAS stuffy,
I crawled out and onto your shoe. Please DON'T think that I was huffy!

Then those mean boys saw me, and told your even-more-mean teacher,
who came up to your seat and said: 'You must REMOVE that creature ...
from my classroom and from this, your place of academic learning! '

So you placed me on a sycamore, and from that day, for you, I'm yearning.

At night I sometimes dream of following you home, but too far I dare not roam,
because now I have a spider family to care for, because you saved my life.

Therefore ...

I'll always be thankful that you came along in time to save me from those noisy
boys,

and I'll think of you when my little girl AND boy spiders are playing.......... with

their spider toys.

(March 19,2015)

Bri Edwards
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' What Is A Great Guy? ', She Asked Her Mom....
[loneliness; Choosing A Mate; Medium; Bri's Advice
Column; Serious, Seriously! ]

When it comes to saying which guy is Great,

it is really up to each gal (or guy) to rate ....
for themselves, ..... though I'll give THIS advice:
'Don't ever marry the same guy twice! '

I'm writing this for a special friend of mine.
She's mixed up, but someday she may be fine.
A guy she loved (loves?) broke her heart,
when, for various reasons, they both did part.

She's my stepdaughter N, and a teacher now.

But to the heartache-of-loneliness she does bow ...
TOO OFTEN! She's got herself in a depressing rut;
some days aren't bad, while others wrench her gut.

Her Mom and I will always wish her the best.
Sometimes all she may need is lots of rest.

It's tough on her, but it's tough on her Mom too.
If she were your kid, what would YOU do?

N once said she sometimes wishes Mom would 'just listen'....
when in N's two lonely eyes teardrops do glisten.

Phone calls sometimes end in hanging up (one or the other) :
sometimes the hang-upper is N; sometimes it's her mother.

I DO have some more concrete thoughts on this subject.
N may choose to hold onto some and others she may reject.

N, find a guy who makes you happy more than he does not.
Find a guy who has a job or is seriously looking for one, a lot.
Find a guy who's not been scared by a former failed marriage.
Find a guy who doesn't marry expecting a baby carriage.

Find one without a serious anger problem or poor self esteem.

[Of course guys AND gals are not always really what they seem! ]
Find one who does the dishes; it doesn't matter 'slow' or 'quick’'.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



But it DOES matter if, to an important task, a person doesn't stick.

Of course 'looks' can be important for both of you. A healthy body too.
But it's, after all, the qualities in one's brain and heart ........

which can kill a relationship eventually, if not from the start.

Good luck, N, with killing the nagging loneliness bug.

If you were here right now I could give you a hug ...

which might not help much, but you never know.

Remember, I'm a phone call away if you've got steam to blow.

(September 4,2014)

Bri Edwards
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&quot; I Squished An Ant&quot;...... [ Growing Up;
Parenting; Death; Siblings; Fiction; Medium]

My dad, God bless him, some thought was weird,

and not because he chewed tobacco and ..... had a beard.

But unlike some dads who leave raising kids up to &quot;Mom&quot;,
Dad parented gently, though he could be stern (while calm) .

One summer Sunday when I was four, I went outside to play.
[We had a fenced in yard, near San Francisco Bay.]

I had on brown shoes ...... , which my dad had tied.

[T never could get the knots right, no matter how I tried! ]

My older sister was playing hopscotch..... on our concrete walk.

She'd never let me play the game with her; always she would balk.

But maybe ‘cause I'd just turned four, she said &quot;Go ahead and try&quot;.
I got to number three, but landed on an ant; I began to cry.

Sis started laughing and then she called me &quot;a Big Crybaby&quot;.
[I've always been sensitive around &quot;Death&quot;, but
&quot;Crybaby&quot;! ? ..... MAYBE.]

I removed the ant-killing shoe; knots I could UNdo.

On its bottom I found the ant, dead, and stuck like gum or glue.

I cried even louder, and ‘she' said &quot;It's ONLY an ANT! &quot;

I ran inside and upstairs to Dad, so fast that I began to pant.
&quot;Daddy&quot; I cried between my sobs, &quot;I squished and ant! See? !
&quot;

He viewed the corpse, then calmly said &quot;Let's bury it under a tree&quot;.

My sister had come inside to see what had transpired.

She took a look at my shoe and saw the ant (expired) .

Then Dad said to her &quot; Would you help us lay the ant to rest? &quot;
[Dad had lots of great ideas, growing up; that was one... of his best.]

Sis started to say &quot;No&quot;, but I think Dad gave her a &quot;look&quot;.
So she helped us find an envelope and, in it, the ant, we took ....

to our backyard and Sis helped me pick out a tree.

A garden shovel was brought by Dad, and I got down on one knee.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Sis (with Dad's help) dug a shallow grave; it wasn't very big.

Then with two rubber bands I made a cross with a broken twig.

I said &quot;I'm sorry, Ant, that I squished you. Please don't be mad.&quot;
Then I glanced at my sister who almost (but not quite) looked sad.

I placed the envelope in the hole, and covered it with some dirt.
Then Dad said a few words about ants and such, to make me feel less hurt.

(February 19, 2015)

Bri Edwards
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&quot;Big Fat Cat Without A Hat&quot; ....Gets
Hooked ....... [sequel To &quot;Big Fat Cat Without A
Hat&quot;, As Suggested By M. J. Lemon: Medium;
Becoming Responsible For One's Behavior]

Tom cats [adult male cats] often wander at their leisure,

and when they meet a female, they may ‘give in' to ..... their
&quot;pleasure&quot;,

...... which at times causes increased ....cat populations,

but rarely do the &quot;dads&quot; ....take care of their creations.

The &quot;Big Fat Cat Without A Hat&quot; was no exception to ...
the rule.

He thought he could treat every female cat as though ....

she was a tool,

used by him to satisfy the natural urge that all Toms ....

feel,

and then move on to the next encounter, filled with ....

feline zeal.

But finally &quot;Big Fat Cat&quot; ran up against a female, unique,
who insisted that he play the daddy role. She was a cat ....NOT weak ......
in her resolve, and when her kittens were barely a week old .......

she found the Big Fat Cat and confronted him; she was ....very bold.

I suppose it helped that she was cute, with long silky fur,

big green eyes with long lashes, and a mighty convincing .....purrrrrrr.
He, of course, being male, was flattered by her attention,

AND it helped that (at first) the kittens she did NOT ....

mention.

Could it be he had forgotten her ....about the action ......

months before?

(After all, he, like most Tom cats, treated each female cat ........ like a whore,
to be used to satisfy his urges, for one night, not more.)

But, NOW this new mother let Big Fat Cat know what was &quot;the
score&quot;.

&quot;The score&quot; was that he was a dad AGAIN, and HE had ....
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work to do.

This time the mom and the five kids expected HIM to ....

be a TRUE ...... part of the family.

Yes, she laid down the law, in no uncertain terms,

causing &quot;Dad&quot; to feel (almost) ashamed, ....and to feel ...
some squirms.

But then Big Fat Cat (Without A Hat) had an epiphany;
he could play the role of Dad at times, and other times ....be &quot;free&quot;!

So, he played a bit with his five kids, and brought to ....... all of them some mice.

But each week he did what Toms will do, three times, or ....(at least) twice.
(May 8, 2016)

Bri Edwards
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&quot;Fabulous Fab&quot;, Editor-In-Chief, ....Or
Unscrupulous &quot;Thief&quot;? ?

If you read this, you should know of whom I speak.

But do you REALLY &quot;know&quot; Fab?Is he so very &quot;squeak-
y clean&quot;? ?

Does he solicit unpublished poems JUST to make his ‘books’,

OR does he also make money?He is another of the crooks? !

As a crook, does he offer poems to a wealthy, aspiring poet?
Then s/he claims s/he wrote them, and, ‘before you know it',
s/he publishes YOUR poems in her/his name! ? ?Insane?

Of course it's not me make this very plain ...

..... for YOU to ‘see'.It's how I got my poetic fame,
by buying from Fab, and not cheap they came!

(August .....5th...2019)

Bri Edwards
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&quot;Submit Button&quot; Blues ...[ What I Do If I
Find No &quot; Submit Button&quot; On A Poem's
Page; Bri's Solution To A Real Problem On P H
Recently ]

Of late, sometimes, I'd found no &quot;Submit&quot; button.
I knew I should find somethin’, but I found nothin'.

I used to send my poem comment as a message instead..

so poet could see it, though it might fill her with dread!

Then I'd return to poem page to look once more,
and I'd find a Submit button where it wasn't before!
NOW I move from poem page to Member Page, yes, yes, yes,

and back again, finding the button, ....I do confess!

So, if YOU've experienced the submit-button blues,
follow my simple example; follow &quot;in my shoes&quot;.

(August ....25th ....2019)

Bri Edwards
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(book # 6) : Sheila And Clifford: Back In The States
..... [very Long; Ongoing New Romance; Sequel To
Books 1-5; Fiction]

Chapter 28

[Sheila speaks]:

Back in the States, back in New York, back at the &quot;grind&quot;.
But I really liked my job; one better for me, I might never find.

And I wasn't looking for one, BUT it'd been nice to have a breather, ....
a break from routine. And finding Cliff, down there, wasn't bad either!

I'd wondered, on my way back, if I'd really miss ...... him,
and found I really DID. It hadn't been a fling OR a whim.

[CIliff speaks]:

I called Sheila's phone, on my way to see my aunt and a bird.

I left a message on her answering machine. &quot;Love&quot; was my key
word.

The next evening, from my motel, I called and got connected.

Just listening to Sheila's voice as we chatted, caused my &quot;guy&quot; to
become &quot;erected&quot;.

Sheila told me how she missed me and how wet ....she was getting.

I closed my eyes and envisioned Sheila in bed, her free hand her pussy petting.
She claimed she'd never had phone sex before; it really didn't matter.

Before long my guy couldn't wait and (on a tissue) &quot;he&quot; did splatter.

I told her what had happened and how I longed to be with her, ......

to hold her tight, to suck her FIRM breasts, and stroke her pubic fur.

When I said THAT, she lost control; her gasps became a .... prolonged moooan.
Then, abruptly, she giggled, and said &quot;I'm all GOOEY now. Bye. Don't
forget to phone! &quot;

[Sheila speaks, again]:

It was TRUE I'd never had &quot;phone sex&quot;, but Play Girl I had read.
When I was mostly working and not dating, I kept men's photos near my bed.
[[My Mom caught me masturbating once .... when I was a teen. &quot;GOD!
&quot; ....

SHE SCREAMED. But she didn't tell my Dad. She wasn't quite THAT mean.
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The next day she gave me the long-overdue Mom-daughter &quot;talk&quot;.
It was kind of like giving me my first pair of shoes, AFTER I'd learned to walk.
I was fifteen, for God's sake, and though I'd not yet let a boy &quot;touch
me&quot;,

I had been kissed, and had kissed back. Back then the &quot;word&quot; was
&quot;Love (Free) &quot;.]]

Chapter 29

[Sheila speaks]:

I hadn't told CIiff yet that when we met I paid to live back home.

I mean in my parents' house in Brooklyn. Never far from them did I roam ....
except to vacation. BUT I did have my own &quot;apartment&quot; there ....
(with a separate entrance) . Often the four of us, a meal would share.

It's true I never had sleepovers there with men,

but Mom and Dad did not worry (much) if I slept &quot;out&quot;, now and
then.

They were not really prudes; with four kids, how could they be?

I said &quot;four of us&quot; ate together, including Fred, the
&quot;slow&quot;-one of my siblings (3) .

Fred was mentally retarded and needed Mom as caretaker.

I heard that when he was diagnosed, the news was a heart-breaker,
BUT Mom and Dad always did for Fred whatever they could do.

It was a triumph, when, at age of ten, Fred learned to tie his shoe.

Five days a week he attended a day program (Day Care) ,

where he and other mentally-disabled had activities which they did share.
And every few months Fred went to a &quot;respite home&quot; for a week;
that gave Mom and Dad the break from Fred they sometimes did seek.

[CIliff speaks]:

Sheila Gold was her name, the latter name the same as her hair.

Her dad, Sol (Solomon) , had Swiss Jewish roots; her mom's name was Claire.
Claire was French/Scottish by birth, perhaps with a bit of Dutch.

Claire grew up Catholic, but neither parent cared for religion very much.

My last name is Sexton. My parents were Bob and Jill.
They said they were both descended from Pilgrims. I didn't believe them, and I
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never will.
I was raised Lutheran. As a youth, my prayers, to Heaven, I'd send,
but though I still believe in God, I think religion often does, logic, bend.

I never really was able to pin down Sheila on religion.

She didn't seem to want to discuss it; not even a smidgeon.
That was no big deal to me. Politics was a no-go topic too.

I think she may have voted at times, but, for sure, I never knew.

I was a little shocked to find she lived with &guot;Mom and Dad&quot;,
but it made things easier later, for which we both were glad.

Chapter 30

[Sheila speaks]:

It was 1990 when we met. [Who'd ever heard of Irag? ! ]

Cliff called from his aunt's; I'd returned to work; I wanted Clifford back!
Back, close to me, though the drive to Darien CT was still fifty LONG miles.
I longed to smother him with kisses, and (perhaps) even some smiles.

[CIliff speaks]:

Visiting an aunt and cousins, and watching birds ...... was OK,

but my mind kept returning to Sheila, and our days of play.

AND our future together. Yes, I'd started to form a plan,

knowing full well that a woman like Sheila could subjugate most any man.

[[I wished I had parents, or at least siblings, to tell about my find.
But my aunt (and uncle) listened to my &quot;boasting&quot;; they were very
kind.]]

[Sheila speaks, again]:

Unlike CIiff, I had close family with which to share my exciting news,

but at first I kept my mouth shut; another time I'd choose.

At the office I was &quot;boss&quot; again; at home I was the &quot;unmarried
female child&quot;.

I think both Mom and Dad suspected .... that my vacations were quite wild.

I had started plans also for my hoped-for-future-with-one-man.

I'd never thought of myself as a wife and mom, but I began to think &quot;I
can&quot;.
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Was I rushing things? Would Cliff and I pick up where we'd left off?
OR, would we both &quot;get over it&quot; ....., like getting over a cough?

[Cliff speaks, again]:

Another five days and I was back in dear old Connecticut.

Back to my ‘adequate bachelor pad'. Back to work. BUT ....

we'd talked, at least briefly each day, ever since our parting,

and, though vacation had ended, it felt, for ME, like life ..... was STARTING.

Chapter 31
[Sheila speaks]:

I basically invited myself to visit Darien after Cliff'd been back a week.
Saturday morning I packed ‘naughty panties' and from The City I did ‘sneak’.
I'd have to drive back Sunday night, but I dared not wait ANOTHER week.
Phoning daily was nice for a while, but I wanted MORE than tele-speak!

[CIliff speaks]:

I'd worked some on my book in Texas, at least some in my mind,

but birds, phone calls, and relatives kept me busy, I did find.

Back one week in Darien, I put 20 hours in at my bank job.

I also cleaned and straightened my home, not wanting Sheila to think me a slob.

[Sheila speaks, again]:

Cliff could never be a slob, no matter how he'd try.

He welcomed me that weekend .... with a gift that made me cry.

At the game arcade in the Bahamas we'd used a photo booth;

he'd had 5&quot;x7&quot; enlargements framed, and written a poem entitled
&quot;The Truth&quot;:

The Truth
With Sheila Gold I've struck it rich like the California 49ers,
but MY treasure is your body and soul, not the metal found by miners.

The telephone is well and good when we must be apart ................ , but
you're welcome always in my home, as you're always welcome in my heart.
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Here's a little gift for you; I've got another for myself.

A photo of us from the Bahamas, to keep on table, desk, or shelf.
I hope someday I'll see you each day, and NOT just in a frame,
and both of us will feel we are winners ............ in a dating game.

Love, Cliff XOX
[Cliff speaks, again]:

So Sheila stayed with me 29 hours; not that I was counting!

Within the first hour we released sex stresses which, for both, had been
mounting.

I'd told her the restaurant choices, and said &quot;Sheila, tell me when&quot;,
to which she said &quot;I'm not hungry, except for YOU! Let's do
&quot;IT&quot; again! &quot;

Being a good host (I hope) , I complied with her simple request.

She kept me busy another twenty minutes, before she let me rest.
Then we lay entwined upon my bed, our heartbeats winding down ....
...until all I heard in the room was my dear Sheila's purring sound.

Chapter 32
[Sheila speaks]:

It's true, I'd really fallen asleep, inside Clifford's arms.

The poor guy needed to pee but feared he'd ...set off alarms.
Finally he could wait no longer. He kissed me lightly and arose.
I opened up my sleepy eyes to see him naked from head to toes.

After we showered and dressed, he gave me the &quot;home tour&quot;.

He said, with a wink, &quot;Only five women have been here.&quot; Then he
added &quot; maybe fewer&quot;.

He had a set of library shelves in a den, filled with scores of books.

He proudly showed me the whole place, even the &quot;crannies and the
nooks&quot;.

We dined on Italian for supper and toasted each other with wine.

We both fell asleep easily that first Darien night, and slept just fine.

Sunday Cliff showed me Darien, including his childhood home,

the high school, &quot;his bank&quot;, and woods where he, for birds, did roam.
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I found some shops to browse in, while he tagged along;

I bought a string bikini, but I did not buy a thong.

We had an early supper; steak and seafood was the fare.

TOO soon it was time for me to leave. TOO little time we did share.

(January 2015)

[to be continued in &quot;(Book # 7) : Sheila And Clifford: GETTING BETTER
ACQUAINTED&quot;, beginning with chapter 33]

Bri Edwards
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(book # 9) : Sheila And Clifford: The Ring, And CIiff
Meets Sheila’s Family ...[ Pretty Long; A Continuing
Fictional Story Of Two Americans; Some Sexual
Content]

Chapter 36

[Clifford speaks]:

Yes, Darien had a small Tiffany’s store and that was where we went.

Entering it, I could not help myself; I asked Sheila “Shall we buy or rent? ”
Two good pokes in my ribs later, a suited-clerk asked "How may I help? ”
Again I couldn’t help myself and said "Can we get a ring and keep my scalp? ”

A polite but subdued chuckle the clerk did utter, and said “why, of course”.
Two hours later we left and ate some lunch. I was hungry as a horse.
That’s how I usually feel when I see so many zeroes.

Men who get married, with NO engagement ring, are among my heroes!

A week had passed since the IOU for a ring ....had been read.

It could take two weeks perhaps, the store clerk had said.

About two weeks later, after Sheila got her ring (she got it in June)
I got to meet her family, which, for me, was none too soon.

[Sheila speaks]:

I'd worn a high school ring for a short while; what a waste!

A waste of my money I mean, which I'd earned at a part time job.
While in accounting school I'd bought a sparkly party ring (just ‘paste’) .
NOW I had my-ring-from-CLIFF, which stood out from the mob.

Chapter 37

[Sheila continues]:

I can’t explain the difference it made ..... to my attitude.

I didn’t love CIiff any more or less with the ring; had I just been rude .....
to not take him to visit my family? Did my brother REALLY matter?
Sometimes I felt my behavior equaled that of ........ Alice’s “"Mad Hatter”!

[Clifford speaks]:

On the evening of July 3rd I drove myself to Sol and Claire’s,
with chocolate and cut flowers, but not meaning to ‘put on airs’.
I'd heard that Sheila’s family all loved chocolate ............. ,
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and a mom who doesn’t like cut flowers .......... I'd not met yet.

Sheila had told me where to park and to ring the bell at her parents’ door.

I wanted to make a good lasting impression; I hoped many points I'd score.
I'd not heard much about them yet, but I hoped to learn.

I assumed they knew little of me, and we’d learn about each other in turn.

So I was a bit surprised, after I'd settled into a comfy nook,

to see displayed (next to coffee table magazines) my book!

It was not mentioned until Sheila’s brother, Fred, handed me a pen.
He said to me “Clifford, sign it.” I did, and everyone smiled then.

The flowers were placed in water and set on the dining table.

There were LOTS of horse photos and figurines; I thought I was in a stable.
Well not really. I'd heard Fred had a passion for horses and blue.

Yes, blue the color. Later I got to see Fred’s room, and found it very true.
Blue walls and carpet, bedspread, lampshade. Almost all was BLUE.

Everybody had eaten before I got there, but chocolate was had.
Fred especially seemed to enjoy the candy, for which I was so glad.
A little wine was offered and accepted. Even Fred had a half a glass.
I heard about Sol’s Navy time off Korea. Quickly time did pass.

At 10 P.M. Sheila said “It’s time for Clifford and me to say Good Night”.
Claire gave me a big hug; she really squeezed me tight!

Fred shook my hand and said "I like you. You're my friend”.

And so Sheila and I went to her in-house apartment. Day one thus did
[almost]end.

Chapter 38

[Sheila speaks]:

Except for a brief hug and kiss when CIiff arrived, I'd been ‘good’.

Most of the time Mom and Dad (and Fred) shared the one couch,

while Cliff and I sat in stuffed chairs facing them. Sometimes Freddie stood.
The evening went well except once when Mom said “Sheila, don’t slouch! ”

Yes, Mom would always be a mom, thinking me a little kid, and though,
Clifford, I'd been “dating”, I thought Mom’s eyebrows might rise, and they DID

when I led Cliff to my in-their-house apartment for the night.
Fred didn’t seem bothered at all, and Dad, I think, thought it was alright.
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[CIliff speaks]:

I hope I did not blush at all when Sheila took my hand and led the way.

A bit later I used her private door to go outside for my bag for my stay.

By the time I returned, Sheila had the window blinds closed shut,

and she was standing waiting with her great big smile ....., and dressed like a
slut.

Yes, she had on a torn T-shirt, raised up to show her breasts.

Her black panties said "LOVE ME NOW" in front, and, in back, ‘BE MY GUEST".
And the placement of the messages was kinky, especially "NOW's “*0O”,

for it was situated at the bottom of her crotch, over her “love hole”.

I hadn't really expected such a welcome, but I really was impressed.

I gladly responded to her “orders”. But we did it quietly; our voices were
suppressed.

[Sheila speaks, again]:

It was rare that we got “down and dirty”, but it was a celebration.

It was the first time I'd thought of Cliff (while in MY bed) ...... , without needing
masturbation.

Chapter 39

[Sheila speaks]:

I'd told Mom that Cliff and I would be downstairs by 11 A.M.

We actually made it down by 10, which was a surprise to them.
Cliff and I got up early and had our breakfast together.

I was happy when I found that July 4th was giving us nice weather.

The five of us would have a picnic/cookout in our small backyard.

Dad would have a few firecrackers, though legally they were barred.
Mom had already boiled a pot of white AND red potatoes.

I helped her make potato salad, and another with greens and tomatoes.

Dad was the grilling expert, but only did hamburgs and ‘hots’.

He let Fred help with preparations and cooking; a little, not lots.

Fred watched TV reruns of “Mr. Ed”, about a talking horse.

Dad quizzed Cliff about his “prospects” at the bank. I said little of course.

I didn’t expect CIiff to mention the inheritance he got .....when his Mom died,
but he DID. And I think it gratified Mom and Dad to know he was well-supplied
with money to take care of their “little girl” and any future babies.

It seemed my folks had no reasons to disapprove of Cliff, or to suggest ....some
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“maybes”.

[Clifford speaks]:

I learned more about Sol’s career as a mail handler in the Post Office (USPS) .
I'd never thought about how much handling packages needed, I confess.

He’d had to work nights or evenings most of thirty years,

but his and Claire’s pensions kept them in hamburgers and beers.

They even managed twice a year to have a vacation-date,

while Fred was placed in a respite home, paid for by the state.
A little cabin in the Catskill Mountains they would rent,

a far cry from, when as newlyweds, they used to camp in a tent.

I managed to include myself a bit in the food preparation,

hoping to get a few points by helping at .....a kitchen “station’.

But mostly I talked with Sol, and “talked about horses” with Fred.

I also watched as Fred fixed both of us sandwiches: peanut butter and jelly on
bread.

When we sat at the picnic table for our meal around five,

I was feeling a bit strange, as though Mom and Dad were alive.
I mean my parents (both dead) . We’d had picnics too.

Oh, we did not have a lot of picnics, but I remembered a few.

[Though I was an only child, and at times I did yearn .....

for a brother or sister ....... , in time I did learn ....

(when I talked to friends who had one sibling or more)

that being an “only child” had benefits; with them (you) I won't bore.]

I remembered to compliment Claire on her culinary skills.

And I noticed that Sol interrupted his meal to take two little pills.
He said he had high blood pressure and high cholesterol too;

he said he walked and did exercises ......... , but maybe too few.

Claire told me that, starting in high school, she learned how to cook.

She said her mom was much better at it, and used no cook book.

Before she had kids, Claire worked in a small bakery,

and she told me if I stopped eating hots ....... , her baking skills I might see.

So I took no more offered burgers OR hots to eat,

looking instead to find out what Claire had prepared for a treat.
And I was NOT disappointed with the pineapple cake (“upside-down”) .
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With ice cream on top, no one at our table dared frown.

Claire said “It's best eaten when fresh; don't let it get old.”
So I had two pieces, while Fred had THREE. He was more bold.

Chapter 40
[Sheila, speaks]:
It was a great July 4th day; the best I could remember.

It was like my family and Cliff bonded, and he became a new member.

That night, not too late, Cliff and I said to all "Good Night! ”
Cliff and I then had our OWN “fireworks”. No, it WASN'T a fight.

(around February 2015)

Bri Edwards
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(book 17) : Sheila And Clifford: Becoming Parents ....
[ Chapter 51; For M. J. Lemon, My One True S. And C.
Fan; A Section Of AL O N G Sequel Poem; Fiction ]

Bri speaks: ............... {yes it is ‘the author' speaking now! }:

Darien Connecticut is where our loving couple will raise their child,

though visits to the Bronx will happen also; the commute is usually mild.

The Bronx is where Sheila's ‘home office' is, and her Mom & Dad, and Fred.
Fred is her brother; he has Asperger's Syndrome, and he ‘loves' BLUE, not Red.

{{For ‘new readers' in Sheila and Clifford's life of lust and love,

let me, Bri, fill you in a bit on what came before I wrote ‘the above'.

Sheila is from New York City and used to be a bit sexually-wild.

Cliff's parents are dead, and so far he seems more sexually-mild, ....

BUT that doesn't always stop a baby from being successfully conceived.

He IS the ‘Dad-To-Be', UNLESS, by Sheila, or them both, I've been deceived.

Sheila and Clifford met in the Bahamas, where &quot;sight unseen&quot; they
shared .......

a vacation home [they HAD emailed! ]. It's where S, to C, first her body bared!
In the Bahamas also were residents and Sheila's ‘friends', Ike and
&quot;Vi&quot;.

If you read some earlier chapters, I doubt you'd forget them, even if you tried.

Sheila runs a tax preparation ‘family' business. She likes to buy ...... stuff.
Clifford inherited millions, so part time work in a bank is for him enough.

He also likes birdwatching, and he's a writer, having at least one book for sale.
Sheila had two abortions before meeting Cliff. Does her uterus EVER fail? ? ?

Sheila speaks:

&quot;Pipe down, Bri! I think I can handle telling the story now from here.
But you made a nice synopsis of what's come before now. Thanks, my ‘Dear'.

I guess, from what I've read and heard others say, I had a preghancy-
&quot;easy&quot;:

a little &quot; morning sickness&quot; early on, and a craving for certain foods
when not queasy;

I could handle my daily routine pretty well; I could prepare for our firstborn child.
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BUT sometimes, when I least expected it, anticipation drove me almost (not
quite) ‘wild'!

My mom and my brother Fred were the ones who seemed to be more excited
than I.
Clifford was enthused and very supportive when I needed it. With love, he did

me ply.
Some say Jews don't &quot;do&quot; baby showers. But that's mostly due to
superstition, so ........... ,

since my family and I are not superstitious, when friends asked me, I said: '‘By
all means, GO ...
forit! I I'' &quot;

Clifford speaks:

&quot; Who would have guessed just a few years ago that I would become a
father after 307?

I was glad to go along with Sheila's suggestion that we have a child, EVEN with
diapers-&quot;dirty&quot;!

We could work out our schedules to care for our baby, and if nheed be get a part-
time nanny.

We both read ‘tons of stuff' to prepare us. Sheila was not-too-pleased though
....with her BIG fanny!

She'd expected her boobs to ‘inflate' as her body got ready for breastfeeding.
And, of course, her belly swelled a lot, but ............ ‘WHY' a big FANNY was she
needing? ?

At Lamaze classes we learned about and practiced, with other couples, how to
relax.

And other things were taught to make The Birth (for parents & child) successful
to &quot;the max&quot;.

‘Natural Childbirth' was our plan; arrangements were made for a midwife, and
NO drugs!

But when our baby's time to arrive came, after 10 hours of labor, we needed
More Than Hugs! !

So, off to the local hospital, in an ambulance we all rushed. A doctor was found
for a C-section,

and our daughter was born within another hour. [No abnormalities were found
upon inspection.]&quot;
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Bri speaks (again!) :

And so Sheila and Clifford, united in love and marriage, became parents of
Shannon Elisabeth ....

Damn! I don't remember their last name. Well, you don't need to know it. (Her
nickname is Beth.)

(‘written' with keyboard in early September 2017)

Bri Edwards
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(book# 10) : Sheila And Clifford: The Wedding...
[wedding; Original Vows; Medium; Continuing Story;
Fiction]

Chapter 40

[Sheila speaks]:

When CIiff first visited my home, no one dared to ask:

“When will you get married? ” It looked as though it was MY task.

When I told CIiff “Yes” ..... I meant it, but HE didn't say when.

In two weeks more, Mom asked “When? ” I said: “I'll ask. Ask me then.”

So in early August I cuddled up with Cliff one starlit night,
and asked outright: “Hey Lover Boy, when can we unite ......

in marriage for REAL? No more ‘playing (weekend) house’",
to which HE said “You pick the date, My Sweet; I'll hot grouse.”

Leave it to Cliff to sneak in the name of a bird!

But I got my answer, and now it was up to me! How weird.
Now I'd have to decide whether to do it quickly, or to plan .....
a formal affair with some sort of ceremony, followed by a band.

I thought about it for a week, and talked to my mom.

She said: “Get him to a judge. Can you still fit into the dress from your prom? ”
I laughed at that but it made enough sense to me,

except for the dress part; it was ten years old. Golly gee.

By late August we’d gone to Darien’s city hall to get ....

a marriage license. We lined up a judge, almost while the ink was still wet.
Cliff and I reserved a room in a hotel for a 100-people affair.

I mean a dining and dancing room. We’d also get married there.

[Clifford speaks]:

I'd visited Sheila’s Brooklyn home three times before the wedding.

I met some more New York ‘Gold relatives’, so they’'d see what she was getting.
I met her grandpa who started the accounting office she now ran.

And one weekend Sol, Claire, and Fred came to Darien ....... , in their minivan.

[Sheila speaks, again]:
A nice new dress for me, strapless, and a dark gray suit for ‘my Dear”’.
We invited 150 friends and relatives, from both far and near.
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One hundred and ten RSVP’d: “"We'll be there for sure.”
The next two months seemed to go by in a blur.

One night we toasted each other, and pledged one another our troth.
We wrote our own vows, Cliff’s based (loosely) on the Boy Scout Oath.
November weather was kind to us in 1991, on the weekend we got wed,
and I believe all the guests enjoyed it. They surely got well fed.

Most of the guests were my relatives and friends, and friends of Mom and Dad.

Cliff’'s Texas aunt and uncle and two cousins came ....., for which I was very glad.

Oh, Cliff had a FEW friends there too, and the editor of his first book.
We had three paid photographers, and plenty of great shots they took.

[Clifford speaks]:

It was my idea to write my vows and Sheila decided to follow suit.

The Boy Scout Oath was embedded in my brain, which Sheila thought was
“cute”.

But I did not suggest I wear my old Scout uniform, or carry a newspaper bag.
AND we did NOT start the afternoon off by saluting anybody’s flag.

[Clifford’s wedding vows]:

Dear Sheila, on my Honor I will do my best ....
to do whatever you reasonably do request;

to obey the rules we set for you and me,

and to always be as helpful as I can be;

to be physically strong, mentally awake,

and well-behaved, for both our sakes.

[Sheila’s wedding vows]:

Dear Clifford, on this our wedding day,
before our friends and relatives, I do say,

I love you more than I dare express,

more than all others, I do confess.

I'll do my best to be your cheerleader,

and when you write a book, I shall read her.

(around February 2015)

[story to be continued in: “(BOOK #11) : Sheila And Clifford: The Honeymoon
...... (and Violet & Ike, again!) ”
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Bri Edwards
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(marriage) Equality..... [see The Title; Personal
Fantasy; Humor? (Let Me Know) ]

I'm an American. So you know I KNOW about equality, right?
And I'm married. I strive for spousal equality with all my might!
Let me share with you how I help to keep my marriage EQUAL.
I'm so good at it that this is my 3rd marriage sequel.

[My wife’s a good wife, and so she does her fair share..... of the house work.

I'm a good husband, and I'm no slacker. Oh, NO! From MY chores I do not
shirk.]

My wife makes our bed. I mess it up.

She washes plates and bowls. I wash my cup.

She washes our clothes. I say “Nice job.”

She hangs them on line. I tell her "They're dry." I'm NO SLOB! ..... Oh, NO!

She cooks supper, though it's sometimes late.

I eat every meal and even lick my plate.... and hers.

I turn on lawn sprinkler and she mows the lawn.....

though, to do so, she starts mowing at the crack of dawn......
(and wakes ME up!) .

The problem is she has a full-time job...... at a bank.
I have no "OUTSIDE” job. At regular jobs I stank.

But I'm glad that at home I can, and do, do my part.
I don't, like SOME BUMS,.... just sit at home and fart.

Bri Edwards
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[humor] Speak To Me, Moon..... [speaking To The
Moon; Fantasy; Humor; Very Short]

Speak to me, Moon, of what you see.
Oh! I forgot; you CAN'T see. Pardon me.

Then speak to me, Moon, of what you hear.
Damn, you are deaf also, Moon. How queer!

Ok then. Speak to me, Moon, of what you feel,

as you gaze down on our cities of concrete and steel.
What's that you say, Moon? You don't like what you see.
Well, I didn't build them, so please don't blame ME! ! |
(March 2014)

Bri Edwards
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[war] Boy In An Envelope..... [war (Vietham
'Conflict') : A Parent's Loss; Condolences; Very Long,
But Worth The Time]

The long envelope was addressed to Mr. Robert K. Hess.
One corner was torn away.....and it lacked a return address.
I'd just received it that day, with a batch of others;

it was a light mail-day; some days the volume smothers.

I opened up the envelope, what was left of it, and read.....
“Dear Mr. Hess,
Sorry this comes so late. I know your son is dead.”

I caught my breath. I'd received a similar letter years ago,
but this one contained a photo also, which caused my tears to flow.

The photo, black and white, showed a father with his son.

Each was dressed in camouflage, and each carried.....a deer gun.
On the back was a name and address, the same as envelope.
And written in pencil it said "Me and Dad, hunting antelope.”

There was a date also written: November 12,1963.

Memories of my son now swept rapidly over me.

There were about ten pages, handwritten, staring at me now.
I could not make myself read it yet. My head did slowly bow.

The next day I took it up again, with very mixed feelings indeed.
But my mind and soul both seemed to feel, the letter I might need.

“My name is Hank” the letter said. “I knew your son in NAM.
This photo of you and your son, for years has helped keep me calm.”

I stared at the photo for a while. Did my son look like that long ago?

I scanned the letter and found no return address. The letter, I was about to
throw.

But I couldnt do it! I had to read it someday. Again I set it aside.

Ten years I've been without a son, but, for him, I'm still filled with pride.

It took a week before I read some more. I had plenty more to do.
I thought reading the long letter might help, the parent-child bond, renew.
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“I've enclosed Tom'’s dog tags. He gave them to me before he died.

I should have turned them in but I didn’t, and for two days, at night, I cried.
Tom was my buddy for six months; we shared more than you want to know.
It wasn’t ALL bad in The NAM. Once we saw a live comedy show.

He was a bit of a crazy kid, who at crazy times would sing a song.

He spoke highly of you, though he said you didn’t always get along.”

The letter went on and on. I was tempted several times to quit.

Sometimes, due to some torn off page corners, I missed a little bit.

Yes, there’d been corners torn off of pages, and of the envelope too.

Dog tags were missing; through the open envelope corner I suppose they flew.

Hank spoke of a visit to Saigon, and of the oppressive heat,

of villagers who’d had legs blown off, and meals they had to eat.

He did NOT mention drugs, nor the girls I imagine they'd sampled,

nor TOO much of fighting, nor of anything or anybody they may have trampled.

He mentioned seeing a cobra one day and he mentioned the sounds at night.
He said much of their time there was boring. Beer came by helicopter flight.
There were church services held in “the field”. They burned much of their shit.
The few times they had enemy contact, each soldier tried..... to not “get hit”.

“Part of the year has terrible rains. They call them a “wet” monsoon.

One of the few things like in the States, was the stars at night and the moon.
Some of us (just a few) wrote regularly to folks back home.

Some were concerned more with leech removal and having a good lice comb.

"I spent a second tour in The NAM after your son died. Was I nuts?

Partly, your son’s death was why I stayed. I wanted to kick some V.C. butts.

I got my chance in my seventeenth month there. I got two gooks, but they got
ME.

I lost an arm and one eye, but my medical care is free.

“I've also had flashbacks of being hit, or those I killed, and of your son.

If I could rule the world now.....I'd get rid of every bomb, mortar, and gun.
One good thing, I guess, came out of that mess. I met my dear wife Susie.
She took care of me in Walter Reed. I've got a son, Tom; he is a doozy.

“I've debated telling you how your son died. Now I guess I will.

It was not drugs or suicide.....as happened to some. It happened on a hill.
I've heard Tom’s listed as “Missing In Action”, but I tell you he did die.
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But I don’t know if I can say his death was needed. No, I will not lie.

“"We were ordered to take a hill overlooking a “strategic valley”.

We were warned not to commit any “atrocities” like was done by Lt. Calley.
Maybe we did, and maybe we didn’t. It was not clear who the enemy was.
When we were ordered to take the hill, we did as a “good soldier” does.

“"We were told there were NVA and VC and maybe Chinese on the hill.

We were told to advance cautiously, but to proceed at will.

We kept in touch with the home base until our radio operator was shot.

The radio was “killed” too, so we were a bit “in the dark”; ours was a sorry lot.

“Our platoon started with forty men, most as young as Tom and me.

By the time we’d gotten off the hill, I think we were down to twenty-three.
Halfway up Tom got hit in the chest, I think from machine gun fire,

but he could have been hit by a sniper bullet; treetop snipers could get much
higher.

'l was ten feet away and I went and cradled his head.
He gave me his tags, which I'm sending to you, but in a few minutes he was
dead.”

By now I was choking, and my tears were soaking the page; I stopped.

I wondered if my son died with a buddy, with his head up-propped.

The next day, after a sleepless night, I returned anxiously to the letter.

I thought a day’s rest would prepare me for letter’s end, but I did not do much
better.

“I know, sir, some war movies show soldiers carrying their dead away,

but, I hope you'll believe me, on THAT hill THAT day, there was...... NO damn
way.

You wouldn’t have gotten your son’s body back; I'd probably have lost mine.
I hope you'll forgive me, sir. I hope, with my decision, you’ll be fine.”

Once again I hesitated, with page in hand, but I could not stop reading now.
I grabbed more tissues and drank some water, and to the end I did plow.

“Our forces took the hill at last.....after it was mostly destroyed.

To accomplish this, however, it was carpet bombed and napalm was employed.
I don't really know if they looked for Tom. The hill was “held”...... for a few
months.

That’s the way things went sometimes...... for us U.S. Army grunts.
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“I haven't given you my return address; it was hard enough, as is.....

to write to you at long last, and give you what, for Tom, once were his.

I know he cherished the photo; I took it from him when he died.

The dog tags have been a comfort for me many nights when I have cried.

But I'm on a new med now, from the VA doctor, to calm my nerves at night.
They seem to be working and I thought you should have what was Tom’s. It's
right!

"I hope this envelope reaches you safely. I hope you haven’t moved.
I hope you believe my story, and, that Tom had a NAM buddy, this proved.
With my sincere condolences on the loss of your son.

Sincerely, Hank

p.s. I'll remember him each time my boy’s little hand, on mine, does yank.”

My eyes were red and tired by now, but all my tears had dried.

I'm sorry I failed to find a return address. My boss will know I tried.

My name is not Mr. Hess. My son’s name was Ron, not Tom.

Ron died, I'm told, in ‘68, when his patrol was hit by .....an errant bomb.

I work in a Post Office Dead Letter Office where we get our share of mail.

I know many, hearing of my job, will think “Post Office? ”, and then think “snail”.

Each day I look at mail pieces marked “undeliverable, return to sender”.
Hank’s envelope came here to be opened, as no return address he did tender.

Sometimes we have good luck and the mail finds its way back home.
Today we’ll send, to the waste bin, this heartbreaking, belated ‘tome’.

