the color of eden

dan wilt

thoughts enrobed in

27,737 words

a boy in kenya

i cried like a baby,

tears wet and salty;

stinging my sensitive heart,

and expressing it all the same

he looked so strange,

a little man, four in years;

face contorted like a man of age,

crying out the waters in his soul

“mommy, why are you wrapping the rope

around my feet and around my hands?”,

“mommy, why are hanging me upside down?”

“mommy, mommy, why are you beating me?”

and now, shovels full of darkness,

sit like hidden coal in his belly;

fuel for hell to burn his mind,

for abaddon to rule his soul

she stroked his hair, this new woman,

brushed his cheeks, just like i would;

captured through the film and lens,

to bring it back into to my home

where my one boy was tapping me,

strumming an invisible music;

holding fast to me like an urchin of the sea,

to his rock, his only rock

mercy oil in my chest,

tells me meaning beyond myself;

with fire, light it my god,

to rob the poor demon poor.
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after the white wind

after the white wind i run

desperate to find

the purity i’m promised

after the white wind i run

high on sweetened breezes

lost in quickened rise

after the white wind i run

demons painted beautifully

captured my affection

after the white wind i run

soul designated, marked

for one, sky torn dance.
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a great man

a great man

god has said you are

then a great boy

you will be
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ahead of my time

i smell

wet leaves of autumn,

on a light 

spring day.
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a hill

(for drakensberg, south africa)

slopes of everlasting consequence

to pass never from existence

so etched into my soul

you will live when i must die

buried in a cousin o’er sea

you will live when i live again

memory eternal

soul a sum of many cause

breathing wonder now my task

find your way in

an instrument, so visual

to this human worship

sacred son of first day

you found a way to live forever

in me, as part of me

never to lose existence 

by history plan

but ever to live here

now i look again to see

it is not you, but fingerprints

that set me to my knees

a shaping love like this i know

and i remember such tender force

when i look at you
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all i really want

what is it here 

i really want

out of life or living

so it seems devices roar

to make the journey

make the sense it should

for pure heaven’s sake

i think i’ve gained a call

simple, clear

which itself becomes anathema to me

hot coals on my bare feet

and i’m sick; so very tired

of living in pure hell

for sake of pure heaven.
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a long, hard day

i’m done for the night

it’s been a long, hard day

full of fume and stroke

and yet i liked it

i’m clean and sweet now

all ready for bed

ready for news of morning

when i may live again
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a merry dish

sing a song of six-pence,

pockets full of rye;

i have twenty soldiers,

watch me help them die.

when the song is over, birds will surely sing,

wasn’t that a merry dish to set before the king!

sing a song of sick sense,

pockets full of wry;

i have twenty armies,

watch me teach a lie.

when the song is over, birds will surely sing,

wasn’t that a merry dish to set before the king!

sing a song of nonsense,

pockets full of pie;

i have twenty networks,

watch me light your eye.

when the song is over, birds will surely sing,

wasn’t that a merry dish to set before the king!

sing of song of pretense,

pockets full of sky;

i have the whole damned biosphere,

watch me roll the die.

when the song is over, birds will surely sing,

wasn’t that a merry dish to set before the king!

sing a song of six-pence,

pockets full of rye;

i have one small universe,

watch me change my mind.
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among the lions

 i’m going out there

among the lions

cub or mature

it’s their teeth i fear

i’ve no training in this lion-hand

but apparently

i’m the man for the job

and the job starts now
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a new star

gripping my desire,

i threw it to the heavens;

thrust with all my might,

and all my time

my passion rose like a satellite,

passing through the clouds;

alight on song and string,

forcing all the earth to hear

it lodged in space and time unknown,

held aloft by sheer delight;

my love so brightly burning,

the newest star now born
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anniversary

she admired me.

i think it’s gift enough.
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a pocket full of change

a pocket full of change have i,

just a little bit;

enough to buy you a roaring river

a pocket full of change have i,

just a little bit;

enough to buy you a blue sky

a pocket full of change have i,

just a little bit;

enough to buy you a shimmering star

a pocket full of change have i,

just a little bit;

enough to buy you a rainy day

a pocket full of change have i,

just a little bit;

enough to buy you a dewy morning

a pocket full of change have i,

just a little bit;

enough to buy you a scarlet sunset

a pocket full of change have i,

just a little bit;

enough to buy you a change.
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a vision

he touched my soul with sweet release,

and i, a vision of him;

did see with all the heart and flesh

a man with limit has.
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abigail’s eve

stiffen up the window,

stiffen up the lock;

stiffen up the clock hand till its eight o’clock

laden me with laughter,

laden me with cheer;

silly ramibunctions falling on my ear

left and right they clatter,

left and right they chant;

lofty porous problems wooing me to rant

whispers in the darkness,

whispers in my soul;

telling me the joy is all but gone away in whole

you and i know better,

you and i know more;

you and i have lots of fun, for this we gathered for

maybe there’s a deeper,

maybe there’s a more;

maybe we should laugh again and think it down for sure

silently i giggle,

silently you smirk;

you and i, my abigail, will not give worry work
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across the line

a tribute to harriet tubman

i needed you to do it.

