
      Corridor


      

      
      
         A mind like mine's a precious prize

that holds some fine ideas inside

a blinding shine that reached this size

through loads of time at decent pace

that's kind, benign, tenacious - tries

to flow in line with life's wild ride,

to grow from flaws and each surprise,

the lowest blows to analyze,

although malign, with smiles embrace

them all, they're walls I drape in pride



- not joy, not yet, I've still to find

the goal I seek with will and mind.
      

      
   
      The Now Matters


      

      
      
         Editing, censoring and removal 

Perfectly acceptable works of art yesterday 

Are not here today because of someone's disapproval 



This metal saw of pruning has surely gone too far 

The edits and cuts to the works shear them away 

Slowly but steadily the axe is diminishing who we are 



Art exists because it can and not because it must 

The expressions laid out are of not who we were 

But of what we will become to adjust 



To forces of objectionable slurs 

You may make the changes and accept the fate 

Or defy the pull to spit in the faces of curs 
      

      
   
      A Dreary, Harrowing Dilemma


      

      
      
         I took a step towards my goal,

But then got called away

The sparkle of another whim 

Just pulled my thoughts astray.



The golden trails they leave turn dark

And fade into the sky,

But still their afterglow persists,

Bright scribbles in my eye.



I do not profit, chasing wisps

As iron time scrolls on,

But what I think is lusterless

If I should bid them gone.
      

      
   
      A Parting of the Ways


      

      
      
         You cannot force a willing mind

To fill the day's decree

You cannot point a pulsing soul

Toward eternity

You cannot march a songbird's feet

To mount the highest bough

You cannot wet a sailor's back

To turn it 'gainst the shore



You cannot spend a hundred years

To live within an hour

The time that's put is wrest away

Like essence from a flower.
      

      
   
      Will


      

      
      
         You cannot force a willing mind

to yield, and end its restless quest

to lose the chains and ties that bind.



The ancients said that love is blind,

but see your lover clearly, lest

you cannot force a willing mind.



Two minds and bodies, souls entwined,

can help each other pass the test

to lose the chains and ties that bind.



Someones, though, seek another kind

of freedom, at their own behest.

You cannot force a willing mind.



And so they leave their will behind,

consenting, and they think - at best -

too loose the chains and ties that bind.



If, when you search your heart, you find

devotion, you are truly blessed.

You cannot force a willing mind

to lose the chains and ties that bind.
      

      
   