[My name is Rose Cranston. Ron was 19 when he died. I miss him.]
(March 31,2014)

Bri Edwards
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' Hollow ' Halloween: Janice And Mr. Bones ....[
Boozing; Loneliness; Mental Health; Psychiatry;
Halloween; Fictional; Long Enough ]

Janice worked 9-5 as her boss's secretary.

At work she was sedate. But her evenings could be scary.
You see, Janice lived a bit on the ‘wild side’,

something which, from her coworkers, she did hide.

She was single,25, had a tattoo on her ass.

In the evening she drank and smoked &quot;a little grass&quot;.
She ‘bar-hopped' and some nights took some guy back home.
Janice lived by herself, but did NOT like .....being alone.

One October 31st, yes, a night of Halloween, .....

Janice was ‘flying high', feeling like a freaking queen.
She'd dressed as the Bride of Frankenstein, in itself scary,
and on her way home from a bar walked into a cemetery.

She must have passed out there, among the mossy graves.
At 3 A.M. she woke up, seeing, at first, multi-colored waves.
But then a strange man appeared, quite pale, tall, and thin.
She wanted sex, and before too long he was well in-

side of her.

At dawn she awoke, lying across two gravestones.
&quot;He&quot; was not there, but she recalled his name: &quot;Mr.
Bones&quot;.

[[ 3 months pass ]]

That November 1st she had called into work &quot;sick&quot;.
She'd gotten home, had showered off real quick.

She felt VERY ‘creepy'. Soon she was alone in her own bed.
Sleep overtook her again the moment her pillow hit her head.

A few weeks later all was not well. &quot;Mr. Bones, indeed! &quot;
She was drawn back to the cemetery. She felt a pressing need .....
To find the man called &quot;Mr. Bones&quot;, but he was not there.
She cruised the bars and shops nearby, ‘not turning up a hair'*.
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She'd gone back to work November 2nd, to no avail.

She just could NOT concentrate and, at her job, she did fail.
She said she was having psychological problems; she WAS!
She saw a psychologist to figure out the cause.

BUT Janice was too embarrassed to tell the doctor &quot; ALL&quot;.

After three visits and no improvement, both the ‘doc' and she hit a ‘wall' .....
beyond which neither felt they could proceed. The visits now did end.

She fell into a deep depression; spiraling down her life did wend.

Nights were the worst times for Janice. Nightmares did abound.

In her past she could not stand to be alone; now she wanted no one around.
She lived on her three credit cards, paying the minimum allowed.

She ate mostly &quot;fast-food, take-out&quot;, avoiding any crowd.

She tried, and failed, to kill herself. She ended up hospitalized.

After three days a &quot;shrink&quot;** came by, one highly-specialized.
Dr. Graham [not related to &quot;Cracker&quot;] spoke in soothing tones.
Janice, sedated, told her of her night with &quot;Mr. Bones&quot;.

[ But first the hospital spoke to Janice's mom, as part of protocol.
&guot;Mom&quot; was a widow. She said: &quot;Doctor, make her well. It's all
........ I want.&quot; ]

A few more days passed while Janice recovered more and more.

Doctor Graham hypnotized Janice, hoping to learn the &quot;score&quot;,
&quot;the score&quot; meaning &quot;the reason&quot; for Janice's mental
troubles.

The doctor would try to find AND burst some &quot;imaginary
bubbles&quot; ***,

&quot;bubbles&quot; being beliefs of Janice which were not backed by facts.
Graham hoped to find, in her patient's mind, useful psychiatric ‘tracks’,
‘tracks' hidden in Janice's subconscious, tracks to make her well.

The doctor knew that mental problems could be ‘a living Hell'.

Back through her recent past the doctor took Janice, searching.

She took the patient back months, Janice sometimes lurching ...

forward from her sitting position, her face at times looking pained.

Though the process looked at times distressing, much could thus be gained.
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They ‘went back' at last to October 31st, and &quot;Mister Bones&quot;.
NOW, besides lurching and grimacing, Janice let out ....some groans.
BUT, &quot;No pain, NO gain&quot;, an ‘old saying', certainly did apply.
Soon, in a day or two, Janice was up and about, smiling. Here's why:

It came out while she was hypnotized, there'd been no nighttime sex!

Beer and drugs? Yes. A cemetery? Yes. Wishful thinking? Maybe. But NO
SEX! !

No &quot;Mr. Bones&quot;. Only in Janice's mind did Mr. Bones exist;

a Halloween trick had been played on her, a nonexistent tryst!

Now, more months gone by, Janice no longer frequents after-work bars.
But she's at a new job, has a cat, and collects colored rocks in jars.
She goes to McDonald's, but she also walks her building's treadmill.

AND she's dated the same guy three times this month. Wish her luck! Bri will.

(October 16th and 25th 2017)

* &quot;not turning up a hair&quot; ........ not finding a thing; finding nothing
(that is looked for)

** &quot;shrink&quot; ....a psychiatrist

*** - &quot;imaginary bubbles&quot; ...misconceptions; untruths in Janice's
thinking

Bri Edwards
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100th Birthday [missed By 'Mom'] ......  [short; My
Mom; Death; Serious But Not Sad]

Well Mom missed this day by almost nine years.

At ninety-one(?) we escorted her from this “veil of tears”.
But no tears I had the June day she passed.

Her will was NOT to live just in order to “last”.

She’d actually tried to end her life three years before,

but by bad timing and stomach-pumping she missed Death’s Door.
Then again she found herself in a hospital, ailing, in 2005 (?) .

My sister and I pushed a “morphine drip” till she was no longer alive.
Rest In Peace, dear Mom. [December 30,1913-June 20(?) ,2005(?) ]

(December 30,2013)

Bri Edwards
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1st: North Carolina Barn-Living Notebook ...[ About
My Temporary Living Condition ]

Near two weeks it took to drive 3000 miles..

to stay in a barn with sheep, hens, & goats, NO smiles.
In the Appalachian *hills' of Marshall North Carolina ....
we're settled, ....on the opposite side of Earth from China.

About a week here, most hours spent in barn (converted) ,
‘twould seem at quick glance the hills are near-deserted,
as I think they've ‘always' are no buildings TALL.

I've found pros & cons to now tell ya'll.

Most notably, and believe me this is surely a ‘con’,
our composting toilet reminds me of a stinking pond.
Not meant for ‘two’, it has some ‘maintenance' needs.
I'm about to go outdoors & poop in the weeds.

BUT that would be unfair to the two squat goats,

as I'm told they eat the weeds, not corn nor oats.

They also eat our kitchen fruit and veggie wastes,

while the plump-looking hens eat the egg shells post haste.

The bucolic scenes around ‘our' barn are some pros,

with hillside pasture, and tall trees through which wind blows.
Our rooms are finished & furnished with but minor glitches.
There may be barn ghosts, but no coven of witches.

Some rain has leaked, dripping through the old barn roof,

but our living quarters and we have been dry, ...PROOF ...
that Carolina luck is with our stay, at least so far.

If &quot;luck&quot; changes, we hopefully can escape by car.

The driveway's cut uphill, a quarter mile through trees,
and I ‘pray' we never get hit or blocked by fallen ‘debris'.

There's evidence of smoke alarms where none now exists,
but if smoke chokes life from us, we'll not resist.

(cont.) ...?
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(early January....2019)

Addendum, requested by my mate:

Tick Bite Poem....[ Beware The Arachnids Who Seek To Suck Your Blood, Their
Faces Buried In Your Flesh! ; Tick Bite Treatment; North Carolina Hiking ]

Ticks are tiny, 'Almost-Harmless'-looking insect-like creatures.
With a magnifying glass I've seen their very tiny features.
I've had them on my body twice(?) , many years ago indeed.
[They may crawl onto you or your clothes from tree or weed.]
One I found in a private place, while I sat, before I peed.

Our hosts in N. Carolina assured us no ticks would be moving..
around this recent tick 'bite'went far towards proving...
....them wrong! !'!

I picked up branches on a warm day to use as hiking sticks.
At no time did I wonder if I'd also be picking up some tiny ticks! !

That night, in bed, I felt a tiny, sore bump near my left axilla.

In the morning I found a tick about the size of a small gorilla,
(near my left shoulder)with its face dug into my tender flesh.

I drove to a nearby town's 'Urgent Care' center, feeling fresh,
....but concerned lest the little beast deposit microbes of disease.
A nurse practitioner pulled tick off in 2 pieces, putting me at ease.

After antibacterial ointment & bandage were applied, I did drive..
..... to a pharmacy for two antibiotic pills, costing well less than 5...

dollars (US) .

I read drug precautions (not quite clear): ambiguity I somewhat hate.
Then I questioned the pharmacist before I took pills,1 hr. before I ate,
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People may get upset stomachs with pills when taken with no ‘milk or food',
but instructions ALSO SAID ‘food can slow absorption of this drug'.How rude!

(February...22nd....2019)

Bri Edwards
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3-Minute Novel: Steve's &quot;Best Cellar&quot; ....[
Serious; Depression; Mid-Life Crisis; Sex; Solitude ]

Steve lived wife had up and left him,

and gone away with a widowed neighbor, Bill.
Steve's and Jane's marriage never was too great,
and their fights had increased five-fold of late.

Oh, he was not alone was Tim,

an Irish Setter; a smart dog, he remained there still.
And Steve had his music, his own and CDs.

He strummed a guitar and ‘classical' put him at ease.

Smoking a little ‘pot' helped him &quot; mellow out&quot; too.
But on a ‘bad day' he'd descend the creaky stairs,

to his basement bar/den to savor some 10-year scotch,

and watch an hour of porn, his hand in his crotch.

He didn't take Tim with him, and he'd SHOUT

at the girls on the screen, sometimes in pairs,

as they pleasured much older men, older than they,
And with his sex organ in hand, Steve would play.

And he lived on take-out and microwaved dinners,
cereal, sandwiches, bananas, and iced tea.

He worked from home, was a playwright of note,
kept to himself, & chain-smoked a pipe as he wrote.

Yes, in his career several plays were big winners,

and for the ‘losers' he still collected a good fee.

But the years were wearing him down, as well as Jane.

Jane used to scream: &quot;You're driving us both insane! &quot;

He never denied was most probably true.

Now with Jane gone, he still sensed the danger.

He'd pondered his problem, considered a &quot;shrink&quot;,
But he scorned being told how he should think.
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Only his agent or lawyer ever those two.
HIs &quot;screen-girls&quot; helped, but each was a stranger.
He tossed back his last future was plain.

In his &quot;Best Cellar&quot;, a bullet blew a hole through Steve's brain.

(January ....10 & 11 ..... 2019)

Bri Edwards
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40th-Year-Reunion Tears.... [fiction;
Misunderstandings? ; Short Enough; Humor? ]

My reunion tears fell not, , , , , , till I was out the door,
when the bartender called 'STOP! ' I said 'what for? '.

She said here's your total; it was NOT an 'open bar'!

I tried to get away in a hurry, but I didn't get very far.

I hopped in my Jag, but a lot attendant blocked me.
He said 'STOP! Did you think parking here is free? '

I opened my window and quickly tossed him fifty.

He said 'Gee, thanks, sir. And I think your car is nifty.'

So I 'dodged one bullet', but the bartender was quick.
She caught up to me and banged on my car with a stick.
Now I was pissed, but I'd attracted many onlookers,
some were classmates and some neighborhood hookers.

I screamed at the bartender but she screamed right back.
'It's 50 for your drinks and 20.... for your fancy bar snack! '
Now some classmates approached. They said 'calm down Bri.

Don't tangle with HER! Last reunion she punched Bill in his eye!

So i said 'thanks guys', and I tossed her a 'Ben Franklin', and fled.
She backed off and I peeled out, and there's no more to be said.

Bri Edwards
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5 'Religious' Limericks.... [some 2006 Thoughts Of An
Agnostic Humanitarian (Me) ]

Who, In Their Right Minds, Would Waste So Much Time?

God may have made the Earth “way-back-when”;
there may be no real end..... to God’s ken.

But I would be wary

to call the dictionary....

an act of God instead of “crazy” men.

(February 2006)

Life After Death For Apes?

Orangutan died in its zoo cell.

I wonder, “Do big apes go to Hell?

Do they Heaven reach?

Or do some go to each, ....

or (I believe) just to dust from gel? ”

(February 13,2006)

Therefore I Became And Still Am An Agnostic

Four decades past, I still went to church.
Then maturing thoughts left me in a lurch.
Zion Church would not bend,

and Hell I could not defend.

AND....I'd no faith in a prayer search.
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(February 18,2006)

4

The Easy Way Is Not Always The Best Way

Cartoon portrayed a rebellious salmon.....
passing those who upstream were jammin’.
His sign said “"Go With The Flow”,

but, as most of you know,

“flow” can corrupt though you reach mammon.

(February 22,2006)

5
It's Not Much But It Makes Me Feel Better

Come tomorrow I may spend a grand,
sitting, writing checks, I'll make my stand ....
against AIDS and poverty,

and inequality,

and loss of Nature. I lend a hand.

(February 25,2006)

Bri Edwards
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'6 Foot 3'......[long; Scary; Gross; Murder]

I'll tell you a crime story that you've never heard,

But first you'll have to promise to not spread the word.

It started many years ago on the Massachusetts coast.
Most of those who know of it are now themselves ghosts.

It is a murder story frightful and most ghastly.
If you mention it to the police they'll laugh, and YOU may be the victim, lastly.

After high school in the 60's I attended Boston College.

I went there for the social life, and to gain some more knowledge.
While there I joined a fraternity made up mostly of jocks.
Initiation week they made us attend classes with no shoes or sox.

I'm getting off the track a bit as does happen often.
I think too many drugs in the 60's caused my brain to soften.

A member of my fraternity was a B.C. basketball star;

He was scouted by the pros and it was felt he'd go far.

He was 6 foot 7 and his meals were supersized.

He was my closest friend and I enjoyed looking up at his eyes.

One night in the off season he went drinking at a bar.

He left the joint at 2 A.M. but he didn't get far.

He was found by a sanitation worker early the next morn.

His skull had been bashed in; his massive throat was well-torn.
It was a campus and Boston sensation, a sad one it was true.

I was crushed by his passing and from college I withdrew.

I had lots of money from my grandma; I did not need a job.
I moved to Miami and became a beach bum, not a slob.

Within three years two more murders were added to this story.
The descriptions of the bodies found were EXTREMELY gory.

One, a 6-4 white male prostitute, had been eviscerated.

The police photos of a black female socialite,6-3, were XXX-rated.

My parents lived in Santa Monica and insisted I move home.

I settled in their guest house but at times I still did roam.
I met and dated a wealthy,6-5, fashion model.........
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The largest piece of her flesh found would fit inside a large bottle.

I started, then to see a shrink; I worried I'd go crazy.

I'm telling you my story's true, though at times details are hazy.

I spent ten years in analysis, which cost a lot of money,

But I believe it helped restore my faith and my outlook was more-sunny.

Then one summer I did Rio Mardi Gras; it was my BEST vacation yet.

But back home I learned my doctor had been found in his red Corvette.
What was left of him, I should say. I hesitate to here linger.

He'd been shot twelve times and was missing his left ring finger.

His skull and most of his ribs had been busted.

The once-shiny car had been burned, and his body was all-crusted.

By the way my doctor was 6 foot 4; could that be a clue?

I then checked into an upscale nuthouse for a month or two.

I was there on my own accord. My parents thought I was 'shopping'.
The docs did not believe my stories; my anxiety was not stopping.

So I moved back to the guest house. 'Mom and Dad, did you miss me? '
Fat chance! They were busy with their lives, though once my mom did kiss me.

I found another psychiatrist, this one of short stature.

I met a pretty clerk at Starbucks and at the altar I did catch her.
The marriage lasted all of six months. No pregnancy, thank God.
I had it annulled, gave her twenty grand, but I still miss her bod.

My weekly doctor's visits went as well as I'd expected.
I tried a run for Santa Monica mayor but did not get elected.

Two more murders in my story just happened this year.

They were the murders of my parents for which I shed no tear.

It was an inconvenience, though, cleaning up the mess.

The police photographer threw up; ...... hardened detectives cried no less.
I had to hire TWO murder cleanup crews. Their bills were a sin.

But still, afterward, I found pieces in the bushes, which made me grin.

There were other bodies I now realize I've forgotten to mention.

I can see from the look in your eyes I've gotten your attention.

All the victims were at least 6-3 (my mom WAS 6 foot 4, my dad was 6-7) .
Maybe all are gazing down now at us from a tall-people's heaven.
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My doctor says I'm the murderer; she told me for a fee.
I'm really glad I met you; you're pretty as can be.

I'll bet you're as tall as me; I am 6 foot 3 inches tall.
It's getting dark and I love you. Let's drive to the mall.

Bri Edwards
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A ' Man About Town ': &quot; Woodsy The Owl &quot;
...[ Short; Littering; A Wise Old Owl Speaks! ;
Humorous; Inspired By A P H Message From &quot;
Crayon Poet &quot; ]

Old Woodsy was a 'man about town’,

pickin' UP litter. Yes, not pickin' it DOWN!

He carried a bright....PINK...burlap sack,
which he hung, by a string, acrost** his BACK-
side.

&quot; Whoo....[whispered Woodsy] would throw....

all this trash all around AND let the wind BLOW....

it 'here and there' across sidewalk AND grass? ?

If I catch one whooo did it I'll kick her/him in their A+S! &quot;
(August...19th...2018)

Bri Edwards
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A 4-Ring Circus: Bri's Married Life

In my youth there were circuses that had rings (three):
in BIG tents, or buildings, they entertained kids like me,
using three circular areas in which could be found:
gymnasts, lions, acrobats, a dancing bear, & a clown.

My adult life has been a ‘circus' with rings (four) ,

a 'marriage-circus' with gold finger rings that I wore

to say to all: &quot;I've chosen to partner with this, my wife.&quot;
Alas, my first three rings have been removed —due to strife.

But my LAST ring stays on —unless I'm taking a shower.

It's NOT that there's no strife; there IS. But there is a power
which keeps us together through the marital ‘Thick & Thin'.
And I feel, with each passing year, this will be for us a WIN!

(August....2019)

Bri Edwards
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A Book’s Life.... [fantasy? ; Books; Loneliness; Long;
A Bit Of Humor And 'Other Things']

I was conceived inside my author’s brain,
written down on paper, in language plain,
edited and rewritten (at least twice) ...
until (I think) ........ I arrived “quite nice”.

Along with nineteen clones of myself,

I was sent to a London store, put on a shelf,
purchased by a lady (quite pleasant) ,

and given to her son for his birthday present.

“A Bad Boy'’s Life” is how my title read,
about a boy ....now most likely dead.

The son thanked his mum, as he should;
he wasn't a “bad boy”, but a boy ..... good.

He read me through, cover to cover,
and some surprises he did discover.
Then I was placed on another shelf ....
with other books, not by myself.

There I sat, proud that I'd been read.

If I could have talked, ‘that’ I would have said.
[While in the store, I'd heard it told ....

that some books there were ........ NEVER sold! ]

Well I sat and sat, gathering dust,

feeling that “to be read again” was a must.
I sat there for three long years!

If I'd been able, I'd have shed some tears.

FINALLY, in the fourth year of my existence,

I was paid off at last for my persistence.

The boy’s younger sister did take me up .....
and (with her eyes) my words (she) did sup.

(That means she ‘drank me in’ by reading;
her eyes sure did some speeding!)
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It was great to be read once more,
but then she finished me. ...... What a BORE!

Again I sat on the shelf, ignored.

At night I listened as others snored.

I longed to hear footsteps come my way,
but I was in for a long, LONG stay ......
on the damn shelf! !

Once, the boy picked me up again;

he flipped through my pages, gave a grin.

It wasn’t much but it wasn’t nothin’,

BUT it was like turkey ........ without the stuffin’.

More books were added to the shelf,

but I may as well have been by myself.

I thought: “Is my fate to be HERE ten more years? ”
This time my thought DID bring me tears.

Then one day all the books were stacked .....

on a table, and some then were packed .....

into a cardboard box from a grocery store.

With the others in 'my' box, we ‘counted’ twenty-four.

Now, though daytime, we were in the dark.
On what journey would we then embark?
A few days later the box was lifted,

and to a thrift shop ........ we were ‘gifted’.

Now we all were examined and sorted.

A woman who examined me just snorted,

and placed me on a shelf labeled “"Boys”.

Across the room were clothes and toys.

My new “home” had a sign; it said “one dollar”.

Why, when I was new I cost TWELVE! I (almost) ...
did holler.

Next I had to wait a few weeks on THAT shelf,

next to a book about a mean old elf!

But one day an old lady, pushing a shopping cart ....,

picked me up. Just THAT brought joy to my book-heart.
[Oh, you may say: “Books have no heart or soul”,
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but we do, as sure as a hotdog has a roll! ]

She put me in her cart and paid a dollar bill.

My heart was brimming so; book-blood almost did spill.
She carried me home and placed me on a shelf,

and this time I WAS all by myself ....

almost.

Nearby was a framed photo of an old man,
and an African Violet ...... growing in a tin can.

For years after that I was read each day.
Sometimes (as she read) words she would say:
“Bad boy, you remind me of my faraway son”.
[AND sometimes, looking at the framed photo]:
“Frank, dear husband, to where did you run? ”

The first year or two she took me places too.
She took me to church, and to a zoo.

There she’d sit on a bench and clasp me tight.
I was rarely out of the old lady’s sight.

Finally, one night she left a candle burning ......

which started a fire. The smoke was thick and churning.
That night our lives ended, but we both were tired,

and while peacefully sleeping (together) , we BOTH expired.
(August 6 and 14, 2015)

Bri Edwards
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A Bored Apple Seed............[humor, I Hope]

While sitting in our screen house I spit out one apple seed.

You'd think it would be grateful since from my mouth it had been freed.
But no, you ungrateful seed. Instead you turned and looked at me,

a frown upon your face, indeed!

You landed upon a white-painted floor plank, a few feet from the ground.
From there you saw trees and grass and bushes all around.

Perhaps you wished you had feet so you could find a spot,

to sprout your stuff, instead of sitting idle, a seed without a pot.

[Or maybe you spied my bird feeders, stocked with sunflower and nyjer seed.
To them the titmice and chickadees, and goldfinches come to feed.

Could you possibly wish, if you could not sprout, ......

to be eaten by a bird and vanish....... until the bird poops you out? ]

Where you landed it does not get wet, and you cannot reach the soil.
You look now so unhappy; I think your apple anger is about to boil.

I suppose the least I could do is give you a big kick,

and knock you off the flooring, onto fertile ground, to grow into a stick.

[But I DIDN'T and now another week's gone by.]

I'm back, my little apple seed, and as I settle into my chair,

I notice a marked change in your appearance that last week wasn't there.

You no longer frown nor even look at me, sadness and anger are no longer
shown,

but instead you're just a bored apple seed, like many other seeds I have known.

(Nov.2012)

Bri Edwards
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A Collection Of Limericks Brought On By Bri's
Boredom...[ Fourteen Limericks Written In About
Seventy-Five Minutes ]

1 -

Time Limit For Limericks

An hour and fifteen minutes I've got

to see how many I can jot

icks I do mean.

About limericks are you keen?

I hope some of mine hit the spot!

2 -

Boredom Doth To Poems Give Birth

Yes, I'm bored but writing can help me,
to get through this day; you wait and see.
Already I'm less bored.

To my muse I've implored,

to give me rhymes to offer thee!

3 -

A Sunny Day '‘Tis

In &quot;Sunny California&quot; I am now,
sitting lazily, not behind a plow.

But south of me farmers toil,

bringing plants forth from soil.

Other farmers may raise pig, hen, or cow.

4 -

I'll Clone Myself In My Spare Time
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My mate, with her daughter, has off-flown,
to parts of Europe, leaving me alone.
While I sit and bide my time,

I might as well construct rhyme,

to amuse , I will [ME] clone.

5 -

Reading, Reading, Reading

I must finish reading latest novel

which I do read here, in my hovel.

From library it does come.

I'll read it AND eat a plum!

At the author's feet I so do grovel.

6 -

To Build A Fence

Our new neighbor cut down some hedge,
next to his new board fence, at border's edge.
But now a gap did exist;

I fenced TOO!I did insist!

It will stand strong, I do now pledge!

7 -

Using Up Food Left By Wife

My mate did NOT leave me with &quot;no food&quot;.

Oh no, ma'am or 'd be so rude!

I'm but a man; I can't shop,

and what I cook is just slop!

But I'll eat what she left, though meals be crude.
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39 Minutes Left

I've thirty-nine minutes on the clock

To finish these tick, Tock!

Could I reach as much as ten?

We'll find out soon and then

I'll get to mending my poor holey sock! !

9 -
I Hear The Young Grandma With Her Grandkid

Upstairs a fifty-year old watches &quot;boy&quot;,
her grandson, a toddler, ...to her a joy.

But once I heard her say &quot;Ow&quot;,
followed by &quot;OW! ! &quot;.Holy Cow.
Perhaps he hit her in her head with toy? ?

10 -
Will I Make It To Limerick # Ten?

The race to ten limericks is now ON! !
Will ‘ten' be beauteous like a ... Swan?

Or will it seem I was rushed?

Will my audience be hushed?

Will they not dare, at me, to look upon? ?

11 -

Are You, Too, Thrilled By Bri's Limerick Skills? ?
Not to pat myself on my own !

But was I not VERY fast, NOT slow? ?

I think I deserve some cake,

and ice cream I will now take
from the freezer....... WHERE did it GO? ! ' |
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12 -

And Almond Nuts & Maple Syrup As Well

You think cake and ice cream will please me?
Will the nuts and syrup in cupboard tease me? ?
If wife left them there,

I guess she won't care ...
if belly's HUGE, next time she does squeeze me.

13 -

Fly, Fly For Your Dipteran Life! !

I hear a buzzing round about me now.

Does &quot;Fly&quot; think I live in the stall of cow?
Maybe I do smell a bit,

maybe smell like cow s-h-i-t!

Maybe I smell like filthy suckling sow?

14 -

If Truth Be Told, I Thought I Might Make It To Fifteen (Seven Minutes Left)
This fourteenth limerick may be my last.

Mind's shrinking, & fingers are fading fast.

I hope these words don't get lost.

YOU must read.....at any cost! !

Oops!Alarm is time is passed.

(September ...3rd ....2019)

p.s. I took extra minutes to proofread, adding some commas along the way!

Bri Edwards
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A Father's Toast At His Gay Son's Wedding
Reception..... [same-Sex Marriage; Humour/Humor;
Johnny Cash Song/Sheldon Silverstein Poem; Short]

In these days of rapidly-spreading same-sex marriages,

when same-sex partners even push baby carriages,

it can be an advantage for a man to have a name like Sue,
BECAUSE if he loves another guy, and they decide to say 'l do’, ......

AND the 'guy's' parents are a little leery of their son's choice,

[even though, that-their-son-has-finally-'found love', they do rejoice],
THEN, at the reception, after the father starts his speech: 'How do you do? ',
'Dad' can follow with the one-liner: 'At least our son-in-law's NAME is Sue.'

(June 18,2014)

Bri Edwards
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A Hole I Dug ... [ Toil; Humanity; Misery; Futility;
God; Future Generations; Sort Of Short]

In my youth I began to dig a hole ....

in which to bury the woes of the world.

But as I dug (some said: 'like a ‘mad' mole') ,
more and MORE worldly woes unfurled.

I'd throw mounds of dirt to every side,
making room for murder, greed, and rape.
But the more I dug, the more I found to hide:
thievery; drug abuse; too much ‘red tape'.

In adulthood, in my prime, ...... I kept digging.
Bulldozers, not shovels, I did ....use then.

I worked night and day, the toil was unforgiving.
I dreamed I'd finish, but I had no guess when.

Woes I'd once thought were buried ..... kept returning.

I was a damn fool to think I'd gotten them ‘once and for ....all".

And NEW woes for Mankind were now churning.

Had God kept sending woes since Eve and Adam's FALL ....from grace?

In my old age, I stopped excavating;

my life's work had seemed a forsaken waste.
It mostly just brought stress, constipating.
NOW I sought a laxative, in dire haste.

But, alas, my grandchild took up the task,

the task at which I'd spent much precious time.

I did not tell her why I quit; she did not ask.

Perhaps she'll have better luck than I did ....in my prime.

(November 2016)

Bri Edwards
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A Lonely Cloud.....[nature Observation; Humor]

I saw a lonely cloud one day.

It looked small beyond the Bay.

I tried to find a second and failed,
even though I looked each way.

Think of it! A single cloud.

Its loneliness spoke to me aloud.
I wonder how it felt up there.
Was it very proud?

A rarity I think it was;

like an active bee with no buzz;
like a single potato chip;

like a peach skin with no fuzz.

Like one firefighter at a fire;
a solitary pigeon on a wire;
a Facebook member with no 'friend’;
a single member in a choir.

It's like an Easter basket with one egg;
a basketball star with one leg;

me with just one word to say;

a fraternity party with just one keg.

I guess you've come to realize by now

that when I saw that cloud I thought 'Wow! '.
If I'd been Adam, with Eve at my side,

to that small distant cloud I might bow.

(August 2012)

Bri Edwards
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A Mouse In My Stomach.....[long; Human Body;
Animals]

[added September 12, 2016, at the suggestion of PH member Stephen Katona,
who claims his dad had a coughing fit after Steve read this aloud to

his 'dad' as his father was eating his porridge: 'WARNING: THIS POEM MAY
ENDANGER YOUR HEALTH...... choking hazard! ! ']

Two months ago, in the mail, I got a company's exciting offer;

I could get a host of diagnostic tests, in exchange for a few of MY coins in THEIR
coffer.

Soon to my town was coming a great big mobile-medical van,

in which my body could be subjected to sonograms and x-rays, and even one cat
SCAN.

So I called the toll free number, immediately; that is really quick.

They made my appointment for last week, and said 'to that time' I had to stick.
Here at last was the chance to find in me: cysts, plaque, clots, and tumors.

I'd heard some negative things about the company, but I'm SURE they were just
RUMORS.

The tests all seemed painless, even comfortable, as if there was NOTHING being
done.

Pretty nurses (all the 'patients' were men) served coffee and donuts between
each test. It was really sort of FUN.

This afternoon, by first class mail, I received my results from their expert doc.
What I read, two pages long, sent me into shock.

I have a little mouse in my stomach, exhaling between each stomach squeeze,

just sitting there expectantly, waiting for some little bits of cheese.
And that's not all!
From head to toes my body is inhabited by various creatures young and old.

If I hadn't read the OFFICIAL results, I'd not believe it; I need support on which
to HOLD.
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I have bats in my belfry (that's my BRAIN) : I tell you so you'll know.

Brown bats are in the right hemisphere and vampire bats in the left, flying to and
fro.

Fleas sleep beneath my toenails. Be careful whose dog you kick!
Woodpeckers make holes in my pelvis, as if each bone was just a stick.

I have armadillos in each armpit, where they hole up for the night.

And there are needle fish swimming behind my kneecaps. TO ME THAT ISN'T
RIGHT!

Termites scurry up and down my spine, messing up the works.

Moths inhabit the soles of my feet. And they chew holes in my socks (one of a
moth's quirks) .

And that's not all either! !

There is a magpie egg in each eye; no wonder I need specs.

And throughout my vascular system, worms and snakes, one test does detect.
Of special interest, they found inside my heart a coiled cobra snake.

So you'd better be especially careful not to 'my heart' break.

There's a live mud turtle in my liver; each day it walks half a mile.

And hovering inside my gall bladder there's a hummingbird, sipping bile.

There's a young badger in my large intestine, getting larger by the day.
And inside my small bowel there's a pine squirrel with which the badger does
often play.

There are spiders in my lungs, hanging from webs and waiting for a fly.
Earwigs infest my ears and silverfish infest my sinuses; please don't ask my
WHY.

There is a pair of scorpions in my spleen, and the female is expecting.

But my kidneys are CLEAR, thank goodness; all intruders my kidneys keep
rejecting.

I have land crabs in my scrotum, living on my tiny pubic hair roots.

And scarab beetles feed on scraps inside my mouth; they are insect-world
galoots.

I have a blow fish in my bladder, my body's own fish bowl.

There are rodents in my rectum. During testing, ONE came out my hole.

[The last finding mentioned in my test results I already knew about.]

There's a swarm of bees living in my penis, making lots of honey,

and I agree with the doctor's words: 'When a bee flies out, it sure looks funny.'

Now I KNOW what you are thinking: 'What SHOULD Bri do? '
But to tell you the honest truth, I'm not too worried. It's TRUE!
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SOME WILL SAY SUCH AN INVASION OF FAUNA IS DANGEROUS. 1 think that's
just a rumor.

Besides, the report says 'You've got NO PLAQUE, NO CYSTS, NO CLOTS, and
certainly NO TUMOR.'

(2012)

Bri Edwards
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A New Sarah Josepha Buell Hale's &quot;Mary Had A
Little Lamb &quot;; Stanza 4....[ Inspired By Don
Kubicki's Poem: &quot;Dylan And Don A Duet&quot;,
Co-Written With Dylan Thomas ]

&quot; What makes the lamb love Mary so? &quot;
The eager children cry;

[You hear Little Boy Blue's horn blow?
The students sure weren't shy! ]

&quot; Why, Mary loves the lamb, you know, &quot;
The teacher did reply.

[Now watch little Jack's Beanstalk grow!
In the Odyssey, Polyphemus lost his eye.]

(September ...13th ...2019 ]

Bri Edwards
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A Poem For My Friend Angel....."Bout Birds....[nature
Observations; Personal]

I enjoy seeing birds at our backyard feeder,
And, from bushes and trees, hearing some birds that 'tweeeeeter'.

Tiny black seeds attract finches, which have the name ‘gold'....
Who flee from grey juncos which are larger and bold.

Flitting chickadees and 'tufted' titmice, from feeder, eat seed,
While, on the ground, sparrows, towhees, and doves often feed.
They scatter when a blue and white scrub jay flies by,

Or when, overhead, a prowling hawk they do spy.

Waxwings and robins come to pick some nearby berries.
'sorry birdies, ....we have neither grapes nor red cherries.'

Ravens, vultures, and gulls pass high in the air, while
Bushtits and 'hummers' come closer to my chair.

I don't see all these birds every week, but..... i've seen more,
And some non-feathered friends pause, not far from our door.
And when around me i see no animal creatures.....

I enjoy all the plants....that our landscape features.

Bri Edwards
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A Sailboat's Last Thoughts.......[human/Sailboat
Nature; Drama; Weather]

The storm clouds covered the sun,

bringing to an end the day-of-fun.

I knew my owner was not too bright;

I resisted his casting off with all my might.
But though I'm bigger and stronger than him,
I was at the mercy of his every whim.

But this day my fate had a second master.
Both the human and weather brought me disaster.

First the wind picked up for an hour,
bringing with it a late afternoon shower.
He sailed me on while showing no fear
but just opened himself another beer.

I had enough anger and fear for us both;
if I could speak I'd swear an oath

that, if once more we did reach shore,
with that jerk I'd sail no more.

He'd probably not checked forecast or a chart.
What a foolish, misguided, drunken fart!

I tried to come up with a positive thought.

Try as I might I came up with naught, and

he made no effort to motor me in.

In nautical circles that is a sin.

When beer was gone he went down below.

With more rain came an increased easterly blow.
Wind that is, a fearsome blast,

which tore my sails and snapped my mast.

I've never been a boat much to pray,

but I beseeched Neptune on this, my last day.
My only hope was to stay afloat!

If I could wield a pen I'd have written a note,
damning my owner and his beer as well,

and wishing them both bad luck in Sailors' Hell.
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The wind increased even more for an hour.
Freezing rain developed from what was a shower.
The sea filled the cabin below;

what became of him I don't care and don't know.

My last thoughts were of the owner I never did thank.
He was my first owner before I was lost to the bank.
He kept my sails in order and fuel in my tank.

And HE checked weather and charts, and HE never drank.

(Nov.15,2012)

Bri Edwards
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A Showcase For P H Poets: October 2015: Section ' A
'.... [sharing Poems; Not A Contest; Monthly On Bri
Edwards' P H Site]

I've started a 'showcase' on my PoemHunter site,

which is NOT a contest; it's no arena for a fight,

but instead a place where once a month I shall post..

a poem* from you, a PH member, which you’d like read most.

NO title, topic, nor length* do I plan to require.
Just send in a poem to set the PH members on fire.
Send to 'A Showcase For PH Poets', care of me.
Let's show off our stuff, and this also is free!

I was intending this to showcase poems by you, the member,
BUT, heck, send someone else's ** if you'd like, BUT remember....
to NOT get me involved in copyright disputes, please.

Of course if I were sued, there is NO money from me to squeeze!

(February 28,2015)

&gt; &gt; &gt; &gt; &gt; &gt; &gt; &gt; (note well)
P.S. AS MENTIONED BELOW, I HAVE RESERVED THE 'RIGHT' TO BREAK THE
MONTHLY SHOWCASES INTO SECTIONS IF I WANT TO.

THIS MONTH [OCTOBER,2015] I FEEL, FOR THE FIRST TIME, THAT I SHALL
HAVE TWO SECTIONS [A AND B]. WITH THE EXCEPTION OF TWO POEMS
ALREADY PUT IN SECTION A FROM BRIAN JOHNSTON, I PLAN TO PUT THE
second OF TWO POEMS FROM EACH POET, AND ANY 'LATE ARRIVALS', i.e.
poems received after I close 'Section A', into Section B. Section B shall be found
in @ second October title by me, in my poem list, probably:

'A Showcase For P H Poets: October 2015: Section 'B'"'

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

71



*xxx**POEMS MAY BE 'old' OR 'new TO PH and THE WORLD! ” In most cases
they will NOT be 'BORROWED', though some may be 'BLUE'.

CHANGE IN JULY and AUGUST and onward into the future:

Starting in July showcase I plan to list the poets and list their poems in
DESCENDING order, starting with the most recent entry. That way, if you visit
the showcase more than once, the poets or poems previously near the top of the
lists may have descended below more recently entered ones. This should make it
easier for the readers I hope, and more likely that ‘newer’ poems will be read.

I hope some of you will decide to share poems in September and also read some
[or all] of the submissions.

*I now allow and welcome TWO poems per month from each PH member. At
least one of them should be not much longer than 24 lines in length, but I'll
judge each case separately, trying to be fair to all.

So, now for some information about my monthly SHOWCASE for PH poets:

In anticipation of a great response for my first showcase, in February,2015, [I
sent notices to about 75 members from my inbox and my list of PH friends], 1
added to my poem's title: “section ‘A’ ”, but there MAY never be a “section ‘B’ ".
In following months I have likewise “advertised” my upcoming or current
showcase on PH.

I plan to submit one of my own short (24 lines or less) poems, and
one of my LONG ones (which may go on for a couple of pages) . Therefore, and
since I will allow other members to also submit two poems per month [if one is
24 lines or less], I may well add a second, third,4th, etc. 'section' so readers will
not have to scroll up and down too much to refer to poems and the comments
area below the poems. Understand? I hope so. This first 'section’ is 'A" and I shall

follow the English alphabet: A, B, C, etc. IF I FEEL A NEED (or desire) TO
DO SO.
I also plan to have a LIST OF POETS [whose poem(s) are

included in a following section] above the posted poems.
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**] WOULD LOVE TO HAVE ALL POEMS BE WRITTEN BY PH MEMBERS, and be
submitted by the authors. If you choose to submit a poem by another PH
member I will try to verify that the member agrees. Poems attributed to non-
members I may want to ask about also.

[PLEASE READ THE POET'S NOTE ALSO FOR MY 'A SHOWCASE FOR PH POETS'.]

I WILL ALWAYS GIVE THE AUTHOR’S NAME WITH THE POEM POSTED.

My first showcase was in February 2015, and I consider it to be a success, with
almost 20 poems to view, from almost as many poets. My thanks go to all
contributors! ! This is meant to expose poems and poets to readers and to
provide some entertainment and/or enlightenment and/or knowledge to PH
members [and I guess non-members who, I think, can also view the poems but
not comment].

Some of the poems may not be on the authors’ PH sites. But if you are enthused
about a poem, I hope you will visit the poet’s site and read more and leave
comments.

Did I forget anything? ?

[[some ages of poets' may be age+1.

AND I trust the individual poet’s page to give me accurate
names/pseudonyms/pen names and countries and gender as well.]] (but I don't
necessarily believe when I see 99 or 100 for a poet’s age!)

[AND I TRY TO keep typos etc. out of the poems, but if I miss some, OR if the
poet(s) want(s] their poem(s) added
as they/he/she has/have given it/them to me, then I'm NOT going to edit the
poem(s) ! ]

[In last month's (September’s) showcase, there were 25
poems from 19 poets.]