to cross the line,

black on grey, white on white;

listening for their own ghosts trailing away

across the line.

i needed you to do it.

little woman, dead branch of mankind,

pit in battle with tools of stone;

lacking only audience in deep woods passing

across the line.

i needed you to do it.

sterile products of colliding worlds,

brought to life again;

packing in the old and breathing red hot air

across the line.

i needed you to do it.

songs so sweet and strong and full of life,

we never should have learned;

now sickened by my ears delight

across the line.

i needed you to do it.

wind and water tossed sailor of dreams,

cast low in dung pits, backs full of

raised scars in myriad strips

across the line.

i needed you to do it.

can it happen -- can it be done by man?

can aspiration gleam like the sun,

and still smell like vomit?

across the line.

i needed you to do it.

it can happen, when deadened branches

rot and reek on the tree;

that a bird of little weight can fell their high position

across the line.

i needed you to do it.

free a generation, moses, free a slave generation,

left to our own ideals;

we decay into chains

across the line.
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all one

all one

landscape effuse

to fabric, harmony and 

glass; blue, green

alive with dance, such movement

run to wine

crimson deep with beauty’s heart

throbbing heaven pour through

sound

prepared or not

naturally

both limb to limb, diagnosing

soul on left on right

come to me

all one

so one you all must be

fragrance leads to memory

and color heals

music roll the bank

to dance

so dissolute

to canvas

canvas

field

aroma

no touch can find you

nor hold on

breeze is brush

and you so close to knowing
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anna’s lift

anna had a ladder, a little lovely ladder,

anna had a little climb and loved the lift it gave her;

anna loved the lift and lived as if it really mattered

anna lived like lifting really mattered on a ladder,

anna really mattered as she spoke of lift and matter;

anna spoke of lift and ladders overtop the chatter
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away

when i am away

such lonliness i feel

it’s like the heart ripped out of living

yet most goes on

i stop and stumble

thinking of my love

aching for the chance, such opportunity

to tell you again

in words that have some meaning

in touch that has some form

that i am lost without you.
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august

august in my heart

september in your hair

listen closely for the wind

before the days of air

moving autumn pull me now

from summer’s heat apile

take me where the breezes blow

as if from ocean isle

i should think your hands and lips

would chafe at whisking wind

but no, my dear, like hair and eyes

they softly glow of him.
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because i have to be

(for ben)

you must understand

i am away because i must be

and i don’t want to be

it is nice to be away from my problems

just for a breath

but never from you

you are my fun

my laughter

my wrestling partner

and kissing boy

i would trade divinest scenery

to tuck you in tonight

for now i pray

and write a poem.
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bee sting

i’m holding your hand now, lifting my crown now,

dropping it onto the ground

i’m brewing with angst now, swirling the banks now,

cupping my hands for the overflow

bee sting, held down by fear

bee sting, no one will hear

i’m turning my badge in, letting my foes win,

running my best to find cover

i’m squeezing my time in, pulling the fire pin,

seizing the day with a glove

bee sting, held down by fear

bee sting, no one will hear

bee sting, held down by fear,

bee sting, no one will hear
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besides that

i am on a sugar cane high and can’t seem to get enough...

i call it natural, and therefore good for me;

what kind of natural thing is not good for me?

besides that.
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big birch

struck by the blows of a thousand winds,

you stood by nightfall;

never etched with more than weather,

and harboring no ill deceit

lifted up high to a thousand clouds,

your branches like pinions;

hold up the blue waters

with hands of earth

if ever i grow to be old like you,

ten thousand more days;

and then some more,

may i remain as true
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big event

how big is this event, really?

it means a lot to the people watching it,

it means more to the people doing it;

they mean something to god, so

that makes it worthwhile
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blind eye

kosovo dead, or kitchener living,

blind eye, feel free to inquire,

but never to buy.

