
      Buyer's Remorse


      

      
      
         A tap, a pop, a rustle strokes against

The windowpane, the night outside condensed

To shifting sounds, a sudden creak and moan.

Awake at once, I blink.  A xylophone?

Percussion tinkles softly, barely sensed.



The house is new; I'm inexperienced

In ways of ownership, my worries fenced

And listed, dollar signs assigned a groan,

A tap, a pop.



But this?  A marching band has just commenced!

Alive, the house is swaying, rising!  Tensed,

I throw the window open.  Shapes of bone

Ballet about, the music's frenzied tone

A carnival that bursts, is gone!  But undispensed?

A tap, a pop.
      

      
   
      Fianchetto


      

      
      
         From my childhood,

one dream remains,

the one where I stood

at the basement door,



and there below me

as I trod the steps down,

a great glowing chessboard

and the huge silent pieces



gliding on their errands,

taking, being taken,

a dance of kings and courtiers,

queens and bloodless slaughter.



I descended to join them,

footless in sleep,and as 

I passed the bottom step, 

cold terror froze me to my square



as the grim slit-visored

bishop slid towards me

with terrible intent--

but then I awoke shouting, safe.



Yet nowadays I realize

that it wasn't quite game

for me to escape mate thus

by flipping the dreamboard.






      

      
   
      Open End


      

      
      
         Cute, smart and not funny 

Sharp, witty but with no chill 

Man among men yet still a boy 

Wide as the open skies 

I want him to be mine 



Alas it was not to be 

Kind words fall on deaf ears 

Actions that are moral all for vain 

Gestures grand to no avail 

I need him to be mine 



Failure and failure always constant 

Sick love grows into healthy hate 

Tired and depressed with the rejection 

Tall as the open skies are 

It's time to say good bye 
      

      
   