[[ Here is the abbreviated “"Poets” section from SEPTEMBER’s showcase (AS OF
SEPTEMBER 27TH) :

'THE POETS' & 'THE POEMS': [from SEPTEMBER's showcase]
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TWENTY-FIVE: SAVITA TYAGI (United States; Female; 67)
The River Calls Me
TWENTY-FOUR: BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67)
(2nd poem)
Creation (Maybe Not What You Think) ...... [girl-To-Woman; Baby-Making; Long;
Relationships]
TWENTY-THREE: DELLA PERRY (United Kingdom; Female; 41)
(2nd poem)
Cheated Childhoods
TWENTY-TWO: DELLA PERRY (United Kingdom; Female; 41)
(1st poem)
Poetry Widower
TWENTY-ONE: KIM BARNEY (Brazil; Male; '100") (2nd
poem)
Which Doctor?

TWENTY: KIM BARNEY (Brazil; Male; '100") (1st poem)

The Ugly Brother

NINETEEN: JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom; Male; 31)
(2nd poem)

243. The River Of Life

EIGHTEEN: GREG DAVIDSON (Australia; Male; 61)

The Face In The Mirror

SEVENTEEN: JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom; Male; 31)
(1st poem)

244. All I Can See Is You

SIXTEEN: RAY HART (Australia; Male; 69)

Under the Willow.

FIFTEEN: VALSA GEORGE (India; Female: ; 61)

A Desert Trek
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FOURTEEN: IS IT POETRY (United States; Male; 100..ha ha)

The Lizard

THIRTEEN: DARLENE WALSH (United States; Female; 21)

Half A Heart

TWELVE: RUTH WALTERS (United Kingdom; Female; 63)

September

ELEVEN: LORA COLON & BRI EDWARDS (United States; one of each;
old enough! 1) (1st for each; an 'Echo Poem')

Wetness (an echo poem)
TEN: SHAHZIA BATOOL (Pakistan; Female; 43)
My scattered Thoughts

NINE: M.]. LEMON (Canada; [see below]) (2nd poem)

Feeling Older

EIGHT: M.]J. LEMON (Canada; believed to be Male & 'older' than
some poets!) (1st poem)

Everyday

SEVEN: 1] EVENDON (United Kingdom; Male; 66)

Smile

SIX: CLARENCE PRINCE (Canada, via Jamaica and U.K.; Male;
75) (2nd poem)

My New Friend

FIVE: CLARENCE PRINCE (Canada, via Jamaica and U.K.; Male;
75) (1st poem)

Mothers Are Special!

FOUR: CHARLES DARNELL (United States; Male; 65)

Yahoo Buckaroo

THREE: AKHTAR JAWAD (Pakistan; Male; 70)

The Ice Cube
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TWO: MELVINA GERMAIN (Canada; Female; 70)
poem)
Longing Still For You

(2nd

ONE: MELVINA GERMAIN (Canada; Female; 70) (1st poem)
Sensual Thoughts (Sharing A Sensual Delight For All Of You)
(PLEASE leave blank. i SAID 'BLANK'! 1)
HERE WE GO............... OCTOBER'’S POETS AND POEMS:
THE POETS AND THEIR POEMS .................... (listed in REVERSE ORDER of when I

entered them into this showcase) . After the list of poets and their poems you

will find the poems. Enjoy!

TWENTY-FOUR: SAVITA TYAGI (United States; Female; 67)

Playful Moon
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TWENTY-THREE: DELLA PERRY (United Kingdom; Female; 41) (1st poem)

Holiday Cocktails

TWENTY-TWO: ELENA PLOTKIN (United States; safe-to-say Female; ?)

Writers Of Yore

TWENTY-ONE: JAK BLACK (United Kingdom; Male; 41) (1st poem)

La Femme Fatale

TWENTY: RAY HART (Australia; Male; 69)

Her Song...

NINETEEN: AKHTAR JAWAD (Pakistan; Male; 70)

I Made God Laugh

EIGHTEEN: VALSA GEORGE (India; Female; 61) (1st poem)

Women- of the West and the East

SEVENTEEN: DOUGLAS SCOTNEY (Australia; Male; 62) (1st poem)
Stylishus Or Stylee

SIXTEEN: JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom:; Male; 31) (1st poem)

[[POEM TO BE CHANGED AT jw's request...to a Halloween one.
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I would not do it except that Halloween is/wsa one of my favorite 'holidays';
candy AND blood! what a combination.]]

255. Last Halloween

FIFTEEN: XELAM KHAN (Pakistan; Male; 96)

An Act Of God

FOURTEEN: KELLY KURT (United States; Male; 57)

Grasshoppers

THIRTEEN: IS IT POETRY (United States; Male; 100...hmm?)

Crooked And Bent Yet Straight

TWELVE: GERGANA TEOFILOVA (Bulgaria; Female; 29) (1st poem)

ELEVEN: RUTH WALTERS (United Kingdom; Female; 63)

Planet Strangeways

TEN: M J LEMON (Canada; Male; ?) (1st poem)

Nostalgia

NINE: BRIAN JOHNSTON (United States; Male; 72) (1st poem)

Dings In My Paint
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EIGHT: CLARENCE PRINCE (Canada; Male; 75)

Okay At Christmas

SEVEN: EUGENE LEVICH (United States; Male; 78)

The Girl On The Street (Late September In Manhattan)

SIX: BRIAN JOHNSTON (United States; Male; 72)

World's End

FIVE: CHARLES DARNELL (United States; Male; 65)

Daughter

FOUR: MELVINA GERMAIN (Canada; Female; 70)

Stretched To The Limit

THREE: DARLENE WALSH (United States; Female; 21)

The Monster Beneath The Bed

TWO: KIM BARNEY (Brazil; Male; 100)

I Want To Sing With Willie

ONE: BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67)
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(Not-So-Pretty) Alice Threw The Looking Glass.... [ Rock &
Roll Fairy Tale; Fantasy? ; 1970s; Short ]

THE POEMS:

[[ Please NOTE! I have put two of Brian Johnston's poems into this 'section A' of
the October showcase.

It was done before I decided to just put ONE POEM from each poet (who submits
two) into this 'section A'. I have not had a 'section B' in any other
months, but it is time this month I think to add 'section B'. Section B shall
accommodate the other '2nd' poems submitted for October.

Also, coming in November, I am planning to allow up to three poems (maybe)
from each contributor IF one is FIVE LINES OR LESS in length, like a
limerick. Let me know if this sounds good to any of you.

TWENTY-FOUR: by Savita Tyagi

Playful Moon

It is the whole truth and nothing but the truth!

In Middle East the moon feels so close

You could easily make it your friend.

For instance when I took a walk

In warm and dry desert night

Upon brick pathway of housing compound

Moon above played my childhood game.

In a back and forth short walk of about thirty feet
It would change its position three four times
Jumping from one roof to other in zagged fashion.
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I swear he played hopscotch all along!
You know the way we played in our childhood!

TWENTY-THREE: by Della Perry

Holiday Cocktails

She was allowed to buy the alcoholic drinks from the bar
She was eighteen, England is lower to buy booze,

She held the tall glasses with a multitude of colours in front of my jealous eyes
each evening in the club,

She, smiling falsely, teasing me,

She sipped through the black straw

She crooned in delight at each new flavour on her tongue
She swirled the plastic sticks with little animals on the top
She was collecting these as mementos,

Wouldn't even give me one!

Little monkeys with long tails, parrots, cats,

She placed the little umbrellas in her hair

Flicking her head around, all grown up,

Giggled and smiled at the men

Who smiled in return or leered,

She showed off, she made me fume.

Back at the caravan

I laughed hysterically

A twelve year old taunting her eighteen year old, hot head sister,
As she spewed up her fancy cocktails

Down the toilet and groaned

'Never again...'

TWENTY-TWO: by Elena Plotkin

Writers Of Yore

I know you won't believe me but... oh way back when
There was a time before computers, paper, and pen.
There were still writers who wrote with sticks in sand,
mud on rock, perhaps even blood on their body and hand.
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And the reason they tried to write their thoughts and ideas down

Wasn't because they wanted to have them shared or passed around.

But because they realized as the years were passing them by
that their memory capacity was dwindling down... that's why.

TWENTY-ONE: by Jak Black

La Femme Fatale.

Women, he thought, a weird crew,
Except for maybe one or two.
Those one or two may pass him by,
No hello, nor yet good-bye.

He's attracted like a moth to flame,
Or a pop star to the hall of fame.
Her twinkling eyes entice him in,
Surreptitiously, like a Mickey Finn.

Once trapped inside her cloying net,
With powers of reasoning now upset,
It'll come as no great surprise,

His brain resides between his thighs.

TWENTY: by Ray Hart

Her Song...

I hear her singing hymn or secular,
Phantom to Mighty Fortress in particular.
All stops to take herin,

I'm captured by own warming grin.

Vases of flowers lean toward her song,

Brooks envy her melody day and night long.
Birds carol outside her door,
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Lost in rapture their hearts soar.

Clouds cease their wandering across the blue,
To take in the wonder that is you.

Each note you sing resembles the artist touch,
As he brings to life a Mona Lisa or such.

Crickets hard to find, stop their noisy throng,

Intent to take in an Angel’s song.

Fortunate is the husband whose heart does swell,

For when he hears her notes they lift him from his hell.

(10/7/2013)

NINETEEN: by Akhtar Jawad

I Made God Laugh

I was walking on the roof of my lovely house,

being annoyed of my hysterical spouse,

I saw energy being converted with a flash of light,

a strange human, an amazing sight,

converted matter watched was an alien, 'Male or female? ',
I asked the alien. 'Not matters, you are old and stale’,
but I can renovate you in a youth, be it so,

by the way, bisexual, don't need a spouse,

we are gypsies, don't built a house.'

I felt within my heart a to and fro!

'Thanks Mr./Ms. Allen, now I shall marry once again,

I am a charming youth, why should I refrain? '

The alien laughed like a cut throat knife,

'Have a look at the garments of your wife.’,

The garments I had washed in the early noon,

looked quiet new in a light of the moon.

Smaller in size dancing like a teen aged girl,
Appeared shrink with a diamond and a pearl

Bri's note: I'm waiting to find out if the 'alien's' last name is 'Allen’, or Alien!
Either one is fine with me. :)

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



EIGHTEEN: by Valsa George

Women- of the West and the East

East or west, women are stressed
Concede it or not, they are beguiled n’ choked

Women everywhere have hang ups
But often thrive on cover ups

Complex is their mental make up
Excuses come to them tacitly made up

Inscrutable are their ways

None can, their actions, appraise
With intuition, they do amaze
But are often duped by praise

An enigma, they often remain

To suit to the need they may feign
It is hard for them to take strain
In the eyes of men, they are vain

With such common traits, as they fare
Women widely differ in the West and the East

Bold and fearless is the lady of the West
There she is almost on par with men

In a ballroom she can sing and dance
Even after sundown she roams round
She can sprawl on the beach

And ski over the Deep

She is well coiffed

Has cherry red lips and glossy face

In parties, her flowing frock sweeps the rugs
Diamonds flash in her ear lobes

They adorn her neck and fingers

But Alas! Often is seen with eyes sad
Spirits low and face drawn

No smile lights her lips
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While revelers sing and dance

She looks eternally glum

For her, future is far from promising
With relentless insecurity shrouding

What is it that nags her?

What steals her inner calm?

A stark desertion, she fears by her lover/ companion
As beauty fades and age withers

She dreads the absence of children near

To relieve her of her drab existence

For women of the East

It has been far tougher for centuries
Here a girl struggles to be born

The mother’'s womb can be her sepulcher
Once born, no guarantee for survival
Fate like a haunting falcon

With claws sharp and eyes intent
Targets and preys on her

Like a piece of organic garbage,
Unscrupulous hands may hurl her to the bin
Or bundled and cast on railway tracks

Or discarded on crowded platforms

If she out lives this

Still vultures may circle round

To feed on her flesh, raw and red

No oracle or miracle

Could ever change her life

None knows what awaits her
Despite these daunting odds

She grabs life’s better moments
Raise happy kids

Keep the family intact

Stick to the wedlock

Be it loop or lock

Like a balanced acrobat

She does the tight rope walk

For the storms that rage without,
To her, is less insidious.

Never is she tossed by the unseasonal blizzards
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For she is born in fire
And can easily brave the burning heat!

SEVENTEEN: by Douglas Scotney
Stylishus Or Stylee?

Wear and wen

a pome hazn't much
ov a chairns or charns,
a stylish won haz less
(perhaps unless

it's fu-knee or
poynting 2 a floor.)

In n-knee cays,

in theez teksting tyms,

it's 'stylish' no mor;

it's the sekund choys in the tytul,
az shortness iz vytul

(tho not at the ekspens

oV sens.)

SIXTEEN: by John Westlake

[[POEM TO BE CHANGED AT jw's request...to a Halloween one.
I would not do it except that Halloween is/was one of my favorite 'holidays';
candy AND blood! what a combination.]]

255. Last Halloween
Last Halloween night was just so weird
I had a crazy one

hoping that this one with be a little less so
but last time I did have some fun
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A vampire dropped in for a quick bite
because he thought I wasn't awake

he ran off crying

when I threatened him with a well done steak

I had a bone to pick with a skeleton

who managed to get into a fight

locked up three ghosts in a spirits cupboard
I guess I gave them a fright

I hit a zombie with a bat

before it flew off in a huff

it ran to its mummy for help

and it told them to not be so rough

I played chess with a werewolf
who was so crazy he was barking
he'd be in trouble in the morning
as he'd failed to pay for parking

I had an argument with a witch

who wanted to ask for her broom

and when the zombies turned up also
I knew I was going to run out of room

As the sun rose the next morning
through the leaves the colour of rust
all my visitors just disappeared
leaving behind their dust

Yes that time was rather fun I thought
as I finally got back into bed

but worry ye not dear friends
because it only happened inside my head

FIFTEEN: by Xelam Khan

An Act Of God

Like a shadow in the dark
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do not follow me, O easeful death!
Come, hold me closed

in your white wings.

would it be an act of god

if i kiss thy coldest lips?

A cabaret in the backstage
is not much scandalous

as a razor sharp Stripper
of the weekend am i,

In frosty years of life

tried to read a blueprint
of fate, designed in haste.

And it
revealed unto me
a secret, has never been told...

FOURTEEN: by Kelly Kurt

Grasshoppers

The old, pea-graveled alley behind the church
Over-grown with grasses and weeds

Came alive today

Chain reactions of bounding chaos

One camouflaged cricket cousin would spring

Landing among his brethren, setting them to leap
Cascading north and south, east and west

Like popcorn in a skillet, the motion swelled, then subsided
The seven year old in me couldn't resist

I waded carefully into the swarm

Mindful of where I stepped

Intent on triggering a riot, and securing a slowpoke
The alley erupted in anarchy as I snatched for my prize
Pelted from my waist down by the panicked pouncers
A few, clinging to my clothing

Quickly, I placed my palm over the one on my hip
Enfolding it gently into my hand

Just as I remembered from my childhood days
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The anxious insect was strong

Tickling my palm as it tried in vain to escape

I held it for only a few seconds

Those seconds took me back fifty years

As I opened my hand, the grasshopper immediately sprang
Landing almost ten feet and five decades away

THIRTEEN: by Is It Poetry

Crooked And Bent Yet Straight

Some while back

I was within and without

it was not a thick hazzy fog nor that of a long fading dream
here where I stood near you.

I could see most of you

looking out of the bright green stained window.

There were women and not too few were the men

and the colours they shone none the same.

I thought you knew she said unto me she was straight

I was bent backwards in an awkward way sitting up straight
losing time far away from the center.

Living one life I over heard another one speaking of death
having lived such a life where none lived.

There were readers like you watching people like me

doing what they do not to you.

When people like you can have such a deep need for.
Some few were neck deep into sex

while others engaged in promiscuous ways that none

like you had a need for.

Others drank and smoked crack

there were many others I saw and described that reminded
you of me yet mostly a view of your mirrored selves.
Those that have egos as big as the void

were down on all fours giving out favors to those

that held a higher office but hidden from you.

Your imagination's how it runs wild

knowing the same you wish you could do to your selves.

Is this why subconsciously you love what they are.
Knowing they are what you aren't I've said they are not
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the twisting of bodies into ungodly straight knots.

He screams of pain where she gets him off in some old mans world
where Thirty's too old to get up.

Hence you don't fear what you should and another ones gone.
This should make you warm and warm to cold when it's hot.
For those whom have lived in the light they now share and it's
all what they promised to you

and false prophets they have delivered to you.

Now capitalism is to take some of your lives if they can

and thus your children you will eat out of tin cans.

The water will rise not like in your dreams no more nights

will you dance in the rain.

TWELVE: by Gergana Teofilova

Blue

Blue the solitary color of sadness,

Pressed against a tower of smiles

It epitomizes blurry points of madness,
Hidden deep beneath a pile of guile

A color only understood by people,

Been through ordeals in black and grey,
Who've been locked up in a kind of steeple
That prevented them from the light of day

Blue the shade of childhood tears,

Leaving cold traces of hurt in the night
Blue the shade of painful years,

Spent all alone and embraced in blight
Blue the shade of a heart in love,

Cruelly forsaken and betrayed to pine
Blue the shade of a snow-white dove,
Lying broken on the street for a cat to find

Blue the shade of a mother’s smile,
Who's lost her first-born baby in demon claws,
Blue the shade of waiting as long as the Nile
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For the return of a loved one, so full of flaws
Blue the shade of dreams all forgotten,

Where hope has long written a message in dust
Blue the shade of visions, forbidden and rotten,
When fading away causes nothing but rust

Blue the shade of an animal’s fur,

Hideously hit and ditched by a drunken man,
Blue the shade of all things that occur,

And crash down ruthlessly and are never planned
Blue the shade of the rain falling down,

When there’s nobody to share it out

Blue the shade of the clamor in town,

Heard by a speechless witness, anxious to shout

Blue the shade of the morning sea

Gently kissing away yesterday'’s joy,

Blue the shade of a table with fresh made tea,
Surrounded by wooden chairs and a sobbing boy
Blue the shade of the twilight sky,

So lonely without its evanescent stars

Blue the shade of the eyes of a guy

Who sold his own future like they do used cars

Blue is a color often selected,

Mostly related to subjects and clothes,

It is modern and seldom neglected

When shoes get chosen and hand-bags disposed

But it's also the color of misfortune befallen,

Which may only be felt, not heard, touched or seen,
And when one realizes that their soul has been stolen
It's usually too late to cry or redeem

ELEVEN: by Ruth Walters

Planet Strangeways

Melanie preened,
she licked
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and she polished

green spindly feelers
and scales on her
body.

It was a warm day
on planet
Strangeways

and she’d planned
a large picnic
with alien titbits

Of course she'd
been waiting
some years for this treat

but wouldn’t give up
although
a bit miffed.

By the time that
the spaceship
eventually came

her stomach
was churning,
she’d grown very thin

but the human
was plump
and all would be good

if she soaked it

in worm juice and
added moose pud'.

TEN: by M J Lemon
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Nostalgia

All that has happened

is so good that it

deserves the memory,

the recollection, the vanity?
A war story?

Nothing would have changed
should have changed
Needed to be forgotten

long, long ago?

Some things you cannot forget
Others you want to keep alive
Either way, do they both belong
in the best of all possible worlds?

What about those times your mind raced
At the speed of sound but

the body couldn't move around,

Weighed down, as if lumber or the slumber
of rotting meat? Surely, that was defeat?

You forget that only a moment earlier
It was the other way around.

Eighteen months later
and all was normal.
But that was then;
this is now.

If all is so right with every single moment,
Why look so much forward
To the past?

NINE: by Brian Johnston
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Dings In My Paint

Well I don’t know about you long suffering friend,
But there’s hardly a day that goes by

I don’t wake up and notice the dings in my paint
How the sun is now rising up high in the sky
While I think of my tasks still undone,

That the finish line clearly is someplace I ain't.

Please allow me to move my analogy on

Just to say I could use some new parts

For there’s clearly hair missing in front, more in back
And its color is faded, in fact almost white

Though I don't like to think myself vain

It sure feels like that somehow I'm under attack.

That the bloom’s off the rose is in fact a sure thing
My voice too is beginning to fade

For my high notes are lower, my perfect pitch gone
And at times even sound of my voice disappears

It must rest for a while, it's grown old,

As if musical talents have been overdrawn.

Of my trunk, oh my trunk, God, my trunk, dare I speak
Of the mess that is found deep inside?

It's a moving trash bin that took one on the chin

Down for nine counts and flat on the mat, what a fight!
Does man live that’s not stained with remorse

And spare tire that fills each woman’s heart with chagrin?

But at last as my tale of woe comes to an end,

I have found myself feeling relief,

It seems possible my life may still produce seed.
Though I know that not everyone likes the same tune,
Am I dreaming that I hear you laugh?

What a joy if my poetry filled such a need!

Bri's note: 'Get thee to the 'body shop', pronto! ' :)
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EIGHT: by Clarence Prince

Okay At Christmas

First let me say merry Christmas

Hope you haven't yet spent up to the max
For again this is such a time of the year
When you should take a little more care

And for Christ's sake do what's fair

Prepare yourself to do a little charity

Then let those with much help others fairly
Even if you can't afford to do a great lot

The Saviour sees and knows what you've got
Just do your best He will do the rest

Do the work of love you'll be blessed

He whose birthday you're hoping to celebrate
Doubtless you guess He requires no less
Than for everyone to have a merry Christmas
Join me with a cheer for who takes care

To help the less fortunate share a Christmas
Happy be your spirit all along the way

The Child who was born upon this day

He reigns, our Saviour Christ the Lord

Three cheers to all for a merry Christmas

Let everyone give thanks for Christ the Lord
The beloved Son of God came to us at last
Who went on the cross and paid the cost

He did it to stop man from getting lost

Lift your hands and say merry Christmas

SEVEN: by Eugene Levich

The Girl On The Street (Late September In Manhattan)

She walked by so quickly
Her beauty touched only like a feather
About twenty or so
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Impossibly slender, lithe, and lovely
The Goddess Diana

Small upturned breasts

Apples in the Garden of Eden

What the Italians call

“Piccoli ma sinceri”

Small but sincere

And for a second under her dark hood
One glimpsed a pale pretty face

And blond hair

SIX: by Brian Johnston

World's End

Part 1

This is a true story about world’s end,

But don't freak out for it was long ago

God’s message must have been garbled...
That the prophet’s prophecy failed you know.

And since those days in sixty eight
Such prophecies I now dismiss
Quite easily, I know the score,
For Bible says no man knows this.

In South Dakota, there’s a river meander
Called Lower Brule, on Indian land,

With twenty-eight sections of grass inside...
The Missouri corralled Dad’s cattle brand.

Two thousand cattle roamed unbroken land,
My summer job to mow and stack

Enough grass for food the whole winter...
For in it's icy grip there’s no way back.

Our days were long and we worked hard,
New food supplies two hours by car
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No TV helped to change our view
Of what was normal, what bizarre.

But how can I communicate the loneliness
Of such a life, though it is true day’s works
And meals brought us at least a taste
Of civilization’s near forgotten perks.

Near forty minute drive to nearest farm

As well, where lived a girl my age it seems,

As soon as I discovered this, though yet unmet,
Her aspect soon was fodder for my dreams.

This knowledge occasioned visit to her farm

Our very next road trip to town for supplies

And was she a cute farmer’s daughter

With skin smooth as cream and mischievous eyes.

Oh let me share how first visit ended,
With church invitation on coming Sunday,
Which I of course could not refuse
Although its denouement was not fun day.

How my excitement rose when Sunday came,
Drove to their farm to join their ride to town
And quite enjoyed the family on the way
Embracing warm acceptance like renown.

Part 2

Well the Chamberlin church we attended,
Was an hour by dirt road from their farm,
And the building of non-descript nature
That was simple but still had its charm.

The church chapel was longer than depth was,
With three folk on raised stage also long

An accordion, bass drum for rhythm,

And harmonica supplements song.

We were led by the preacher’s hands waving
His drum’s foot pedal gave us a beat,
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And with instruments played by two women
Seemed our little church band was complete.

Well the music that day was familiar

As we first sang one song and then more
Something strange, the time given to music,
Growling stomach was hard to ignore.

Wooden pews that we sat on were comfy
Perhaps two hundred folk in the flock
But when music went past forty minutes,
I was starting to glare at the clock.

I'd been thinking of lunch for some time now
But at last singing stops, sermon starts

And most saw something strange on the altar
With a sense that their path’s off the charts.

I could hardly believe the unfolding

But the “good news” was end of the world,

There were gasps, many tears, and prayers swallowed,
As his message from God was unfurled.

He invited us all to the altar,

A last chance for confession of sin,

We’'d just days for loans needing repayment
To help purge all the evil within.

All alone, just a boy, I reflected,

As the whole crowd moved up to the stage,

Where with great fear they bemoaned this outcome...
My choice tough for a man any age.

Yes our Christ will return for He promised,
That is just why I trust so in Grace,

Feel no need to convince God of birthright,
In Christ’s love all sin gone without trace.

The one Christian perhaps who I see here
Was the one who just walked out the door.
It felt good stepping out of this melee

And God'’s justice all I'm looking for.
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Now I've finally come to the best part
How the preacher knew World’s End was near
For Canaveral’s rockets disgraced man
His faith based not in Love but in Fear.

Yes, our shooting those holes up in heaven
Was now finally causing man'’s fall,

And our Scientist’s quest for more knowledge,
Was just bringing destruction to all.

Just a postscript about farmer’s daughter,
Couldn’t spend my life focused on sin,
For the world in my world has future

And with Science and Love man can win.

Bri's note: this computer 'says' 'nondescript' is NOT hyphenated, but I'll allow it.
poetic license! :)

FIVE: by Charles Darnell

Daughter

Heart-shaped face
Framed with curls,
Ice-blue eyes,
She had three.

Covered her forehead
To look normal,

Then jerk her hand
Away with a shark tooth
Grin.

Blackie steered clear,
Spit and hissed
When cornered,
Laughter like
Razorblades.
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No sitter would ever
Come,
Despite extravagant compensation.

Her kiss goodnight
Lingered too long,
Cold compression

Shivered.

She looked back

As she sauntered to bed,
And winked at me

With the middle one.

FOUR: by Melvina Germain

Stretched To The Limit

In all my unhappiness rivers do run cold
an ancient body tires in a state of old.
When trials become the worded tale,

an old woman becomes the pale.

A wretched time of life, rude and cruel

false promises turn smart people to fools.

To pause from reality, live in delusions midst
presents the mark who laid down for a kiss.

Wiped clean a mountain years to build

took hope and trust away, an old cads skill.
Mourn, mourn though death has not occurred,
worse than death hell happened in a word.

THREE: by Darlene Walsh
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The Monster Beneath The Bed

What is that you're seeing

in the corner of your eye
Stealthful foot steps following
never passing by

In the corner of the mirror
watching when you blink

It is patient and silent

and deadlier than you think

It's biding time for years
until the time is ripe

Until you've grown enough
and are just the right type

When you have grown enough
to be a tasty morsel

From beneath the bed it comes
through a secret portal

In silence it is waiting
needing to be fed

Out in darkness slithering
from beneath your bed

In your sleep it comes
needing to be fed

Nibbling a tasty morsel
until you are dead

TWO: by Kim Barney

I Want To Sing With Willie
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I want to sing with Willie;

I know most every song

and the parts that I'm not sure of,
well, I'd just kinda hum along.

I want to sing with Willie;

he shouldn't have to sing alone.
I could plug one nostril

to get his same nasal tone.

I want to sing with Willie;

we're almost the same ripe age.
We'd look about like brothers
together there on that stage.

I want to sing with Willie;

my beard could be just as big.
My hair I don't like long, though,
so I'd need a braided wig.

I want to sing with Willie

now that Waylon's not around

so if you hear he needs a partner
please tell him one's been found!

ONE: by Bri Edwards

(Not-So-Pretty) Alice Threw The Looking Glass.... [ Rock &
Roll Fairy Tale; Fantasy? ; 1970s; Short ]

Author Lewis Carroll might have a freaking stroke, if....

he knew I sullied HIS title to make a PoemHunter joke.

Yet MY Alice was not from Carroll's amazing 'Wonderland'.

She WAS an 'immoral singer' in a famous 70s Rock & Roll band.

Not Cinderella either, but my Alice often smoked a fat roach...
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while lounging in her chauffeured pink Rolls-Royce touring coach.
And she sipped too much whiskey from her shoe and fell on her ass,
but her shoes, unlike Cinderella's, were of alligator, NOT made of glass.

Not pretty Snow White was she either, of the 7-Dwarfs-fame,
though 'coke', white as snow, Ms. A. snorted; don't (you)

ME blame!
I had tried to straighten her out, to keep her happy, along with her crew.
The thanks I got was ten stitches......... when (the looking glass)

she threw.

Just two wild months after that unfortunate night, way back in 1978,

I got a wake-up call from the police one day, at 1 p.m. (we stayed up late) .
Alice had been found dead (by a maid) in her hotel suite in
Canada (lively Toronto) .

Now, her manager no longer, my new McDonalds boss yells "'Two more burgers!
Pronto!

(March 19 2015)

Bri Edwards
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A Showcase For P H Poets: October 2015: Section ' B
'.... [sharing Poems; Not A Contest; Monthly On Bri
Edwards' P H Site]

Please note that this is “Section B”, not “Section A", for October’s “Showcase”.
This month, for the first time, I've decided I was running out of poem space ....
to display all the great poems from my PH friends and some others perhaps.

So PLEASE visit both “Section A” AND “Section B”. AND let there be NO lapse ....

in the continuity of October’s offerings, from poets, like you, to you, the Readers!
!

(October 9th, 2015)
bri :)
['Section B' to be continued, starting on Oct.11th,2015.

In Section B, the poets and poems shall be listed in descending instead of
ascending order, based on the dates I receive them. ]

Please feel free to visit 'Section A' of the recent showcases, especially the
October showcase, in order to read more about the showcase and some of the
'guidelines’, 'regulations', and other 'information' about the showcase(s) , and to
see previously used poems and the poets who contributed the poems.

(with the most recent contributors listed at the TOP
of the list [this is a change from all of the 'Sections A']) .
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FORTY-SIX: SAVITA TYAGI (United States; Female; 67) (2nd poem)

LOOKING BACK

FORTY-FIVE: IS IT POETRY (United States; Male; 100) (2nd poem)

My Fellow Brothers And Sisters

FORTY-FOUR: R. K. HART (Australia; Male; 69) (2nd poem)

How Much Do I Need You

FORTY-THREE: GERGANA TEOFILOVA (Bulgaria: Female; 29) (2nd poem)

The Night of Halloween

FORTY-TWO: CHARLES DARNELL (United States; Male; 65) (2nd poem)
Anything
FORTY-ONE: RUTH WALTERS (United Kingdom; Female; 63) (2nd poem)

Morning Streets

FORTY: XELAM KAN (Pakistan; Male; 96) (2nd poem)

Tooty Fruity Booty
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THIRTY-NINE: KELLY KURT (United States; Male; 57) (2nd poem)

Before Their Time

THIRTY-EIGHT: DELLA PERRY (United Kingdom; Female; 41) (2nd poem)

The Bedroom

THIRTY-SEVEN: VALSA GEORGE (India; Female; 61) (2nd poem)

The Calm Before The Storm

THIRTY-SIX: JAK BLACK (United Kingdom; Male; 41) (2nd poem)
Poetic Art.

THIRTY-FIVE: DOUGLAS SCOTNEY (Australia; Male; 62) (2nd poem)
White Lies

THIRTY-FOUR: M J LEMON (Canada; -; -) (2nd poem)

Urbanity

THIRTY-THREE: JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom; Male; 31) (2nd
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poem)
248. Dear Diary 2005

THIRTY-TWO: MELVINA GERMAIN (Canada; Female; 70) (2nd poem)

Wisdom's Feast

THIRTY-ONE: AKHTAR JAWAD (Pakistan; Male; 70) (2nd poem)

If Columbus' Ship Would Have Lost In Bermuda Triangle

THIRTY: CLARENCE PRINCE (Canada; Male; 75) (2nd poem)

In Wants For More

TWENTY-NINE: EUGENE LEVICH (United States; Male; 78) (2nd
poem)

Mrs. Tanky Man

TWENTY-EIGHT: DARLENE WALSH (United States; Female; 21)
(2nd poem)

Shadows In The Dark

TWENTY-SEVEN: KIM BARNEY (Brazil; Male; 100) (2nd poem)

Shall I Compare Thee To A Bale Of Hay?
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TWENTY-SIX: BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67) (2nd
poem)

Two Dozen Un-typed Poems ..... [ poems I've written on paper; PH submissions?
; Medium]

FORTY-SIX: by Savita Tyagi

Looking Back

A dragonfly came and flew in flash of time
While I looked at flowerbeds filled with grime.

I too flew with her to a distant land back in time
Back then those little beauties weren't that scarce.

Gardens used to be filled with grasshoppers
Butterflies were plenty to be chased around.

Yes many lost their wings between our little fingers
But we knew nothing better in childhood explorations.

In afternoons mounds of dirt in empty fields
Were huge to our eyes for trekking expeditions.

On rainy days upon mossy grounds wading
Through mud parting tall blades of wet grass,
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We picked frogs and worms with slimy skins
Jumping in excitement as they slipped away.

Heat or cold we found a way to learn and enjoy
What our surroundings offered in abundance.

Those childhood memories filled with beauteous
Wonders of nature came back looking at dragon fly.

FORTY-FIVE: by Is It Poetry

My Fellow Brothers And Sisters

Here where it's dark, I still watch.

Ironic delusions rich metaphors, I could still use, I shall not.
Millions have come and have since paid the price,

summer is gone here where I wait, fall arrives.

Here where it's light here, where I deeply sleep scantly covered in green.
Like you I once was, even then here like all of you now.

Trapped each night in desperate dreams here where you’re at

out side looking in through the cold frosted glass I shall wait.

Heavenly Father for those that believe and for those whom need prayer
and dread the coming night sharing your dreams with a stranger.
Sleeping your sleep and as such like a thief I come in.

As a giant green moth that flies deep into the light and echoes the past,
as to why I am yours and as such you are mine.

Now here where I speak to those that are dead and breathing each breath
the breath of white light that blows

into the breasts of those whom in need have need of the rest

out side where it's dark fall has arrived as I shut my eyes winter comes.

Bri's note: If you care to leave a comment on the poem's page, it may be listed
as 'My Fellow Brothers and Sisterd'. I think iip means it to be 'Sisters'. :) bri
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FORTY-FOUR: by R. K. Hart

How Much Do I Need You.

How much do I need you?

As much as a sky needs to be blue.
Why would I need you?

Without you, my heart beats untrue.

A valley needs the scent of flower,
Here I lay for many an hour.

Like the body needs air,

I need you with your hair so fair.

As the heart needs the blood of life,

So I must have you as my beloved wife.
The ocean must have a sandy shore,

I must have you to love and adore.

As a warrior greatly needs a fort,

Without you, life would come to naught.
Without you my existence would be nil,
But I will hold you fast, should God will.

FORTY-THREE: by Gergana Teofilova

The Night Of Halloween

Witches and ghosts, scary creatures,

Black cats silently sneaking behind the trees,
So many pumpkins with ominous features,
Their fiery eyes are burning your knees

It is a night of horror and terror,

Thirsty vampires feast on innocent blood,
Children...watch out, don't make any errors,
Those crow-like claws are so thick with mud

The moon in the sky is full, bright and smiling,
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There are no clouds to hinder her fun,

The million stars are gently beguiling,

'Join us if you dare, show up but don't run!'
Tonight the thread between the worlds is fine,
The souls of the dead cross over for life,

It has been like this since old, ancient times,
A tradition invented by gods, ready to strive

People dress up as monsters and mummies,

Trying to show they don't fear the dark,

They don't understand they're nothing but dummies,
A single wrong move and they are just stiff and stark
The shadows out there have been waiting to revel,
Their sinister wails ruthlessly chill to the bone

'Come out and simply dance with the devil! ...

Or you may not see your mundane sins ever atoned! '

All Hallows' Eve is just like no other,

Heaven is not trying to prevail over Hell,

Demons and angels are walking like brothers,

As if someone has put them under a spell

Giving out candy will not hold them back,

They keep flaming, thus turning gloom into sheen,
When morning comes there won't be even a track,
But never mind... enjoy the night of Halloween

FORTY-TWO: by Charles Darnell

Anything

They say love makes you crazy.
Do things you wouldn’t dream of,
Stretch your bruised brain

When you hold out arms

To her.

Her smile makes you weak,

Light-headed,
Dazzled by eyes,
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Like novas.

You ache to please,

Be her better man,
Throw your naked chest
On broken glass.

If she asked,

You’d reach beyond the stars,

Grab him by his snowy beard,

And toss God from his own heaven.

FORTY-ONE: by Ruth Walters

Morning Streets

Muddied pools soak shoes
on grey pavements

as men in suits walk by

and children's voices squeak.

I sit inside a metal box,

a small car (Eco friendly)
reliving last night's sexy treats
a saucy smile on my lips.

Mothers run their kids to school,
workmen whistle, loud and rude
but all I muster is

a sleepy stare.

Traffic roars as rain cascades,
fashion trends float by,

as mindless plebs drop litter
on the streets.

Jail bait girlies, half nude, all tattooed

wearing Killer, ladies shoes,
totter by the bus stop
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as men's eyes glaze and pop.

Last nights drunks look pale faced now,
swaying along crowded roads

as if they're doing

tangos in the breeze.

They rock and roll and trip and fall
looking ragged in the dawn

as hungry dogs

use legs as their latrines.

Shops throw up their blinds at last
as pensioners join morning queues
and police car sirens blast,
confounding brains.

I pull into the drive at work,

some guy's blocked my way, the jerk,
and stumble in

to grab my morning tea.

FORTY: by Xelam Kan

Tooty Fruity Booty

Since turned SEXteen, I'm
enkindled by sensations strange:
itching, hot, but serene,

and try to seek rainbow

in my sleepless nights,

thou' scare if go outside.

Oh the problem is my sheer physique:
when my jiggly bum and

jugs are viewd,

then the wild luxury of MAN

iS sprung upon me

like the buzzing bees.
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And when a flirty wind tickles

my ever growing streaching shirt,
I can see their sordid fantasies

in their lusty, stinky looks,

and they call me then

a tooty fruity booty.

But I'm a bitter pill to swallow,
they surely don't know.

THIRTY-NINE: by Kelly Kurt

Before Their Time

An overcast morning, as still as my foggy mind
Decorated by the leaves coming to a peak
Whispered that this fleeting glory

Once every elliptical orbit

Was to be abridged

By coffee’s end, the skies were clearing
Swept out, it seemed, by the north wind
Howling in contempt of warm air

The once meagerly leaf dappled terrain
Chaotically rustled with detached thousands
Eddying, streaming, screaming

Many were crunchy brown corpses

But many were also painted ladies

Forced from their hospice before their time
Some still cleaving to middle-aged green
None were immune

Schools of petite orange sumac leaves
Romped around oversized catalpas

Like minnows teasing a flounder

Pine needles, yellowed by a dry spell

And loosened by an early October chill
Overspread an earlier blanket
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Across the yet emerald lawns

The sound was slightly softened

But in the streets, the stampedes resounded
Passing cars swirled the pandemonium
Launching trees-full back up to fall again
Corners and crannies collected the carnage

Sunset ushered in rolling, low clouds

Darkness fell abruptly as the gusts persisted

Leaving wooden giants in a state of undress

Limbs still flailing, but unable to conceal their indignity
Deciduous scaffolds

First frost had yet to fall

Pumpkins, still awaited their fate
Nonetheless, a premature diminishment
Fall's blushes blown away too soon

THIRTY-EIGHT: by Della Perry

The Bedroom

Crocheted blankets for babies, times three
Never finished the one for the Christmas fetus
Why was he not born?

Pile of soiled clothes in a sprawled piece of art on the rug
Boots with mud caked soles

A lamp, murky brown, no bulb, useless, ugly,
A lonely six string

Favourite book on bedside table, spine bent,
Slimer, Harry Adam Knight

The Tarot book, The Fool comes to mind
Library books picked and read fervently
Oranges are Not the Only Fruit, Jeanette!
Snot covered tissues

A clean sanitary pad

Germoline

Black Country Dialect book for Welsh Carys
Butterfly adorned writing pad
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The remote
And a jammie dodger faux biscuit bracelet.

THIRTY-SEVEN: by Valsa George

The Calm Before The Storm

Far across the sea, I watched a blazing hue,

And my eyes feasted on the brilliance of the setting sun.
Beside me, the lulled sea moved on and on,

Like a bird on wings that dives and soars.

A cool breeze flitted across my face,

Like the caressing touch by the Beloved's hands,
I watched the clouds that trailed along,

Hanging a canopy over the azure sky.

Below my feet, lay the sandy shore,

Extending miles on end to infinite lengths,

I lay on it with my arms out stretched,

And my mind lost in the maze of unending thoughts.

I brooded over the mysteries still hidden to man,
Yearning to peer into caverns, the ocean hid.
Struck by a sense of awe, I reposed,

While my gaze fixed on the firmament of stars.

As the salubrious air glided past,

I swam into a state of self - abandonment.
Bliss was it to be in the company of mermaids,
Dancing and singing in celestial cheer.