blame of nation, or blame of no one,

blind eye, feel free to elicit,

but never to respond

heart of duke, or heart of dreadnaught,

blind eye, feel free to capitalize,

but never to capture

blind eye, hold the key in your hand,

yet never put it to the lock
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bottle

you keep my love

in the bottle of your heart

and when you need it most

pour it on the want you have
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brave again

brave again.  

seems i must be.

steel again.  

seems i must see.

rock again.  

seems right somehow.

brave again.  

seems right for now.
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big breaks

waiting for the break

or waiting for the breaking

which is bigger in my mind

the greater undertaking

waiting for the break

makes me work in sorrow

to breach a wall today

so floods are free tomorrow

waiting for the breaking

fear at every check

of rings or mail awaiting

leaves an anxious wreck

waiting in your presence

that’s a kinder thought

you have no agenda

yet every one you’ve bought
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breathe

breathe a fresh wind,

of poet air, wind of heaven’s wings;

silent chants of nova’s beating breast

breathe a fragrant wind,

of love’s tender glance, wind of islands’ flare;

wind of subtle changes on the way

i took a deep breath tonight,

listening to my seraph’s beating heart;

not for me but for my love, so blue and winsome

breathe for me my god,

i’m almost asleep and can think of even

such simple praise no more
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brio day

it’s a brio day,

life is lively

living’s good

eyes are clear.
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by the river

down by the river,

i wash my sins away

down by the river,

i cleansed my hands of fiery brands

that burned subtle, ease back lying into my soul,

stably setting other minds to rest

down by the river, i wash my sins away

down by the river,

i wet my skin today,

down by the river,

i wash my scoff in the sacred trough

that bathed safety, eased off evil off my soul

sanely eased off writings burning in my breast

down by the river, i wash my sins away
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canopy

covered.

overarched in wonder.

covered.

i’m lost beneath the veil.

covered.

assigned to death protection.

covered.

designed to never fail.

carry her

breathless gaze of eden

adorn her with golden rays

from sun so innocent

moon so new

adorn her with reddened leaves,

from trees of life

trees of goodness

adorn her with blackened lockets

from gems of earth

waves of seas

and carry her to heaven

cascading light

cascading light

from your embrace

still lingers in my soul

waterfalling

luminescent tenderness

spills, awash my soul

cascading light

from your embrace

still lingers in my soul
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cat cry loud

cat cry loud

grip the flesh of any man

and still the strong with

deep claw and hell-bent furor

small and mighty

all you need
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change the world

there’s something bristling,

bustling beneath the surface

i want to change the world

my corner comes next

yet i know that to change it

is to be in it

forming and reforming from the inside

with the hungry, with the poor

i want my children to want to

change the world, i mean

see their lives as so much spark

for the sticks so dry and hungry

complacent possibilities loom

right over my head

and my children’s heads

and my wife’s head

while i’m still amazed

that people watch my steps

what will he do?

they ask inside

so toady the choice is as before

to care, or not to

to settle for a nice home

and happy dwellers

or to ruffle the feathers

of a thousand geese

and set us to flight

by taking off first

© 2002 dan wilt

chicken pox song

here’s one, there’s one, everywhere you find one

look at it, laugh at it, give a little shout (oh!)

touch it?  noo, noo, leave the little boo boo

if you don’t, then they won’t ever go away!

chicky, chicky, chicky, chicky chicky go away

chicky, chicky, chicky, chicky chicky go away
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child of my age

cellulite waste can full of brash, tossed redundance

carrying the weight of ages and the weight of my day

child of rembrandt’s amber,

child of rasputin’s lust,

child of royal pain,

child of rippling breast,

child of regard for none,

child of rancid cartoon,

child of roxy music,

child of the ages,

child of my age
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chilling light

blue nights and cold days,

make this a fair place to play.

sometimes sunshine can bring,

a chill all its own.

unfulfilled dreams and hopes to come,

awaiting for better days

when the work is fun and the silence thick.

light plays on my own mind like a dancer tapping offbeat, sychronous rhythms with god.

life cuts a rut too shallow to lock in, it seems to do nothing but demand our time and place, or seasons and very lifeblood.

this is my misfortune, if there is such a thing.

god plans for good.

in time, his good is embraced and the remover of tarnish accesses the shine of the silver.

it crumbles and breaks down the elements that destroy.

for this fair weather i wait.  not being cleaned, not being clean, but not being rubbed.

ornate as i am, ornate as we all are, the cracks of the decor need finer and sharper tools.

