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I'M A LONER 
 
I'm something like an empty page 
A border town or desert sage 
The ball that leaves the batter's cage 
The dangling light behind backstage. 
I'm a loner you see. 
 
I live in almost every town 
I'm the one who always hangs around 
You will find me mostly sitting down 
Or on the pavement that I pound. 
I'm a loner you see. 
 
I'm the hole in a pair of socks 
The space I a popcorn box 
The shadow of a silver fox 
The door that has the broken locks. 
I'm a loner you see. 
 
I'm a lover with a special tie 
I need a lot of open sky 
I always have to say goodbye 
I'm the one who for the world must cry. 
I'm a loner you see, I'm a loner 
That's me! 
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The winter rye slipped through my fingers 

Just as if I had sown a thousand times before. 

Naively I threw it about 

Letting it fall on sand, gravel, clay, 

And oh yes, some freshly laid loam. 

Where it fell, really didn't matter. 

The point was, I realized 

It was the first time in my life 

That I ever gave anything back 

To this earth, and that, 

Is realization! 

 

 

 

The man who was talking, regarded himself very highly. 

He was an important man, a producer who knew how to get 

things done. 

He spoke with a stern authority, and demanded silence 

From his sensitive audience. 

He seemed to have everything under his control 

But didn't, as this one knows. 
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We all do make a difference 

In this world we came to see. 

So why not make it positive 

So others too might be. 

And during times of trouble, 

When it seems you can't go on 

Remember; we are always 

Right where WE belong. 

 

 

 

 

Behind your smile, the tears they show 

And in your eyes a lonely glow 

From a heart that's sad, and saying so. 

Confused and bored you try to hide 

Playing your role with a social pride 

While deep inside, you hunger and thirst 

To find out why, you must come first. 

Break away, break away, break away how? 

Tomorrow is never, and never is NOW. 

Just look and see, everything new 

And remember while looking. So are YOU! 
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NOTHING MATTERS! 

 

 

 

Every now and then 

I have this dream of you 

Every now and then  

It seems so real 

Every now and then 

I wish that it was true. 

Every now and then 

It's you I almost feel 

And it's hard for me to believe 

After all these years 

In dreams your face to me still reappears 

Just at is was on that first day memory kept 

When innocence and shyness finally met. 

Never did I realize the youth we both had shared 

Or what it meant to me as if I cared. 

So how did I know this time would rise again 

In this dream I have of you 

Every now and then. 
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Memory is meant to serve 

Not to master. 

 

 

 

 

I would if I could, but I can't 

It seems like a negative chant 

For heaven to see, I must let it be 

Yet I would if I could 

But I can't. 

 

 

 

 

As a leave drops from a tree 

So, do we. 
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Mammoth dark shadows loom 

Stars distant keep. 

Late September without moon 

Somewhere fast asleep. 

Geese passing north to south 

Honking through this night 

I feel their warm beneath the wing 

And sense I too in flight. 

My nostrils fill with cold night air 

And birds I cannot see 

When from the distance hear this call 

That echoes back; for me. 

 

 

 

 

You touch me as soft summer rain 

Moved me as warm gentle wind 

Fed me where new life begins 

Woke me to THIS; as an end. 
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Whales beach 

Themselves. 

 

 

 

 

Moon full, crickets play. 

Our brook meanders along its way. 

Stars keep their distance watch 

As clouds follow, mountain tops. 

Trees caught in lunar light 

Drop their shadows on this night 

Moon full, rising slow, seeing things; 

I don't know. 

 

 

 

 

There are people who need a cause, 

Any cause.... Because! 
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We are ALL, 

One of THEM! 

 

 

 

 

Have you ever watched leaves dance on a tree 

And thought to yourself, they're dancing for me. 

Have you ever watched trees wave their arms 

That touched inside, where everything calms. 

Have you ever watched clouds pass you by 

And suddenly realized, there's only ONE sky. 

Have you ever looked at another's face 

And saw in part, one full of grace. 