I wonder why the melodious strains,
Had given way to a thunderous roar? ?
Behind me I heard the deadening sound,

Of roaring waves, lashing on the cliffs.

Swift as lightening, they surged over,
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Swivelling the sands I lay upon,
Oh! Again and over again, the booming thud,
It fell heavily in my fretful ears!

Before I could sense what was on,

I found myself swept away by the current,

To be cast in the abyss of the unnumbered,

Those hapless souls, eaten up by the Tsunami waves! !

THIRTY-SIX: by Jak Black

Poetic Art.

Let your words paint a picture,
We together can share.

Delve deep within,

Your soul to lay bare.

Paint me a picture

To lock in my heart.

A treasure to warm me,
While we're far apart.

Paint the garden of memories
That I wander through.
Paint a smile and a teardrop,
And that promise anew.

Paint me your sigh,

Your warm breath on my cheek.
Paint me your Kkiss,

Your aura mystique.

Paint, for me, this longing,
In letters so bold.
Paint a love that’s still fresh,

Even tho” we've grown old.

Paint me your heartbeat,
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With the stroke of your pen.
Paint a picture of hope,
Until we meet again.

THIRTY-FIVE: by Douglas Scotney

White Lies

To ease

the depression

in the growing number
of brains caring

for the growing
number of bodies

with dying brains,
brains are lying

that they're stopping
brains from dying.

THIRTY-FOUR: by M J Lemon

Urbanity

People in this city come and go
Buildings walk away
Carried to the landfills

A neighbour reclaims sod
Placing old boards and bricks together
Births makeshift living space

Before any earthquake strikes
Taxes take, authorities take
What greater change can-
any disaster make?
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THIRTY-THREE: by John Westlake

248. Dear Diary 2005

Dear diary

I have to let my thoughts out

and you are the only one around

who can bothered to listen without judging
I need to tell you what is going on

in the hope that you'll understand

I have a darkness in my soul that I can't shift
it's been there for far too long

there is nothing I can do to remove it

the problem is that this darkness is growing

I have a burning lust for vengeance
that I can't explain or satisfy

it eats away at my mind sometimes
especially when I am angry

My moods are getting worse

more changeable than a roller coaster

and much more deadly

at least with a ride you can eventually leave
but I'm stuck on this one until I die

I never seem to get things right

no matter how much I try

the failure is weighing me down

as people only remember my mistakes

Been accused of way too much shit lately

that I haven't even done or wanted to

even though they were never proved to be true
people will just remember the false accusations
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I think it's time that I went now

I do hope that you'll understand

thanks for listening to me in my time of need
I just hope you can keep this all a secret

at least until the time is right

before then you will always be

my dear diary

THIRTY-TWO: by Melvina Germain

Wisdom's Feast

O maiden sweet as honey God'’s gift certainly brings,
to the vineyards of plenty only the privileged sings
and Queens who sit jubilant upon earthly thrones
carry little less than value as do the proudest drones.

Virgins may dance passionate rhythms of earth’s moon
whilst matrons lag behind hoping once more to swoon.
Poor, poor dears what will the outcome be,

to cry in a river of pain or come back to reality.

Face up ye women of despair, only you can mend and repair,
engage not in debauchery or listen to lies you'll often hear.
Mind, body, soul may your moral eye see only truth,

cleanse the old and little beyond the ruination of youth.

A tumult of words may pour like rain over thee,

wade through thick waters, swim through the guish blazing flames that tortured
your soul,

raise up the torch of freedom, it’s time to be whole.

THIRTY-ONE: by Akhtar Jawad
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If Columbus' Ship Would Have Lost In Bermuda Triangle

What if Columbus' ship would have lost in Bermuda triangle,
you have your angle, I have my angle,

live in the present and forget the past,

as the four sides of the two will not meet in a rectangle

THIRTY: by Clarence Prince

In Wants For More

In wants for, far more money

In wants for, a far better life

In wants for, a far better car

In wants for, a far better house

In wants for, far much more clothes

In wants for, far much more shoes

In wants for, far better friends

In wants for, a far prettier spouse

In wants for, far much more love

In wants for, far more things of beauty
In wants for, far more things of necessity
In wants for, far more getting it all

Yet after got it all, still unsatisfied
That's for, being too far from Christ

In whom a soul can only be satisfied
And so despite of all other things
Christ is Man's most essential need
Without Him Man's desires won't rest
We shall only be in wants for more

[All rights reserved! ]

TWENTY-NINE: by Eugene Levich
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Mrs. Tanky Man

Mrs. Tanky Man

I called her,

Though she was never a Taitai (a Mrs.)
Darton refusing to marry anyone,

On principle.

Darton,

American professor (Comparative Literature) before the War
At National Peking (That’s how they used to spell Beijing)

University

Sent to a Nip (That’s what we used to call the Japanese)

concentration camp;

He didn't touch a woman in 32 years.

He didn't like that.

Freed,

He bought a lovely house overlooking the harbor

At Tan-shui (That’s how they used to spell Danshui) ,
Went up into the hills

And purchased five beautiful daughters from

Poor families.

A Harem...

“Paradise, " he called it.

“One cooked, one cleaned, one shopped...”
And he refused to learn Chinese.

Couldn’t bear the thought of studying another language,
Especially one as hard as Chinese.

He knew so many languages already—
Latin, Greek, French, German,

And, of course, English.

And the Chinese officials, he said,
Distrusted foreigners who could speak
Their language. Those officials provided him
With all the assistance he needed.

And,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 122



He refused to allow his concubines to learn English.
“Language just gets in the way of love! ”

He said.

He refused to marry anyone; “Children are a mere conceit! ”
He added.

My landlady,

The last of his concubines,

In her forties,

Still attractive.

He in his seventies

Still vibrant.

He bought her properties

To keep her after he died.

He had taken care of all his concubines.

She was not right in the head;
Terrible things she had seen
During The War and After.

He taught her to speak Pidgin English

And he laughed when she spoke.

I had a problem in my apartment.

“Me catchee tanky-man come chop chop fixy fixy.”

[I'll get the heating tank man to come quickly to fix it.]
She said.

And she didn’t like me, either...
Because I wasn’t married,

She thought,

Just like Darton,

Who didn’t give her “Face”

By marrying her.

As I said,

She wasn't right
In the head.
But who is?

Bri's note: sorry, but I can't help but wonder if 'Darton' is a code name for
'Levich'. hmmm?
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TWENTY-EIGHT: by Darlene Walsh

Shadows In The Dark

The night was dark, house dreary true
I opened the gate and crept through
Shadows of specters fill my sight

In fear of monsters that may bite

With moon bright and dim star light

To my right is a great fright

Dim light makes phantoms dance and sway
To my left shall I run away

Goblins and ghosts I conjure

My safety I must ponder

Step by step I further walk
Mouth dry like dust I'll never talk

Is my fear up in a tree

To look up as I may see

Under which I think to stroll
About to pounce, is there a troll

Or the crack upon next I tread

Or carnivorous vines that I dread
Will it cause mothers back to break
Or a quick snack of me they make

Step by step I slowly walked
Pray and hope door is unlocked
A fear in my heart I accept
Into the darkness I have crept

Stairs that creek under my feet

In my chest pounding heart beat
Echoing loudly in my ears
Trembling eyes swelling with tears
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On the porch quaking I look around
New fears in my heart I have found
Shadows dance in candle lit window
Four arms and horns to scare a hero

Again I creep upon the stairs

Upon my neck stand straight my hairs
Flickering porch light starts to sway
My feet have turned to miry clay

While ready to run I ring the bell

In fear more than words can tell

Feet planted firmly I try to stay

The door creeks and I can't look away

Wide opened the door is the sign

Time now to speak the important line
Hoping for something chocolate or sweet
Brave and tall, I say Trick-or-Treat.

TWENTY-SEVEN: by Kim Barney

Shall I Compare Thee To A Bale Of Hay?

Shall I compare thee to a bale of hay?

Hay is more lovely with a better shape.

Thou must have seen many a better day;
One look at thee and one tries to escape.
Sometimes too hot the sun on thee did shine
And that is why thy poor skin is all burned.

I thought that I could look at thee just fine
But suddenly my stomach overturned.

Yet thy eternal glamour cannot fade

For fade it has already; it did flee!

It is too late for thou to find the shade;

For a picture of wrinkled, look at thee.

And now the time has come to end this song;
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To have it go on longer would be wrong.

TWENTY-SIX: by Bri Edwards (2nd poem)

Two Dozen Un-typed Poems ..... [ poems I've written on paper; PH submissions?
; Medium]

In the last two months I've written poems (many) ,

but ....of them, only a few are typed; why, (almost) not any!
Two of the most recent ones are both about MY blood.

Another is about how memories, of a “love” (departed) can
flood .....

one’s mind and heart.

One is a mystery entitled very simply “I'm In A Box”.

Another is GROSS; it may make SOME readers puke on their socks.

Yet another is a bit romantic; it’s really NOT “"my style”.

And one is about “small things” which (my mind) do rile.

Still another’s about an OLD college friend ...... and his YOUNG new “Honey”.

One more is about an “0Old West” killer, and a reward of money.

My cell phone’s alarm is the subject of a quite (not quiet) short
piece,

while another is about a dog’s grip on my hand; it WOULD NOT release!

“OK! T'll Live Forever.” ...... is another title I reluctantly wrote,

preceded by “Unconscious Most Of The Time”, with a psychological note.
“Flirt Alert” may alert YOU to the perils ....... of ‘conversing’,

while ‘Thank You, Backseat Driver” is about roadway traversing.

One poem is a bit fanciful, about “sinners” and a minister, shady.

A poem about friends features Jack & Jill, and Jon & Sue ...., not Sadie!
“The World, Without The Letter *? '™ was a bit of fun for me.

Then there’s one about my volunteer work at the ..... li-brar- - - Y.

“Belch, Fart, Chuckle”? Well ....... , what more DO I need to say?
It's preceded by my short poem, "CAKE”. [I'll take cake anyway ......
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I can get it! ]

“Tiny Breasts” features names of a few “old” female classmates.
“Awaiting My Turn” is about ME ............ , @ guy who sometimes ....... waits.
AND

“History Of The Pen” is ‘history’, relating to Mankind and writing.

“As The Keys Banged” is about music which can be anger-inciting.

If any of these ...... you'd like me (on PoemHunter) to bestow,
PLEASE tell me which one(s) , and I'll get it into the ............ show! !

(October 10, 2015)

Poems #1 through #25 are in Section A, in the 'other poem' on my list for the
October showcase.

Fackxrckxx*k*IN NOVEMBER: I plan some changes in what poems will be used by
me in the showcase and how. It should be good for most readers and some
submitters I think. Feedback from members is always welcome (though perhaps
not always 'with open arms'!)

THANKS FOR READING! bri edwards :)

TWENTY-SIX:

Bri Edwards
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A Showcase For P H Poets: September 2015: Section
'a'.... [sharing Poems; Not A Contest; Monthly On Bri
Edwards' P H Site]

hi Lora

I've started a 'showcase' on my PoemHunter site,

which is NOT a contest; it's no arena for a fight,

but instead a place where once a month I shall post..

a poem* from you, a PH member, which you’d like read most.

NO title, topic, nor length* do I plan to require.
Just send in a poem to set the PH members on fire.
Send to 'A Showcase For PH Poets', care of me.
Let's show off our stuff, and this also is free!

I was intending this to showcase poems by you, the member,
BUT, heck, send someone else's ** if you'd like, BUT remember....
to NOT get me involved in copyright disputes, please.

Of course if I were sued, there is NO money from me to squeeze!

(February 28,2015)

*xxx**POEMS MAY BE 'old' OR 'new TO PH and THE WORLD! ” In most cases
they will NOT be 'BORROWED', though some may be 'BLUE'.

CHANGE IN JULY and AUGUST and onward into the future:

Starting in July showcase I plan to list the poets and list their poems in
DESCENDING order, starting with the most recent entry. That way, if you visit
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the showcase more than once, the poets or poems previously near the top of the
lists may have descended below more recently entered ones. This should make it
easier for the readers I hope, and more likely that ‘newer’ poems will be read.

I hope some of you will decide to share poems in September and also read some
[or all] of the submissions.

*I now allow and welcome TWO poems per month from each PH member. At
least one of them should be not much longer than 24 lines in length, but I'll
judge each case separately, trying to be fair to all.

So, now for some information about my monthly SHOWCASE for PH poets:

In anticipation of a great response for my first showcase, in February,2015, [I
sent notices to about 75 members from my inbox and my list of PH friends], 1
added to my poem's title: “section ‘A’ ”, but there MAY never be a “section ‘B’ ".
In following months I have likewise “advertised” my upcoming or current
showcase on PH.

I plan to submit one of my own short (24 lines or less) poems,
and one of my LONG ones (which may go on for a couple of pages) . Therefore,
and since I will allow other members to also submit two poems per month [if one
is 24 lines or less], I may well add a second, third,4th, etc. 'section' so readers
will not have to scroll up and down too much to refer to poems and the
comments area below the poems. Understand? I hope so. This first 'section’ is 'A'
and I shall follow the English alphabet: A, B, C, etc. IF I FEEL A NEED (or desire)
TO DO SO.

I also plan to have a LIST OF POETS [whose poem(s) are
included in a following section] above the posted poems.

**] WOULD LOVE TO HAVE ALL POEMS BE WRITTEN BY PH MEMBERS, and be
submitted by the authors. If you choose to submit a poem by another PH
member I will try to verify that the member agrees. Poems attributed to non-
members I may want to ask about also.

[PLEASE READ THE POET'S NOTE ALSO FOR MY 'A SHOWCASE FOR PH POETS'.]

I WILL ALWAYS GIVE THE AUTHOR’S NAME WITH THE POEM POSTED.
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My first showcase was in February 2015, and I consider it to be a success, with
almost 20 poems to view, from almost as many poets. My thanks go to all
contributors! ! This is meant to expose poems and poets to readers and to
provide some entertainment and/or enlightenment and/or knowledge to PH
members [and I guess non-members who, I think, can also view the poems but
not comment].

Some of the poems may not be on the authors’ PH sites. But if you are enthused
about a poem, I hope you will visit the poet’s site and read more and leave
comments.

Did I forget anything? ?

[[some ages of poets' may be age+1.

AND I trust the individual poet’s page to give me accurate
names/pseudonyms/pen names and countries and gender as well.]] (butI don't
necessarily believe when I see 99 or 100 for a poet’s age!)

[AND I TRY TO keep typos etc. out of the poems, but if I miss some, OR if the
poet(s) want(s] their poem(s) added as
they/he/she has/have given it/them to me, then I'm NOT going to edit the
poem(s) ! ]

[In last month's (August’s) showcase, there were 36 poems
from 25? poets.]

[[ Here is the abbreviated “"Poets” section from AUGUST’s showcase (AS OF
AUGUST 25TH) :

'THE POETS': [from AUGUST's showcase]
Thirty-six: ELENA PLOTKIN (United States; I'd guess Female; ageless?)

Thirty-five: ABEKAH EMMANUEL (Ghana; Male; 23)

Thirty-four: BRIAN JOHNSTON (United States; Male; 72) (2nd
poem)

Thirty-three: BRIAN JOHNSTON (United States; Male; 72) (1st
poem)

Thirty-two: BEACH GIRL (United States; Female; 45)

Thirty-one: DOUGLAS SCOTNEY (Australia; Male; 62) (2nd
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poem)

Thiry: CHARLES DARNELL (United States; Male; 65)

Twenty-nine: CLARENCE PRINCE (Canada; Male ;)

Twenty-eight: MELVINA GERMAIN (Canada; Female; 70) (2nd
poem)

Twenty-seven: EUGENE LEVICH (United States; Male; 78)

(2nd poem)

Twenty-six: EUGENE LEVICH (United States; Male; 78) (1st
poem)

Twenty-five: MELVINA GERMAIN (Canada; Female; 70)

Twenty-four: AKHTAR JAWAD (Pakistan; Male; 70)

Twenty-three: SAVITA TYAGI (United States; Female; 67)

Twenty-two: GREG DAVIDSON (Australia; Male; 60)

Twenty-one: STEPHEN KATONA (United Kingdom; Male; 45)

Twenty: BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67)

Nineteen: VALSA GEORGE (India; Female; 61)

Eighteen: KIM BARNEY (Brazil, via U.S.A.; Male; 1007?) (2nd
poem)

Seventeen: KIM BARNEY (Brazil, via U.S.A.; Male; 100! hmm?)

(1st poem)

Sixteen: GING TAPING (Philippines; Female; 44) (2nd poem)
Fifteen: GING TAPING (Philippines; Female; 44) (1st poem)
Fourteen: M.]J. LEMON (Canada; Male; unknown) (2nd poem)
Thirteen: M.J. LEMON (Canada; Male; unknown) (1st poem)
Twelve: JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom; Male; 31) (2nd
poem)

Eleven: JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom; Male; 31) (1st
poem)

Ten: DARLENE WALSH (United States; Female; 21)
Nine: IS IT POETRY (United States; Male; 100 hmmm?)

Eight: JAK BLACK (United Kingdom; Male; 41) (2nd poem)
Seven: RUTH WALTERS (United Kingdom; Female; 63) (2nd
poem)

Six: RUTH WALTERS (United Kingdom; Female; 63) (1st
poem)

Five: RAY HART (Australia; Male; 69)
Four: XELAM KHAN (Pakistan; Male; 96 hmm?)
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Three: JAK BLACK (United Kingdom; Male; 41) (1st poem)

Two: DOUGLAS SCOTNEY (Australia; Male; 62) (1st poem)
One: BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67) (1st poem)
HERE WE GO............... SEPTEMBER'’S POETS AND POEMS.:

THE POETS AND THEIR POEMS ..................... (listed in REVERSE ORDER of when I

entered them into this showcase) . After the list of poets and their poems you
will find the poems. Enjoy!

“The POETS”":

hi Lora; I'm back

TWENTY-FIVE: SAVITA TYAGI (United States; Female; 67)

The River Calls Me

TWENTY-FOUR: BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67) (2nd poem)

Creation (Maybe Not What You Think) ...... [girl-To-Woman; Baby-Making; Long;
Relationships]

TWENTY-THREE: DELLA PERRY (United Kingdom; Female; 41) (2nd poem)
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Cheated Childhoods

TWENTY-TWO: DELLA PERRY (United Kingdom; Female; 41) (1st poem)

Poetry Widower

TWENTY-ONE: KIM BARNEY (Brazil; Male; '100") (2nd poem)

Which Doctor?

TWENTY: KIM BARNEY (Brazil; Male; '100") (1st poem)

The Ugly Brother

NINETEEN: JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom; Male; 31) (2nd poem)

243. The River Of Life

EIGHTEEN: GREG DAVIDSON (Australia; Male; 61)

The Face In The Mirror

SEVENTEEN: JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom: Male; 31) (1st poem)

244. All I Can See Is You
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SIXTEEN: RAY HART (Australia; Male; 69)

Under the Willow.

FIFTEEN: VALSA GEORGE (India; Female: ; 61)

A Desert Trek

FOURTEEN: IS IT POETRY (United States; Male; 100..ha ha)
The Lizard

THIRTEEN: DARLENE WALSH (United States; Female; 21)
Half A Heart

TWELVE: RUTH WALTERS (United Kingdom; Female; 63)
September

ELEVEN: LORA COLON & BRI EDWARDS (United States; one of each;

old enough! 1) (1st for each; an 'Echo Poem')

Wetness (an echo poem)

TEN: SHAHZIA BATOOL (Pakistan; Female; 43)
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My scattered Thoughts

NINE: M.]. LEMON (Canada; [see below]) (2nd poem)

Feeling Older

EIGHT: M.]J. LEMON (Canada; believed to be Male & 'older' than

some poets!) (1st poem)

Everyday

SEVEN: 1] EVENDON (United Kingdom; Male; 66)

Smile

Six: CLARENCE PRINCE (Canada, via Jamaica and U.K.; Male;

75) (2nd poem)

My New Friend

Five: CLARENCE PRINCE (Canada, via Jamaica and U.K.; Male;

75) (1st poem)

Mothers Are Special!
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Four: CHARLES DARNELL (United States; Male; 65)

Yahoo Buckaroo

Three: AKHTAR JAWAD (Pakistan; Male; 70)

The Ice Cube

Two: MELVINA GERMAIN (Canada; Female; 70) (2nd poem)

Longing Still For You

One: MELVINA GERMAIN (Canada; Female; 70) (1st

poem)

Sensual Thoughts (Sharing A Sensual Delight For All Of You)

Twenty-five: Savita Tyagi

The River Calls Me
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In the hours of dusty afternoon when the water is cold and crystal clear

The river calls me.

On the sun baked land the banyan tree stands alone in silent meditation.
Like a mother it seems happy to have some quiet time to itself.

Soon the noisy birds will return in its lap to claim their place for the night's rest.
Till then it enjoys in solitude its affinity with river.

On the other side of river long green sugarcane leaves dance with soft breeze.
Farmers have left the field for afternoon siesta.

The tree, the sugar cane and I, all are happy to be alone.

Sitting under the tree I watch the water hitting its raised roots.

Restless and agitated as a disturbed mind.

But at distance afar river water looks as calm and translucent as the thoughts of
a yogi, Enveloping my mind with its tranquility.

I raise my sari* to my knees and walk slowly in the water.

In the waist deep water the sari cloth spreads like a balloon around me,
Ready to take me on some magical journey.

I make circles in water and hold the cold water in my hands,

Only to watch it drain from my cupped hands.

Here nothing is mine to hold yet every thing is mine for the moment.

I take few steps to sink deep in water to vanish somewhere into its vastness.
The force of water throws me up.

The river laughs-

Lay no claim to the yonder!

For fear of unknown I go no further.

My feet lose the grip of sandy bottom to let me float on the surface.

The cold water takes away all my tensions.

It makes me feel like a child finding joy in its surroundings.

How long I stayed in water- I don't know.

Time the creation of movement lost its value for a while.

Oblivious to the world below, the master of life's rhythm

Moves forward in its westward journey, spreading its orange glow in the sky.
It must be following a higher command.

Rested and rejuvenated I come out of water.

As I walk towards home holding my wet sari

I watch my sand covered feet leaving some impressions on sandy soil
Knowing fully that in due time my faint footprints shall disappear.

Savita's *Note - Sari is an attire of women in India and many south east Asian
nations.
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Twenty-four: Bri Edwards

Creation (Maybe Not What You Think) ...... [girl-To-Woman; Baby-Making; Long;
Relationships]

Preteen socialization;
Her first menstruation;
Mom's explanation;
Girl's apprehension;
Girl's imagination.

Bra initiation;

Boys paying more attention;
Her girlfriend conversation;
Self-examination;
Apprehension;

Excitation.

First Communion;
Mom's admonition;
Classroom flirtation;
Diary notation;
Awkward situation.

Softball competition;
Scholastic concentration;
Pimple medication;

Eye examination;
Eyeglasses prescription;
Eyeglasses selection.

Teenage titillation;
Girlfriend's revelation;
Girl's excitation;

Girl's apprehension.

Junior Prom invitation;

Buy boy a carnation;
Night of anticipation;
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Perspiration;
Parent's escortation;
Close-dancing sensation.

More scholastic concentration.

Mother/daughter European vacation;
College campus visitations;

High school senior year expectations;
SAT examinations;

College applications.

Senior Ball invitation;

Car date anticipation;

Mom's admonition;

Ball dress and hairdo selection;
Softball home plate collision;
Left leg in traction;

No Senior Ball action;
Frustration (but relaxation) .

College acceptance and selection;
Awards presentation;
High school graduation.

Gyn examination;
NO birth control prescription;
(Mom's admonition) .

Cornell U. orientation;
Campus church affiliation;
Choir participation;
Scholastic concentration;
Ignoring boys' flirtations;
Avoiding temptations.

Junior year sorority invitation;
Apprehension;

Excitation;

Sorority initiation.

Fraternity party invitation;
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First inebriation;
Fondling and excitation;
Close call situation.

Senior year Dean's List selection;
Trouble resisting temptation;
Weekly Catholic confession sessions;
Summa cum laude graduation.

Law school acceptance and selection;
Legal studies concentration;
Study group participation.

Widowed law professor's attentions;
Girl's uncontrollable fascination;

Gyn exam; birth control prescription;
Dinner invitation.

Wining and dining and speculation;
Apprehension and excitation;
Her first penetration.

Good times but no marriage mentions.

Graduation;

Law professor's recommendation;

Interview with law firm partners; her apprehension;
She accepts the firm's job invitation.

Two years hard work; no hesitation;
Pride in work; first promotion.

Christmas office party introduction;
Instant mutual physical attraction;
Lively conversation;

Mutual admiration;

Exchange phone and email information;
Same night brief phone connection.

Three months of weekend recreation;

Taking turns at restaurant selection;
Sharing their pasts recollections.
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Three day weekends to make parent introductions;
Each time a pleasant reception;

Overnight his & her visitations;

Agreement to try cohabitation;

His place one week; her place next week; a rotation;
A jointly agreed move to new location.

Three months more of smooth transition;
She stops using birth control prescription;
Their second shared Christmas celebration.

He buys a ring in anticipation;
Ovulation.

New Year's Eve in their new habitation;
Pizza and beer; slight inebriation;
Cuddling on couch; relaxation;
Watching fireworks with fascination.

Bedtime preparation;

NO anticipation;

Bare skin touching brings sensations;
Sensations become explorations;

No need for forced stimulation;

She finds his full erection,

and presents her open invitation.

Excitation; natural lubrication;
Penetration;

Copulation;

Perspiration;

Brief exclamations;
Ejaculation;

His exhaustion;

Her satisfaction.

New Years resolutions;
Her anticipation.

Fertilization (conception) ? ? ;
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Implantation? ? ;
Cell division? ?
Creation? ?

Drug store visitation;

Home testing for procreation;
Positive color indication;

Call for Ob-Gyn examination;
Waiting for doctor's corroboration.

Valentine's Day dinner reservation;

Candlelit dinner in quiet location;

Dessert and check presentation;

She speaks first, announcing her 'condition';

He beams at her a smile of great admiration;
She breathes a sigh of relaxation;

Holding hands as they sample sweet confections.

Check paid, they sit in contemplation;
Now he makes HIS presentation;

A sparkling diamond; a second creation;
She accepts proposal with teary emotion;
Their fingers entwine with devotion;
DOUBLE celebration.

Parents notified; what a commotion! !

To-have-baby-before-wedding; their joint decision;
Plans for baby's room is a vision;

Doctor visits; sonogram examinations;
Naming-and-raising-a-baby books consultations.

Otherwise his & her work & play routine continuation.
Mom-to-be's nutrition;

No inebriation;

Anticipation;

Names selection;

Couples' Lamaze classes for relaxation.

One-month-to-go excitation;
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Two-weeks-to-go her mom comes for visitation;
Three-days-to-go strange bedtime sensation;
Phone call to doctor; to-hospital-decision.

Drive to hospital: first REAL contractions;
Amniotic fluid soaks padded car seat cushion.

To labor room; beginnings of dilation;
Intravenous fluid line insertion;
Assuming the ‘frog-legs' position.

Perineum preparation;
'Mom' does practice inhalations and exhalations;
'Dad' stays though craving caffeine injection.

Arrival of the obstetrician;
Dilation progression.

Baby in correct position;
No foreseen complication;
Clock hands in motion;
Baby's head presentation.

'Mom's' time for exertion;
Dilation; contraction;
Dilation; contraction;
Contraction; dilation;
Inhale and exhalation;
Perspiration;
Expectation;
Contraction;
Inhalation;

Pushing exertion;
Repetition;
Perspiration.

Getting close now; concentration;
End of nine months preparation;
Perspiration;

Doctor asks for last BIG exertion.

Out pops baby;
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Doctor's congratulations;

It's a GIRL.

Dad's and Mom's exhilaration;
Wiping off the perspiration;
Parents beam with satisfaction;
Elation! !

CREATION! !'!

(Dec.2012)

Twenty-three: Della Perry

Cheated Childhoods

Cheated of childhood

Sharks ripped a toddler to shreds
Screamed at the paternal threads were sliced.
A tiny egg, cracked apart,

Blood seeping around an unformed bird
One large, grey eye

Minute body

A little tail.

So much like the human fetus, unborn
Cheated of childhood.

Regrets abound, a prayer

Teenage years untold

Unread, unedited.

An adult weeping in bed

So much left unsaid.

Twenty-two: Della Perry

Poetry Widower

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



The kitchen is rank

Dishes soaking in cold water

Tea stained spoons, coffee stained mugs
Carpet is dusted in dog hair, a snowfall of white
Cobwebs, spiders and dust live in crevices
Floors need mopping

Sides need some elbow grease

Drinks would be nice?

Or maybe some supper?

After a hard days graft!

How about some kisses, or a bit of loving?
The kids seem okay, they think it is heaven
Toys and games strewn around rooms.
Poetry has kidnapped the wife

'Poems don't write themselves, you know! '
She says with a happy grin.

Maya has a lot to answer for!

Twenty-one: by Kim Barney

Which Doctor?

I went to see the doc today;

He gave me just six months to live,
But when my bill I could not pay,
Another six months did he give.

Twenty: by Kim Barney

The Ugly Brother

When I see my brother
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we like to call each other
ugly just for fun. Of course,
he's very handsome.

I'm the ugly one.

He sez, you bin taken them ugly pills again

and I say well, I only took two but you musta taken ten!

Then I say you look like you bin whupped wit a ugly stick

and he sez I wuz but it din't take, but wit you it did the trick!
Then he sez when you wuz bein' born they thot you wuz breech,
and well, after you come out they still couldn't tell!

Then I say when you wuz born you wuz so ugly

the doctor done slapped our mama!

Then he sez is that your face

or a map of Yokohama?

Then we both laugh and hug each other
because I really love my brother.

Nineteen: by John Westlake

243. The River Of Life

Will you travel with me
along the banks of the river of life
not as a superior or inferior being
but as one equal to me

Will you marvel at the way the water flows
leaping joyfully over the rocks

as each second passes swiftly by

each droplet a life in its own right

both human and animal

No tides exist in this place
it only will go one way
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once a rock is missed you can't go back
you must jump it as best you can
as you will never be in the same place long

Would you cast a stone

in the hope of disrupting the flow

only to learn it will not work

you will only create barriers for your self

When it splits in two which way will you go
will you end up in the stinking marsh pools
where all is foul and horrible

or will you fall down the fantastic waterfalls
and end up in the peaceful lake

where all is wonderful

Will you travel with me though this life
in friendship and respect

no matter where we will go to
we all will have got there in the end

Eighteen: by Greg Davidson

THE FACE IN THE MIRROR

Who is it that in the mirror I see?

When have the crows so heavily trod that way?

No barber’s challenge here to justify his fee,
Just thinning hair and beard of grey.

Now my father stares at me,

His, my likeness does replace.

No rebuke, just empathy.

Did he once see his father’s face?

As I use my comb in search of hair,
I ponder - When I have gone my way,
Will my son see my face there?
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And I wonder what he may say.

Seventeen: by John Westlake

244. All I Can See Is You

There are over 100 people in this room

all of them in brightly coloured clothes

but all I can see is you

in your dark blue dress with flowers in your hair
looking back at me and smiling

There are over 100 people in this room
all of them talking loudly

but all I can hear is your voice

asking me how I feel

There are over 100 people in this room
offering me pointless presents

but all I can see is you

offering me your heart and love

to me the greatest gifts of all

There are over 100 people in this room

all of whom are trying to touch me in some way
but all I can feel is your arms

holding me close to you

There are over 100 people in this room
celebrating our wedding day

but I have eyes for none of them
all I can see is you

Sixteen: by Ray Hart

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 148



Under the Willow.

Under the willow my love and I,
Dense foliage hiding us from the sky.
A tender Kkiss in the shadow dark,
We are given to our shadowy ark.

I cradle her head in the crook of my arm,
We knit fingers palm to palm.

Lips taste each others charms,

In distant meadow a farmer farms.

Now we walk a shaded lane of gold leaf,

One wonders if our love will be bouquet or wreath.
If life long thing it is to be,

Surely it is up to my love and me.

These days my mind constantly strays,
To our beginning days.

There she was in her uniform of green,
Every young man’s sweetest dream.

Fifteen: by Valsa George

A Desert Trek

Climbing up the steep n’ rocky paths

We were struck by the beauty of the mountains
With their towering summits

Kissing the seams of the heavens

Beyond, sprawled endless stretch of sand!
With the sun going down in the west,
The surroundings were blazed in amber light

And the whole land lay in a magic spell cast

We were heading to our camp in the desert
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Part of a trek, planned months in advance
After trudging several miles on foot
The rest we covered in a wagon got by chance

The desert greeted us like a warm host.
After the blistering heat of the day,

The night had turned pleasantly cool
Promising us the boon of a delectable stay

The sky had turned black and inky

But the moon had arced high over head
Casting a metallic glow of light

Turning the rocks into a shade of chrome red

The sands seemed radiant and beckoning
There, around a camp fire, in a circular pattern we sat
From far it looked a glowing scarlet pyre
Often the wind passed the burning faggots with a pat

The whirling and wheeling current of air
Drew and redrew, etched and erased,
Shifting patterns in the desert sand,

As an inspired artist with perfection crazed

Sitting beneath the star studded sky

We sang and danced, inhaling the desert air
Forgetting the world of strife left behind
Merging into a space eerie but fair

As the wind blew wild, sometimes running amok,
Blinding our eyes with dust and sand,

We helped each other blow off the grain

And shielded our eyes with the hand

Sand dunes peeked here and there

And a caravan of camels with bells in their neck
Was crossing the length of sands stretching infinite
Carrying turbaned riders on their humpy back

Beside the small shelf of a tawny rock

We saw a host of cacti in splendid flower,
Desert blooms looming in arid space
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And elf owls roosting under cover

The wide stretch, dry and sterile

Lay vast and mysterious in the luminous night
Sometimes we felt as if lost in a land abstruse

That extended before us beyond all boundary and limit

Amid the billowing smoke, rising skyward
And the sound of crackling tinder

We stretched our eyes over many a mile
Of that ‘terra incognita’ in rising wonder

If there is jocund company, even here

There can be so much fun and life!

Squatting on haunches and sipping hot tea

We sat round the campfire, forgetting all earthly strife.

It was indeed a tour of discovery,

Into the heart of a fathomless sea of sand

Man has ever been a relentless explorer

The lure of the mysterious, he can never withstand!

Fourteen: by Is It Poetry

The Lizard

is it not 'Erotic'
what i'm
writing

here to you
that if

you

make me

stop it

i will

have to tell
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on you
and

if they hear
you ‘cry'

then i

may never
come

again

but

if i let you stay
and you

are looking
out

my window

do you see
that

lizard over there
on that

tree

and what

it's doing.

Thirteen: by Darlene Walsh

Half A Heart

Why was I caught in your light

My dim candle had become so bright
And only you could fill my sight
Giving all to you was so right

And then I learned the real truth

The lies of all I knew since my youth
I could see like shouting from a roof
Your bold lies screaming their proof

You have stolen the light from my eyes
Leaving half a heart to ask the Whys?
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Walking half alive through the day
Since I've learned you did more than stray

Your false love has torn me apart
How could I have let it start

Our ring has burned through the bone
My finger is writhing on a stone

My spirit lies bleeding on the floor
While my courage walked out the door
Half my heart ran out in the street
And my blood poured out like sleet

And you want me to come back for more
Your bloody hand knocking on the door
The knife in my back still rings cold

How can you be so false and bold?

I regret the day we lovingly kissed

My blind eyes never knew what they missed
And you want me to come back for more
While your back hand tickles your whore

Half my heart has lodged in the sink
With my bloody breath rising pink
And you want to come back to me
How stupid do you think I can be
My half life has grown stronger

And you can't have me any longer
The heart you broke has no key

So you can never come back to me

So you can never come back to me

Twelve: by Ruth Walters

September
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September glows

as summer closes to an Autumn dawn.
She tricks minds to believing

spring is still upon us

but her red and golden leaves

leave no doubt.

Shorter days and longer nights,
chill the air

as retailers stock up with
woollens and darker colours
depicting winter.

The odd warm day teases

as balmy as a summer breeze
blowing soft, baby kisses

but by the time the last day falls

we know October’s frost is out to nip
and spring is long lost dream

Bri's note: Ruth assures this 'colonist' that 'woollens' is the way the English spell
'woolens'. 1)

Eleven: An echo poem composed of: 'Let It Rain' by Lora C. &

'That Ain't Rain' by Bri E.

Wetness

1- Let It Rain!

You say and do the little things

A woman never forgets;

And when it rains, I smile when you say
'It's raining violets'
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You hold me close and calm my fears

When we speak of plans and schemes;

And when the storm breaks through the clouds,
I know... it's raining dreams!

Your words of love circle 'round my head
Like a childrens' carousel;

You say the rain is nurturing life -
Assuring me all is well

Now, come, my love, tell me the truth,
Storms often do bring distress;

'Yes', you say, 'but as long as you're mine,
It's raining happiness! '

2. That Ain’t Rain! !

I may not always hear too well,

but lest you, in the future, forget ....
when you think you hear the rain,
it’s just the cranky .....Toto toilet!

Ok, I sometimes hold you close,

and you fear I have some schemes,

but when I'm at my crankiest ....

it's only due to my bottle ....of Jim Beam.

So you thought mine were words of “love”!

Well, you'd better check your head.

It's not my heart which makes me say them;

I'm just trying to get you (with me) in bed! !

Now, come woman, tell me the truth.

You really knew what you were...... getting.
As long as I'm “yours” and you're ..."mine”,
it isn’t rain. It's just me....on you, sweating.
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Bri's note: Lora suggested this after i responded to her poem. We both (I think)
learned about echo poems from Brian Johnston. :)

Ten: by Shahzia Batool

My Scattered Thoughts

A bird cannot be denied a waft of breeze,

a falcon flight and a fish flow,

a child has to smile without any logic,

a flower has no choice but to bloom,

autumn is not nature's dirge,

it is just autumn that makes the smiling year desirable,
still spring is about to take us over

with shades n fragrance, sounds n sights...

death defines life,

life is a safari, a camel ride on a motorway,

a spectrum with all shades of grey emitting,

but grey is not unwelcome too;

dreams make reality hard to accept...

God loves me more by frustrating my earnest prayers,
yes, He loves my voice too (what a complete consolation!) ..
I shouldn't have gone to the mosque

to seek Him when I knew Him

equally n strongly to be inside my heart...

Will He never grant my prayers if He keeps loving my voice?
What to do with the age old African dictum,

"if @ man says yes, his Chi says yes too'

but what if a man says yes and still his Chi stays silent?

Feeling Older

When it’s cold outside
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Put on something warm
and take it for a walk
if that’s possible

Ask for help if you need it
Or people may look at you funny
and wonder out loud why
you didn’t just stay home

If you can't stand up straight

You will suffer with a bad back
And that’s worse than any problem
You may have now

Don't rush because

You can't and thinking otherwise
is nothing more than a guarantee
of convalescence

Time to take a breath!
No?

Everyday

If I could go back and
do it again I would change nothing
is something I would now never say

How well you blended

with perfection

the simplest of designs

an unassuming complexion

What others said about everyday

I accepted, a default,
without question, my plain sight
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the plaything of digression

Regret remorse fault
gifts only time can impart
something now I am able to say

Seven: by Jj Evendon

Smile

I see a lady smile

is it for me

or her daughter?

Intoxicating.

Radiant.

All thoughts captured by a singularity of expression.
A natural display of happiness and joy.
An authoress of many words.

For me, there's just one:

friend or lover?

I'mnot sure! I'1'1

Only time has the answer.

So I wait and smile back!

Six: by Clarence Prince

My New Friend!

I have got a little story
Which I'd like to tell
It is here within me
Just ringing like bell
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I told it to Auntie Dell
Who lives nearby the well
She said, it should sell
But, others I must tell

Hence, it's about a friend
Whom I've lately found
He is from out of town
With lots of love abound

So, goodbye old friends
My new pal's on my mind
He knows the way to life
With Him there's no strife

Good and pleasant is He
Holding the light to life
You can feel free to guess
Who you think He is

Five: by Clarence Prince

Mothers Are Special!

Seeing it's drawing near to Mother’s Day
I'll dare you all to honour your mothers
So brother honour your mother

Sister honour your mother

Friend honour your mother

They deserve to be loved

They deserve to be praised
Let’'s do as much as we can

For them as long as they live
Knowing we only get them once

And not many of us are blessed
To have mothers who lasted long
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Then if you love not your mother
That is something really wrong
Try giving your mother a love call

Your picture maybe on her wall
Three loud cheers for all mothers
Happy Mother’s day, Mothers
Mothers are not just good friends
Our mothers - they are very special

Four: by Charles Darnell

Yahoo Buckaroo

'Yahoo buckaroo! '

Your bare butt bouncing

To the clop of your cowboy boots,

Six guns high in the air!

“Where’s your pants boy? ”

But you hear the laugh behind gruff words
And grin madly, running back down the hall.