delays bring it all back, i guess.
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choose

czars of wisdom

paint the world

in hard and bold and rigid hue

i will choose

the lover’s course

and sing the world in rhyme and verse
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christmas tree

christmas tree, o christmas tree

cameo-etched on forest green

skill of craft on needles fair

burdened beauty, lacy hair

listen, now and hear the carols

sung by children laughing barrels

snow-swept lovers of the warmth

inside their hearts, kept safe indoors

simply listen, simply hear

your eyes come out another year

men declare the temporal goal

women mark the days of old

winter bears the coldest mark

of hardened wind upon your bark

and we of different colored cloth

bear same marks of ice and frost

we keep you safe indoors with us,

that’s where the children say you must

for if you bear your winter long

alone, then you won’t join their song

merry, merry make us then

count your blessings, by the ten

it shall not be a season gold

for surely you will not grow old

stretching sky to break the clouds

dropping seeds to bring a crowd

dancing rain upon your breast

passing autumn’s yearly test

just like us your life cut short

by the blade of work or sport

never knowing which strong hand

has plucked you from your silent land

but if we may, we’d like to make

the best of your unyielding fate,

would you dance and sing for us?

the little children say you must

sing for us the lilting tune

of christmas past, you have the boon

of branches trailing through the years

of needles falling out like tears

sing for us your christmas song

sing for us the wild night long

we have sung our thanks for days

join us now in christmas blaze

join us in the carols fair

join us in the festive air

join us christmas tree, so full

of christmas living, christmas yule

then we will all sleep the night

grateful for, once more, daylight

grateful that the heaven’s tree

has joined with our humanity
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classic dust

classic dust, simply dust

brushed with death and other lies

of living

you have one, i have the other

if love is dust and time is helpful

then you have the edge

trickling like a quantum waterfall

never sure of time nor tender

love is sure but not for me

based on silence, based on freedom’s

passing glance,

such classic dust
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cliff

hanging by my fingers

once again. 

my lot in life to hang,

to gain a little ground

palm maybe, over top

but then the wind it blows

and grip i lose

and slide back to my fingertips

i’m waiting for the day

when wind will be too strong

and i will slip to ever die

at the foot of my mountain

or i wait for another day

when i sit on the cliffs edge,

close enough to be ever thankful

for my current state

but no more to struggle

just surviving my thoughts.
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climb

should life be so difficult, lord?

am i just depressed,

not enough seratonin

nor endorphins

to give a positive spin to every day

each morning i wake up

at the bottom of the cliff

and spend my day climbing, climbing

till one foot pushes me down

another again

sometimes i arrive

at the cliff’s edge

and by my fingers hand

those are the good days

the best to come

the best days are when

i get my elbows above the edge

and my fingernails get a rest

then i can see where normal people live

and have a mind to climb again
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clouds

the slightest breath

moves the cloud to move

seam to seam to changing seam

cover one

cover another, so to speak

pass and mingle, flow to one

in rain to linger

giving, getting, down and back

wisp so full of heavy drink

charge the masses

with your wonder slow

unteasing me, freeing us

like clouds

big and big

we pass

you move east

i move east

not on our own, nor alone
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coach

father,

when you think about me, what makes you smile?

what makes you laugh so hard you can’t gather yourself?

what holds your attention?

father,

how long do you hold out when someone bothers you?

when do you lose your propriety?

why do you keep it in the first place?

father,

i need a coach for my team,

because this group makes me nervous,

and i’m the leader.
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columbian gold

columbus redefined the find, find your way to vision

with blessings from conquering power, so much dominion, so little time,

so it comes your way, free form lubricant supplying your gears,

intoxicant heart beating like a runaway slave

imperialist bloodletting find, find a way to find a home in your heart

we are better off indeed, such a people indeed, such vision indeed

such a free world indeed, such patriotism indeed, such narcotic loyalty indeed,

such a sickening cry for freedom to such a deaf ear, a torn flag

from seed we grow, good or bad, never to change the gene

but to turn new seed
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coming true

it is not so much

the fatigue that grips me

nor the language of duty

that exhausts me

it is the indefinable line

between who we are

and are to be

that drains sagacious minds

if you could wake today

and know that you followed

one true course all your life

would it be satisfying

or would a belly full

of confidence

be emptied by today’s starvation

for more right choices at every turn?
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communion 

i have become fully aware

that the surreal world of the art

is chance for me to weigh so low

seeing others advance in their craft

while i micromanage my present

as the only art i can sustain

filled with ideas so pregnant with more ideas

i must consider blame and duty, government and investigation

as part of my responsibility

not just to god, if even so to him,

but to those that trap me in their brokenness

can i be free? 