Did you ever take a look for yourself 

When in all that we see, we see the one self  

And; KNOW! 
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Tree outside our window Tall 

Wrinkled bark, scared and all 

You survived the cutter's fall 

And now the joy, to one and; All. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Nerves thrill and excite 

As a warm liquid ignites 

And fibers beyond their limits; 

SCREECH! 
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Silver birch golden leaves 

Star among all other trees 

Glistening from this mornings sun 

You are chosen as the ONE 

For eyes to feast and take respite 

In leaves that show translucent light. 

Golden leaves radiance spills 

And for this moment, something 

Stills. 

 

 

 

 

Rules are made for someone else in mind. 

For you and me it becomes a bloody, 

Crime. 
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Stars, never 

Shoot; themselves. 

 

 

 

 

Oh my wandering Jew 

So many times 

I abused YOU 

And still; YOU 

Grew! 

 

 

 

PEOPLE DO THAT! 

 

 

 

Some days are made for war 

Some days are made for love 

While every day between, are mixed 

With the above. 
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NO MORE! 

 

 

One sound 

Deserves Another. 

 

 

 

The sun doesn't rise 

Shining yesterday's light. 

 

 

 

Winter widow, city girl 

Living in another world. 

Wishing for a different life 

Whether single whether wife. 

Illusion has its place in thought 

Wishing for, wishing not 

Winter widow, sight unseen 

Do you know, what this means? 
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ONE OF THE SECRETS 

 

There I was in the presence of this very old man. 

His face was kind, while emitting a lightness 

That can only be described as all wise, and at peace. 

I knew he held the answer to a question that resided 

In the deepest part of my being. 

 

We were both looking at one another when I asked 

Old man, what is the Secret for this peace? 

He cupped his hands and whispered the Secret in my ear. 

(He didn't want the others who watched over him to hear) 

His answer took me aback, when he said TO KILL. 

And then he sat back and with a playful laugh was led away 

By these women who were watching over him. 

 

When I myself came out of this and gave it some thought. 

Why to kill, and to kill what? That was the question I was left 
with. 

I thought, why such a strong word yet a word that got my 
attention 

Where as the one to love, just wouldn't have such a strong effect 

That To Kill did. 

At first I thought maybe it was the Buddhist idea of killing 
desire. 
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But again, I thought, if it wasn't for God's love and desire for this 
to be 

None of this would be here. 

Then I was shown a year later, when in another vision, I see two 

Dogs sitting in front of a door known as the guard dogs of hell. 

One was all black and the other all white, When they saw me 
there 

Looking at them they came charging out after me. The black dog 

Grabbed me by the left hand, and the white one by my right. 

They were stretching my arms as if to pull me apart. Their fang 

Like teeth were pressing down on my hands. When this man I 
knew 

Approached me with a gun in his hand. That is when I 
remembered 

What the old man said. So, the man walking over towards my 
left side 

And the black dog, I said Kill It! He shoots and the black dog is 
dead and my hand is released. 

Again, walking towards my right side, and the white dog, once 
again I said Kill It. 

And was quickly released.  

This all showed me the true Secret. For those dogs represented 
Evil And the Good, 

 were both just as ferocious and pulling me apart. As well as the 
world. That  

Is the Secret. Psychologically we must Kill this idea of Good and 
evil. 
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The moment is now, the memory too must go. 

Touch with hand see with eyes, forgetting all you know. 

There are no tomorrows, and time is something past 

Just like the leaves of Autumn, this moment too won't last. 

Give with full attention, forget each thought between 

For more is what happens now, though true it's seldom seen. 

Like here now, something warm, pressed between our skin 

And don't look back for memories of, this moment we are in. 
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How nice it is to be amongst the flowers 

And taste the smells that rest upon the tongue. 

How nice it is to see them in their hour 

Keeping us forever, feeling young. 

How nice it is to be with you 

How nice it is to say, 

How nice it is to see what's true 

When truth it comes our way. 

 

 

 

 

OH, I wish you could see what I can see 

Looking out towards the East. 

It's early in morning, just before dawning 

As this side of the world, still sleeps. 

There are stars a bit pale, a fleet of grey whales 

Resting aloft from the deep.  

Not a thing is a-stir, with nothing to blur, 

Not a sound is about, not a peep, 

Just this wonderful moment; to keep. 
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LOST 

 

The race is now over, and I came in last. 

How do I know? I look at my past. 