I jump up to catch you,

But you've already peeled out
The driveway,

One hand on the wheel,

The other waving crazily,

Off on a hot one tonight.

You get back late

Loosening that tie

To plop yourself on the couch,

Only to feel the weight of your own
Buckaroo jumping right on your belly
With a wild giggle,

And your breath is almost gone,

But before old Death
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Walks off with it,

You reach out with your six gun and vyell,
“Yahoo buckaroo! ”

And give him one,

Right between the eyes!

Three: by Akhtar Jawad

The Ice Cube

On the dining table I see a bottle of wine,
Me! Water in a tray of molds

kept in a freezer,

At every moment I am colder,

Why do you open the door of a freezer,
You can’t keep me away from my fate,

I saw you, too late,

Let me freeze in the crystals of ice cubes,
Get me out of the tray,

With your colorful nails,

Put me on your palm for a while,

I'll kiss your palm,

Pour the wine in the glass of passion,
And let me swim in the wine,

See me dissolving step by step,

But before I am completely dissolved,
Have a few sips,

I'll kiss your lips,

I'll enter into you,

I shall appear in your passions,

And when the Venus will meet her Mars,
The joy of coupling will be shared by the cube.
It's not ego sweetheart!

It's wisdom of old age!
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Two: by Melvina Germain

Longing Still For You

I kiss your soothing picture,
before I lay me down to sleep.
Your warmth penetrates me,

in the depth of my soul, I'll keep.

So intoxicated with your memory,
overwhelmed with precious thoughts.
You are the buds of sweet flowers,
and the bouquet of forget me nots.

Finding you dancing in the meadow,
patrolling the rich, velvet of green.
In life’s illustrious, ambient beauty,
of a refreshing new day scene.

No, you will never be forgotten,
it's simply not in my heart to do.

Your image has become a part of me,
I'm still so much in love with you.

Bri’s note: I don’t see this on Melvina’s poem pages, but that’s ok! :)

One: by Melvina Germain

Sensual Thoughts (Sharing A Sensual Delight For All Of You)

In an evening's bliss beneath sky's midnight blue,
my darling my thoughts are intoxicated by you.
Will you delight your mind, and always appreciate me
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bathe in my sweet aroma, dance in my royal sea.

Precious words my dear, I'll pen the wildest letter

send a blaze of fire, perhaps you'll like that better.

You can call me and listen to sensual lines on the phone

during cool nights when you're sitting quiet all alone,

or you can touch me beneath the amber light of a tranquil space
invisibly see the glitter in my eyes, the sensual smile on my face.
Delight me, my sweetheart by gazing intently at my being,
while softly echoing, O baby you're the best I've ever seen

O let your mouth lie as much as your tongue will allow

as I kiss you sweetly on your soft lips and your brow.

Explore me in the deep valley of my longing flesh

may this Heavenly night continually refresh.

DEAR members: I may be out of town and away from PH for much of September
(or not) . That is one reason I am announcing and soliciting poems for
September’s showcase so early.
I want time to get some poems in before I am whisked away by Secret Service
agents to assist President Obama as he tries to deal properly with difficult
situations worldwide. While away (if I AM away for more than a week)

I have lined up some close PH friends to help run things at my usual
home-base. The following members will be doing the following for me:

Valsa George: bringing the mail into the house and answering the invitations to
premiers and galas around the world, and forwarding bills to Brian Johnston.
Thanks, Valsa.

Brian Johnston: paying the bills ...................... with HIS money. Thanks, Brian.
Darlene Walsh: mowing the lawn (not that lawns need mowing in drought-
stricken Californial ! 1) Thanks, Darlene. The bushes need a
bit of trimming also. ;)

Eugene Levich: answering letters from my (and his)

publisher: Harvard (High School) Press. Thanks, Gino.

John Westlake: guarding the property from unwanted visitors, human and
otherwise. Thanks, Pr

Bri Edwards
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A Showcase For Ph Poets: April 2015: Section 'A'....
[sharing Poems; Not A Contest; Monthly On Bri
Edwards' Ph Site]

I've started a 'showcase' on my PoemHunter site,

which is NOT a contest; it's no arena for a fight,

but instead a place where once a month I shall post..

a poem from you, a PH member, which you’d like read most.

NO title, topic, nor length** do I plan to require.

Just send in a poem to set the PH members on fire.

Send to 'A Showcase For (PH) Poets', care of me.
Let's show off our stuff, and this also is free!

I was intending this to showcase poems by you, the member,

BUT, heck, send someone else's *** if you'd like, BUT remember....
to NOT get me involved in copyright disputes, please.

Of course if I were sued, there is NO money from me to squeeze!

(February 28,2015)

So, now for some information about my March SHOWCASE for PH poets:

In anticipation of a great response for my first showcase [I sent notices to about
75 members from my inbox and my list of PH friends], I have added to my
poem's title: “section ‘A’ ”, but there may never be a “section ‘B’ .

I plan to submit one of my own short (24 lines or less) poems, and
one of my LONG ones (which may go on for a couple of pages) . Therefore, and
since I will allow other members to also submit two poems per month [if one is
24 lines or less], I may well add a second, third,4th, etc. 'section' so readers will
not have to scroll up and down too much to refer to poems and the comments
area below the poems. Understand? I hope so. This first 'section’ is 'A" and I shall
follow the English alphabet: A, B, C, etc. IF I FEEL A NEED TO DO SO.

**For all members, you may submit two poems as long as the shorter one is 24
LINES OR LESS; I will use my own discretion if, for instance, your shorter poem
is 26 lines long.
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I also plan to have a LIST OF POETS [whose poem(s) are included in a
section] above the posted poems.

***T WOULD LOVE TO HAVE ALL POEMS BE WRITTEN BY PH MEMBERS, and be
submitted by the authors. If you choose to submit a poem by another PH
member I will try to verify that the member agrees. Poems attributed to non-
members I may want to ask about also.

Starting off will be the first poem submitted to section 'A' of April's showcase.
[PLEASE READ THE POET'S NOTE ALSO FOR MY 'A SHOWCASE FOR PH POETS'.]

I WILL ALWAYS GIVE THE AUTHOR’S NAME WITH THE POEM POSTED.

My first showcase was in February 2015, and I consider it to be a success, with
almost 20 poems to view, from almost as many poets. My thanks go to all
contributors! ! This is meant to expose poems and poets to readers and to
provide some entertainment and/or enlightenment and/or knowledge to PH
members [and I guess non-members who, I think, can also view the poems but
not comment].

Some of the poems may not be on the authors’ PH sites. But if you are enthused
about a poem, I hope you will visit the poet’s site and read more and leave
comments.

Did I forget anything? ?

[[some ages of poets' may be age+1.
AND i use PH for the names and countries and gender as well.]]

[AND I TRY TO keep typos etc. out of the poems, but if i miss some, OR if the
poets wants their poems added as they've given them to me, then i'm not going
to edit the poem! ]

HERE WE GO!

1. DARLENE WALSH: (United States; Female; 21)

Villa Diodati in 1816

2. BRIAN WHITAKER: (United States; Male; 67) (1st poem)
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3. BEACH GIRL: (United States; Female; 45)

Distractions

4. DOUGLAS SCOTNEY (Australia; Male; 62)

Gratitude Not

5. AKHTAR JAWAD (Pakistan; Male; 70)

A Love Child

6. HEATHER WILKINS (United States; Female; 58) (1st poem)

BLOWING IN THE WIND

7. HEATHER WILKINS (United States; Female; 58) (2nd poem)

LIFE'S WILDERNESS

8. IS IT POETRY (United States; Male; '100")

A Florida Lizard

9. AKHTAR JAWAD (Pakistan; Male; 70) (2nd poem)

First Experience of Sex

10. XELAM KAN (Pakistan; Male; '96")
Celtic island

11. VALSA GEORGE (India; Female; 61) (1st poem)
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Drops of Rain?

12. VALSA GEORGE (India; Female; 61) (2nd poem)

Glimpses of Simplicity and Innocence

13. DARLENE WALSH (United States; Female; 21) (2nd poem)

Life's Flower

14. BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67) (2nd poem)

Accidental Hacking

15. BEACH GIRL (United States; Female; 45) (2nd poem)

I'd Search For You

16. STEPHEN KATONA (United Kingdom; Male; 45)

Spider In My Pencil Case

17. STEPHEN KATONA (United Kingdom; Male; 45)

A Quokka And Quail Quiz Night
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1. by Darlene Walsh:

Villa Diodati in 1816

In a night of storms and darkness
in the summer that never was

a Lord set in motion a horror
which lives in us forevermore

Byron read a poem of fright

and his French was quite a delight
as he finished the scary night

did the listeners words have might

Tell us a story most singular, Lord said
perhaps about a creature that was dead
did it's breath come out like lead

with what was this monster fed

The months of that summer passed
in the summer that never was

the words of that summer are history
and will live with us forevermore

The summer was filled with debauchery
smothered in love, lust and treachery
From Lord and Clare was a child begot
On paper two others conceived a plot

Shelly gave rise to a monstrous assembly
featured in uncounted stories as deadly

Polidori thought of an aristocrat that was dead
progenitor to Dracula and other modern undead

From that night of storms and darkness
in the summer that never was

two pillars of horror were born

to scare and thrill us forevermore
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Submitted: Sunday, November 02,2014

2. by Bri Edwards:

Wishes For My Future....... [Short; Personal]

To bring my marriage to a pleasant, successful end...

To be, for a few, a true and tolerable friend...

To help someone every day of my life...

To see a world (fat chance! !) without any strife...

To not live too long and not live too poorly...

To eat a healthy diet but have some sweets, surely...

To have health care 'as needed', but not too often...

To have those who oppose me, to me their hearts soften...

To 'see' my only child, Shannon, enjoy life and succeed...
To hear of more people sharing, and fewer with greed...
To grow a few veggies and see lots of birds...

To amuse myself and others as I make poems from words

(Nov.2010)

3. by Beach Girl:

Distractions

With coffee in my right hand and papers in my left

I didn't even spill a drop, who knew I was so deft

I strolled into the garden and sat upon my bench
Happy as a lark I felt that this would be a cinch

I spread my work before me upon the cold, stone table
And thought how peaceful this would be, but then my plans unraveled
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As I began to pay my bills I soon grew quite distracted
A blue jay on the old grey fence was raising quite a racket

He claimed there was a problem, with finding worms that day
I blew a kiss, said goodbye and then he flew away

Horrified I witnessed a knock down drag out fight
Between two squirrels up in a tree, oh it was quite a sight!

Ants crawled up my coffee cup and down into the pool
They swam around a little while but found it wasn't cool

Upon that cold, stone table the wind began to blow
My pencil rolled onto the ground and papers flew like snow

I ran to catch my Visa bill and also my Discover
But then I threw my hands in air and said to self, 'Why bother? '

Submitted: Thursday, May 09,2013

4. by Douglas Scotney:

Gratitude Not

You say to the police

you've done something

that's made you a bull's-eye for who
have no compunction

in bringing down others

while trying to bring down you,

and they say, thanks very much,
now, instead of you taking it all,
when you and others are shot,
we'll cop some of the blame

for having done nothing

or enough not.
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Submitted: Friday, March 27,2015

5. by Akhtar Jawad:

A Love Child

The welfare trust has many stories,

I can tell you one that shattered my heart,

A boy of twenty grown up in the trust,

Never knew his parents but was keen to know,
He became a friend of a clerk of the trust,
Obliged the clerk in so many ways,

And one day with tears in his thirsty eyes,

He asked the clerk, can you help me my friend,
I want to know whose child I am,

Who brought me here and left me alone,

You can find it out by checking the records,

You are custodian of the files that are secret for others,
The obliged clerk could not say no and started the fatigue,
Going through the records in the dusty stores,
After a painful survey of registers so old,

He found out the name of the woman,

Who brought this child in a night to the trust,
He gave to the boy her name and address.

The hungry thirsty helpless boy,

Who was never loved and never saw the breast,
Remained deprived of lullaby of his mother,
Whenever fell sick none combed his hairs,

With the soothing fingers to make him sleepy,
Unaware he grew what a caress is meant,

No parents or grandparents no sisters no brothers,
No lovely aunts that look like mothers,

A child, whose birthday was never celebrated,
He was grown up as a living robot,

But the instincts did not spare the poor child,
He knew what love is and he wanted to love,
He knew how to make someone a friend.

The boy took the address and with lot of hopes,
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He reached at a slum and questioned many,
She was not there and nobody knew,

Where she has gone and what happened to her,
Meanwhile an old man when heard of him,
Came to the boy and caressed him,

I knew your mother her husband was my friend,
He was a taxi driver and died in accident,

His beautiful wife while carrying you,

Was gang raped and after that,

She was never seen but after few months,

Her dead body was found that was lying on the beach,
The boy burst into tears then suddenly smiled,
Thanks God I am not, not a dirty love child!

Submitted: Sunday, November 16,2014

6. by Heather Wilkins:

BLOWING IN THE WIND

Standing with arms
outstretched toward
heaven

leaves catch the sun
casting reflections

silver images dance
on their surface

branches hover together
creating an umbrella

of protection

listening to secrets
borrowed from the wind

whisper in my ear
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share with me the magic
blowing in the wind.

submitted Sept.2014
copyright heather burns USA

7. by Heather Wilkins:

LIFE'S WILDERNESS

Traveling
through
life's
wilderness

Many
thorns
along
the
journey

Leaving
behind
a veil

of tears

Tangled
after
thoughts
of you

Leaves
cover
the
pathway

Causing
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me to
lose
my way.

submitted Aug.2012
copyright by heather burns USA

8. By Is It Poetry:

A Florida Lizard

is it not exotic
what I'm
writing

here to you

That when
and
if you stop it

I will
have to say
it's blue

And
if they hear
you cry

I

will have
to say
it's true

And

they may
never

let me
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Write to
you again

But
if I let you
stay

And you
are looking
out

my window

Can you see
that
lizard over there

On that tree
and what
it's

doing?

Submitted: Sunday, March 29,2015

9. by Akhtar Jawad:

First Experience of Sex

Amoeba when beautified at vertex,

Excited, twisted her body, enjoyed the apex,
Was broken in two, the pleasure of sex!

Submitted: Saturday, June 28,2014

10. by Xelam Kan:

Celtic island

i am naive
to this part of the world
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but my fancies often here

roam and love her mysteries sore.
Like a blue vase of white roses
dripped in the morning mist

i see an Irish ghost

dancing in the breeze.

Here the darkness steals

the light's charm and icy winds
hum the Celtic tunes, and bring
the golden fairies down, to play
hide and seek in the misty woods
and kiss the snowy lakes and
laugh and sing.

Such is the charm, that's loosed
upon this enchanting land

and surely lulls my frantic fears
stiffened by nightmares,

and fill my days

full of praise...

Submitted: Sunday, March 29,2015

11. by Valsa George:

Drops of Rain

Into the horrid heat of my summer

You fall as drops of rain

The broken bangles I treasure

Fall down and crack into still smaller bits

In this Ravenous night

As I sit outside, all alone

Looking into the night sky

I see blinking stars here and there
And my memories swim

Around a starry eyed girl

My mind speeds like a steed to those days
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That had the beauty and brilliance

Of the arching rainbows of the blue

And the glowing hues of peacock feathers

You were then the rhyme and rhythm of my life
The song and melody of my spirit

The symphony in my violin

The alluring dream of my nights

Once you got into my garden unbidden
Like a flitting butterfly

A leaping grasshopper

A honey sucking bee

A winging robin

When the breeze was hissing

When the flowers were nodding

And perched on my shoulder

I plucked for you a red, red rose

And you savoured its fragrance

That very day you became my friend

You spread a pervading aroma

That wafted into me with every gushing wind
You became the throb of my life

My singular passion

A rising flame

My heart’s silent language

The sole focus of my life

But without even a parting word

You left me to my fate

Now I am pushed into a desolate isle
Where loneliness comes to strangle me
And I feel so defenseless!

Here I struggle to elbow out

The train of wistful memories

And at my feet lies the withered rose

The sad reminder of a passion we once shared

Now I know love hurts, it hurts terribly
Leaving one so utterly vanquished
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Won't you come once again?

As my friend, nay as my soul mate

To be together for ever

And sit looking at each other from eye to eye!
In anticipation, I wait here

For the falling echo

Of your jingling footsteps!

Yes, I am in eternal wait!

Submitted: Wednesday, March 19,2014

12. by Valsa George:

Glimpses of Simplicity and Innocence

Sad enough, she had a drunk as her husband,
And two famished children, born of their wedlock,
Before the Earth revolved round the sun twice!
Before there was time enough to know each other!

Torn beyond the limits of endurance,

She had divorced him a couple of years ago,
Only to add more mouths to be fed,

As he came expressing remorse,

Each time when her womb was empty!

The girl watched her young skin,
Across her belly stretching,

Into an enormous mound,

And wondered why it had,
Inflated like a balloon.

She rubbed ‘Tiger balm’

As she had seen,

Her mother applying it,

On her swollen knee!
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13. by Darlene Walsh:

Life's Flower

Ah, pretty flower what promises you bring
I'm a women now, it's time to sing

All ways for an adult are now open to me
There can be nothing better you must agree

Monthly discomfort is small price to pay
For a beautiful baby someday I pray
Life is so good, Life is so great
Wonderful is a woman's monthly fate

Month after month is the eternal cost

Or the human race would soon be lost
Life goes on monthly, year after year
Family grows with children I lovingly rear

I'm doing fine but I'll skip swimming today

I need to go shopping, I'll find a way

It always comes when it's least convenient

Without fear of leakage I could make an achievement

At the worst time there is no cessation
Time to cancel that planned vacation
And the price I pay goes on and on
Monthly I wish this price be gone

When life's pretty flower becomes a flood

Life threatening becomes the hemorrhaging blood
Life's flower is no more for loving gestation

Time for an outpatient endometrial ablation

Submitted: Sunday, April 6,2014

14. by Bri Edwards:
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Accidental Hacking

You may not believe this story, but I assure you it is true.

Each week I volunteer at our library and one of the jobs I do ....

is to use Clorox wipes to sanitize the public computer section.

No germ is safe when I get going; NONE avoid detection.

As I wipe across a keyboard ....i sometimes see the screen flicker,

but I don't pause to pay attention, else my boss will shout 'Clean quicker! '

The other day, in the U.S. Mail, by registered mail, receipt-requested,
I got an envelope (return address 'NSA'") : I was shocked by what.....it
suggested.

It seems our country's ‘security agency' had received recent complaints.
They'd been asked by many to find a U.S. hacker .....and apply restraints.
The NSA's agents had narrowed down the list of suspects to ...... JUST ME!
It seems my random wiping of keys had caused a hacking spree.

The Russians had held back in Europe, feeling their plans were compromised.
Trump said he'd had proof, of Obama's foreign birth, stolen. (I wasn't surprised.)

Coca-Cola claims its secret formula's been stolen; they've forgotten what it was.
Even Santa's called about hacking at the North Pole. His elves are all abuzz.

Well I called the toll free number supplied and asked for agent 'Q’.

I explained that perhaps their suspicions were correct. What was I to DO? ?
She said 'For now don't DO anything. We'll send a cleaning crew.'

So now each week I just shelve books. My cleaning days are through.

(May 30.2014)

15. by Beach Girl

I'd Search for You

If I could walk backwards into the night
Down dark and winding roads of pale moonlight
I'd search for you

If I could spin the earth back round the sun
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To years before my heart was won
I'd wish for you

If I could fly beyond the earth's blue sky
From star to star I'd step, gazing from on high
For views of you

If like a drifting seashell I washed upon your isle
I'd hope to find you waiting there with your silly smile
I'm in love with you

Submitted: Thursday, November 21,2013

16. by Stephen Katona

Spider In My Pencil Case

From a group of boys,

Came excited jabbering noise.

In the corner of the playground,
There was something they had found.
A boy called Tom poked it with a stick,
Watching made me feel quite sick.

I could see it was a baby spider,

My first thought was to hide her.

I cupped her in my hands,

And resisted all the boys demands,
Firmly saying 'no,

I'll never let her go!'

She tickled my palm,

Glad to be safe from harm.

I thought hard about a hiding place,
Then dropped her in my pencil case.
From that day on she was my pet.

I kept her safe from every threat.

My friends helped me catch a fly,

To feed her so she would not die.
Then one day in Maths she gave me the slip,
When I forgot to close the zip.
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I didn't see her leave her den,

And thought we'd never meet again,
Until I saw in plain view,

My friend upon my shoe.

The boys were quick to tell the teacher,
About my eight legged creature,

So I had to set her free,

On the trunk of a sycamore tree.

I knew it was for the best,

But I found it hard to free my guest.
At last I said goodbye,

With many a tear in each eye.

That was a year ago,

And still I miss her so...

17. by Stephen Katona

A Quokka And Quail Quiz Night

'Quokkas and Quails I shall invite, '

Said a Queen organising a Quiz night,
'Under the Quandong trees,

There's a lovely breeze,

For games of Quoits, where you throw,
Hoops onto sticks, in case you don't know.
We'll have Questions about Quarks,

And other Quantum remarks.'

The button Quails,

Ate brown snails,

And Quandong drups,

From green leaf cups,

To Quell their hunger,

And make them feel younger,
Using Quandong moths,

As little table cloths.

In a world of fantasia,
They ate Quinces from Asia,
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Quivered at tales of the tiger Quoll,
Who lived in a hole,

And attacked the nests,

Of Quetzal bird guests,

In Quassia trees,

Whenever they please.

Then they all sang a song,
Under the Blue Quandong,

Of a world without Quarrels,
And impeccable morals.

Bri Edwards
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A Showcase For Ph Poets: February 2015: Section
'A'... [sharing Poems; Not A Contest; Monthly On Bri
Edwards' Ph Site]

So, now for some information about my first SHOWCASE for PH poets:

Sorry, I've altered some things already, like the title of my lead-in poem, above.
In anticipation of a great response [I sent notices to about 50 members so far
from my inbox], I have added to my lead-in poem's title 'February,2015: section
IAI I.

I eventually plan to submit one of my own short (12 lines or less) poems, and
later this month one of my LONG ones, which may go on for a couple of pages.
Therefore, and since I will allow other members to also submit two poems per
month [if one is 12 lines or less], I may well add a second, third,4th, etc.
'section’' so readers will not have to scroll up and down too much to refer to
poems and the comments area below the poems. understand? i hope so. this first
'section’ is 'A' and I shall follow the English alphabet: A, B, C, etc.

I also plan to have a list of the poets [whose poem(s) are included in a section]
above all of the poems.

Starting off will be the first poem submitted to section 'A' of February's
showcase. [PLEASE READ THE POET'S NOTE ALSO FOR MY 'A SHOWCASE FOR
PH POETS'.]

And here we go!

1. Daniel Brick (U.S., Male,68) :

Moving into the House Late Winter,1985

2. Bri Edwards (U.S., Male,66/67) :

Golden Eagle
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3. Eugene Levich (U.S., Male,78) :

Souls

4. Elena Plotkin (U.S., Female, ageless) :

Please No More

5. Sally Plumb Plumb (England, Female,747?) :

Boy And A Frog (Kids Stuff)

6. Beach Girl (U.S., Female, about 44) :

Love and Tears

7. Electric Lady (U.S., Female,32) :

Beautiful Stranger

8. JJ Evendon (United Kingdom, Male,66) :

Sitting Quietly

9. JJ Evendon (United Kingdom, Male,66) [2nd poem]:

Heaven's Delight
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10. Bri Edwards (U.S., Male,66) (2nd poem) :

[War] Boy In An Envelope..... [War (Vietnam 'conflict') : a parent's loss;
condolences; VERY LONG, but worth the time]

11. Lora Colon (U.S., Female, ageless) :

Eternal Thirst

12. Valsa George (India, Female,61) :

In Vain

13. Lora Colon (U.S., Female, ageless) (2nd poem) :

Feeding The Fire

14. Elena Plotkin (U.S., Female, ageless) (2nd poem) :

Sugar Man

15. Darlene Walsh (U.S., Female,21)

Last Trip
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16. Savita Tyagi (U.S., Female,67)

Like a Coin

17. Savite Tyagi (U.S., Female,67) (2nd poem)

Life Agrees To Be Your Valentine For A Period Of Time

18. Brian Johnston (U.S., Male,71)

PH: Farm: For Now, The Chimney Stands

1. by DANIEL BRICK:

Moving into the House

Day heaves darkness out of sight.

The remaining trees on this ordinary
street seem scattered, haphazard.
Disease has claimed so many of them.
They are so much older than us,

truly survivors, probably much stronger.
They wait in their stolid silence.

The bloom will come later,

but this later needs no help from us:
it blossoms by itself,

in due time. And then the city

will live again in its summer glory.
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Our street is quiet in the morning.

A gray cat sleeps on our front steps

until I shoo him away. Barely visible,
birds linger in the branches hanging over
our deck. Inside it is quiet as well.

The house is big, big enough

for a family, but there are only two

of us living here now. It once held a family
of five, but that is another story...

We have been busy in the way of

new homeowners everywhere. Next box

We painted the walls in every room,

carpeted the floors, put bright prints

of paintings by Monet in the living room,
furnished it with glittering things. And
everyday I remind myself I don't believe

in ghosts. But he shadows me. Just past sixty,
he lumbered across the floors we've covered,
looked out the kitchen windows we've scrubbed
spotless, woke up to the same light streaming
into the kitchen. And I remind myself

I don't believe... A suicide leaves no trace, he
has erased himself. And we have so much more to do.

(February 2015)

2. by BRI EDWARDS:

Golden Eagle....[Eagles: Hunting and Caring for young]

A Golden Eagle stands tall upon its perch,
with keen eyes, for its next victim to search.
Suddenly it spreads wings, is off with a lurch,
sweeping low o'er groves of aspen and birch.

A jackrabbit stirs near a clump of brush.
Silently toward it the eagle does rush.

The rabbit's life-ending cry breaks the hush.
Too late! The eagle, its backbones does crush.
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With rabbit in tow it flies to its nest

where its chick gobbles warm handouts with zest.
With its mate the parent shares all the rest,
preparing themselves for the next hunting quest.

(Dec.2006; revised Dec.2012)

3. by EUGENE LEVICH

Souls

I wonder if monkeys have souls.

Their DNA and ours are almost identical—by 95 percent!
Some say ninety-eight!

Deoxyribonucleic acid is neither charade nor pretense
Do monkeys wonder if we have souls?

And if monkeys do have souls, what about
Ranger—my wonderful childhood canine brother?
‘Cause he seemed often more human than people
And displayed more brains than many.

Dogs enjoy a heavenly patron—Saint Roch
A Frenchman

Who died in 1327—

Wouldn't he lead all the good dogs in?

If my soul does enter heaven-

As unlikely a premise as that might be-

If Ranger didn't come bounding to greet me...
It wouldn't be truly heaven, you see.

And if monkeys and dogs have souls

What about cats? —Does Ace have a soul?
I'd like to think so—but I really don't know.
‘Cause one doesn't know where to stop.

Cats also enjoy a patron—Saint Gertrude de Nivelle
A Belgian who died in 659—
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Cats would thus seem to have a free pass in.
And that would indeed be swell.

But cats being somewhat devilish,
I wouldn't so much expect to see
Ace's presence there.

He was a bad boy anyway

(February 1,2015) ?

4. by ELENA PLOTKIN
Please No More

And so he wrote it on the message board,

A simple message for the Almighty Lord,
'Please God, who I worship and adore,

Please all merciful God, please no more! '

I saw it there upon the message board,

A simple message for the Almighty Lord,

I ventured to ask the owner of the store,
'Who wrote this message of ‘No More? "

'A man came by here, a drifter, a bum

down in his luck, desperate, and glum.'

'Why keep it there? ' I dare then to ask,

'l cannot bare to do this simple task,

By all means do it yourself if you wish,

Some motions of the hand swish, swish, swish,
And the words will at last all disappear,

But first this much I feel you must hear,
Before that desperate man left my store,

I asked him what he meant by ‘No more, '

His reply was neither fast nor too slow,

It was forthright, sincere, and full of woe,
‘Please God no more sickness; no more death,
I ask for others not just myself.

Please no more famine; please no more drought,
It's not just me I am thinking about.

Please no more tornadoes, quakes, and flood,
We are all just made of flesh and blood.
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Please no more murder, rape, or abuse.
We all have some purpose and some use.
Please God, who I worship and adore,
Please all merciful God, please no more! "
And after the owner said this to me,

the board's eraser he handed to me.

Some motions of the hand swish, swish, swish
But how can I erase that man's one wish?
So I handed the eraser back,

I thanked the owner for his great tact.

I said my goodbye and left that store,

I came home and looked at my front door,
Took a paper, a pen and wrote it down,
the very same words I read back in town,
‘Please God, who I worship and adore,
Please all merciful God, please no more! '
And as I took tape and stuck the paper on,
I knew that I wasn't the only one

who took a paper and wrote it down.

It couldn't just be me and this one town.

(C) 2013 Copyright

5. by SALLY PLUMB PLUMB

Boy And A Frog (Kids Stuff)

The great, green gob
was opened wide

and a wriggling worm
was fed inside.

The boy said, 'Mum,
the frog he comes

and sees me every day,
but a grass snake lurks
and slyly works

his slithers by the way'.

Then the snake, like lightning,
makes a strike.
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The boy he quickly starts
and jaws around

the great, green gob

are gently eased apart.
Now frog and snake
their freedom take

from the boy

with a pounding heart.

Submitted: Thursday, October 23,2014

6. by BEACH GIRL

Love and Tears

A breath of a breeze

Tousles my hair

As moss laden trees

Soften sun's glare

Jasmine vines twined

'Round the old wooden post

And upward they climbed

To heaven almost

Heavy with fragrance

As sweet as your heart
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I stood in the garden

Till day did depart

The scent caused a sigh
And broken heart fears
The flower's a sign

Of lost Love and Tears

Submitted: Saturday, July 12,2014

7. by ELECTRIC LADY

Beautiful Stranger

You are no fool to me

Because everything you do is so perfect

A mirror is just an illusion

Let us break it along with the rules!

Boys like you are debonair

So raw and so real

You wear your heart on your sleeve

But at the same time

You carry the weight of the world on your shoulders
I enjoy making love to my art

I often wonder what it would be like to leave everything behind
And start a whole new life with a beautiful stranger
My emotions are divinely connected to yours
Therefore the gods shall surrender

And your tears and my tears

Shall make a flowing river.
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We are both strange

Yes we are

And I do not care what the world may think!
I am beautiful

And you are beautiful

We are beautiful strangers.

Submitted: Friday, June 20,2014

8. by JJ EVENDON

Sitting Quietly

When I feel love is no longer inside me

I walk with empty thoughts to a hill top tree.

Whilst I sit there peacefully, and wait for the breeze to whisper,

I try to write something profound on a scrap of paper.

The early morning mist that once hid the land and trees,

slowly dissipate and recedes.

With a rising sun, it's not long before I get a clearer view.

Everything in life has a meaning, mine would always be one with you.

Submitted: Tuesday, September 09,2014

9. by JJ EVENDON

Heaven's Delight

Insects drawn by an outside light

I hear sounds of cicadas and animals at night.

I feel the warmth of a gentle evening breeze,

Glass of wine in hand, that is making me merry indeed
I see a myriad of stars above shining bright

with no moon, it makes for an awesome sight.

Can people honestly believe we're alone in the universe,
when there's an abundance of life here on earth?
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With an almost infinite number of stars and galaxies,

discovering alien life elsewhere, how sensational would that be?

Such a probability may exist using a link of the mind,

so I go search the universe for our nearest alien kind.

Travelling faster than light and at the speed of thought

it's not long before I find what I'm looking for.

From a distance, I see white clouds, land and deep blue seas

there's even has a moon like ours - how extraordinary!

But as I descend through its atmosphere and weather,

I see myself resting on a patio - I'm glad my soul and me are together!

Submitted: Thursday, December 25,2014

10. by BRI EDWARDS

[War] Boy In An Envelope..... [War (Vietnam 'conflict') : a parent's loss;
condolences; VERY LONG, but worth the time]

The long envelope was addressed to Mr. Robert K. Hess.
One corner was torn away.....and it lacked a return address.
I'd just received it that day, with a batch of others;

it was a light mail-day; some days the volume smothers.

I opened up the envelope, what was left of it, and read.....
'Dear Mr. Hess,
Sorry this comes so late. I know your son is dead.'

I caught my breath. I'd received a similar letter years ago,
but this one contained a photo also, which caused my tears to flow.

The photo, black and white, showed a father with his son.
Each was dressed in camouflage, and each carried.....a deer gun.
On the back was a name and address, the same as envelope.

And written in pencil it said 'Me and Dad, hunting antelope.'

There was a date also written: November 12,1963.
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Memories of my son now swept rapidly over me.
There were about ten pages, handwritten, staring at me now.
I could not make myself read it yet. My head did slowly bow.

The next day I took it up again, with very mixed feelings indeed.
But my mind and soul both seemed to feel, the letter I might need.

'My name is Hank' the letter said. 'I knew your son in NAM.
This photo of you and your son, for years has helped keep me calm.'

I stared at the photo for a while. Did my son look like that long ago?

I scanned the letter and found no return address. The letter, I was about to
throw.

But I couldn't do it! I had to read it someday. Again I set it aside.

Ten years I've been without a son, but, for him, I'm still filled with pride.

It took a week before I read some more. I had plenty more to do.
I thought reading the long letter might help, the parent-child bond, renew.

'T've enclosed Tom's dog tags. He gave them to me before he died.

I should have turned them in but I didn't, and for two days, at night, I cried.
Tom was my buddy for six months; we shared more than you want to know.
It wasn't ALL bad in The NAM. Once we saw a live comedy show.

He was a bit of a crazy kid, who at crazy times would sing a song.

He spoke highly of you, though he said you didn't always get along.'

The letter went on and on. I was tempted several times to quit.

Sometimes, due to some torn off page corners, I missed a little bit.

Yes, there'd been corners torn off of pages, and of the envelope too.

Dog tags were missing; through the open envelope corner I suppose they flew.

Hank spoke of a visit to Saigon, and of the oppressive heat,

of villagers who'd had legs blown off, and meals they had to eat.

He did NOT mention drugs, nor the girls I imagine they'd sampled,

nor TOO much of fighting, nor of anything or anybody they may have trampled.

He mentioned seeing a cobra one day and he mentioned the sounds at night.
He said much of their time there was boring. Beer came by helicopter flight.
There were church services held in 'the field'. They burned much of their shit.

The few times they had enemy contact, each soldier tried.....to not 'get hit'.

'Part of the year has terrible rains. They call them a 'wet' monsoon.
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One of the few things like in the States, was the stars at night and the moon.
Some of us (just a few) wrote regularly to folks back home.
Some were concerned more with leech removal and having a good lice comb.

'l spent a second tour in The NAM after your son died. Was I nuts?

Partly, your son's death was why I stayed. I wanted to kick some V.C. butts.

I got my chance in my seventeenth month there. I got two gooks, but they got
ME.

I lost an arm and one eye, but my medical care is free.

'T've also had flashbacks of being hit, or those I killed, and of your son.
If I could rule the world now.....I'd get rid of every bomb, mortar, and gun.
One good thing, I guess, came out of that mess. I met my dear wife Susie.
She took care of me in Walter Reed. I've got a son, Tom; he is a doozy.

'T've debated telling you how your son died. Now I guess I will.

It was not drugs or suicide.....as happened to some. It happened on a hill.
I've heard Tom's listed as 'Missing In Action', but I tell you he did die.

But I don't know if I can say his death was needed. No, I will not lie.

'We were ordered to take a hill overlooking a 'strategic valley'.

We were warned not to commit any 'atrocities' like was done by Lt. Calley.
Maybe we did, and maybe we didn't. It was not clear who the enemy was.
When we were ordered to take the hill, we did as a 'good soldier' does.

'We were told there were NVA and VC and maybe Chinese on the hill.

We were told to advance cautiously, but to proceed at will.

We kept in touch with the home base until our radio operator was shot.

The radio was 'killed' too, so we were a bit 'in the dark'; ours was a sorry lot.

'Our platoon started with forty men, most as young as Tom and me.

By the time we'd gotten off the hill, I think we were down to twenty-three.
Halfway up Tom got hit in the chest, I think from machine gun fire,

but he could have been hit by a sniper bullet; treetop snipers could get much
higher.

'l was ten feet away and I went and cradled his head.
He gave me his tags, which I'm sending to you, but in a few minutes he was

dead.'

By now I was choking, and my tears were soaking the page; I stopped.
I wondered if my son died with a buddy, with his head up-propped.
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The next day, after a sleepless night, I returned anxiously to the letter.
I thought a day's rest would prepare me for letter's end, but I did not do much
better.

'T know, sir, some war movies show soldiers carrying their dead away,

but, I hope you'll believe me, on THAT hill THAT day, there was...... NO damn
way.

You wouldn't have gotten your son's body back; I'd probably have lost mine.
I hope you'll forgive me, sir. I hope, with my decision, you'll be fine.'

Once again I hesitated, with page in hand, but I could not stop reading now.
I grabbed more tissues and drank some water, and to the end I did plow.

'Our forces took the hill at last.....after it was mostly destroyed.

To accomplish this, however, it was carpet bombed and napalm was employed.
I don't really know if they looked for Tom. The hill was 'held'...... for a few
months.

That's the way things went sometimes...... for us U.S. Army grunts.

'l haven't given you my return address; it was hard enough, as is.....

to write to you at long last, and give you what, for Tom, once were his.

I know he cherished the photo; I took it from him when he died.

The dog tags have been a comfort for me many nights when I have cried.

But I'm on a new med now, from the VA doctor, to calm my nerves at night.
They seem to be working and I thought you should have what was Tom's. It's
right!

'l hope this envelope reaches you safely. I hope you haven't moved.

I hope you believe my story, and, that Tom had a NAM buddy, this proved.
With my sincere condolences on the loss of your son.

Sincerely, Hank

p.s. I'll remember him each time my boy's little hand, on mine, does yank.'

My eyes were red and tired by now, but all my tears had dried.

I'm sorry I failed to find a return address. My boss will know I tried.

My name is not Mr. Hess. My son's name was Ron, not Tom.

Ron died, I'm told, in '68, when his patrol was hit by .....an errant bomb.
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I work in a Post Office Dead Letter Office where we get our share of mail.

I know many, hearing of my job, will think 'Post Office? ', and then think 'snail'.
Each day I look at mail pieces marked 'undeliverable, return to sender'.

Hank's envelope came here to be opened, as no return address he did tender.

Sometimes we have good luck and the mail finds its way back home.
Today we'll send, to the waste bin, this heartbreaking, belated ‘tome'.

[My name is Rose Cranston. Ron was 19 when he died. I miss him.]

(March 31,2014)

11. by LORA COLON

Eternal Thirst

This thirst for love is my heart's torment,

How can I calm these raging fears

When the fire of love's thirst burns like the sun,
And the blaze is stoked by my tears?

My eternal thirst.... will it be quenched?
My heart's parched, lying in the dust,
It longs to leap into glistening waves,
It pleads for the tide's rapturous thrust

Eternal thirst lurks in the darkness,
Seeking shadows in empty streets,

And finding its way to my room each night,
It softly cries on satin sheets

Eternal thirst, my heart knows you well,
You long for a kiss wet with dew,
But one warm embrace would still make you smile,

Your demands are so small and few

When will my thirst be satiated?
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I choke on the dust of despair,
And a sigh of weariness leaves my lips
As I fall to my knees in prayer

Eternal thirst, the sun's almost set,
You're waning, like a smoldering fire,
Soon, on winter's wind you'll drift away,
Leaving not a trace of desire

My thirst for love..... jaded memories

That ride on the wings of despair,

A song of poets, a dream of fools,

Peace! ... when longing breathes its last air

Submitted: Saturday, July 26,2014

12. by VALSA GEORGE

In Vain

With no cover ups, let me be frank

At times my mind goes utterly blank
When I sit down to write a poem

From topic to topic, my mind does roam
But nothing comes to spark off a rhyme
Often I feel the words do not chime
Today as I sat down to write something
I ended up conjuring nothing

No thoughts came to stir up my brain

And no topic I found save my strain

But I wasn't ready to willfully give up

And waited impatient for my mind to clear up
I thought I shall settle with *Compassion’

But alas, it was charged with no passion

The urge to write had grown into a fad

And I felt I was growing altogether mad
Plagued by a fiery fancy to express
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And a tormenting desire unable to suppress
With a mental state somewhat fierce
I climbed up and down the stairs

I stood upside down and raked my head

So that a little poem, into it would be fed
Feeling dizzy, I stood suddenly upright

But on my head hung a heavy weight

I poured some water over my head

But knew my fever hadn't fled

Madly pacing across the room

I tripped and fell down on a broom

Rising, I screamed with all my might

Making the household ring in fright

‘What the hell is it? ' I did shout

And wriggled in pain as from gout

In mad frenzy, I ran round the house

No one knew the reason for my fuss

Soon it dawned on me that I nheeded some rest
For I was far more than stressed

So I sat down and closed my eyes

Thinking, attempting to squeeze out a poem is unwise

I don't know how long I sat in meditation
On waking up I got a fresh direction
From the grip of an entangling rigour

I restored my sanity and vigour

The sun had gone out of sight
And the moon was beautiful and bright

It was already growing late
And I put off my futile fight

Submitted: Sunday, March 16,2014

13. by LORA COLON

Feeding The Fire
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Why is there no one here for me,

No companion for my heart?