free to give myself to that i am made for,

i am so sure

rhythm in my blood, words on my tongue

calligraphy in my heart

no, i must do what the soldier must do,

never choosing to fight, but having to for some country i must honour

all the while my children watch the preoccupation

wishing i could hear what they just said to me

i’m everywhere in my mind

responsible for it all

sure that i am the center

of so many sordid schemes to take from my soul

that which you placed there

if i’m not free to tumble in earth’s elysium,

carrying this joy to it’s measure,

spilling on my children and softening the world to love,

just tell me.

i’ll resign myself to hell the rest of my days,

and teach my loves to hold me loosely

i cannot bear to know that you would invest

and my own shadow would silence the gift

dominated by my fears, 

letting the darker trials dominate the screen and force

the vital living into a grave.

i don’t want these chains; i never asked for them,

i’m attracted to the softer sides of humanity

and to the gentle currents of life

i’ll be damned if this anger yields anything but freedom from this psyche

so easily chained by anyone’s choice to involve me

in their petty or valid grievances.

i am armed tonight with just one prayer

let me be free from that which will only take

let me be free to that which you bring

and let all that would train me stay in the other corner

at least so i don’t die by facing it

over and over again without your pleasure

i want to live, not to react to every criticism and task that comes my way

i want to be about a business true

to live as one wholly given to you

to live as one wholly being who i am

to set my children on the same two paths

\running into one

running into you.
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community

in common sorrow,

my peace is to know

that i have you to stand by me

you are my friend

you are my help

you are my community

god has flesh

god has bone

when i have you

and i to you, will be the same.

© 2002 dan wilt

community two

tell me again

how we are made, again,

to need the hand

the word

the prayer

the strength

of another

for sanity’s sake

for healing and deliverance

for today to be liveable

for tomorrow to be tolerable

for the smile to return

and fear to flee

no isolation

silent or loud

can stand in this frame

when my community surrounds me

sisters

brothers

friends

saints

sirens to the white lights

to the good lands

to the strongholds of truth

in the moment
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dad

the intended wound was not so personal.

just to temper my tomorrows.

to teach me how to care about,

think about, mull about

what everybody needs,

what everybody thinks,

what everybody mulls.

i learned to give,

i learned to wonder,

i learned to listen very well.

each gift,

each question,

each word as cold as steel,

but sweet and good;

massaging my soul, and

given me my heart’s desire.

the affection, love and admiration

built to swell my soul,

pundits so abating the darkness

in my soul.

control, control, control

the lesser impulse,

disdain the private chance,

the will to dig, to scratch,

to scrape away the dogma

to find my real self.

chain me to the winch

of self-doubt and preservation

left to let the dreamer die

and every dream to wither with him

so redemption, come my way!

i care too much,

think too much,

mull too much

to what believers question.
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dance

(with the lady)

tender pace and slower passion,

waltzing through the dark night air

deepest blues and crimson racing

aphrodysiac of ruse

blood to blood and flesh to woman

eyes of dark and hair so pure

i remain your child and father

and this man that you would choose

can we dance and move forever

do not stop and fear that i

will but break beneath this weather

i will come and draw so nigh

to the one we both will favour

endless days and on in years

i will trust that he is present

through our harm and broken tears

i may pound my head in horror

thinking mind is lost in all

but you know the truth i harbour

this is what it costs to call

this is what it costs to call

so command my soul to follow

i will too, say this aloud

i will not give up the struggle

to horizons dark and loud

calling me to press for honour

calling me to press for truth

love innate and beauty baiting

windows of the soul i choose

i move through to touch the drawing

l.ight and all and final trains

moving to the hell of heaven

penetrant to heaven’s gate

i will shun the deepest breaching

i will find myself in him

do not let my hand go now, girl

we will walk this trail again

we will walk this trail again

and my deepest prayer will be now

that you find in all this pain

not a man who can’t surrender

but some goodness in this vein

running through your heart and racing

you alone in freedom’s line

coming to your holy senses

as i lose what’s left of mine

i will lay this on the altar

if my fears and silent pain

will uplift you to a wonder

that you for now would want to blame

keep your eyes on this my partner

keep your eyes on heaven’s hue

do not wander from this temple

i will give my heart to you

i will see my heart made new

© 2003 dan wilt

dark china

in a world far away

i stood with gaze nonchalant

ever mindful of my looking glass

to test the error of my ways

when i saw the black desolation

of quicksand hue with ivory tusk

of mind and men, holding a fortune

but poor remaining

who could have guessed the quantity

of life so exacted, so poured out on grass

blades of green, to blades of red

twisted with anger and prejudice

pasted on my wall such decor

no longer holds my attention

and tired of examined living

i turned to go

then dark china caught my eye

lifted by aimless defeat

soaring back to nether worlds

too costly to attend
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day and night