I invented things, wrote words that sing. 

Now looking back, I lost everything. 

 

I spent many a day, in dreams golden light 

And many a night, with things out of sight. 

Amour amour relationships pour 

Over the falls cascading indoors 

With a soul that weeps, like it has before 

With sad melancholy, and a red x on my door. 

 

Now; nothing to strive for, no single complaint 

Feelings all empty, like the rooms that I rent. 

No more wants, nothing to become 

The belly is full, no place to run. 

No longer this fog, that shelters one's thoughts 

Like the climate that's changing, and tears soak that spot. 

Like zicka mutating, this climate has brought 

While this diatribe disgorging, and aimless; for naught. 
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PASSING ALONG 

 

And a Flower opened wide 

And another laid beside 

And she felt what was her pride 

As tears of joy, she cried. 

And her beauty rests, assured 

Through times she had endured 

And those passions saved, and cured 

And a scent from her it poured, 

When a Flower took HER pose 

With a beauty of a Rose 

And I say this, one who knows 

That Flower, never died; but grows… 
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CHRISTMAS A. M 2016 WITH ARIANROD (Brigid) 

 

She kissed me in the night, in dream. 

So real, so loved, so it seemed. 

I felt the wet from her lips, that pressed. 

Like some revelation she had, and something she missed. 

(She being another I've wanted) 

 

And when I woke, I knew she was here. 

Like a thought received, even if, it was only my wish. 

I felt it the same, in this way:  

It was as if someone inside me, allowed her, while letting me 
know 

"SHE” was behind this, with a love for me, I just couldn't see 

With a kiss in the A.M that spoke: I am with you, now, just, 

Let it be! 
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ROSEMARIE'S ASHES 

 

She weaved me a braid from the hem of her dress 

Made from her hands that heaven has blessed. 

A hippy girl, Rosemary's her name 

So, beautiful, young, and not one to tame. 

A Vermont lass, and spirited too, as her name implies 

She's earthy it's true. 

 

She was weaving the braid while we spoke near my van 

Telling me why, and what was her plan. 

She was on her way to Portland Maine, hitching with 

A fella the same. Met him just a few weeks before 

But that's how she is, being free to explore. 

 

She was on a mission, with ashes in hand 

To a place of conception with her baby not planned 

It was out of respect, and compassion she had 

To put him to rest, in a place of his dad. 

 

She lost this baby, in a crib death 

Imagine the pain, and the suffering of it? 

Yet her town blamed her, as if one unfit 
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Not knowing the hurt, how this blaming would sit. 

Just imagine if this happened to you 

If you'd have the strength, for what she'd gone through? 

 

Then she handed me some ash, asked me to find a place 

One special to last.  

I felt what a privilege she gave to this man 

And thought it was the writing on the side of my van. 

 

Then we walked to the side of a supermarket's wall 

Sat on the grass to wait that's all, for a ride they had coming,  

And soon to arrive, when a cop pulled up, to question us why 

And what we were doing so idly by. 

 

He was answering a call by someone's complaint  

Just doing his job, so this picture to paint 

"So what's going on, and what are you smoking?" 

"Just tobacco" we laughed, as if he were joking.  

 

I got up and walked over, and pulled him aside 

And told him about her baby that died 

And how she was hitchhiking to Portland Maine 

With his ash and her love, with all that remains. 
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His face changed, and he offered regrets 

As well as a ride, his heart was now set. 

That when he got through, he would take them there 

And I knew for sure, he really did care. 

 

They thanked him and said, they were waiting for a ride 

And I think we all felt, a sense we call pride 

To come to a defense of this woman, her side 

All with a love, no one could hide. 

 

Then I left with the ash his mother gave 

And I knew just where, I would bury: its grave 

A place where Indians once had been 

A place of peace, and now; this ash within. 

 

And the braid she weaved from the hem of her dress 

I keep it so I, never forget, this woman who chose 

A man that she blessed, with the ash of her son; 

Now lying at rest. 
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GOD TALKS  

This little boy would talk to God 
Just like he would a friend. 

He tried and tried, day after day 
Until he was at end.  

"Hey Mom," he said, "I talk to God." 
(He stood 'bout to her hips.) 

