Three poems

I.

Smooth Winds

from the Ocean above

you (literally) hear

SEAGULLS,

singing of love

and starvation.

However, 

the bars and the 

salvation soldiers

don‘t fight,

but work,

to survive.

II.

„Dream DREAMS,

aye, but live them first …“

He sits. Stone? Bronze?

Who knows? On Commonwealth,

Hunchback,

Firemen, Horns (loud!),

drive like crazy,

TV.

III.

Remember the Songs from TWILIGHT,

the Rhythm and vanishing Chimes,

The Melodies, Memories, Maladies, 

the Lyrics and Colors and Rhymes.

Recall the Hyms of Sunshine,

of glimmering, shimmering Light.

Pull 'em out of the Dark, 

the Night, your Heart,

the troublesome Graveyard inside.

Sing it out, even louder, and whistle

the wonderful Tunes from the Past - 

share the Beauty of Music made up from your Life,

let IT come, keep IT here, make IT last.

East Topsham 22./23.3.97

Boston 25.3.97
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