night and day have never seemed so loving as today

or tonight’s rush has ever been;

i’ve left too lonely and arrived too barren

free from more than my intent was

and bound by more than my responsibility taken

if ageless years were left me i do not think i would do so well

time for me flows too gradually and before i know it

i have lived and breathed and that is all

if scarce words a ministry make

or action fell on softer soil,

my day and its night would be forever engraved on humanity’s soul

as it is i have no order to my mind or makeup

cosmetic palaces adorning my frail thoughts

but i am sure that it is more than i that

takes the small seed of my dawn and makes it

thrive and thrust against the sky

which is my solace, my attitude of choice

for day and night pass even as we speak

©1998 dan wilt

day born

day born,

lying in a manger bed

day born,

lifting up my little head

one speaks softly, one speaks loud

one speaks humbly, one speaks proud

day born,

lying in a manger bed

day born

lifting up my little head

day born
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denial

it’s the whistling sound

that makes me envy the lighter corpses

 though dying in so many ways

they live in such others.

“defy the death that reigns within”

yes, that is quite a reasoned thought

but no more deny that life itself

is but of death made

hinder me no further

gate of soul depress

i choose not the answer

i choose the greater question

one leads me to

one away

i think the latter

holds me for the longest joy

©2000 dan wilt

depression

no one believes me

when i tell them the morning begins

at the bottom of a hill

and the steady climb

by supplement and singing

is everyday’s fare.

no one believes me

when i tell them the sadness

is more familiar than the light

that light so rare

and the welcome break

in every cloud and wall

is my miracle.

no one believes me

when i tell them i smile

because i love you and them

and the personality

i’ve been given

tends to be bright

at least on the outside.
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designs of the mind

designs of the mind

so nebulous

so free but fighting the core of my 

candle breath

heat my intuition with flames of grey

give my silent sorrow no more gain

till fury meets fury

and subtle change is on the way

© 2002 dan wilt

dim lit cottage of the soul

her brood

each a sickle in hand

went to the wheat

sheave after sheave

fallen, they would be

after the cutter’s wake

delight in each stalk

rocking to and fro in breezes

a harvest to feed

bristling rallies

each mob calling to the next

“let them stand”

no

fall they must

each to its own weight

fall they must

each to mother sod

prostrate on bed from which it came

stalk to stalk again

freedom upon freedom

room for more to grow

delight in each stalk

rocking to and fro in breezes

a harvest to feed

© 2000 dan wilt

disguised

disguised again

you embraced me

i thought it was the man

disgusting to the world

who hugged me

disguised again

you embraced me

i thought it was my wife

tender in her love for me

who touched me

disguised again

you embraced me

i thought it was my daughter

rough in her laughter

who consoled me

disguised again

you embraced me

© 2002 dan wilt

distant

distant, far, far away

i heard it roll, silent like a loon at its quiet heights of shrill

then mightly like a dormant bear wakened

like no tomorrow bore its bread

if you keep me close enough,

my heart’s beat and pound you will hear

if you keep me far enough,

no still air will satisfy your want

of a storm

©1998 dan wilt

divide and conquer

i remember the first time i was ever asked that question.

artisan or articulate

never the twain to meet.

who can guess which feeds which

or how much truth each can say

in fewer  words.

i alone feel the tension

i alone know the cold hard steel

of mincing wordplay with word

before me, he went

like a hard pressed businessman

who throws on sackcloth like linen.

the tension mounted for him,

and one day death knocked

after the grand legacy of goodness

for me it just hurts

artisan or articulate

never the twain to meet

· 1998 dan wilt

do you love me

do you love me?

when the cold wind blows and the children cry,

do you love me?

do you love me?

when the dreams we share are miles apart,

do you love me?

do you love me?

when the breath of god twists and turns my way,

do you love me?

do you love me?

when the drain of living wants my very best help,

do you love me?

do you love me?

when i call you on the wire and you’ve had enough,

do you love me?

do you love me?

when i ask the same question again and again,

do you love me?

