(Sonnet)
A Letter of Resignation

I give up. I give up. I won’t give in, 
there’s no inch to give in my sovereign song,
squeezed to the core, now I bleed chestnut ink 
there’s no sweet in the bitter taste of wrong.

Write pen, then take me to the place of dreams
to plant my feet, let justice bloom again,
I will not bend backwards, break my bones, lean
on my elbows, heavy with the burden

nor will I hold my tongue. I spit wild words 
from my throat without any explanation
for I owe you none. Last night, speckled birds
gathered at dusk, the cloud becoming one.

Where in your body do you carry pain?
My birds roost under my left shoulder blade.









(Villanelle) 

Kinstsugi You

There’s always a passing place
on a narrow road
I know – I waited there today.

You nod, raise a hand, thankful 
you don’t have to go
backwards, unwinding, unlaced.

There’s a crack in your smile, sure
there are things you know
you didn’t know yesterday. 

You don’t have to pour
yourself out, really – you know
you can keep yourself contained, safe. 

Tomorrow, there will be more, 
you can be any shape – you know, 
this broken laugh crackle glazed.

Today, you don’t have to fall 
so bloody hard, yes – you know,
you can gather yourself, embrace
your pieces golden, today.

(Pantoum: a series of quatrains, with the second and fourth lines of each quatrain repeated as the first and third lines of the next. The second and fourth lines of the final stanza repeat the first and third lines of the first stanza.)

The Lost Acres

Born in the roots of a chestnut tree
the poet’s words grew
spun into threads of blossom
her story captured by the sun.

The poet’s words grew
wild and shameless
her story captured by the sun	
scattered on the land.

Wild and shameless
her words travelled on the wind
scattered on the land
planting poems like seeds.

Her words travelled on the wind
born in the roots of a chestnut tree
planting poems like seeds
spun into threads of blossom.







My invented form – Musical Signatures. (I have been experimenting with writing poems using the different musical signatures as syllables and stressed syllables. In The Waltz, the first line is a: boom, chink, chink pattern. The red line is a chink, boom, chink pattern to give the feeling of discord. High Entropy in Odd Time, is 5/7)



 The Last Waltz
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High Entropy in Odd Time 

Somewhere between states
nevertime	there’s always time
to walk in the rain
to stand still	to ask questions
always ask questions
always leave	the door open
order exists here
in chaos	here pupating
everywhere scattered
discarded	random moments 
are drawn together
making mountains	from stardust
the arrow of time
this small window 	is fleeting	
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