When she inquired, "What does He say?" 
He showed her buttoned lips.  

"How come," he said, "I talk and talk 
And he never says a thing? 

All I get from God...," he stopped, 
Came close to her to cling.  

She didn't have an answer. 
Yes, it caught her by surprise. 

But soon there came this twinkle 
As it does from mothers' eyes...  

Then she herself remembered, 
This question she once had -  

And how it, too, confused her 
And feeling just as bad. 

 
Now words, they sort of happen 
When times like these we face. 
She said, "My son, my little son 
Let's examine more this case."  

"You talked to God this morning 
And He didn't say a word? 
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I think you came to ask this 
So God now could be heard."  

"We all must learn to listen." 
Then she said without a blink 

"God speaks when we are puzzled 
And we don't know what to think."  

"When we talk to God - 
That's praying 

And He listens very well. 
Then He brings together people 

Just like now so I might tell 
That we know 

He gives us answers. 
This is how it's meant to be. 

Because, my son, 
These words He gave. 

He spoke to you through me." 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



27 
 

WHEN DEATH STRIKES 
 
When death strikes 
Close to home 
And you feel like 
You’ve been left alone. 
 
When heartache 
And that sorrow aches 
And the heart driven 
In by stake. 
 
Then read again these words 
Now written 
Penned by one 
These words now given 
 
To let you know 
That One was there 
When you thought alone 
With your despair 
 
When there inside 
Among the hidden 
Woke with tears 
For you so smitten 
Who shared your hurt 
And felt your pain 
For you and THAT 
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Are one and same. 
 
In every tear 
In all that fell 
Was one inside 
I’m here to tell 
You’re not alone 
And never was 
When through it all 
And here spoke of 
That knows your name 
As stars above 
And here to say, 
“It’s you I love in word and being 
And now is written as one; I’m seeing” …. 
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ALONE WITH YOU 
 
Alone with you, that’s where I am 
Like a shadow standing still 
Taking it all in 
Feeling you completely 
Feeling that I can. 
 
Distance plays with my heart strings 
Feeling what this heart brings 
Opening where music sings 
Your name now in everything. 
 
And today tomorrow will sing this song 
For knowing where it all belongs 
Where it makes my heart strong 
Staying with, for what I long. 
 
And when that word comes to pass 
Entering thoughts when long at last 
THAT LOVE, will have its way 
As it does this very day. 
 
When two enter into ONE 
When what is said has truly come 
That is when the sun will shine 
Through these eyes of yours when mine 
And THAT LOVE finally true, eyes will be; 
Alone with YOU. 
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THE RISEN CHRIST, AND STILL ACTIVE. 

 

I think it's appropriate on this Easter, to share this experience 
with you. 

I was attending a retreat sometime in the eighties, which I did ten 
years straight. 

It was a weekend retreat held at the Passion-ist community, in 
Shrewsbury Mass. 

 

On this retreat, I was in a chapel with other retreatants, when the 
priest suggested  

If we had a rosary we might when back in our rooms just hold 
them, and contemplate 

Just what Jesus had gone through. 

 

So, I went back to my room, and yes having a rosary, laid down 
in my bed. The room was about 6x8 

With a window on the far wall in front of me, with curtains that 
covered it. There was a sink to my right, and to the right of that, 
up on the wall a Cross. 

 

So anyway, when I shut the light off I was in extreme darkness, 
so I just closed my eyes, and holding the 

Rosary started to think about what Christ had to go through. At 
some point, I did open my eyes, and  
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The room went from being totally dark to having a light in the 
shape of a cross shining before me from 

That window.  

Well, my heart started pounding seeing that. (Taking it as a sign) 
Then my head started talking to me 

Saying, come on now, just get up and open that curtain, someone 
must have turned the light on 

Out in the courtyard, and that cross is just the sashes on the 
window. 

 

But again, talking to myself, I said NO, I want to believe it was 
the moment that this occurred that was 

More important to me, and decided right then not to follow 
through on that temptation. 