©1998 dan wilt (jamaica)

dollhouse

a tribute to new hope children’s home,

mandeville, jamaica

she laid in my arms, that porcelain doll.

i’ve never held one that close, painted eyes and stiff hair

like a child she lay, like a child she was, like a child she is

to someone, she was always a doll.

when you are done playing with it, when the novelty of the sex and the sickness wears off

you put the doll in a trash bag, by the side of the road, that’s what you do

to the touch, her lips softened as we sat,

perfect eyes became flecked with colored flaws, the brand of the dollsmith

her cheeks no longer stilted with pain, she was very real

the crib waits, time is up, and time to go and time to run

quickly before i lose my senses and take her home to my little girls to play and laugh with

the paint all gone and the look too fierce for me

crying sent me home, she all alone in her two by three world

seeing only six feet they tell me to the left and right and all around

she only saw that i was leaving, our one hour lifetime stolen like fruit in the marketplace

when the play becomes real the actors rush to put away the props,

tokens of their staged experience, obstacles in their backstage dark

but when the hidden prop lived and breathed, she brought her world to bear on mine

©1998 dan wilt

don’t

dance,

don’t tremble dear one

sing

don’t hold back, my love

run

don’t stand still, dear one

laugh

don’t restrain your joy

© 2002 dan wilt 

dust

held high in honour,

i feel your gentle love;

washing over me like water,

lighting on me like a dove

help me now, my master,

help me hold on to this call;

my desparate situation,

needs you to do it all

i never could remember,

how it seems that yesterday;

each day and situation

fell into a rhythm stayed

if dust can ever become more,

than dust was meant to be;

then let me be so rich and deep,

before i fin’lly sleep

· 1998 dan wilt

easy-bake

you said i had no business in your affairs

you said i had no cause to leave the bank account unchallenged

but if i don’t do it, who will?

if i do it, who won’t?

major confusion and minor dance steps leave me like,

like an easy-bake oven; i’ve got a job to do

©1998 dan wilt

encountering eden

i encountered eden today.

he lifted me; i lifted him

he talked about love; i talked about love

he talked about character; i talked about character

love makes the world go around

hate is born in selfishness

love gives it all up and away in a beautiful balloon

i encountered eden today.

we cried over the words of god

we laughed over the sight of heaven

we stilled over the pool of sin

we wallowed in a father’s glance

at his little one’s at play

i encountered eden today.

i’d like to live there.

· 1998 dan wilt

end of time

i sidled up to my favorite friend with these words

“how long?”

he looked at me with eyes bright from tears and said,

“i’ll be there.”

we embraced and my mind, calm from our exchange,

listens to the wind with thoughts of gray.

©1998 dan wilt

exactly how i feel

if life was but a distillate of years gone by

if solace could be found in just a wanton passerby

if candy could be eaten without pain or cancer by

then you would know exactly how i feel

if pace could be controlled by one who masterminded all

if millions could console the lonely addict in the hall

if suffering could be silenced by the cue conductors call

then you would know exactly how i  feel

if edge of night induced a labour harder than a man

if coal could ever burn as long as gaseous vapours can

if you could wrestle alligators with one tied-up hand

then would know exactly how i feel

can love be any blinder

can heart be any kinder

can will be anymore a  part of this?

if you had one last moment to retreat the curtain’s call

if you had one more portion yet to eat before nightfall

if every any hand had ever lifted you at all

then you would know exactly how i feel

· 1998 dan wilt

falling

(for jason and laura) 

darkness falls, and i

in the middle of my daylight

must bow under its’ weight

i have no choice it seems

no one asked me if this was allowed

this break in my journey

we is who we are

but i is what i feel

together in this, feeling together

but i am feeling something

no one else is right now

i am alone with god in this

trek of the heart

i’m falling so far

it feels like endless free fall

but i know this will end

a bottom will be hit

and i will live, and my love will, too

darkness, winning for the moment

will be overcome by white light

as of late, my light came from the sky

precious friends, stand by me

my day is here

not without the darkness

but shine and shimmer that was coming from the sky before

now comes through the eyes

and touches of my friends

hold me again, i’m still falling

© 2003 dan wilt

familiar

(a tribute to rich mullins)

every time my mind moves

to the thoughts of the children

the music begins to play

and my heart is sung by a man

familiar to my ways

the music holds me fast,

and as they sung his song in jamaica

the land of their sojourn

so i sing it now

in the land of mine

so sing the journey,

rich in word and deeds

glazed as clay made hard with living

holding me to the higher account

of eternal moments

i cry every time i see them,

as i’m sure you did as well;

sing for them my friend

sing for us all

sing like only angels can

and if it is still hard to believe

that death wins the earthly battle

so soon on so many,

then may our lives confirm

that life is more moment than minute

· 1998 dan wilt

fashion

it seems that fashion

goes the way of the wind;

so stilted in its love affair

with the masses

drenched with dew

of silent lights and mistletoe

it seems that fashion

goes the way of happenstance;

no reason for its lover

to ever guess again

hailed by sorrow

of useless friends and camelot

©2000 dan wilt

fifth harmony

(thoughts at sunrise)

there is no harm

in being fifth in line

others start the motion

others form the base

they are the foundation

strong and deep

high and sweet

they lay the ground

but be it not

for fifth in line

a harmony of colour

bending straightest tune

there would be

a lesser piece

and you would have 

no part to play

play your part

and do not wish

you were one of four

the low to high

be the wind

be the style

be the shape

that changes things.