I'm tired of pretending, wearing this mask,
Too long have I played the part

How can a heart feel so displaced,
Not knowing where it should be;
Even a bird, lost in its flight

Finds comfort in a welcoming tree

The sun and stars have been tended to,
Their courses have all been charted;
But yet I wander, lost in a fog,

Hope for guidance long departed

The decay of happiness is choking me,
I'm drowning in my own tears;

Still, I wait for The Light to come

And guide me through happier spheres

But my pilgrimage is almost over,

For my hunger and thirst - no relief!

So I'm burning my robe and my sandals,
Feeding the fire with all my Beliefs!

Submitted: Friday, September 27,2013

14. by ELENA PLOTKIN

Sugar Man

My teeth that used to bite have long lost the fight.

My hair that once was gray has now become white.

My eyesight is cloudy yet my liver spots shine bright.

I can barely walk two blocks before my knees give out.

The only things older than me are the bills in my pocket.

One sultry look from you baby and I'm off like a rocket.
Just please keep the machines hooked up to the socket,
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And maybe I'll teach you how to play the stock market.

I'll treat you like the princess your father always said you were.

I'll lavish you with expensive jewels, car, clothes, and fur.

I'll take you to fancy dinner parties from here all the way to Japan.
You'll never have to cook, clean, or work for this sugar man!

Submitted: Wednesday, March 05,2014

15. by DARLENE WALSH

Last Trip

I was a full day dead and quite content

My last word and testament has been sent

I lay in my coffin as they passed me by

They walked past in silence, never asking Why?

My heart was light in my quiet repose

In the air was the fragrance of white rose
Tears glistened on cheeks in candle light

But they all knew that my rest was right

Long years were past and everything done
I've spent many days under the sun

I wanted to go, no reason to stay

I just needed time to find the way

Children and grand children and great ones too
Family left behind totaled quite a few

Friends from my youth have already left

Those still here are have a younger zest

My soul is at rest like a cool summer day
The last heat of life has gone away
Passion's twilight has come to rest

Like a mountain spring washing my breast

It is time to go with no regret
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I leave behind not a single debt
It's been a full day since my last breath
Now for my last trip to the land of death

They carry my coffin to my earthly home
And sprinkle on my lid rich dark loam

No child in slumber could be more content
Quite content that my life was well spent

Submitted: Sept.9,2014

16. by SAVITA TYAGI

Like A Coin

Like a coin I roll down the path of mortal life
Wrapped around me my eternity

A silent Witness enjoying the partnership
Yet in Its grace letting me feel like

I am the one and only one enjoying the thrill
Unaware of my head or tail

Ignorant of mysterious beginning

Final destination- a blinded corner

Still I claim the path's ownership.

Submitted: Monday, November 05,2012

17. by SAVITA TYAGI

Life Agrees To Be Your Valentine For A Period Of Time

There is an element of pleasure

In all the workings of life

Be it of joy or suffering to our eyes

It exists independently universally
Irrelevant to our feelings and emotions
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Uninfluenced by our experiences

Jovial are the words of grief and happiness
Whose understanding comes to rest

Upon equality in dealing with duality

And believes in simple pleasure of living
Our joy and sufferings are wrappings
Marked upon life's golden box

Sometime dazzling as dawn azure

Or dark as night sans moon and stars
Intense is the touch of these wrappings
Upon our hearts and mind hiding creation's
Secret purpose beyond our understanding
Ambrosia of life drips in movement of time
Death rejuvenates it like hourglass
Reversing it self to start all over

Life agrees to be your valentine

For a period of short time

Enjoy her partnership in these

Moments so blessedly thine.

2.14.2015
Wish you all a happy Valentine

Submitted: Saturday, February 14,2015

18. by BRIAN JOHNSTON
PH: Farm: For Now, The Chimney Stands

In the ashes of a home
Remains a stone fireplace

That still stands against the sky
Decaying at its own pace

Earth, water, and wind

Now its only adversaries,
Unless you add time to the mix.

It marks the place

Where once humans lived,
Like a cross without arms,
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A fragment of a tombstone

Is the best it can muster,

The once cheerful warmth of its heart.
Indistinguishable from ambient air.

At one time a barn was here too!

But signaling its weariness

By leaning too hard toward the future

As if to brace itself for the final onslaught,
It won its own release,

Rough hewn planks stripped away,
Finding temporary lives elsewhere.

Stone walls that once
Sheltered whole towns
From marauding hordes
Have their own plans

For reincarnation,
Migrating, as it were,

To patios and garden pools.

All is change my love,

Everything we hold dear

Vanishes and then reappears,
Briefly, in other bedrooms,

Like warmth from a fireplace...

Only the stars in lover's eyes
Remain the same, until they change.

Submitted: Wednesday, June 25,2014

19.7 SEE YOU IN MARCH?

BRI:) :) )

Bri Edwards

Submitted: Monday, February 02,2015
Edited: Saturday, March 07,2015

DEAR ME!'l' I SOMEHOW PH? HAS SCREWED UP SOME OF THIS SHOWCASE,
AND I'VE SPENT A LOT OF TIME TRYING TO FIX IT (THE SHOWCASE) . IT ALSO
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COMPLETELY DISAPPEARED FOR A WHILE! : (( BRI

Bri Edwards

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 207



A Showcase For Ph Poets: June 2015: Section 'A'....
[sharing Poems; Not A Contest; Monthly On Bri
Edwards' Ph Site]

I've started a 'showcase' on my PoemHunter site,

which is NOT a contest; it's no arena for a fight,

but instead a place where once a month I shall post..

a poem* from you, a PH member, which you’d like read most.

NO title, topic, nor length* do I plan to require.
Just send in a poem to set the PH members on fire.
Send to 'A Showcase For PH Poets', care of me.
Let's show off our stuff, and this also is free!

I was intending this to showcase poems by you, the member,
BUT, heck, send someone else's ** if you'd like, BUT remember....
to NOT get me involved in copyright disputes, please.

Of course if I were sued, there is NO money from me to squeeze!

(February 28,2015)

*I now allow and welcome TWO poems per month from each PH member. At
least one of them should be not much longer than 24 lines in length, but I'll
judge each case separately, trying to be fair to all.

So, now for some information about my monthly SHOWCASE for PH poets:

In anticipation of a great response for my first showcase, in February,2015, [I
sent notices to about 75 members from my inbox and my list of PH friends], 1
have added to my poem's title: “section ‘A’ ”, but there MAY never be a “section
\Bl \\.

I plan to submit one of my own short (24 lines or less) poems,
and one of my LONG ones (which may go on for a couple of pages) . Therefore,
and since I will allow other members to also submit two poems per month [if one
is 24 lines or less], I may well add a second, third,4th, etc. 'section' so readers
will not have to scroll up and down too much to refer to poems and the
comments area below the poems. Understand? I hope so. This first 'section’ is 'A'
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and I shall follow the English alphabet: A, B, C, etc. IF I FEEL A NEED (or desire)
TO DO SO.

I also plan to have a LIST OF POETS [whose poem(s) are
included in a following section] above the posted poems.

**] WOULD LOVE TO HAVE ALL POEMS BE WRITTEN BY PH MEMBERS, and be
submitted by the authors. If you choose to submit a poem by another PH
member I will try to verify that the member agrees. Poems attributed to non-
members I may want to ask about also.

Starting off will be the first poem submitted to section 'A' of JUNE's showcase.
[PLEASE READ THE POET'S NOTE ALSO FOR MY 'A SHOWCASE FOR PH POETS'.]

I WILL ALWAYS GIVE THE AUTHOR’S NAME WITH THE POEM POSTED.

My first showcase was in February 2015, and I consider it to be a success, with
almost 20 poems to view, from almost as many poets. My thanks go to all
contributors! ! This is meant to expose poems and poets to readers and to
provide some entertainment and/or enlightenment and/or knowledge to PH
members [and I guess non-members who, I think, can also view the poems but
not comment].

Some of the poems may not be on the authors’ PH sites. But if you are enthused
about a poem, I hope you will visit the poet’s site and read more and leave
comments.

Did I forget anything? ?

[[some ages of poets' may be age+1.
AND i use PH for the names and countries and gender as well.]]

[AND I TRY TO keep typos etc. out of the poems, but if i miss some, OR if the
poets wants their poems added as they've given them to me, then i'm not going
to edit the poem! ]

In last month's (May's) showcase, there were 14 poems from 9
poets.

HERE WE GO!

The POETS (and poems) :
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1. VALSA GEORGE (India; Female; 61)

Prenatal Pangs

2. BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67) (1st poem)

Prejudiced? Who? Me? ? .....[personal; Human Nature; Racial Prejudice]

3. BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67) (2nd poem)

4, STEPHEN KATONA (United Kingdom; Male; 45)

The Zonkey And The Grolar Bear

5. KELLY KURT (United States; Male; 57)

When I Die, Remember This Alone

6. DARLENE WALSH (United States; Female; 21)
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The Monster Beneath The Bed

7. ANDY (aka PAUL aka BB) BROOKES (United Kingdom; Male; 61)

Barefoot in the Park

8. IS IT POETRY (United States; Male; '100")

Grandpa Pa Dad And Uncle D' El Roy

9. BRIAN JOHNSTON (United States; Male; 72) (1st poem)

Why Fireflies Dance 2

10. BRIAN JOHNSTON (United States; Male; 72) (2nd poem)

My Uncle's Lost Chords

11. M.]J. Lemon (Canada; Male; 49) (1st poem)
For Her
12. M.J. Lemon (Canada; Male; 49) (2nd poem)

The Artless Freudian
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13. KIM BARNEY (Brazil, via U.S.; Male; 100(?)) (1st poem)

You're In!

14. KIM BARNEY (Brazil, via U.S.; Male: 100(?)) (2nd poem)

Butterfly Of Death

15. BEACH GIRL (United States; Female; 45)

I Fell Into The Sky

16. GING TAPING (Philippines; Female; 44) (1st poem)
Whom You Trust? Who?

17. GING TAPING (Philippines; Female; 44) (2nd poem)

Boracay....... A Dream Paradise

18. JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom; Male; 31)

221. Garden Of Love

19. DANNY DRAPER (Australia; Male; 52)
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I heard your call from sleep to wake alone

The Poems (and their authors) :

1. by Valsa George:

Prenatal Pangs

Writing of a poem
Oh! How it can be likened
To having a baby!

With the copulation of fancy and thought,
Comes the moment of conception

It can happen any day
Unanticipated or planned erstwhile
On a star studded night

Or a rain drenched morn

It swims into you as a seed

So tiny... so inconspicuous

Once the pregnancy, confirmed
Comes irritation, nausea

Lethargy and loss of appetite

Your stomach rarely growls for food
Clouds of words hang heavy and low,
Refusing to break into showers

They don’t gush or rush.

Ideas dry up leaving the nib parched
Lines crack n’ break
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Depression follows
Discouraged, you feel fatigued

But all the while you begin to realize
That a new life

Independent of you

Has begun growing inside you

Then all the care taken

To foster the young life

You read...

You refer the lexicon

You withdraw from other works
Take rest, relax in solitude

Slowly the foetus moves

The first stirring of life!

With fond fingers, as you pat your belly
Your pen pats the paper

The first line.....

The first faint beating of the heart!
Then words....

Like little harness bells tingling

Fall in line, line after line!

Drawing nourishment from you,
The embryo grows limb by limb
The miniscule of insight

Grown after months of waiting
Into a mature body of illumination!
A stretch of your dreams!

A suffusion of light!

After the labour pains

Of scribbling and scrawling,

Writing and rewriting,

Deleting, adding and editing,

With time stretching and contracting,
A baby, no, a poem is born.

Whether cute or ugly
No mother can dislike it
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She marvels at its birth

Wraps it in her warmth

She must have had in mind a nhame

Or seeks to find a name;

An apt name

Thus a poem with a title is born!

She wonders if her baby would lit a smile,
On others lips too

Or from them would flow,

Words of endearment as from a trickle!

2. by Bri Edwards:

Prejudiced? Who? Me? ? .....[personal; Human Nature; Racial Prejudice]

I'm a white guy, aged 64, raised in a small town way up north.

Do some thoughts I have about blacks signal prejudice coming forth?
First I'd say NO, but then again I'd say YES.

But such thoughts, by both whites and blacks, are normal I would guess.

What thoughts am I now referring to you will probably ask.

To answer that sensible question will put my mind to task.

My interactions with blacks, I think, no prejudice does reveal.

And the rare times I have 'prejudice' thoughts, I think they're 'no big deal'.

Do you wish to know of what my 'pre-judged' thoughts consist?

I'd almost rather not tell you........... , but, if you INSIST!

I sometimes think 'nigger'; when and where I grew up that was a 'bad' nhame.
I also think of them as different, though people are the 'same’.

And here is where I say 'I don't like generalization'.

By 'same' I mean neither all blacks nor all whites are 'the same' in this nation.
So whites and blacks can both be smart or stupid, mean or kind;

within each 'race' criminals and 'saints' you'll find.

I wasn't raised to either love or hate blacks. My parents seemed not to judge.

And I've changed my mind again; I'm NOT prejudiced. From THAT opinion I shall
not budge!
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Then why you ask do I sometimes think 'nigger' when I think of a black?

I think it's due to both a primeval urge to break society's rules, and to the
'thought-control' I lack.

Luckily I don't act out my 'bad' thoughts. I might be in jail now if I had.

When in grade school, a boy said I called him 'nigger'. The accusation made me
sad.

[The ' 'bad' thoughts ' refer to non-racial thoughts; see my poet's notes on my
poem's page.]

3. by Bri Edwards:

A Sailboat's Last Thoughts....... [human/Sailboat Nature; Drama; Weather]

The storm clouds covered the sun,

bringing to an end the day-of-fun.

I knew my owner was not too bright;

I resisted his casting off with all my might.
But though I'm bigger and stronger than him,
I was at the mercy of his every whim.

But this day my fate had a second master.
Both the human and weather brought me disaster.

First the wind picked up for an hour,
bringing with it a late afternoon shower.
He sailed me on while showing no fear
but just opened himself another beer.

I had enough anger and fear for us both;
if I could speak I'd swear an oath

that, if once more we did reach shore,
with that jerk I'd sail no more.

He'd probably not checked forecast or a chart.
What a foolish, misguided, drunken fart!
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I tried to come up with a positive thought.

Try as I might I came up with naught, and

he made no effort to motor me in.

In nautical circles that is a sin.

When beer was gone he went down below.

With more rain came an increased easterly blow.
Wind that is, a fearsome blast,

which tore my sails and snapped my mast.

I've never been a boat much to pray,

but I beseeched Neptune on this, my last day.
My only hope was to stay afloat!

If I could wield a pen I'd have written a note,
damning my owner and his beer as well,

and wishing them both bad luck in Sailors' Hell.

The wind increased even more for an hour.
Freezing rain developed from what was a shower.
The sea filled the cabin below;

what became of him I don't care and don't know.

My last thoughts were of the owner I never did thank.

He was my first owner before I was lost to the bank.

He kept my sails in order and fuel in my tank.

And HE checked weather and charts, and HE never drank.

(Nov.15,2012)

4. by Stephen Katona:

The Zonkey And The Grolar Bear

'Please don't eat me, '
Said the Zonkey,

To the Grolar Bear,
'I'm far too rare.

Just like you,
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I'm an unusual brew.
Even a donkey,

Looks at me,

A little queerly.

We could be best chums,
And play bongo drums.'

'T'll not disagree, '

Said the Bear to the Zonkey,
'It's just that I'm so hungry! '
'You can't catch me, '

Cried the Zonkey,

'You never will, '

As he sped down the hill.

The Grolar Bear gave pursuit,
Choosing the most direct route,
Hoping for a casserole,

But fell into a muddy hole.
Stuck fast in the sludge,

He couldn't budge.

It sure did stink,

Worse, he began to sink.
'Please help, ' said the Grolar Bear,
To the Zonkey, 'Have a care.'

'You're a little overweight,
You shouldn't put so much on your plate, '
Said the Zonkey, whose heart was kind,

As he threw branches at the bear's behind.

A twig brought tears to a Grolar eye,
'What are you doing? ' he said with a sigh,
'You'll see...."

Said the Zonkey.

When sticks were far and wide,

'Lie down, ' the Zonkey cried.

On a raft, our Grolar crawled,

Until at the edge he sprawled.

'You rescued me from this silt,

Oh, how my heart is full of guilt, '
Said the Grolar Bear, 'Please become,
My lifelong best chum.'
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Our Zonkey taught a Grolar to fish,

To never be short of a dish,

While a Grolar kept a Zonkey safe from harm,
With solid muscles on each arm.

5. by Kelly Kurt:

When I Die, Remember This Alone

I lived my life with honor, loyalty and openness

I made good friends and shared my smile

I accomplished much and had failures

I worked hard and goofed off

I reveled in my youth and enjoyed the wisdom of age
I lost

I won

But when I die, remember this alone

I loved you

6. by Darlene Walsh:

The Monster Beneath The Bed

What is that you're seeing

in the corner of your eye
Stealthful foot steps following
never passing by

In the corner of the mirror
watching when you blink

It is patient and silent

and deadlier than you think

It's biding time for years
until the time is ripe
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Until you've grown enough
and are just the right type

When you have grown enough
to be a tasty morsel

From beneath the bed it comes
through a secret portal

In silence it is waiting
needing to be fed

Out in darkness slithering
from beneath your bed

In your sleep it comes
needing to be fed
Nibbling a tasty morsel
until you are dead

7. by Andy Brookes:

Barefoot in the Park

Oh it's so lovely to be free

It really makes me feel carefree.
It really is a pleasant lark

To go barefoot in the park.

I know some think it rather crass,
To walk barefoot in the grass.

For like a child I gives such mirth,
For I love to feel my feet on earth.

My feet are free of shoe or sock

As from their jail I do unlock,

I love my little toes to wriggle,

Its seem to me they laugh and giggle.

But just one little bit of caution
And listen well to my exhortation
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Mind your step whatever you do
And don't step into no dog poo

8. by Is It Poetry:

Grandpa Pa Dad And Uncle D' El Roy

Grandpa pa

Dad and Uncle D' el Roy
sometimes....

with Mother

Bushes and trees over grown here, like a park

very dark

and the mighty pale moon and groomed left Unlandscaped
through the old rusted gate to here delivered

thus I saw

through a crack and going in, it sawing it coming out:
The grandpa pa assisted to his preferred chair,
Referenced remarks and grand-daughters dread

she is and

he starts to look at her fixedly.

Drooling his;

Foul breath, hanging outside his old shriveled finger.
Her face and fear, full apparent to me, I see.

Such beginnings with our race, thinking me.

Long ago that Egyptian, should have stayed

away from such a tree, she'd flee.

She/his grand-daughter' he wants to push,

and pull at her inside out the treats.

Calling, calling for more and 'said', come
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come “you never want enough. ” Come here.

Come on sweet,

come and relive to see it more.

My grand-daughter,

obtains it there on the knees,

Buckled open it pops.

It makes my stomach turn, I wish to die thinks she.

All because of 'dad' and him, ; D'el Roy '

He\they 'said' and forced it open each dark banana,

with the peel off and it knows, grampa pa knows it.
Incest is the best, grampa pa he says.

Through thick; fat, full - insidious blue lips.

Uncle D'el Roy; decides to give him\my brother those
gyratory movements, puckered in/out and clingy.

It is unlike what grampa pa does,

it's like to forward leaning, upwards.

Uses, used equipment like/his nephew as a girl.

Uses from us both,

to see it Unwrapped from silk and the distance it.
Lipstick and make-up on his face,

uncle 'D'el Roy ' imagining him\my brother with heels

on his feet, deeply forcing.

Because it assized up there

and starts to rub around his 'familiales'.

D'el Roy; would like to put it to the test, he said at rest it knows
incest is just the best as well.

Whispers; from The mother to decide to enter

on the act, Its and its son have a special pact, understanding.
While his/her husbands with 'D'el Roy '; and works she
obtains in her flowerbed, blooms on his and starts to give
it's principal, the son loves her mom and is equipped and
instructed, upwards through her face,

Like it draws his milk everywhere her cotton yellow face.
He knows that its mom and is nicer than the rest,
Granpa pa or uncle'D'el Roy.

He knows incest is not the best, inside his head,

but does, instead of being whupped.

The sister and the brother are a knowing pair,

It is more of a family name and thus divide and conquer.
Bill\ brother cannot believe this chance,

Having a sister who knows to lean, their away.

After he located it -it's grubby paws advanced there.
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He folds it open and molds it more around it' and takes her back,
Why of putting itself, love like the animals they became

the sad truth and dirty catfish muddiest, ' they both/know that'
incest is not the best and both they know it.

The father cannot believe that his/her daughter must be

forced thus, not the their kind, 'Randy' thus like he.

Because uncle 'D'el Roy ' draws aside its moist breeches

at the side on its knees as his\her takes it hates it from behind,
She/He groans and shouts and starts to cry, it bleeds.

'Dita’, “He dad, you are not my type, not a kind; man, 'Dita’.
The” dad says his incest is the better way, it hurts much less
And it is a game in which the entire family has played,

since the early eighteen hundreds.

The dad treats his\her daughter like the honoured guest,

'they both know, hugging that'

deep inside, that incest is not the best and start to cry.

And they both plan to runaway when both learn too understand it.

9. by Brian Johnston:

Why Fireflies Dance 2

Pausing on a late trip to South Dakota

I pulled off of the highway

Somewhere in Kansas

And shut off the lights

Reflecting that it might be good

To clear the windshield of bug carcasses
That were only being smeared

Into a thin, barely transparent paste

By my windshield wipers at this stage.

As my eyes became used to the moonlit hollow
Where my vehicle purred quietly

I began to realize something was strange.
There were stars dancing that night

Whose light had never been
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Gathered by a telescope,

A job, better left perhaps,

To a wide-eyed child with a ‘Ball Jar’ & lid,
Than to a scientist living behind thick lenses.

Opening the car door, revelation struck,
Though alone in the dark, God was with me.
The valley in which I'd parked

Was teeming with more fireflies

Than I had ever seen

In the entirety of my uneventful life.

Even in the stupor of mechanical driving

I realized that by chance I had discovered
What might just be the ‘eighth wonder of the world.’
The air was full of ecstasy

And my impoverish heart simply enchanted.

The fireflies in their mating frenzy

Made the full moon seem

The victim of an incredible meteor shower,
Flashes of light exploding on lunar surface
As each projectile ended its journey,

This illusion blurred only slightly

By less ambitious brothers and sisters
Whose ardor blotted out the Milky Way,
Stretching horizon to horizon,

As they flashed the opposite sex.

Still, all in all, it was quite a show.

These moon striking invertebrates,
Faux-astronauts though they were,

(Unlike us, leaving no debris behind to litter)
Giving up their tiny ghosts over and over,
Adding a buggy visual pun to the night
Clearly suggesting, that in romance at least,
All of us experience multiple crash landings.

(February 14,2014)
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10. by Brian Johnston:

My Uncle’s Lost Chords

There’s a story I heard of a famous lost chord,
although why it was lost and just who did the losing,
true or not, perhaps no one can tell,

but piano pursuit served me well as a child

as I followed my dream of harmonic reward.

Missing notes by themselves could bring fame to my door,
no real talent required, just let luck do the choosing.
Crystal tones could my future foretell,

and might somehow bring fortune with demons beguiled,
find this chord and I'm famous like world troubadour.

What I learned from this I must now share from the heart:
I was three when I found Ardean’s stash in mom’s closet,
older classical records, and more.

There was Love For Three Oranges, Suite Scheherazade,
and the Firebird Ballet blew my whole world apart.

Through his gift I discovered that music is dance,

an emotional language that lives as composite,

an intelligence melting your core

with a soul that can play your heart’s strings like a God!
How I tremble to think this could be happenstance!

Still a chord unremembered might be anything,
I think I see now where my poem is going:

A lost chord’s like a glass without wine,
precious stone that has yet to be set in a band.
Well, a chord in a symphony really can sing.

It is only in context the best chords ring true
with their blessings of harmony wisely bestowing
both a peace and a rapture divine,

as a gem is at home on a receptive hand.
Ardean fell in the forest, God heard, I did too!
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(May 2,2015)

11. by M.]J. Lemon:

For Her

That laugh revives a warm memory.
Shoulders rolling hair swinging

That year a familiar territory

as near as last Saturday

I'll fill the carafe
You can keep troubles at bay
just bring that laugh

12. by M.]J. Lemon

The Artless Freudian

Save time or save

your mind or whatever

gives you purpose and defines you
beyond flesh that eats sleeps
finds relief and renews itself

Remake nothing

or everything. Depends
on the vitality infused
into that which you most
esteem: ignominious Self.

Perhaps redeem

that most ethereal

seam that kisses like morning mist
the frost baked slate that is
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woman, man so ephemeral.

13. by Kim Barney:

You're In!

I encountered one day

in a little café

a chum from days gone by,
and oh, what a treat

when he started to greet
me with a joyful cry!

From the restroom he came
as he called me by name
and shook me by the hand;
but his hand was all wet,
which I'll never forget

and could not understand.

Said I, 'Dear friend Josh,

don't you know, when you wash,
you should dry, understand? '
Said he to me,

'But don't you see,

I didn't WASH my hands! '

[p.s. in Kim's poet's notes, he suggests you read the title aloud 3 or four times
as fast as you can]

14. Kim Barney:

Butterfly Of Death

I was sitting in my garden
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Just relaxing in my garden
Doing nothing in my garden
When I saw a butterfly

Butterfly there in my garden
Appearing there of a sudden
Not surprising in my garden
To appear a butterfly

There was something very different
In this creature from my garden
Beautiful he was but fright'ning
Butterfly in my garden

Something he was saying to me
Something softly whispered to me
Something audible just barely
This butterfly in my garden

His words came softly to my ear

Those words were soft but they were clear

My blood ran cold when I did hear
Yo soy la Marisposa de la Muerte!

I understood those words, all right

And my whole soul was filled with fright

To die just now did not seem right
So I feigned ignorance

Spanish, I do not speak, I said
Please try some other tongue instead
Or go away and leave me be,
Strange creature from my garden

Closer he came, my fright increased
My heart beat faster, almost ceased

And once more spoke the little beast:

Ich bin der Schmetterling des Todes!
I do not understand, my friend.

That sounds like German (I pretend
I'm unable to comprehend
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This creature from my garden)

Closer he came, within three feet
My heart increased its frantic beat
Louder he spoke, almost a bleat:
Eu sou a Borboleta da Morte!

Filled with terror am I by now
Thinking I must escape somehow
Yet I know this he'll not allow,
This specter from my garden

My mouth is dry, I cannot speak

I try to run but I'm too weak

And then he lands upon my cheek,
This phantom from my garden!

I am all numb and paralyzed

All my worst fears are realized
These words I hear with my last breath:

I am the Butterfly of Death!

[p.s. check out Kim's photos on his poems' pages! ]

15. by Beach Girl:

I Fell Into The Sky

As I awoke this morning, I fell into the sky

The ocean left right after me and gracefully rolled by

The elephants stood on their toes and did a little dance

Pansies grew up ten feet tall and frightened little ants

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 229



I hear the mountains packed their bags and moved to Oklahoma

Palm trees put on winter coats and left for Nova Scotia

Birds decided not to fly and ordered Mini Coopers

Clouds became immoveable and fell into a stupor

Rivers ran like two way streets confounding fish and men

Lemons, limes, they all grew sweet, causing kids to grin

Soon I awoke from this strange dream, and sighed a little sigh

Recalled the weird and wondrous as I fell into the sky

16. by Ging Taping:

Whom You Trust? Who?

Trust is easy to give but hard to keep.
Once the bridge of trust is broken,
it's hard to fix..

They said trust no one but yourself,
coz' you know what's inside the shelf..
But why?

Can't trust your tongue..

Sharper than knife,

Clever than sword,

Louder than huge clanged..

Why trust your heart..
When it can tear you apart..
fickle, loving, meek
sometimes weak..

Heart and Mind collide
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But heart move w/out consulting
the 'Master Mind'.

When the result went down,

All suffer what's left undone.

To whom you can trust?
Even your shadow leaves you in the dark.

17. by Ging Taping:

Boracay....... A Dream Paradise

all over the world

From different race,

across the globe

Travel million miles

to be with you even for just awhile

Longing to feel the sweetness of your caress
warmth of your embrace

And as I step down the aisle

The story lies to be unfold.

True beauty came down from heaven
A hidden paradise beneath the sky
Where birds have freedom to fly.
The calmness of the sea

The waves babbled free

Sea breeze like a symphony
Happiness and joy lies in your body.

In the morning when it's low tide,

you can walk to the heart of the ocean
The shore is long and wide

The sand is pure and white

They call it powder sugar sand..

And when the evening comes

In one stroke of the magic wand
festival colors of the sky turn
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into enchanted fun...

The night gently breaking the sun
Oh! Sunset what a perfect view

I don't need a cue.

Peace and serenity lies within you....

18. by John Westlake:

221. Garden Of Love

My love let us create a garden together
one that will look great in any weather
we both work well together my cutie

as we toil to create this thing of beauty

I'll dig the holes and plant the seeds

and you can clear the ground of weeds

we'll nurture the plants with food and water
and love them like they're a son or daughter

In this place there will be no gloom
there'll always be something in bloom
we will never deal with pests

they'll steer clear of us and bug the rest

We can enjoy this place every day
sit here and watch our children play
see as they themselves grow

until they're old enough to be let go

When we die I want us buried here

in this place of fantastic cheer

and as our souls rise to the up above
our bodies can rest in our garden of love

19 by Danny Draper:

I heard your call from sleep to wake alone
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I heard your call from sleep to wake alone
Could have sworn we were together,
Often we are mistaken on our own.

A home swells its boisterous gaggle grown
Then empty, nudges hope or wind whatever,
I heard your call from sleep to wake alone.

Did we ever have that which is no longer known,
Are vanished days imagined treasure?
Often we are mistaken on our own.

A lived love lost will be forever prone
To a dream like state of pleasure,
I heard your call from sleep to wake alone.

Wishful think, or pray, or loudly raucous moan,
Ecstasy regrets no positions measure,
Often we are mistaken on our own.

We aimless fall to crash within the zone,
Neither true nor real, no matter whether
I heard your call from sleep to wake alone,

Often we are mistaken on our own.

10/6/2015

Bri Edwards
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A Showcase For Ph Poets: March 2015: Section 'A'....
[sharing Poems; Not A Contest; Monthly On Bri
Edwards' Ph Site]

I've started a 'showcase' on my PoemHunter site,

which is NOT a contest; it's no arena for a fight,

but instead a place where once a month I shall post..

a poem from you, a PH member, which you’d like read most.

NO title, topic, nor length** do I plan to require.

Just send in a poem to set the PH members on fire.

Send to 'A Showcase For (PH) Poets', care of me.
Let's show off our stuff, and this also is free!

I was intending this to showcase poems by you, the member,

BUT, heck, send someone else's *** if you'd like, BUT remember....
to NOT get me involved in copyright disputes, please.

Of course if I were sued, there is NO money from me to squeeze!

(February 28,2015)

So, now for some information about my March SHOWCASE for PH poets:

In anticipation of a great response for my first showcase [I sent notices to about
75 members from my inbox and my list of PH friends], I have added to my
poem's title: “section ‘A’ ”, but there may never be a “section ‘B’ .

I plan to submit one of my own short (24 lines or less) poems, and one
of my LONG ones (which may go on for a couple of pages) . Therefore, and since
I will allow other members to also submit two poems per month [if one is 24
lines or less], I may well add a second, third,4th, etc. 'section' so readers will not
have to scroll up and down too much to refer to poems and the comments area
below the poems. Understand? I hope so. This first 'section' is 'A' and I shall
follow the English alphabet: A, B, C, etc. IF I FEEL A NEED TO DO SO.

**For all members, you may submit two poems as long as the shorter one is 24
LINES OR LESS; I will use my own discretion if, for instance, your shorter poem
is 26 lines long.
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I also plan to have a LIST OF POETS [whose poem(s) are included in a
section] above the posted poems.

***T WOULD LOVE TO HAVE ALL POEMS BE WRITTEN BY PH MEMBERS, and be
submitted by the authors. If you choose to submit a poem by another PH
member I will try to verify that the member agrees. Poems attributed to non-
members I may want to ask about also.

Starting off will be the first poem submitted to section 'A' of March's showcase.
[PLEASE READ THE POET'S NOTE ALSO FOR MY 'A SHOWCASE FOR PH POETS'.]
I WILL ALWAYS GIVE THE AUTHOR’S NAME WITH THE POEM POSTED.

My first showcase was in February 2015, and I consider it to be a success, with
almost 20 poems to view, from almost as many poets. My thanks go to all
contributors! ! This is meant to expose poems and poets to readers and to
provide some entertainment and/or enlightenment and/or knowledge to PH
members [and I guess non-members who, I think, can also view the poems but
not comment].

Some of the poems may not be on the authors’ PH sites. But if you are enthused
about a poem, I hope you will visit the poet’s site and read more and leave
comments.

Did I forget anything? ?

And here we go! [[some ages of poets' may be age+1.
AND i use PH for the names and countries and gender as well.]]

1. JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom; Male,31)

170. Today Is Very Boring

2. BRI EDWARDS (United States, Male,67)

Hard..... [Girlhood to old age; Life; Family; Racial discord; Marriage; Very
LONG]

3. RUTH WALTERS (United Kingdom; Female; 63)

If I were a flower
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4. BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67) (2nd poem)

Salamander...... [Nature; A Salamander (Of Course!) : Confronting Nature;
Almost Short]

5. RUTH WALTERS (United Kingdom; Female; 57) (2nd poem)

An unworthy soul....

6. JOHN WESTLAKE (United Kingdom; Male; 31) (2nd poem)

196..

7. BRIAN JOHNSTON (United States; Male: 72)

PH: Mentors: Fishing With Older Men

8. BUDDY BEE ANTHONY (singer-songwriter) (1st poem)

Crackhead Hooker

9. BUDDY BEE ANTHONY (singer-songwriter) (2nd poem)

The Face Behind The Bar

1. by John Westlake:

170. Today Is Very Boring
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Today seems to very boring

nothing much is going on

despite the fact that my sea urchin shells
have adopted a shark for their son

My fridge has become pregnant with the washing machine
while picking poppies with its ears

it wants to give birth to an egg cup

despite my suitcase's jeers

The doctor came round this morning
to check on the eyes of my shelf

the chiller jumped up and ate him too
and sneezed out a bank for wealth

My socks have spent all the money
on jellyfish and rainbow wine

the police were called to arrest it
and charged a micro penny fine

The wine had been drunks by my t shirts
battling my shoes for a laugh

my trousers asked my hair for a loan

as they want to beat up a giraffe

My towels have formed an alliance
with my hoodies and my boxes
together they killed my mirror
who were hunting banister foxes

My pillows have run off to join the library
and the Austrian navy

they stole three stairs of whiskey

and left my toe nails the gravy

Yes today is very boring

the butter has just killed my bread
my vodka bottle has refilled itself
and I'm going back to bed
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2. by Bri Edwards:

Hard..... [Girlhood to old age; Life; Family; Racial discord; Marriage; Very LONG]

Hard were the calluses on my Daddy's hands the first time he held me,

and hard it was on Christmas morn' to find only one small gift beneath our tiny
tree.

Hard was my Mom's life, raising seven kids and washing other people's clothes.
Without our family's belief in God, life could have been harder. Who knows?

Hard it was for me, in several ways, when a little blonde boy threw a rock which
broke my arm.

That was the one time I believe Mom lied to me; she said 'He meant no harm.'
Hard it was when my Mom tried to explain why 'our' seats were at the rear of
Selma buses,

and hard it was, my first day at Jefferson Davis Elementary; so MANY made so
much FUSS!

Hard were the long nights I stayed up studying after I did the dishes,
and hard it was for me and my parents to make come true my college wishes.

It was hard for all when off to Cornell on the Greyhound I ventured forth,
and it was strange at first, coming from the Deep South, to now be living up

North.
It was hard to only afford one phone call home a month, but a lot of mail from
home I got.

Life became less hard as I adjusted to college and life living with my aunt. I
blossomed quite a lot.

It was hard breaking up with my first boyfriend, a Big Red football player,

but as hard as it was, it added a useful experience, another growing-up-layer.
It was hard, it hurt, when I never received an invitation, to a sorority, to join,
but it perhaps concentrated me more on my studies, and saved me some 'coin'.

It was hard sometimes when I had to work at my part time dining room job,
but it was easier than imagining myself being a wealthy coed snob.

It was hard financially on my parents when for my graduation they came North.
But they were thrilled to hear that my undergraduate record caused a grad
school scholarship to come forth.
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That fall I began attending Cornell's School of Architecture; quite a challenge.
My fellow architecture students, from around the world, were quite a mélange.
School was hard but I loved it and, with a loan helping, I no longer waited on
tables.

My life now revolved around learning about poured concrete, angles, space, and
gables.

It was hard not to love all, that for two years, I was taught,

even though the long days and nights working on projects, with stress, often was
fraught.

Hard was the work, but sometimes harder was having almost no social life .....
except what we had as fellow students, and competition was always rife.

Hard it was after grad school to leave Cornell's beautiful quad,

and hard, at first it was, being a junior associate on an architectural firm's squad.
I learned the ropes from some pros, and my reputation spread by word-of-
mouth.

It was nice in some ways to be at least half way back in the South.

Now I could afford a car and I got back home at least once or twice a year.

It was difficult to get my conversation with Mom and Dad to, away from me,
steer.

Chief among Mom's questions for me was 'Have you met any nice men yet, my
dear?'

She was sure I'd be a business success but, that I'd end up an OIld Maid, she did
fear.

In a few years I became the lead 'man' on some small jobs for one key client.
In a few more years, for larger jobs, the partners became, on me, more reliant.
I did take some time to socialize more, and I joined an 'exclusive' St. Louis
health club.

I no longer felt it likely that, due to being black, I'd receive a snub.

Ten years into my career I met a tennis-playing accountant named Phil.

After we started dating, with dreams of having my own family, my head began to
fill.

Six months into our romance, I took Phil to visit Mom and Dad, arriving in town
on a rainy night.

Though I'd 'warned' them both ahead of time ....... , I could tell they BOTH had
reservations about Phil being white.
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But we pulled off the visit with the help of my younger sister and brother,

and, when it was time for us to depart, with hugs my parents both me and Phil
did smother.

More frequent visits Phil and I made to see my folks, often flying on down,
and when I visited Phil's parents in Pittsburgh there was nary a frown.

It was hard to not rush into a premature engagement,

but to help quiet us down we started a cohabitation arrangement.
Finally it happened and in another year we were happily married.

It was hard to be told we could not have our own children, but the
disappointment we both buried.

But we both wanted children and we adopted two, one white and one black.
It was hard to keep from piling things on them so NOTHING they'd lack.
The best schools, the best clothes, the best educational toys.

And we did our best to see them socialize rapidly with other girls and boys.

It was hard when both our son and daughter off to college went.

Our girl off to Boston for liberal arts, and our son off to L.A. for engineering we
sent.

My parents retired, thank goodness, and we had them come visit us often.
Now my Mom could rest her back more, and Dad's hands could soften.

It was hard for all when Phil had his first heart attack.

But he got better each week until finally he was totally again on track.

But I'll have to admit (don't tell Phil) it was nice to beat him at tennis now
once in a while.

He would, as always, advance to meet me at the net at game's end with a big
smile.

Our children were adopted at ages 7 and nine. They were our pride and joy.
There was always a regret they were not biologically ours, but they were always
OUR girl and boy.

Phil and T and Mom and Dad attended their college graduation days.

And our children continued to make us proud and thankful in many ways.

It was hard when Phil had his third heart attack. He almost died.

It was so hard waiting, Phil having to retire, until a donor heart was supplied.
But the surgery went like clockwork. Before long he started to work at home part
time.

It was sometimes hard to leave him at home when I went to my office at Ryan,
Beckett, and Grime (I'm Grime) .
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The hardest thing in my life up to age 55 was the day my mother died.

As Phil and I and Dad sat at her bedside with my siblings, we all cried.

Dad came home to St. Louis to live with us and became a fixture in our house.
We both cherished the years we had left with him. He was quiet as a mouse.

Dad lived another fifteen years, for the last of which we had a live-in nurse.
It was another extremely sad and hard day for me the day he was carried to the
cemetery in a hearse.

Our children had their own weddings and our grandchildren started to arrive.
By the time I was 75, Phil and I had added up our grandchildren to a grand sum
of five.

Then came the HARDEST day of my life, the day I found Phil lying in our bed.
I knew before I even touched him, that the best part of me was dead.

I moved to be near my daughter, to 'assisted living' by the Pacific Ocean.