 

Well just then, a strobe of light darted from the Cross on the wall 
directly towards me in the area 

of my chest, and immediately I felt this wave of ecstasy 
sweeping me from head to toe, up and down that lasted for 
several minutes, while tears were flowing from my eyes, and 
wondering at the same time, what was going on. I knew this 
feeling was nothing earthly, and that there was nothing here that 
could compare to it. Later I found out, this was known as a 
rapture, the ultimate bliss that can only come from the grace of 
God. 

 

The next morning, I shared this experience with the priest who 
was directing the retreat, and he just looked at me without saying 
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anything. I suppose he had heard of these things happening 
before, and perhaps wondered why it happened to someone like 
me, and not him. To this day, I still ask myself why me, after all 
I have more holes in me than Swiss cheese. 

 

After this experience I stopped believing, because I just knew. 
But because of this veil, most of the time I forget that I know. Yet 
in spite of this, that veil allows me to be human, and to have all 
the experiences that makes life what it is, and to learn by them. 
Except, when Easter comes around, reminding me of that 
incredible experience resulting in that mystical rapture, and, 
God's awesome power, and yes Love, for even someone like me. 

 

So, I can tell you this: 2000 years later, Christ is Real, and Alive, 
Not Dead....And thank you Jesus for allowing me to share this 
experience we had together, on another Easter Rising....Daniel 

 

PS As the poet Longfellow once said, which I added the last two 
lines too, and don't think he would have minded. 

"Life is earnest, Life is Real, the grave is not its goal 

And though the body dies and underground shall lie, Never Will 
its Soul." 

 

An Easter Rising that Raised Us All! 
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A FALLEN ANGEL, WE ARE ALL ONE OF THEM 

A Fallen Angel.  We are All one them 
Fallen Angels come to know 
Just who they are. 
It takes them time to see themselves. 
It’s really, not so far. 
But called by name 
The story goes, 
And always the same 
The blind shall SEE 
Here once again 
This angel, crowned that’s Me, 
Now, when weather strains passer by 
Touching you, touching I 
Beneath where all, live and die 
Underneath this open sky 
And once again before the turn 
And once again when done 
There are those storms 
Where treasures lie 
Like flowers finding; Sun. 
So, touch and feel was said 
There inside of you 
Whether rabbi, priest or religious geek 
All, just share this too. 
We see it every day in fact 
When pride holds its view 
This planet where the fallen are 
Just look inside, it’s true. 
We are all fallen angels 
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Escaping here and tried 
But it’s not so bad when understanding 
This Angel we can’t hide. 
Whether Christians, or Islamic ones 
Or those Subject to their faith 
When blinded by self-righteousness 
That’s pride we cannot shake 
But events will surely come to pass 
And a test to our surprise 
That humbles one to fall on knee 
No longer blinded by; ones eye. 
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THE MYSTERY OF THE MISSING 
 
 

Ah, fear not that feeling 

Of something that’s missing. 

It has nothing to do with the other, 

It is that mystery of one’s Soul. 

It is that which drives one inside 

That illusion for love, till home. 
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Ya But, 
If it wasn't for Osama, if it wasn't for Saddam,  
If it wasn't for the Sunnis, if it wasn't for Islam. 
If it wasn't for the Shiite, if it wasn't for Iraq,  
If it wasn't for Afghanistan, the opium the crack. 
If it wasn't for the Bush plan, Taliban or Iran,  
If it wasn't for Somalia, or those along the Sudan. 
If it wasn't for the Chechens, and Russia's intervention,  
If it wasn't for the U.S, tortures and detentions. 
 
If it wasn't for the Christians, Muslims and the Jews,  
If it wasn't for the terrorist, insurgents and the news. 
If it wasn't for the clans, if it wasn't for the tribes,  
If it wasn't for the warlords, if it wasn't for the pride. 
If it wasn't for Milosevic, Putin, Kim Jong,  
If it wasn't for Castro, Rumsfeld, Pope John. 
If it wasn't for the Chinese, the Buddhist, Tibet,  
If it wasn't for Zarqawis, Al-qaida and the rest. 
 
If it wasn't for the socialist, the capitalist, the communist,  
If it wasn't for the royalist, the deist and economists. 
If it wasn't for Wal-marts, K-marts and food marts,  
If it wasn't for the so smart, the young one and the old farts. 
If it wasn't for the Aryans, or purest vegetarians. 
If it wasn't for the gays, straights and those Kavarians. 
If it wasn't for the Co-ops, and those Corporations. 
If it wasn't for our brains, and all those inspirations. 
 
