Faith in Race

A succession of loud and shrill screams,

bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form,

seemed to thrust me violently back.

“YOU LOOK LIKE NEGRO CHINESE!”

I won't let her change me,

I promised myself,

I won't be what I'm not...

Never give up on him.

Never deny him.

And remember:

He is freer than those who hold him behind bars.

The President

He was not much given to thinking,

and just then particularly,

he had nothing to think about.

Loud conversation awoke him from his daydream.

“Now the President is dead, you idiots!

Now cut off the appendix.”

“Todas venidas a menos.”

Then I lay there crying, 

sheltering my fallen Scarlet Ibis.

Young Love

I cannot explain it,

but my sorrow was mixed with pleasure.

I was weeping with happiness,

because even right now,

with her eyelids swollen,

and her cheeks puffed up,

and not a smidgen of lipstick in sight,

she was darn near perfect.

I also learned that I could be lazy

and get away with mistakes,

lots of mistakes,

but it wouldn't change how much I loved her.

We weren't always together and strong,

but somehow full of song.

The Death of Rainsford

People, after all, do move away.

Rainsford had dug himself in in France 

when a second's delay meant death.

His eyes must have burst, 

they were full of blood.

If he died there,

he would lie until one day...

with a labored breath,

he cried out his final words-

“And you know how little I am able to bear up 

under the pressure of grief-

My bitterest enemy would pity me 

could he now read my heart”

We live in a world in which justice is skewed.

Change

They were tall together,

and strong and young,

and somehow

full of song together.

Perhaps those were good years

and they sailed through them,

unaware of time and clocks,

and the gathering front at their temples,

or the look of the lion about their eyes.

Harsh, perhaps, at first,

but wickedness was never easily banished,

and a clean heart was a scorned heart.

He won't let her change him;

he won't let anyone change him.

A Tribute to Barney Stinson

O, I am slain!

The bed was good;

I think I may say,

In all modesty,

That I have done a rare thing.

I have invented, 

wait for it,

A new sensation.

I won't let her change me,

I promised myself

I won't be what I'm not.