I've led a full and mostly happy life, but at times I'm still choked by emotion.

It helps to have friends in my building and to have my daughter and some of her
children near...... , but

every night at bedtime...., for Mom and Dad and Phil, .... I still shed ONE tear.

(Dec.2012)

3. by Ruth Walters

If I were a flower

If I were a flower my petals would be fading now,
drooping and withering in the early summer

but if by chance you glanced my way to warm me through,
watered my weakened frame to give me strength,

then I know I would survive to see the Autumn.

Strange that it should be this way for summer
lends itself to life and love and laughter.

Here in this hole where all is dark and pained
all laughter is stifled by the dank air.
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No sunlight filters through, no light at all.

I am cut off from friends and faces I once knew.
Hemmed in by physical inabilities,

dim eyes and ears that hear the nothingness.
The song of silence fills me so persistently,

I hum its tune, remembering life’s symphony.

If I were a flower my petals would be fading now,

drooping and withering in the early summer

but if by chance you glanced my way to warm me once again,
watered my weakened frame to give me strength,

then I believe your love would see me through.

Submitted: Thursday, May 12,2011

4. by Bri Edwards (2nd poem)

Salamander...... [Nature; A Salamander (Of Course!) : Confronting Nature;
Almost Short]

Among damp leaves, in our front yard,
a spotted salamander lies.

A nest of eggs it does guard....

from bugs and other eyes.

Its solitude I just have jarred.

I think for both it was a surprise.

With my finger I feel its skin;

it is cool, and still as a smooth stone.
To harm its nest would be a sin,

but I take a photo with my phone.
Then over my face there comes a grin.
I step back, leaving it alone.

What other wonders are there hid

from unseeing eyes of Man?

Though I've seen a lot since I was a kid,
if I try harder I know I can....
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see much more by lifting the lid....
which covers Mother Nature's span.

Submitted: Monday, May 27,2013

5. by Ruth Walters (2nd poem)

An unworthy soul....

My inner self, my soul was misbehaving,

not being body friendly, wanting to escape and go.
It didn't like the daily grind, the commute to work,
felt rebellious and used, was discontent and bored.

It was, in fact, a very disobedient, unworthy soul,
a fractious, most ungrateful, mutinous soul,

a nasty, moody, inconsiderate monster of a soul
that wasn't worth cajoling, or placating,

that wasn't worth humoring or coaxing

or buttering up or sweet talking, to.

No, I didn't want to save my soul

so I stopped a passing devil

and craftily, most cannily sold it to him,
not wishing to save the little bastard at all.

Submitted: Tuesday, March 13,2012

6. by John Westlake (2nd poem, with bri's permission)

196..

Most of the people I know

have seen at least one superhero movie
many are jealous of the powers

wielded by each of the characters

and dearly wish for such abilities themselves
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Some want x ray vision to spy on their enemies

a few wanted super strength to beat up bullies

others want invisibility so they can spy on their friends

more than half wanted the power of flight to save themselves from long walks
but when they came to ask me

I had a different response

I want the power of healing

the ability to cure others and myself

of any and all possible aliments

from broken bones to the worst of diseases

I have a bud suffering from cancer

she'd be the first on my list

not just because she is my friend

but because I want her wish to come true

Other people would soon follow

I would rid the world of all health problems
my personal feelings would not come into it
if they needed healing I'd help

To me healing is important

not just physically

but mentally and spiritually also

right now there is much healing to do

but one of the best medicines we have is love

Poets note: The person mentioned in the forth stanza is a dear friend of mine
who has been denied the treatments she needs. All she wants is to have the
decision about her life lengthening drugs overturned so she can see her kids
grow up. Please visit and sign the petition. If you are ever in her position you'd
understand.

Submitted: Wednesday, March 11,2015

7. by Brian Johnston

PH: Mentors: Fishing With Older Men
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The silence, the almost endless joyful silence,
That's what I remember most looking back,
Silence and belonging, companionship,

Not in Nature so much as part of it,
Absolutely indispensible we were,

As if God Himself, the great 'l AM, '

Would not exist, if we were not here,

Lines, hanging organic from pole ends,

Like branches of a weeping willow
Disappearing into the glassy water,

A living lollipop for nascent fish to gum,
Hoping to evolve into birds perhaps,
Wondering what it would be like

To swim in air and sleep on tree limbs.

All this in the forever present, stretching to infinity,
Here, now, fishing with older men!

Their faces blend together, rustic, tan,

Until God Himself is indistinguishable from

Cliff, Johnny, CH, or Uncle Jimmy

But Granddad Neighbors is the twinkle in God's eyes,
Clarence and his boys, bringing God down to earth
Ardean too, though I never fished with him,
Mother's five brothers, she was the one...

Ardean hooked me with his music,

I swallowed that bait whole, so deep,

It have would killed me to retrieve the hook.
Every ripple on the lake, every wave,

Whole notes in an endless adagio,

The movement Mahler longed to write,

Welcoming us back to home fires, fish to fry,
Breathing the smoky air of countless stars,

All of us fishermen forever!

Submitted: Sunday, August 03,2014

8. by Buddy Bee Anthony

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 245



Crackhead Hooker

I don't know why she makes me feel so good
She hurt me real fine

with her sheep dipped cigarettes

Boone's Farm bottles of wine

I try to quit her

yes I do.

But all I get is a junkie's flu

Done me dirty in the hood

like I knew she would

I look up in the sky

All T can do is cry, cry, cry.

How she's one fine

looky looky hook up

She got me all shooky shooky shook up
She one hot cookie cookie cook up

She my I'l crackhead hook up
Crackhead hooker

She'll take you for a short ride

Burn up all your money

run off with your pride

Rip all reason from your mind

She's a wizard,

at robbin bad boys blind

The best in the business tried turning her tide
Downtown Dope-man pulls all her strings
Holds the skeleton key to pluck her wings
Base ain't free

but it makes her sing

ripe and tight

low ridin the pipe

Paradise lost

lust for sale

at half the cost

Crackhead hooker.

Submitted: Sunday, October 07,2012
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9. by Buddy Bee Anthony

The Face Behind The Bar

It's me the face behind the bar

you've dropped coins and bills into my jar.
The friendly stranger you spill your guts to
Step up to my finishing line.

I'll make your stalest story seem brand new.
Whether you sip or gulp

the pleasure's mine

to pour for one or maybe two

a frothy cold brew.

Maybe it's whiskey that you crave

When life's blade gives too close a shave
Giddy up out here and lay it all down

Whether you're from out yonder or the middle of town
I'm here to fill your cup with liquid good cheer.
You're in luck

You're next in line

Didn't that first belt go down fine?

Might I pour you yet another

I won't tell your boss, your spouse

or your mother.

Because I'm your new best friend

at this porta drinking stand

When that cruel world outside

won't lend a hand

Step over to my wet bar

You see, your loose change gasses up my car
All good reasons why we're both regulars here
is your love of the taste

and my love of the sound

Of 'another round' of ice cold beer.

Submitted: Thursday, February 19,2015
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Bri Edwards
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A Showcase For Ph Poets: May 2015: Section 'A'....
[sharing Poems; Not A Contest; Monthly On Bri
Edwards' Ph Site]

I've started a 'showcase' on my PoemHunter site,

which is NOT a contest; it's no arena for a fight,

but instead a place where once a month I shall post..

a poem* from you, a PH member, which you’d like read most.

NO title, topic, nor length* do I plan to require.
Just send in a poem to set the PH members on fire.
Send to 'A Showcase For PH Poets', care of me.
Let's show off our stuff, and this also is free!

I was intending this to showcase poems by you, the member,
BUT, heck, send someone else's ** if you'd like, BUT remember....
to NOT get me involved in copyright disputes, please.

Of course if I were sued, there is NO money from me to squeeze!

(February 28,2015)

*I now allow and welcome TWO poems per month from each PH member. At
least one of them should be not much longer than 24 lines in length, but I'll
judge each case separately, trying to be fair to all.

So, now for some information about my montly SHOWCASE for PH poets:

In anticipation of a great response for my first showcase [I sent notices to about
75 members from my inbox and my list of PH friends], I have added to my
poem's title: “section ‘A’ ”, but there MAY never be a “section ‘B’ ".

I plan to submit one of my own short (24 lines or less) poems, and one of
my LONG ones (which may go on for a couple of pages) . Therefore, and since I
will allow other members to also submit two poems per month [if one is 24 lines
or less], I may well add a second, third,4th, etc. 'section’ so readers will not have
to scroll up and down too much to refer to poems and the comments area below
the poems. Understand? I hope so. This first 'section' is 'A' and I shall follow the
English alphabet: A, B, C, etc. IF I FEEL A NEED (or desire) TO DO SO.
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I also plan to have a LIST OF POETS [whose poem(s) are included in
a section] above the posted poems.

**] WOULD LOVE TO HAVE ALL POEMS BE WRITTEN BY PH MEMBERS, and be
submitted by the authors. If you choose to submit a poem by another PH
member I will try to verify that the member agrees. Poems attributed to non-
members I may want to ask about also.

Starting off will be the first poem submitted to section 'A' of May's showcase.
[PLEASE READ THE POET'S NOTE ALSO FOR MY 'A SHOWCASE FOR PH POETS'.]

I WILL ALWAYS GIVE THE AUTHOR’S NAME WITH THE POEM POSTED.

My first showcase was in February 2015, and I consider it to be a success, with
almost 20 poems to view, from almost as many poets. My thanks go to all
contributors! ! This is meant to expose poems and poets to readers and to
provide some entertainment and/or enlightenment and/or knowledge to PH
members [and I guess non-members who, I think, can also view the poems but
not comment].

Some of the poems may not be on the authors’ PH sites. But if you are enthused
about a poem, I hope you will visit the poet’s site and read more and leave
comments.

Did I forget anything? ?

[[some ages of poets' may be age+1.
AND i use PH for the names and countries and gender as well.]]

[AND I TRY TO keep typos etc. out of the poems, but if i miss some, OR if the
poets wants their poems added as they've given them to me, then i'm not going
to edit the poem! ]

HERE WE GO!

The POETS (and poems) :

1. BUDDY BEE ANTHONY (singer/songwriter) (first poem)

Presto
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2. BUDDY BEE ANTHONY (singer/songwriter) (second poem)

3. AKHTAR JAWAD (Pakistan; Male; 69) (1st poem)

A Friend

4. BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67) (1st poem)

Something Has Been Eating Me

5. BRIAN JOHNSTON (United States; Male: 72)

Hidey Holes

6. XELAM KHAN (Pakistan; Male; 96! ?)

Medusa. The Myth Unfold

7. BRI EDWARDS (United States; Male; 67) (2nd poem)

The Lettuce And Burger Address

8. RAY K. HART (Australia; Male; 69) (1st poem)

A Fathers Words To His Child

9. GREG DAVIDSON (Australia; Male; 60)
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AFTER THE FIREWORKS

10. SAVITA TYAGI (United States; Female ;)

Feeling Normal

11. RAY K. HART (Australia; Male; 69) (2nd poem)

Bugles Last Post

12. CLARENCE PRINCE (Canada; Male; 75) (1st poem)

The Fall Of Man In Eden's Garden!

13. CLARENCE PRINCE (Canada; Male; 75) (2nd poem)

Little The Bee 1

14. AKHTAR JAWAD (Pakistan: Male; 69) (2nd poem)

Fairy Doors

The POEMS:

1. by Buddy Bee Anthony

Pesto

You went and ate the pesto
Ate up all the pesto
My baby ate the pesto
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nummy num num
You milked all of it and presto

You couldn't resist the pesto

gulping up my pesto like a skid-row bum
Slurping it up without a whimper of protest
no

You gulped down all the pesto

what else could I have done but say

go cat go

When you ate all of my pesto
You just couldn't resist the pesto
You scarfed it down alfresco
Then, having slept awhile

I drank my rum

and gave my baby some

2. by Buddy Bee Anthony

Rich

So very special, most divine.

The freshest fruit right off the vine.

In the bright spotlight at the scene of the crime.
Hooray,

how have you managed to look that good

doin nothin all day.

A real live wire, a shaker and a mover
Out shadowboxed J. Edgar Hoover
Strike your famous cameo pose

Slow dancing like Little Egypt

at all the right shows

Got away clean with the biggest of scores.
When you get a blemish they seal your pores.
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Everything goes off without a hitch.

Since, you've got the scratch, I'll cool your itch?
Now that you're spoiled rotten,

filthy stinkin rich

Flew up to cripple creek before the crash

Oh what a creek, layered with cash.

You're much blonder and bolder, and faster than heck
When little boy blue was found

floating face down in your heart-shaped swimming pool
you didn't flinch,

you just wrote out a check.

Your court case is long on the dockets.

Postponed indefinitely due to your deepest of pockets.
If in so many years, the law catches up with you.
You'll simply shift gears,

that's what you do.

Since, you're muffin stuffin,
truffle suckin
bronco buckin rich.

Strike another exquisite cameo pose.

What miracles your doc did

with the bridge of your nose.

And how precisely, your overbite's been adjusted.
Your posse took heat, so you wouldn't get busted.
Waves nor ripples are raised,

as your pit crew gasses up your cars.

All in, running big time tabs at the bars..

first responder the scene

to drain all available cash machines.

When your soul daddy's a jerk, acting the clown.
You go on shopping sprees, do up the town.

Move the deadwood out and haul the fresh stuff in
It's confirmed,

bearer bonds are your next of kin.

You're spoiled rotten,
ill begotten,
diamond encrusted
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fairy dusted,
richer than the richest of the rich.
filthy

stinkin

muffin stuffin,
bronco buckin,
truffle suckin
most entitled,
uber

idle

rich.

3. by Akhtar Jawad:

A Friend

Friendship is an amazing relationship,

I don't know how others understand,

I don't know how others withstand,

It is something hidden and locked by a zip.

By the passage of time,

A friend is gradually exposed,
Constituents are often decomposed,
Keeping the relations becomes a crime.

If the common interest,

Is very much alike,

And if the same thing, both dislike,
The friend is nearer than nearest.

I never found dearer than dearest,
Wish you good luck and all the best.

Friendship needs trust and sighting,
Often a friend like a comedian of Hollywood,
Says or writes some thing not very good

Ask him to explain his saying or writing.

Before changing your attitude or the behavior,
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You should inform your friend about his lacks,
Don't make his heart a wall of cracks,
You shouldn't be destroyer, act like a savior.

I didn't find a savior in my life,
Except one, my lovely wife!

4. by Bri Edwards:

Something Has Been Eating Me

This year I have turned 65?
Apparently I'm still alive.

But today will spell the last....
of much to which I've held fast.

As a kid I enjoyed each sweet treat,
and getting older I still did eat......
pies, and cookies, and also cakes,
but LESS CANDY, for goodness sakes.

I lost two close friends.....

when breakdowns caused their ends.
Where they were is now hollow;

I swore I would not, them, follow!

I now still eat some sweets,
but more so fruits and meats,
AND vegetables galore.

I'd like to chew some more.

Did I mention my “grinding” past?

Today it's ME who’ll be ground at last.

Before long, what'’s left of me will wear a crown,
but NOT due to any great renown.

Something’s been eating ME.*

AND today the grinding’s NOT for free.
[Good thing for good dental insurance.
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And I bet that "Bri” is in concurrence.]

(September 23,2013)

5. by Brian Johnston:

Hidey Holes

Where did you find safety when you were a child,
Did flight really serve you I wonder my friend?

I felt like it did me, but that was because

My mom didn’t try hard to suss her son out,

And having no fear of dark criminal plot, ?

Some empathy shown to usurper of laws.?

Her faith that my testing would not be my end?
Helped bring moderation to my running wild??.

A freestanding tub was my first hiding place,

?Its sloping back rest left a child sized retreat?

That served me quite well until seven or eight.?

When arguments scared me or Mom’s tears would fall?
My cave offered shelter away from it all.?

A chance for the terrors of day to abate,

?A child that’s not seen is quite hard to mistreat,
?Fresh adult frustration not known for its grace.??

My folks’ bedroom closet, clothes hung below shelves, ?
A naked light bulb with a string hanging down,

A door that closed tight though it had not a lock,

Just turned out to be an impregnable space.

?For on the top shelf they could not see my face?

Small boxes helped also their vision to block, ?

A climbing wall route up eight feet was its crown

?I'd patiently hide while the misdeed dissolves.?

When younger I felt that my own life was tough

?The rules of my father were simply not fair.

?But most things that scared me today seem quite mild.
Still parents are powerful, there’s no defense, ?
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And parental judgments can miss innocence.

For few trust the protests of complaining child
While word of an adult can seal an affair,

And a small child convict, who should be plaintiff.

If you are a parent please try to be true,

Have faith in son’s training, trust him to do right,
Your child’s not a stranger, don't treat him as one,
Don’t teach him to think and then childhood forbid.
I might have been boy but was never a kid.

Yes, such a good father, you killed so much fun,

As your Dad before you, day work, and sleep night.
But whatever happens I won't be like you.

Yet let this last stanza end curse if it can....

Your faults that still glow in the dark with hindsight
And kisses, I swear, oh just where did they go
Your hugs not full bodied, your stiffness with that,
For physical comfort best buy dog or cat.......

No man born more honest and not just for show
The jobs you created, a light in the night,

Few parenting skills, still...I honor the man.

April 17,2015

6. by Xelam Khan:

Medusa, The Myth Unfold

Suspend for a while your sense of query,
I am to tell you an old tragic story
Revealed unto my solemn heart

A myth that was wrongfully taught

In a far land of ancient Greece

Dwelt a highland lass in peace,

Fairer than Helen was she, in appearance
I, in lines few reveal unto you
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Her virtue and her acquaintance.

Gentle to all young and old

By heaven and earth she was extolled,

In youth she served the goddess™s temple
From soul to heart was innocent ample,
Vanity and vengeance from a heavenly figure*
Eroded the life of this maiden fair,

For the sin of temptation of heavenly race**
She was cursed and horridly deface

With venomous vipers, rattling around her neck,
That turned a being into rock

With her noxious gaze and look.

The anguish that never had quenched

A fragrance that turned into a stinky stench,
As she refused the gods to be wench.

A rustic figure with crying heart

Ah! Demon and monster she was thought.

Her cheer and bloom

Melted like a mist and made her gloom,
Her sole recreation in that dreadful park
Was to scrub and scratched dust from rock.
For years of infinity

She was blest with malevolent charity

Till Perseus the Demi-god

Beheaded her and ceased her life odd.

(bri's note: see poem's page for explanation of asterisks)

7. by Bri Edwards:

The Lettuce And Burger Address..... [long; Humor; Capitalism]

Four months and seven days ago me an' my brother Joe here
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brought to 'yas' a new diner with both sugar AND Equal, and

catsup for all.

Our competition (ha ha) cut prices to pressure us, but we countered with
a hew menu..... and topless waitresses.

There have been some skirmishes as some 'a' 'ya', our customers know.

But Joe and me are diner veterans and 'in for a penny, in for a pound', as Mom
used to say.

Remember not all diners, meaning businesses, are created equal to US, but all
diners, meaning people, ARE equal to US, and we plan 'ta' come out on top.
Many 'a' 'yas' been good and loyal customers for weeks, and

Joe and me got our Grand Opening Week, comin' Sunday through Saturday.

As always we got free medium sodas and coffee, one per customer.

And for those with five holes me or Joe punched in your loyalty cards,

you each receive a free dessert 'wit' purchase of any entrée (17 dollars or more)

How 'da ya' like that folks? Pretty swell, huh?

Tuesday and We'nesday we got live music, Jazz Tuesday and Blue Grass
We'nesday.

In the future we might get live music all the time; free for loyal customers; three
bucks a head for them without cards. Nice, huh? You betchal!

Remember loyalty cards is always available from our lovely wait staff. Take a
LOW bow girls. Nice!

Burgers and hots will still be our featured items on the menu.

We got six kinds 'a' burgers and three kinds 'a' hots.

All them come with fries or onion rings and coleslaw or ‘tato salad;

hot sauce me and Joe got for 'yas' too. Nice, huh?

But Joe and me (we're buddies as well as bro's 'ya' know?) plan 'ta’'
expand the choices to please our customers even more. That's you folks.
Fish and chips, cold sandwiches, and chili and takeout are maybe comin'.

We plan a great run here, Joe and me, see, as we continue to serve 'ya', our
friends.

We might branch out to other locations as our competitors (ha ha) wise
up and go belly up.....'fore they owe too much dough 'ta' ev'ryone.

(That's when they know they can't beat me and my brother here.)

There's been talk ‘bout lawsuits ‘bout our girls' attire (or lack of it) but

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 260



Joe and me got the city boys in our pockets. (ha ha)
Never forget we love all 'yas', our loyal customers.

And don't forget our new address here: 1200 Oceanside Avenue..this place here.
Tell your people about our great food. Thanks a bunch. Lunch too.

(Nov.2012)

8. by Ray Hart:

A Fathers Words To His Child.

Children are the gentle breezes for which parents plea.
They come they play around us then they flee.

We would hold them to our breast,

Protecting against all of life's dreadful tests.

You teach and doggedly hold.

But the day must come when they break from the mold.
With resounding break of a parental heart.

They step away, a life of their own to start.

I watched a beautiful young woman as she stepped the isle.

With maids surrounding she flashes her parents a comforting smile.
Where is the tomboy, who bowled the boys out?

And where is our back yards loudest shout.

God gives such gifts to unworthy types like me,

Here is my wealth, this is my treasury.

Even though she resides within another man's walls,
There's a part of me that remembers the mischievous calls.

My baby has grown into a woman of great strength, for sure.
And has a man that adores her, what's more.

She faces life's challenges with a tigress's might.

Amazing to watch this fearsome sight.
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From porcelain doll with features so fine

To beautiful warrior princess in such a short space of time.

But remember should God give me the wisdom to listen,

I have a broad shoulder when a tear upon cheek should glisten.

So my blessing, my love, and many hours of prayer, are given to you.

Pass your battles to Jesus and He will see you through.
May days a soft breezes, gentle sunlight, and summer flowers,
Along with sweet family laughter, encompass your waking hours.

9. by Greg Davidson:

AFTER THE FIREWORKS

I am waiting at the station,

I don’t want to wait no more,

And I'm standing in the darkness
With, it seems, three thousand more.

We have seen the New Year'’s fireworks,
Jewels exploding in the night.

We were filled with awe and wonder

At the splendor of the sight.

But now I'm waiting at the station,
For a western suburbs train,

My feet are sore and blistered

And I'm sure it’s going to rain.

I have walked the length of George Street
And trudged about the Quay,

Through the smoke from all the fireworks,
Just to get a cup of tea.

Now I'm waiting at the station,
And I don’t want to wait no more,
I have been here since one thirty
And it’s almost half past four.
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I have made a resolution,

If there’s fireworks I must see,

Then from the comfort of my lounge room,
I will watch them on T.V.

But now I'm waiting at the station,
With my mobile phone in hand,

I will send a text to all my friends;
“The fireworks, weren't they grand.”

10. by Savita Tyagi:

Feeling Normal

A little hurt from a worn out memory surfaced upon
A warm tear shed in silence wetted my cheek

In darkness life stirred and I felt wide awake

The rough remembrance didn't last long

Like a wave it receded after drenching the shore

To my surprise after effect brought a strange joy
The emotional sensation was poignant in dead of night
Like a dry earth with rain shower comes alive

I absorbed and felt the soft touch of an emotion

It caressed and left like a passing breeze

I am alive not because I breathe but because I feel
Living life with empty desolate mind is

Like a brain dead patient moving upon wheel

World is charming when we are healthy enough

To feel in heart the effect of its joy and pain

It took a little memory to jolt me back

From a week long physical and mental stupor

Life is beautiful with all its bumps and bruises

Lose not a moment to recognize its grandiose.

5.11.2015
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11. by Ray :

Bugles Last Post.

I hear the sound of the bugles last post,
And in minds eye hear wars ghosts.
From muddy trenches body strewn,
Men scream, their strong bodies hewn.

I see muddy lagoons of slush and blood,
Men cast back forehead hit by snipers thud.
A photo clings bravely to a trench wall,

A family smile, he won't see a babe crawl.

I hear the wail of the bugles last post cry,
From stretches come screams then last sighs.
Hospital ships off shore at anchor await,
Brave soldiers dying while generals’ debate.

Muddy bloody inches won and yards lost,
We ask ourselves how great the cost.

Not a carpet of men between trenches lie,
Strongmen from each side collapse and cry.

The bugle has sounded for me a last time,
I'm leaving the mud the slush and grime.
Now I'm trading the myriad fears of war,
For her lips, soft hands and a love I adore.

7/5/2015

12. by Clarence Prince:

The Fall Of Man In Eden's Garden!

This happened unto a couple many years ago
When Eve should’ve refused but didn’t say no
Instead she yielded to Satan’s sinful device

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

264



Next they both defied God’s Holy advice

And allowed Satan to lead them into trouble
Then despite it had been extremely long ago
Yet God has a plan which shall come to pass

After they allowed themselves to be enticed
Before long they knew that they were defiled
For they noticed that they were both naked
Being disobedient they fell into Satan’s trap
Then despite it had been awfully long ago
Earlier God made a decree to redeem man
And the Lord’s promise shall come to pass

Later that evening the Lord came from above

As usual He has endless compassion and love

He looked for the couple but they were hiding

He called for Adam who shouldn’t be in hiding
Satan beguiled Eve but Adam was in authority...
And so despite it had been exceedingly long ago
Yet God has a plan which shall truly come to pass

God called for Adam, he answered we are naked
How could you know now that you are naked
Have you eaten of the fruit of the forbidden tree
Thus cometh My presence you are trying to hide
We have been beguiled and so we are hiding
Then despite it had been truthfully long ago
God has a plan which yet shall come to pass

I gave you a command which you should’ve kept
You have disobeyed so for bread you must sweat
As for your clothes leaves won't properly twist

Just the furs from animals’ skin will fix betwixt

As God saw their shame He made them clothes
Then despite it had been exceedingly long ago

Yet God has a plan which shall surely come to pass

There cometh a day of salvation in the distant future
Said God, at that time I ‘God’ will send man a Saviour
He shall be known as the restorer of this very breach
His name is Jesus and by Him all evil will be crushed
Besides He will teach every man what’s right to preach
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Then despite God’s promise was extremely long ago
Jesus indeed appeared and He repaired the breach.

Here, perhaps it’s fair just to say Amen!

(all rights reserved)

13. by Clarence Prince:

Little The Bee 1

My name is Little the Bee

I'm so busy at times I get dizzy
I wish I was Winkle the beetle
He is just sneaky an cheeky
Work makes him fairly sleepy
Not me, as during spring time
I worked with the sunshine
Visiting from flower to flower
Picking up nectar and pollen
Working with all those plants
I'M fulfilling the Lord’s plans
Yearly throughout the spring

I go from flower to flower
Whilst idle Winkle the beetle
Lives freely, looking sleekly
Stays home eats corn flour

I worked with all my power
Being inspired by the flowers
Make me sings buzzing songs
Working daily in spring time
Completing the plans of the Divine
Made me of all insects unique
Says Little the busy little Bee

(All rights reserved.)
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14. by Akhtar Jawad:

Fairy Doors

Sometimes, it looks beautiful and lovely,
Our thoughtless acts and thirst of beauty,
By causing harm to the sweet beloved,
We ultimately stop the outburst of beauty.

Making fairy doors in the stems of trees,
Looks beautiful and charms exploiting,
Just like giving poison to a beautiful girl,
To make eyelids heavy and more exciting!

Please don’t poison the sweet girlfriend,
Don’t make fairy doors in the friendly stems,
She will die and her death we cannot afford,

Life is dependent on the green earthly gems.

[I, Bri, suggest looking at Akhtar's photo which shows an example of 'fairy doors'
on his poem's page on his site.]

Bri Edwards
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A Transvestite: Glen Or Glenda? ? ...... [movie
Review; Comment]

NO, this is NOT a poem about sex! But some might think it so.

I'm prompted to write, about men in dresses, by a movie made long ago.

In 1953 Bela Lugosi, of Dracula fame, and others made a very different flick.....
about a man for whom dressing-as-a-man was simply not his schtick.

“Glen or Glenda? ” was the title of the movie, about a transvestite with the name

who dithered about telling his fiancée his secret. How to tell her and when?
And HOW would she react? Would she “freak” to find he wanted to wear her
sweater?

Or would her love for him endure, and together their lives might be better?

The movie starts with a police investigation of a man’s unfortunate death.

A transvestite, arrested four times for dressing in drag*, put an end to his
breathe.

The detective sought answers about the dead man’s dilemma-of-dress.

The movie is an acted-out documentary, though part of it is a confusing mess.

Hermaphrodites and pseudo-hermaphrodites are explained to us,

but homosexuals were only mentioned in passing. [In 1953 why cause MORE
fuss! ]

It seems transvestites are “normal” men in most every “man” way.

But they crave to wear women’s clothing. For that reason, they dress up, to
women-portray

III

Bela Lugosi, seated in front of ghoulish curios, in a conservative suit,

serves as a sort-of movie moderator, and shows some amusing expressions to
boot.

Glen tries to quit his habit, which the movie blames on his childhood.

For the sake of his hoped-for marriage, he’d give up women’s clothes if he could.

I won't tell you how the movie ended, unless of course you ask.
Living “successfully” as a transvestite would seem an impossible task.

(July 28,2013)
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Bri Edwards
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Accidental Hacking ........ [humor; Computer
Security; Personal; Not Long Or Short]

You may not believe this story, but I assure you it is true.

Each week I volunteer at our library and one of the jobs I do ....

is to use Clorox wipes to sanitize the public computer section.

No germ is safe when I get going; NONE avoid detection.

As I wipe across a keyboard ....i sometimes see the screen flicker,

but I don't pause to pay attention, else my boss will shout &quot;Clean quicker!
&quot;

The other day, in the U.S. Mail, by registered mail, receipt-requested,
I got an envelope (return address &quot;NSA&quot;): I was shocked by
what.....it suggested.

It seems our country's ‘security agency' had received recent complaints.
They'd been asked by many to find a U.S. hacker .....and apply restraints.
The NSA's agents had narrowed down the list of suspects to ...... JUST ME!
It seems my random wiping of keys had caused a hacking spree.

The Russians had held back in Europe, feeling their plans were compromised.
Trump said he'd had proof, of Obama's foreign birth, stolen. (I wasn't
surprised.)

Coca-Cola claims its secret formula's been stolen; they've forgotten what it was.
Even Santa's called about hacking at the North Pole. His elves are all abuzz.

Well I called the toll free number supplied and asked for agent &quot; Q&quot;.
I explained that perhaps their suspicions were correct. What was I to DO? ?
She said &quot;For now don't DO anything. We'll send a cleaning crew.&quot;
So now each week I just shelve books. My cleaning days are through.

(May 30.2014)

Bri Edwards
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Adam And Eve (And Me) .... [long But Important! ! ;
Your Ancestors; Humor; Sharing]

I awoke [If indeed I was asleep] to a bird song from a tree.

A bright light shone down from the blue sky .... onto me.

I knew not where I was, nor how I came to be.

This was all new, but somehow I KNEW .... I could hear and see.

I could feel as well, and I had a body ............ , hairy.

I felt my body all over and found it pleasing, not scary.

Whoever made me must have REALLY thought it out.

I had two eyes for seeing, two ears for hearing, two holes in snout.

I had two arms and hands .... for grabbing things,

and two legs and feet. But (unlike birds) I had ...... no wings.

It's true I had just one navel [a silly little hole],

and just one pelvic appendage from which a yellow liquid [pee] did flow.

For the first few days I wandered "my” Garden Green,

which had plants galore, including trees-of-fruit and vines-of-bean.
There were other animals; some walked not on two, but four.
Among them were hare, and deer, mouse, and boar.

There were animals, very small, who walked on MORE than four!

I saw a few who walked on six, some on eight, AND some on more!

And I even saw some stick-like animals who walked not at all ...... ,

but slithered through the grass or dirt. One of them would be Very Tall ....
if it could balance upright on its tail. Oh, yes, some had a TAIL!

I would buy a tail for myself, but there were no stores with tails for sale.

AND, there were pools and lines of water upon the Earth,

from which I found I could quench what I KNEW ...... was my thirst.
Don’t ask ME how I knew such things, nor why I had no wings.

I suppose it was the same for the bird, who somehow could SING.

I mean one of the “first birds”, which from nothingness were wrought.
[Dont ask how I knew THAT! ]

On what I reckoned to be Day Four, I saw one like me ..... chased by a boar.
That “one”, who I came to know as “"Adam”....... , to a branch did soar.
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Well, ok, he did not “soar” like birds do; he actually did leap.
[He told me a few weeks later, that he dreamed of leaping in his sleep.]

Once the boar had wandered off, I approached Adam and, my hat, I did tip.
[Yes, I'd made a hat to block out some light from my eyes. This Garden was a
“trip”! ]

He looked down at me and said: “I've not met another like me before.”

And when he spoke, his eyes got as big as when he was chased by the boar.

“Wow, I can speak! I've never spoken before. How about that? ! ”
To which I knew I should respond somehow. [Should I tip my hat ......

again? ]
BUT, with no warning, MY mouth opened, and out came my thought.
“And I'VE never seen another like ME before. And “leaping” .... were you taught?

Then Adam came down to the grass and sat on .... his bare ass.

[You see, we had not begun to make pants yet. We were not high class.]
But before too long, Adam started to rub his side. He said he had an ache.
He said: “"Excuse me, Bri, I'm going to lie down by yonder lake ....

where I woke up (I guess) for the first time about a week ago.

Some day, when I'm feeling better, my lake home, to you, I'll show.”

We parted company, and I didn't hear from him. I worried.

After four more days, to look for him, towards the lake I hurried.

It took some time, but then I heard, from behind a bush, a moan.

I found him with a smear of blood on his side. Adam had lost a bone!

Behind another bush nearby, a new being like ourselves I found,

but unlike Adam (and myself) ..., on her chest she had two mounds, round.
And even more interesting, the pelvic appendage was missing.

AND I had a sudden, unexplained urge, to be kissing .......

it. [I mean the “being”, which I came to know as “Eve”.]

My lips, though I knew not how, knew what ...... a kiss was.

I touched mine to Eve’s lips, and she was awakened by the fuzz .....

of my hairy face. [We'd not yet learned, our faces, to shave.]

Eve opened her eyes and, if I'd had a camera, that image I would save.

[But George Eastman had not yet been born; there were no cameras yet.]

Another surprise: after our kiss, my appendage dripped something wet.
I knew not then what it might mean, but I knew it was NOT pee.
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[A week later I KNEW its use, when Eve and I went behind a tree.]

And that, Readers, is how Cain and Abel came about.

They came from me, NOT Adam, who soon became a nasty lout.

You see, some “being-like-us” (but with wings!)  had said ....
“Adam, take Eve unto yourself, populate the Earth, and make bread.”

Now, each time I took Eve unto me, out of her came only boys.
They were a joy to have around; I gave them lots of toys.

But when Adam took Eve unto him [we shared], out came only girls.
Eve seemed to favor them (the girls) : she gave them lots of curls.
So, now you know, Readers, that only half-incest occurred,

since only half-sisters and half-brothers had sex together.

You have MY WORD!

(April 8, 2015)

Bri Edwards
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Addendum To: The Seeds That Listened And Took
Action...[follow-Up To 'The.... Action'; Fantasy;
Personal; Comfort; Wishing]

In a previous poem I set the stage for this addendum to the tale

of seeds that listened to my love's wishes and took action.

Though their action left us with no Internet, or phones, or even mail,
what the seeds started, ended with our relative satisfaction.

Up from the seeds sprang imprisoning apple and grape vegetation

which managed to deny us outside communication and egress from our home,
causing my love and me an immense amount of agitation ...... , but

...as I write this addendum, my love and I have back our freedom to
communicate and roam.

After failing to hack our way out of the house with big kitchen knives,

we began to run out of food in our house, though, for two weeks, to ration we
did our best.

Then, to our surprise, the imprisoning vegetation became home to several large
bee hives,

and also the birds we used to feed built dozens of egg-filled nests.

So if we weren't real pigs, we now had, just outside our windows, plenty of eggs
and honey.

The apple trees and grape vines MAGICALLY matured, providing us with yummy
fruit galore.

Our backyard deer brought, to our windows, garden and wild veggies from
hillside plots, fertile and sunny.

Even hawks and owls left some tasty morsels caught that day or the night
before.

We had our gas and electric and water service, so those weren't a worry,

but we ran out of cooking oil and butter, so my love, the cook, had to steam or
boil.

We also ran out of milk, coffee, cocoa, cereal and flour in a hurry.

BUT what almost caused my love to crack, was running out of tea, which she
NEEDS like most plants need soil.

The life changes imposed upon us by the &quot;listening seeds&quot; were due
to their respect for my wife..... ;
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..... they had done what they had to, to fulfill her expressed wish to do without
outside communication.

But after several months, those seeds' children understood what was happening
to our life.

Sure we were surviving, but the stress (if we could REACH a lawyer) might
result in marital litigation.

Unknown to us, the seeds of the fruits we now ate &quot;spoke&quot; to the
trees and vines outside our windows and door.

One morning, for the first time in months my love and I could see the morning
sun.

The computer wire had been returned; our cell phones (our only phones) were
lying on the bedroom floor.

Once our imprisoning-bars, the apple and grape plants had withdrawn, as though
they were now on the run.

A happy ending, and a lesson learned. Careful what you wish for!
(Dec.2012)

Bri Edwards
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Agnostic-View (Mine) : God, You Blew It! (Or: God!
You Blew It.) .... [believers Beware; Personal]

I think Heaven needs a new CEO, IF........ they want my soul.

They had me in their clutches once. Now Heaven’s not my goal.

In my church they preached “God is Love” and “Jesus is the Way”.

Then, as I grew older I saw the world for what it is, and...I no longer pray.

If God is so Loving, Omniscient and Omnipotent, and Man “in His Image” is,
why do countless Men suffer while alive, and many are also sent... to Hell? Gee
whiz!

And why was my church so stubborn, denying “Evolution”? Dinosaurs are so
“cool”.

Could Noah fit ALL creatures on his boat? Does God really take me for a fool? !

Now, you diehard believers, your beliefs are yours to have, I know,

and if it turns out you’'re right and I am wrong, you can say “We told you so.”
In the meantime I'll be a "Good Samaritan” and wish you all * the best”.
NOW TI'll buy a fireproof suit,.... including hat, boots, face mask, and vest.

(November 25,2013)

Bri Edwards
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Al, My Pal ...[ Friendship; Homelessness; Luck: Good
& Bad ]

Yes, Al was my pal, and much more than that.

I met him when he was ‘down & out', busted flat,
wearing a shabby coat, homeless, and just TOO slim!
I could relate to that, as I'd been about like him.

But I got a lucky break one day, got a job and a home,
but STILL I often felt weary and most of the time ‘alone’.
My boozing dad, a nasty punch, at me, he'd often pitch.
And Mom, also beaten by Dad, was too often a nasty bitch.

At age 16 I quit school and lived often &quot;on the streets&quot;,
using, when I could, clean newspapers for my sheets,

holed up for sleep in a box at an alley's dead end.

I had food I'd beg or steal, but no job, *home’', OR friend.

Then at 18 I saved a man from drowning at a nearby beach ....
by wading chest deep and tossing him a float he could reach.
Then, as he held tight to the float, I doggy paddled to his side,
and SOMEHOW got him to shore alive; I was filled with pride.

Turns out he managed the city's bus my reward ....

he gave me a job with a small wage and &quot;room & (partial)board&quot;.
It wasn't much, to most, I know, but to me was like striking gold.

My job: cleaning buses, inside & out, and doing whatever I was told.

I felt I'd reached my pinnacle of success.I KNOW, it wasn't much,
but for two years I'd struggled, living on much, much, MUCH less.

A few months later Al came into my life as, lunch, I was eatin'.

Outside McDonald's I saw Al grab a ‘sandwich' and run, lest he be beaten.

For such a skinny thief, Al sure could run, and

FAST!

I thought: &quot;Here's one like I was.&quot;I pursued him, and found him at
last.

I had a handful of &quot;fries&quot;.He was sitting down, panting, shaking a bit.
I spoke kindly to him, offered my fries, and down beside him I did sit.
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We hit it off from the very start, and from that day we barely parted.
My boss said Al could stay with me, and soon HIS FIRST JOB, too, he started.

Al became a night guard of the idle-buses' secured parking lot.

It was sort of a &quot; make-work job&quot;.Behind the lot fence he'd patrol...
when he wasn't asleep vandalism took a dive, AND ...

I know Al and I, from then on, felt more and more alive.

On my days off we'd go to the park and do ‘what boys will do'.

We'd play catch, watch ‘the girls', and lie on the grass to view ...

kids flying kites, pigeons ‘begging' for food, and lovers strolling by.
Neither of us had a girlfriend ...though Al, from time to time, gave it a try.

We lived like that, like brothers [brother-friends] for three years.
But the day came when I was overcome by ‘buckets-full' of tears.