If it wasn't for Harold, if it wasn't for Maude,  
If it wasn't for the devil, if it wasn't for God. 
If it wasn't for, if it wasn't for, if it wasn't for 
OH SHIT, it isn’t them? It isn’t they? There’s only one who has all the 
say? It is I? It’s not we? For true peace, it’s up to me! Oh shit, I don’t 
want to hear that, it is ME! ME! Oh crap, It’s ME!  
It's ME! 
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LEFT BREAST 
 
 
Her left breast, is one that’s blessed 

It feeds the world, and never rests 

With milk that flows, for that’s its quest 

With Love insured; its manifest. 

 
It’s all for this, you and I 

As was before the wonder why 

When all is said and all is done 

Her sacrifice is one for One 

 
Her left breast feeds the world 

She leaves behind new life, her pearl 

In there her gene stays alive 

Defeating death with it survives 

 
She enters in the Godly realm 

With Oak the Ash the sacred Elm 

There to place her breast in face 

And mouths are fed, and nature 

Wakes what she has graced 

With breast she placed 

In every race. 

 

 

 



38 
 

WOMAN 
 
Woman-Through your womb pyramids were built,  
Empires destroyed towers that tilt.  
 
Through your womb rainbows appear,  
Chaos, confusion, reason and fear.  
 
Through your womb waves they rise,  
Tempests, droughts, changing skies.  
 
Through your womb the candle was born,  
The flax, the flicker, from flame it adorns.  
 
Through your womb every war has been fought, 
Winners and losers, and peace that was sought.  
 
Through your womb new stars are found,  
New tears, new joys, new destinies bound.  
 
Through your womb light was shed,  
Over darkness death from wounds that bled.  
 
Through your womb every gender must pass,  
Every shade, every type, every size, every class.  
 
Through your womb comes anger and hate,  
With love relentless sealing their fate.  
 
Through your womb the magic and myth,  
Illusion and beauty that all somehow fits,  
Through, your womb.  
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FEAR 
 
It's been said, "The only thing to fear, is fear itself." 
Well Fear, is like a petulant child, if it doesn't get its own way, it strikes 
back.  See, we are that fear, it is inside of us. Yes, the only fear that has 
legs to stand on, is the one we give them. 
Now as one faces them, without our judgments, and with a brevity, 
they lose their power, and evaporate, for they are truly just illusions, 
but don't tell them that. 
 
Later, when again tested and ready to go further into those rooms of the 
unconscious, they will lose their power over this planet. (That's way 
off). In the meantime, we can only feed our shadow (The Fear) radiant 
food. I saw this in a gold cat, when it showed me in a birth, the grey cat 
it had inside itself, reminding me that the grey cat also had a gold cat 
within, and so the feeding of the shadow positive acknowledgement 
and that by understanding it, and by letting it be, it has its place, until it 
too becomes free. Like us it needs to mature. 
 
As we all know Kings built pyramids, to protect their stuff they thought 
they would take in the afterlife. Well we know better now, none of it 
left here, and none of it ever will. Remember, Christ was tempted with 
the stuff, and rejected it. Buddha, like Jesus saw through the stuff, 
having had it, and that FEAR, the tempter, losing its power; just wept. 
 
Fear thrives on dividing and conquering, so war with its hate for one or 
the other. So, until this fear is faced for what it truly is and that by 
seeing what is behind it, and what it does, how it behaves, and more 
importantly: the Why. 
 
Remember, this can all start by facing the little ones, perhaps by 
shutting the lights off at bedtime facing what is in the dark, because 
nothing is there, you will find. As all the other fears.  Such as death 
itself. 
 
Also remember this "Those who take on the world, raise themselves. 
While those who take on themselves; raise the world".  
We all are challenged to take this on, so be that true hero...It's up to us. 
Patience, and understanding ourselves is the key. 
 
PS....Fear does not want to die, it thrives on this planet, and our fears 
depend on it. So be nice to it and perhaps it will change in time. 
 