Al was chasing a ball I'd thrown for him to catch and he ran...

into the street, carelessly, right in front of a big brown UPS delivery van.
I doubt he ever saw it coming; I pray he felt no pain at all.

Full of life one minute, then, so suddenly, came, for Al, his final fall.

I raced to his aid but it was no driver

offered an excuse:

&quot;Gee, I'm so sorry young man; I couldn't stop,
you know?POOR dog.&quot;

(October ...15th ....2018)

Bri Edwards
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Alice In (And Out Of) .....Blunderland * ...[ Fiction;
Becoming An Adult; Parents' Desires Vs. Offspring's
Abilities & Desires ]

&quot;Alice In Wonderland&quot;, an old story, is very unique.
Now, into &quot;Alice In Blunderland&quot; I'll give you a peek.
This Alice is modern and her story is quite sad.

She tries so hard to please, but displeases ‘Mom' & ‘Dad'.

She was a pretty girl, obedient, cheerful, and kind,
BUT, as she matured, she blundered, and ....nearly lost her mind!

Her grades weren't BAD in high school, but nowhere near ‘top-notch'**,
She got into a YJunior College', and her parents closely watched.

They bought Alice a car, so she could use it to commute.
She often arrived late to class, her homework undone ‘to boot'***,

She couldn't seem to concentrate; she continued to blunder,
....Wwhich caused her mom to worry, and her dad's voice, at times, to thunder!

Her grades, never great, began to fall even lower.
She wished she could get a clerk's job, at a pace much slower!

Alice had NEVER dreamed of was her parents' wish.
SHE wished she could work at an ice cream shop.....&quot;Cone or dish? &quot;

Her parents urged her to energy had she left? ? !
Mom & Dad wanted other kids they were bereft****,

She accepted a few date offers, always coming home dragging.
Meanwhile her parents' friends, about THEIR kids, were bragging.

&quot;Our Susie just got boyfriend plans to study law.&quot;
AND: &quot;Our Fred made ‘The Dean's List' &quot;.[Alice's M & D were in awe.]

Well, Alice finally found flunked out of school.

She stopped dating, and got a job, and followed &quot;The Golden Rule&quot;:
‘Do unto others as you'd have them do unto you', ...that is to say:

‘Let others live as they can 't let YOUR needs get in their way.'
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Alice never made much money, but neither did she lose her mind! !
She wed a mail clerk, got a house, had a kid.
‘Her man', Bri, too, was kind.

(November ....20 ....2019)

1 &quot;blunder&quot;:

[noun]: a stupid or careless mistake

[verb]: make a stupid or careless mistake; act or speak clumsily
2 &quot;top-notch&quot;: of the highest quality; excellent

3 &quot;to boot&quot;: as well; in addition

4 &quot;bereft&quot;: deprived of or lacking something

Bri Edwards
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Alien's Oyster-Feast........ [fantasy; Humor? ; Alien
Invasion? ; Personal]

As I lay face-up upon my bed, strange thoughts roared inside my head.

The ceiling light’s cover seemed like a pearl, causing my synapses to swiftly
swirl.

Was I really in a house, pray tell? Or was I encased in a huge oyster shell?

Was I a man such as you might greet, or was I a great big hunk of oyster meat?

I laughed a bit at my thought; if it persisted I may become overwrought.
I had on clothes, the room was square. I was NOT oyster meat. My head had

hair!

Just as my racing mind was slowing, the room shook as if from a great wind
blowing.

The ceiling exploded. Down came two walls. I found myself staring at two huge
jaws.

The “pearl” had fallen on the bed. I was shocked beyond belief and filled with
dread.

Above the gaping jaws I spied two huge eyes; we looked at each other, each
filled with surprise.

Drops, baseball-sized, dripped from jagged teeth. They soaked me both on top
and underneath.

The odor emanating from that face...... made me wish that from it I could race.

I shivered now as if nearly frozen. Why for me had this fate been chosen?

I was not sure if I were dreaming, but that it was real, it sure was seeming.

I'd heard of beings from Outer Space which kidnap Earthlings, leaving no trace.
As I watched the visage of this beast, I was sure I'd become its “Alien's oyster-
feast”.

(December 31,2013)

Bri Edwards
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Alphabet Fun...... [fun With Letters A, B, C, Etc.; My
Rarely-Used Vocabulary; 'Bad' Vs. 'Good']

[A, a ...Around an august alphabet are actions awfully awesome.]
[The "mostly-bad” Awesome. Read onward.]
B, b...Behold Bellowing Bellicose Beasts behaving by being bad:

C, c...Conspicuously crusty critters cavort, creating citizen-concerns.

D, d...Diverse devils delve deeply, demanding dastardly deeds.

E, e..Enormous errors evolve excitedly, ensnaring every effort.

F, f...Felonious forces fleece forgiving, fearful fellows forever.

G, g...Gargantuan gargoyles gather gloomily; gazing, gawking gnomes.
H, h...Horrible hazards hinder happy, headstrong heathens.

I, i...Invisible, insidious 'injuries' inflicted inside innocent individuals.

J, j...Jealous journalists join jittery jet-setters, jiving judiciously.

K, k...Kicking Kangaroos knowingly knocking kooky kookaburras.

L, I...Licentious liberals leaving lonely ladies, ...... laughing.

M, m...Monstrous monolithic money-makers making many men miserable.
N, n...Nervous Nellies, needing needles, needlessly nodding numbly.

[The "mostly-good” Awesome. Read onward.]

O, o...Optimistic operators openly offering opportunities overflowing.
P, p...Progressive politicians pounding past petty political principals.
Q, g...Quintessential quietude quietly quelling querulous queries.

R, r...Responding rescuers resuscitating ramshackle-raft rafters.

S, s...Sympathetic society-sweethearts serving shaky seniors.

T, t..Thorough thinkers tirelessly tinkering towards triumph.

U, u...Unsung utilitarians uncompromisingly urging utilitarianism.

V, v...Voracious vegetarians vetting various vital vegetarian vittles.
W, w...Wise winning-women wanting wholesome weddings.

and
[X, x...Xanthous xiphoid xebecs xchanging xenophobes (for) xenophiles.]

[Y, y...Yesteryear’'s youngsters: yelling, yearning, yellowing. Yikes! ]
[Z, z...Zealous Zen zealots zigzagging, zeroing (in) .]
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In this case the “"Bad” outnumbered the “Good”.

I had to credit A, J, X, Y, and Z as neither.

If I'd planned better, “"Good” could have “won”; it Could.
But I'll leave it as is; I need a breather! !

(November 24,2013)

Bri Edwards

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 283



Amaryllis Belladona L.:Beware! ! 1...[ Trying To Poison
My Wife; Informational; Plants & Humans Don't
Always &quot; Mix &quot; ]

A long-stalked pink ‘flower', in U.S., is &quot;Naked Lady&quot;.
It's related to &quot;Deadly Nightshade&quot;, a plant very ‘shady’,
in that it's quite deadly to humans who consume [enough of]

..... its flesh,

‘shading' one's body in a coffin, covered with fresh mesh.

Today I brought some N.L. ‘seeds' inside to show to my mate,

and placed them in a small food dish next to her plate.

She was busy, so I said not a thing to my dear lover.

Only after she thought them ‘tiny grapes' did we BOTH discover ....
the danger!

She said: &quot;I put one in my mouth.'Twas bitter, from my dish.

Did you NOT realize the danger?Do you, my death, NOW wish? ! &quot;
She continued: &quot;I bit into one, but did not swallow.I then did

... Spit it out.

I'm ‘displeased' with you.I should punch you ....in your snout! &quot;

I said to her: &quot;I'll lookto see if ‘tis poisonous.&quot;

I DID look it up ...in less than an hour, maybe MUCH less.
Oops!'Poisonous to humans!All plant parts!But not to cows OR rabbits! '
I guess now I should THINK MORE, perhaps change some habits?
Epilogue

She's still alive, though her body looks rather thinner.

I hope that, tonight, I'll not need to fix my own dinner!

(October ....19 ....2018)

Bri Edwards
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An Apple A Day....... [apples; Health; Stupid Guy;
Humor? ; Pretty Short]

An apple a day keeps the doctor away.

At least that is what my Ma used to say.

I've got no insurance, and I don’t work too hard,
BUT there are lots of apples.... in my Ma’s backyard.

So I sat under her tree, planning to stay well for two years.

I ate apples till | thought....... they’d come out of my ears.

Well my gut nearly burst. To the hospital I was took.

Now, to the tune of two grand, I'm on the “I-owe-hospital” hook.

(August 9,2013)

Bri Edwards
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April 2017's Showcase For Poemhunter Poets ...[
Something For Everyone! ; A Collection Of Poems By
P H Members; Some May Be Shortened By Me To 24
Lines Or Less]

Last month's showcase, for me, has come and gone, ignored by many.
But, hey, that's one good thing on PH; you may read all OR not any!

I prefer to use poems not too long, so some I'll edit. Don't you fret.
Each poet may have one poem each month here. Will I get ...........
one from YOU?

IF I edit/shorten your poem I'll ask first. No whining poets do I need!
But please try to work with me. One poem each, no need for greed!

To find this showcase shouldn't take you guys and gals too long at all.
Find a PH 'Search/Find' box & type 'April 2017's Showcase'. Don't you stall.

If you care to have one of yours displayed, in a message please send to me ...
...... the Title and the Text of the poem. I then may use it IF it is ‘typo-free'.

If not, I MAY suggest some editing to be done by me or by you, the poet.

I take pride in what I display. IF I think it is ‘substandard' I MAY not show it.

Do I sound like a TYRANT? Perhaps, but it makes up for being a 'DOG' at home.
(March 27, 2017)
Bri Edwards :)

aka Brian Edward Whitaker in the ‘Real World'

TO LOCATE FUTURE SHOWCASES ON PH, SEARCH FOR poems whose titles begin
with a MONTH and YEAR, e.g. 'May 2017's Showcase'.

If you are unfamiliar with my/our 'showcases' and wish to find out more about
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it/them, PLEASE go to previous months' showcases, SOME of which are listed as
'poems' beginning with the word: 'Section'.

For now, I shall limit each poet to one poem per monthly showcase.

What follows is the complete [or under-construction] April 2017 showcase.

It first gives [[usually in the chronological order in which I obtained the poems]]
the poet names and the titles of their poems.

THE POETS AND THEIR POEM TITLES: (I'll try to put at least 30 poems by 30
poets in this list)

1 - Long Tooth

Pursuing Holiness

2 - Douglas Scotney

Slop Bucket

3 - Savita Tyagi
A New Flower

4 - Clarence Prince

Now Is The Time!

5 - Andy Brookes

Expunging
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6 - Annette Aitken

Can We Be The Only Race?

7 - Lynn W. Petty

Two Gifts Has Man

8 - Della Perry

Wintery Senses

9 - Lorraine (aka Lora) Colon

So What!

10 - Felicia Manning

If I Am Just A Character

11 - Diane Hine

Fobbed Off

12 - Tom Billsborough

Pacific Days

13 - Elisabeth Anne Wingle

Marriage Bliss Continues Because Bri Edwards Could Not Leave It Aloneaa
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14 - Kim Barney

I Love You

15 - Liza Sud [aka Liza Sudina]

[TRANSLATION to Russian of Judith Blatherwick's poem 'The Fairy']

16 - Judith Blatherwick

The Fairy

17 - Wes Vogler

A Wolf's Not My Choice To Succeed

18 - Stuart Munro

Birds Of Love

19 - Kelly Kurt

Stone In My Shoe

20 - by Elena Plotkin

I Am Lonely

I SHALL PAUSE FOR A WEEK OR SO (I think) (sometime) AFTER I
HAVE FILLED THE 20TH SLOT WITH THE 20TH POEM FROM 20 POETS.

Then believe I shall continue, unless there is an OUTCRY from the PH members
asking me to stop forever!

bri :)
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21 - Bharati Nayak

Selfie

22 - Akhtar Jawad

Promise

23 - Eugene Levich

Americans Now

24 - Lynn Paul

Urgently

25 - Is It Poetry

# 15 Sara Teasdale

26 - TAPAN Saren

Dawn

27 - Sk. NURUL Huda

Modern Life (in a developing country) .

28 - Brian Johnston

Taking It In The Shorts
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29 - Rod Mendieta

Inside The Big Subterranean City

30 - Bri Edwards

The Color Green....(Green THINGS)

Then I list [[usually in REVERSE-chronological order of when I obtained the
poems]] the poets names [again! ] and the titles and texts [[OR partial texts]] of
the poems.

For poems over 26 lines I plan to (usually) include the first and last
stanza of each poem, and other selected lines which come between the 1st and

last stanzas of the poem, indicating how many lines I skip/delete as I go along.

If the selected parts are of interest to you, you may search for the poem within
the PH system, using the Search Box on another PH page to find the complete
poem.

Good Luck! !

As mentioned above, the 'longer' poems will be shortened by me, Bri Edwards.

THE POETS AND THEIR POEMS: (I'll try to put at least 30 poems by 30 poets in
this list)

30 - by Bri Edwards

The Color Green....(Green THINGS)

I can't get this damn 'tablet' to 'paste' my poems Here!
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Please go to its page in my PH site. :)

29 - by Rod Mendieta

Inside The Big Subterranean City

Inside the big subterranean city

That strives to affirm itself apart

From the infinite, all-encompassing Ether
By the subterfuge of a thin layer of skin,
There's a thousand miniature I's

Vying for supremacy,

Enmeshed in puny little wars,

Hoping to make their squeaking

Little voices heard above the general din.

Some say ‘sleep!’

Some say ‘wake! '

Some say ‘fight! '

Some say ‘surrender! '
Some say ‘trust in me! '
Some say ‘trust no one!'

The faintest, most ill-favored one

Coming as it were, from a cowering

Little boy in the middle of a bustling crowd
Who's muttering to himself, softly,

Lips barely moving, eyes sunk in the pavement,
Is scarcely heard at all:

‘Let us all quiet down and embrace silence,
That the one Voice may speak who was
Always content with listening,

The one whole Voice that will speak for

All the fractured little ones.

If I had two cents I'd bet he will simply say:
'Sing! '

28 - by Brian Johnston

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 292



Taking It In The Shorts

Well the Universe woke up one morning and moaned,
'My God! Yesterday sure was a blast! '

'T just wish I had something to look forward to, '
'What are odds this expansion will last? '

It seems even the Universe gets some bad news,
When stars 'pop off, ' they go dark and sulk!
She's a teenager pondering all of her zits,

Even worries at times about bulk!

But the worst news may be that she isn't alone!

Are there 'Multiverse' waiting a chance?

The dance floor not wide open but crowded to boot?
Is 'Dark Matter' the end of romance?

'There are days that I swear I wish mankind weren't real, '
(She admits here to sharing the stage) ,

'All those physicists are a pox on my kazoo, '

'Thinking they (and God) see the same page!'

'Really who can imagine what God sees in them, '

'My reach infinite, their hands so small! '

'They are nothing but stardust that's lost all its spark, '
'Hard to think God would notice at all! '

(April 2,2017)

Bri's Note:

I believe Brian meant 'wazoo', not 'kazoo'; does he know the difference? !
He says shows 'ass/buttocks' as one definition for 'kazoo'. i checked and it
DOES, but i don't trust the site now.

And he says the reference to 'small' hands has to do with Donald Trump.
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27 - by Sk. NURUL Huda

Modern Life (in a developing country) .

Do you want a modern life to fit?

At first give your parents a hitting and kick a bit,

Hold your wife's hand and take the flat's keys and Kits,

Pass the time with pet dog Tomy and hang a T. V the wall befits,

Visit parlors to give you a cosmopolitan looks and manners to meet,
Frequent the theatres or halls to watch dramas like Lear or of latest hit,
Book a flight and try to cross the border as your colleagues do to make you
defeat.

26 - by TAPAN Saren

Dawn

The great bright star is not yet awake,

Still a heavenly light has lit up the sleeping earth.

A brisk wind ruffles the fresh spring leafage in mirth,
And the dawn chorus proclaims the daybreak.

The twilit woodland paths are in blossoms drest,

Oh, the mild wild dove still broods at rest!

The virgin flowers in the dell joyfully their heads nod
As the wasps are not arrived to suck and hoard.
Dewy are the fields of green corn,

A thin cloak of mist clothes the red cherries,
Mirroring the rich palm trees

Silently the slow stream runs on.

Hush! The grey hills yonder

Laughs the Morn! Do you hear?

Lo, the silvery east! A blessed day foretold!

O romantic Artist, how beautifully You adorned the dawn!
My blithe soul wishes to jump out of the mold!

O bountiful God, mysteriously lovely is Your art- -
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Cannot my empty brain understand
But can only be felt by the heart.

25 - by Is It Poetry

# 15 Sara Teasdale

Why should I care about rain and or snow,
About leaves that are green?

Or all the trees that you climbed that are seen,
Summer was ours by the sea.

But care I confess that I do.

Taken from me as a leaf caught up in the wind,
Trapped in a wave, a wave none could see.
There we once we're and now we're both here,
Silent and still, lost without love and no peace.

24 - by Lynn Paul

Urgently

Money...$

What For?

Sharing

Not sure

For bills, need more
Money.

Money...

Plant a seed

It is what we all need
I want to plant you URGENTLY
A Money tree.
Money,

Is it for giving?
Money

High cost of living
Money.

Money,
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Such crime

Money,

People doing time

Money.

Money...

Touching, everyone's hands
Germs galore; who cares I have plans
For money.

Money...

Does it make the world turn
Yes, No

One day we will learn. $$$$$$$$$$$$

(Copyright Reserved May 2014)

Poet's Notes:

'Aha aaah.... all the things I could do, If I had a little money'.....
Abba Song -

Bri's Note:

'Urgently' was inspired by the song 'Money, Money, Money' by ABBA.

23 - by Eugene Levich

Americans Now

They are informed of their needs by TV ads
They don't write long letters to their loved
They tweet

They don't grow corn and tomatoes
Or skin out a deer
Hanging from a scotch pine

They don't look into faces and hearts

Only into Facebook
That compendium of moronic nonsense

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

296



Their vegetables come from hot houses
Their meat in packages

Everything plastic wrapped

Like their lives

22 - by Akhtar Jawad

A Promise

Time of parting is approaching, it's close,
eyes ready to snap for the heart your pose,
that's all I need, you have turned your face!
Come back sweetheart you know your place,
I know your hairs are silk and shining,

but the eyes with a red and wink lining!
what are you hiding are these your tears?

I don't understand your doubts and fears!
Turn, let me write a promise on your lips,

in the new world too, you'll have my sips,

a creeper of grapes, you'll drink its wine,

I am only for you and you are mine!

(Promise of a dying spouse)

Bri's Note:

I'm waiting for Akhtar to tell me 'wink' or 'pink’.

21 - by Bharati Nayak

Selfie

I selfie

To capture my image
Capture with me

My loved ones
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My surroundings
The tree, temple, palace and sea

To capture

Who are

With me at the moment

As the moment

Will slip away

In the next moment

It will be past.

The tree will not come back
To me where I reclined

In that moment

For support

Got the shade

Got the cool oxygen

I want to capture

The flower

Whose fragrance and beauty
Enchanted me

I want to capture

The beauty of the birds
Who fly making a 'V' sign under
The clouds so dark

I want to capture with me
The blue waves of the sea
The waves that rise and fall
With my emotions

I want to hold

In my camera

The cool moon

The warm sun

The green grass

The mother earth
Everything I love

Seen and unseen

And wait to see and hold
All the blessings of God.

20 - by Elena Plotkin
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I Am Lonely

'T am lonely' said my one and only,
'Fear not dear heart I am here to stay, '
'T am lonely' lamented my one and only.
'Fear not dear heart I shan't go away.'
'lI am lonely' cried my one and only.

'So am I dear heart, so am I'

[(c) 2016 Copyright Elena Plotkin]

Poet's Notes:

Sometimes we can be surrounded by people who love us and yet we can't help
but feel lonely and all alone. Unfortunately when we retreat into ourselves and
our feelings we end up deserting those who are there for us. This poem is about
how loneliness can beget loneliness. The cycle stops when we cross the lonely
divide and reach out to those on the other side.

19 - by Kelly Kurt

Stone In My Shoe

Calling at three in the morning
Dropping by when I'm busy
You spin my world around

‘Til I'm nauseous and dizzy

'Can I borrow your car? '
Is frequently asked

But then it's returned
With just a gallon of gas

You bum half my cigarettes

And purloin my lighter

Ebenezer Scrooge's purse strings
Couldn't be any tighter
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I've seldom suffered a nuisance
As annoying as you

You're like walking a mile

With a stone in my shoe

18 - by Stuart Munro

Birds Of Love

who gave the birds voices
Who gave them their songs
Who gave them the trees
For them to sit on

From early morning

Till the end of the day
They sing songs for Jesus
To brighten his day

Sing on, sing on,

With the birds of peace
All the little birds of love
Keep singing on to me
Sing on, sing on

All the birds in the trees
Sing on

17 - by Wes Vogler

A Wolf's Not My Choice To Succeed

Well, I just had a lovely old read
Called 'Dog Master'. It's of the deed
Of taming man's friend.

It's his will you must bend.

And a wolf's not my choice to succeed.

Circumstances just had to be right
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To avoid a death-struggling fight.
And son of a gun

I think it could be done!

The author convinced me he's right.

16 - by Judith Blatherwick [see #15, below, for Russian translation]

The Fairy.

The moonlight glistened softly
On the leaf strewn forest floor.
Its silver light touched briefly
On a little fairy door.

The door drew open slowly

And a small shy face emerged.
She wasn't sure, but round her
Kind and friendly voices urged.

As she looked around her

She saw beauty. She saw love.
She wandered in this freedom
As the moon shone up above.

She became more trusting
And decided she would try
To stretch her wings a little.
Maybe one day she could fly.

But as she gently fluttered
And a joy in her awoke

She forgot to take care
And her fragile small wings broke.

Bri' Notes:
I changed 'It's' to 'Its' in line 3.

See Liza Sud's translation to Russian, below]
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15 - by Liza Sud

[TRANSLATION to Russian of Judith Blatherwick's poem 'The Fairy']

P??7?7?7° ?7?7?7° ?7?7°7°07°7°7? 27?27?7727

14 - by Kim Barney

I Love You
I can't remember ever telling my mother that I loved her.

Probably I did, when I was little, but I just can't remember.
She passed away when my youngest sister was only four.
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It bothered me for years that I couldn't remember
if I had ever told her that I loved her.

Before my father passed away, I made sure
I told him that I loved him.

He lived for many years; she died young.
We never know how much time we have left.
Who's in your life that needs to hear those three words?

Don't leave her life in disarray;
Tell her that you love her today.
How long since she's heard?
You must give her the word
TODAY, without delay!

13 - by Elisabeth Anne Wingle

Marriage Bliss Continues Because Bri Edwards Could Not Leave It Aloneaa

So you speak for all men now?

Is that what I'm hearing?

By the way your nose hair could use a good shearing
You say that beauty is skin deep, indeed

But a woman still wants her knight on a steed

You put ice in your scotch?

No thanks, I'll have mine neat

Your sock drawers nearly empty? Put in a load

If you recall, the machine is covered in mold

I'll do what ever I choose!

You can polish your own damn shoes

Hearing ' It's that time of the month' or ' I've a headache' make you sore?
Satisfy your woman and she'll come back for more
Women also work 9-5

But, the question is not. 'What the hell gives?

The question is, 'For whom does she live '
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12 - Tom Billsborough

Pacific Days

Washing the barrier reef, the Coral sea,
Brings fresh nutrients to the coral blooms,
Chrysanthemums in splendour

Where fishes of deep orange, blue

Wide banded black and yellow

Flit without collision

Gingerly for shelter

From sharp marauding sharks,

Whilst dark brown turtles hover over them
Like passive guardian angels or dispassionate stars.
The shallow water here is a pale azure
The deeper cobalt merging into indigo
And stays so colour fast for a thousand
Miles and more as we sweep eastwards
To azure once again,

The pale waters and white shores of Vanuatu.
The vast Pacific now begins,

Wide as lovers' smiles, relays our dreams
Past islands with evocative names

Fiji, Tonga, Tahiti and Tuamotu

Avoiding the doldrums of our days

And finally to Chile and Peru.

The earth is mostly water. So are we.
Our nutrients flow round us too,
As those awash within the Coral sea.

11 by Diane Hine

Fobbed Off

What's in it for me?
he wondered.

Too small to be socks
that little box
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under the Christmas tree.

Last year she'd given him....what?
some thingamabob...

oh yes - a safety pin and ribbon,
saying, ‘It's a ribbon fob

to pin to your pocket.'

The year before that...

it was something flat....

oh yes - a fabric square and thread.
‘T'll vest your vest a pocket, '

she said.

So this year, not unreasonably

he wondered if that little box
might be a pocket watch

or key.

10 - by Felicia Manning

If I Am Just A Character

Death,

I once feared you so,

Before learning life is a play,
And we all play

A role.

Big players,

Small players,

Equally important parts,
We each serve our purpose,
Then our exit scene

We depart.

Death,

I once feared you so,

One day you will take me,

And everyone that I know,

Yet by you I will not be smitten,
For I know,

A new play is always being written.
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9 - by Lorraine Colon

So What!

So what if love proves to be untrue,

And from us on tattered wings it flies,

Long ago deceit made its debut,

Since, many tears have dampened our eyes

So what if the night denies us sleep

And we wring our hands, pacing the floor,
Many times, the nightbird heard us weep -
It's not like we've not done this before

So what if we believed every lie,

How sweetly they fell upon our ears!

Is this now a reason to deny

Truth a chance to turn the tide of years?

So what if too long we've played the fool -
Can we not pretend it's been a dream?

Or perhaps, better to kick the stool....

Let dawn find us dangling from the beam

8 - by Della Perry

Wintery Senses

My wintry friends were out today

Waving cold, bare arms in the breeze,
'Hello friend, ' whispered the trees.

Above them black crows danced in the air,
Swaying, up and below grey clouds,

Singing sweet songs so proud.

I stood still and listened hard,
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Factory hammers growled and groaned,
While cars sped by and moaned.

In the air I could smell the Spring,
Trying to push through the ground
Daffodils tried to be found.

Upon the ground a feather flew,
I wonder if the bird knew
of a missing, soft feather now by my shoe?

I tasted an icy, clear dew drop,
Cold and damp upon my tongue,
A wonderful feeling that didn't last long.

I feel so lucky that I can hear,
Smell, touch, taste and I can see,
I am so lucky to be me!

Poet's Note:

A poem I wrote to help the children at work.

7 - by Lynn W. Petty

Two Gifts Has Man

Beneath this old oak tree, I pondered why
The primal gloom of pain on faces passed.
What is the answer to the question asked?
'It is within, ' came chilling words nearby.
It was the Angel Death who made reply.
'It's soul asleep that causes man his cast.
The image of himself has held him fast.
To say the fault is his he will deny.'

'"Two gifts has man; a shaft of golden light,

A two-edged sword that cuts the bonds of mind.
The other gift, the knowledge that 'T AM".
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Identity holds man within his plight,
Forgetting his creation, he is blind.
It's man who daily crucifies the Lamb.'

Poet's Note:

Form: Italian Sonnet

6 - by Annette Aitken

Can We Be The Only Race?

Can we be the only race?

Is there something else in space
in this unknown universe

surely we are not alone.

Can we be the only race?

in the vastness of this empty space
or many worlds of awesome wonder
planets orb in a different colour.

Galaxies from near and far
mingling within the brightly stars
dashing through the milky way
Could this be the place they play?

I often watch the sky at night

to catch a glimpse or maybe sight
something floating in the sky

spy odd shapes go whizzing by.

Is it fact or myth we hear
celestial bodies did appear.
hyped up stories in the papers

Do we believe the words of others?

I do not think we'll ever know
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unless they crudely knock our door
to let us know from outer space.
No, you are not the only race.

5 - by Andy Brookes

Expunging

Get rid of old pages, lose the dross
throw them out it is no loss.

look at the old and the new,

then up in smoke and up the flue.

Sweep out the cobwebs, do not fear,
get rid of those you don't hold dear.
Spring's soon here, so clean them out,
and be ruthless have no doubt.

no point in hanging onto trash,
just take stock but don't be rash
nothing in this world will last,
blow the dust, shake and blast.

sometimes it's better to realise,

it's old and tarnished, no surprise
I'm certain sure you know, because,
my work's not precious, never was

Bri's Note:

As I sometimes do, usually with the author's permission/blessing,

I have done some minor editing on Andy's poem. 'Realise’' is the
way 'they' spell 'realize' in some 'backward' countries; hee-hee.
Andy's is NOT the only poem I've edited/'corrected' in this showcase.

4 - by Clarence Prince
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Now Is The Time!

Now Is the Time

What can we do?

Or who can help

Our world is in @ mess
Truly, a deliverer we need
Whom man may believe
One to sift and to out weed
Every human's evil deed
And makes way for love
That hatred may decrease
We need such a guide
Now is the time

From the East to the West
Hardly anywhere is best

Man keeps on losing control
And daily we are losing souls
Owing to shortage of love
That hatred may decrease

A real deliverer, we need

We need such a guide

Now is the time

[skip 7 lines]

Again, what can we do?
Or who can help

We need a guide

Now is the time

(All rights reserved)

3 - by Savita Tyagi

A New Flower

Upon the grave of the old
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A new flower blooms.
Sadly it never knew the
Loving nurturing hands of a Gardner.

The Gardner sleeping in the grave
Left the plant alone.
Yet it blooms to add its beauty to the old grave.

The rising sun gave it warmth,
The rain nourished the plant,
And the protective wind kept it in her watch.

Fighting against all odds of life
With her nature given might
The tiny flower blooms

Upon the grave of the old.

Now it wishes to be plucked

To be part of a bouquet.

Let someone make it part of a lovely arrangement.
Or is it his fate to wither alone?

To be perished upon the grave of the old!

(3.9.2017)

Poet's Notes:

Dedicated to the children of the world, left alone through war and other
calamities.

2 - by Douglas Scotney

Slop Bucket

To laugh is rire

and to chatter, garrire,

from which comes garrul-ous,
-ousness and -ity,
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which, oh by the way,
how do you do,

share a Chambers' page
with gardyloo.

A city

used to be otherwise called
after words called

to warn passers-by

that slops

were about to be thrown

out the window.

Gardyloo! was Edinburgh,
after gare de |'eau!

whose shortened form gare d'eau!
was Paris

(with a double e) -
known today

as gare de pi-pi!

Poet's Notes:

rire - French; garrire - Latin;
Chambers Dictionary

Gare de I'eau = look out for the water
pi-pi = wee.

1 - by Long Tooth

Pursuing Holiness

Oh my God! Help me find understanding!
And not just of Yourself, also Man,

Let me search for the truth, undemanding,
Or in seeking self-worth in your plan.

Help me see life on Earth with Your values,

Guide me where I should be with Your heart,
Make 'to walk in Your way' my decision,
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And the servant's role most favored part.

Let humility grow to be gifting,

And in service discover rewards,

May my poems be read as uplifting,

And life's symphony heard in their chords.

Let me honor Your Son with each day's break,
And His name be a rock for my prayers,

May I be faithful witnhess for Love's sake,

And reveal Him in all my affairs.

And when night comes, at last, let me thank You,
For the times that You stood by my side,

Mystic ingénue, pursued by Christ's love

May His love for me be all my pride!

March 7,2017

Thanks, Readers and contributors, for your assistance in....

(hopefully) making the APRIL 2017 'Showcase' a success!
H) bri edwards

[[aka Brian Edward Whitaker (in the 'Real World") 11

Bri Edwards
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April 2018 Showcase Of Poems For And Written By P
H Members ....[ Some Of This And Some Of That;
Some Are Lean And Some Are Fat; From My List Of
‘favorites’' ]

My PH &quot;Main Page&quot; says that I, Bri, am 70 years young; SOME say
&quot; OLD&quot;!

For goodness sake, I'll not be 70 till the end of June; PH I must NOW scold! !
But THAT is ‘neither here nor there'.It's time to begin my monthly task ...

of letting you view some poems I've enjoyed, ............ not that YOU've asked ...
me to do !

I think I have ten picked out so far.I did not (yet)ask permission to use ANY,
but if one submits poems to PH, one &quot; must&quot; be &quot;in for a pound,
if in for a penny&quot; ***!1 1

As usual, I accept submissions of poems to me for my consideration as well,

but I don't guarantee I'll use them, ....even though I may think the poets are
swell,

i.e. ‘nice people'.

If YOU submit a poem PLEASE send to me the link to its PH page if available,
sending to me as a ‘Message’, ...... as long as it's not too &quot;heavy&quot; to be
mailable! !

(March ....20th ..... 2018)

*x* [from J&quot;For example, All right, I'll drive you all the way there—in for a
penny, in for a pound. This term originally meant that if one owes a penny one
might as well owe a pound, and came into American use without changing the
British monetary unit to dollar.&quot;

Bri Edwards
aka Brian Edward Whitaker
aka ............. bri :)

Any questions? Feel free to ask! Or you can look at some earlier showcases [all
found in my list of PH poems] for guidance.
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The POETS, the titles, and ‘partial links' to each poem's page (when poem has a
PH page!) :

I THINK THERE ARE POEMS BY 8 MALES AND 9 FEMALES, ...but who really
knows for SURE! ? IT doesn't matter (much) , but I tried

to have equal numbers of females and males........ damn! I just can't 'count
straight' tonight! ! I The total (I think) is 17 poems from 17 poets.

A .... Lodigiana Poetess

title: Age- Bring It On! !'!
‘partial link': /poem/age-bring-it-on/

B .... Simone Inez Harriman

title: Love Takes Hostages
'partial-link': /poem/love-takes-hostages/

C .... Brian Johnson

title: I Call Him Friend...aka...Ph: Friend: I Call Him Friend
'partial-link': /poem/ph-friend-i-call-him-friend/

D .... Laurie Van der Hart

title: Happy Hens!
'partial-link': /poem/happy-hens-2/

E .... Carl Austin

title: Death Bed
'partial-link' /poem/death-bed-18/

F .... Kostas Lagos
title: In Vain?

'partial-link': /poem/in-vain-16/
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G.... Valsa George

title: Morning Musings
'partial-link': /poem/morning-musings/

H.... NHIEN NGUYEN MD

title: Two Cats Napping
'partial-link' /poem/two-cats-napping/

I.... Lora Colon

title: No Time To Waste
'partial-link': /poem/no-time-to-waste-5/

J.... Tom Billsborough

title: Invasions Of The Poltergeist
'partial-ling': /poem/invasions-of-the-poltergeist/

K.... Loke Kok yee

title: Death In The Bush - The Sow
'partial-link': /poem/death-in-the-bush-the-sow/

L.... Aqua Princess (The Princess is)

title: Rude
'partial-link': /poem/rude-5/

M.... Ruth Walters[Ruth just changed &quot;Sherry&quot; to &quot;Jelly&quot;!
]

title: Jelly Belly
'partial-link': /poem/jelly-belly-2/

N.... Andy Brookes

title: Change Down
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'partial-link': /poem/change-down/

O.... Howard Simon

title: Old Age
'partial-link': /poem/old-age-26/

P.... Rose Marie Juan-Austin

title: My Still Bank
'partial-link': /poem/my-still-bank/

Q.... Nudershada Cabanes

title: A Rainy Night
'partial-link': /poem/a-rainy-night-8/

The POEMS, the authors, and the ‘partial links' to poem pages:

A .... AGE- BRING IT ON! ! ; Lodigiana Poetess; /poem/age-bring-it-on/

Age- Bring It On! ! | - by Lodigiana Poetess

When I hit 80 I'll wear pink......

And I won't care what others think,
‘cause I'll be old enough to know
that I'm the boss of me!

I'll dance without shoes- in the nude,

and no one dares tell me that's rude.

I'll swear and cuss and drink neat gin,
and when I've done I'll start again.
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I'll braid my hair, what's left of it
and take up smoking finest ‘shit’.

A tattoo on my cheek I'll ink

and just not care what others think!

I'll get bejazzles done ‘down there',
And wear short skirts so people stare.
Go clubbing till the morning light,
eat, drink and smoke

Get really tight!

I won't control the things I say

I might even decide I'm gay..

I'll swipe on tinder left and right,
and partay every single night

So bring it on-I want to age

and move up to this crazy stage.
Life's boring when you must behave,
Cause being young makes me a slave!

Bri's Notes: This contains some words I was unfamiliar with. &quot;Partay&quot;
IS another form of &quot;party&quot;.There is a fantastic illustration on the
poem's page.

B .... LOVE TAKES HOSTAGES! ; Simone Inez Harriman; /poem/love-takes-
hostages/

Love Takes Hostages- by Simone Inez Harriman

Have you ever been in love?

Love is always patient and kind

It is never jealous

Love is not complicated or conceited
Indifferent or selfish
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Love endures all adversity

Ready to trust and forgive

Love takes no pleasure from pain
Love does not lie or cheat

Or begin and end in vain

Have you ever been in love?

It rips open your chest
Stealing your vulnerable heart
And from then on

Your life is no longer yours

Love takes hostages

It's hostile

Intimidating, humiliating

A Kkick in the guts that messes you up

It hurts, it's heartless

And leaves you crying alone in darkness

And a simple phrase like:
'Maybe we should just be friends'

Turns into a bloodied glass splinter
Slowly skewering all hope
Stabbing, piercing, cutting
Profoundly wounding

For there is no bargaining

No mercy
And during this killing
This murdering

When all is said and done
A monster you become

C.... I CALL HIM FRIEND; Brian Johnston; /poem/ph-friend-i-call-him-friend/
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I Call Him Friend- by Brian Johnston

I have a friend with no bound'ries, no corners,
Preferring to just sleep around,

If he should vanish, I know where I'll find him,
For sure, a new girlfriend he's found.

As a lover, I know, he is quite ardent,

The passion he shows you seems real,

But then there's a change, he's like weather's brother,
You've suddenly lost your appeal.

In spite of this weakness, he remains loyal,

To ex-wives, ex- girlfriends, it's true,

Though now just a friend, if you get in trouble,
There's nothing that he wouldn't do.

I have had girlfriends at whom he's made passes,
These days I accept it with mirth,

For we have been buds now for so many years,
His weakness? I witnessed its birth.

In East African Peace Corps we were best friends,
We too both had girlfriends at home,

Faithfully writing girls we hoped to marry,
Neither had thoughts we'd ever roam.

It was bad news when a letter from home said,
His love joined a sorority,

All bets were off then, her letters less frequent,
He was no more, her priority.

I watched as he entered a downward spiral,
Working on roads to help bushmen,

My weekly letters a painful reminder,

He might not see, his love again.

I think that she tried to let him down easy,
But he felt her slipping away,

A better choice perhaps, to make him angry,
Less of a loss, she didn't stay.
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This marked the beginning, behavior now different,
Love cheapened somehow going to bars,

With many others contracted diseases,

Romance's lost home - under stars.

I think to this day he carries this wound and
Takes blame for a roll of the dice,

One life changing event, so filled with portent,
Surrender to love was its price.

D.... HAPPY HENS! ; Laurie Van der Hart; /poem/happy-hens-2/

Happy Hens! - by Laurie Van der Hart

What would we do without wonderful eggs?

From cheerful chickens strutting about on two legs?
But no, that's not the life of a battery hen

Cooped up in a cage, or a crowded CAFO pen

In our house, Friday is, happily, egg day
Our old man neighbour brings us a tray
Of delicious eggs, some with double yolks
Hand-picked by him just for us folks

From the little hen house in his yard
Which is not ideal, but I tend to regard

It as a lot better than a factory farm
Where chickens come to much more harm

But it bothered me that we didn't ever see

Our feathered friends who feed us continuously
Just heard their gentle coo-curroos

And the occasional cockadoodledoos

And when mid-winter struck

My neighbour was out of luck

No eggs from the feathered crew
Or only very few
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For they had to use all their strength
Just to build up a bit of warmth

And no energy left to provide us
With perfectly packaged breakfasts

But this year something surprising occurred
I was overjoyed one day when I heard

The chickens celebrating in the yard
Running about free as the birds they are

Old man let them feed on his pumpkin vine
Oh, they were having such a fine time!
Being chickens - free to scratch in the dirt
Chase each other around and flirt

And when the vine was all eaten up

I thought the chickens would get locked up

Again in their house, but the old man let them be
And they continued to about walk about carefree

They got their daily food - scraps from the bistro
Nutritious nettles fetched daily from the meadow
Even when winter came, they'd go sleep in the pen
At night, but by day they were in the garden again

And what was his reward for his humanity?
For helping the chickens keep their sanity?
Eggs the whole winter through!

Yes, I promise, I'm telling you true

Poet's Notes:
A CAFO is a concentrated animal feeding operation, also known as a factory
farm.

I'm not sure why the hens kept laying eggs through the winter. Maybe because

they kept themselves warmer moving about the yard. And/or maybe because
they were happier.
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E.... DEATH BED; Carl Austin; /poem/death-bed-18/

Death Bed- by Carl Austin

As I stroked her coarse grey hair
And squeezed her bony hand
Was she aware?

We all laughed at her little ways
As thoug