© 2003 dan wilt
fighting

 i feel trapped again.

can’t seem to trust god.

can’t seem to trust man.

squinting to find my prayers answered

and fighting to keep my heart alive.

desperate for some answers

can’t seem to trust instinct

can’t seem to trust my thoughts

fearing that today will be worse than yesterday

and fighting to keep my heart alive.
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fire

build the fire slowly

to burn long and tired

flames to welcome, greet

flames to send, dismiss

fire to tame the whole

and make us warm

© 2000 dan wilt

flower rising

(for anna)

like a flower sired

‘neath the rock and soil

in its newling stages

ready for true toil

seed to break its shell
sprout to fend the war

heavy pile of rubble

halting heaven’s door

soon the ground to break

giving way to life

something frail and sensitive

ruling weight and strife

incandescent skyling

born to breath in cloud

flower in abiding

rising o’er its’ shroud

to the sun my daughter

to the air my girl

no obstruction can withstand

the power of your will

© 2003 dan wilt

flying home

if the table is set with century flowers,

and if living is made of true and false hopes,

then the day i see you again,

will last forever

in sweet scent and truth.

· 1998 dan wilt

follow the leader

still as a candlestick he rides,

never a glance to one side or the next;

yet flickering, high and mighty as the early dawn,

strewn amuck on wind and grass;

his life, like one anew with windy tears,

at the first sign of a dry world;

the babe at birth as innocent,

the war at play as wild;

the trinket-baubel as curious,

the wind of west as ancient

still as a candlestick he rides,

not one taught by decay of day or night;

but one learned on course of sand formed beach,

on schedules of star crossings and old books;

nursed on the leavened bread of fire and ice,

love and loss, grief and tears;

the loved as passionate,

the dark as wonderful;

the shamed as bashful,

the lime as dusty

still as a candlestick he rides,

one whose authority never needs spoken;

or force of heart addressed,

but licks up air as his oxygen

and darkness as his fuel;

stilted by god’s tender gaze

the day as constant,

the wind as harsh;

the caring as content,

the mighty as fallen
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folly

hoist the sail on folly,

it’s about to set course for the motherland

and take you and i with it.

follow me to the isle of lies,

where sister hates brother because she’s supposed to

and he has no say in the matter.

follow me to the strait of bent,

where truth is so distorted by your circumstance

that you re-write the law in your favor.

follow me to the way of greed,

where getting what you want is more important than wanting what you get

where we all pay our tithe.

follow me to the port of colic,

where anger spews freely, without control

just because i am in front of you..

follow me to the whistler’s boat

who lulls you to sleep with his merry meanderings,

on a course for my death and yours.

· 1998 dan wilt

for maria

i wish that i could touch you

sometimes i wish that miles were hugs

and distance was friendship

but it seems we are destined

for a time of far

i wish that i could hold you

sometimes it’s like you’re my own little girl

and i figure you know my heart

even though you barely know me

and i know yours

i wish that i could tell you

what love i feel each time i see you

in pictures changing with age

always in our vision

always seen with prayer

i wish that i could show you

my three little ones at play

and their mommy so beautiful

so that you could have them, too

and the joy they bring me

i wish that i could teach you

the little bit i’ve learned

about life and its habits

and for now i hear i can

if only in a letter’s care

i wish that i could know you

like i’m sure you know yourself

endless dreams and musings

filling your sweet mind

and spent on daily life

i wish that i could help you

love your parents more

love your friends and frolic more

love your lord more

like we love you

· 1998 dan wilt

free

concerned

for my consolation,

you held it tighter than i

distanced

from far fears and lack

perchance a moment is not lost

you see

freedom is not having

what you want, can have

freedom

is having not what you want

but can have

fly

my butterfly

and be free with me.

© 1999 dan wilt

friends

scathing rebukes allowed,

i am a man who wants to be taught;

lessons at liberty,

feed my soul like a hungry lion.

i went to see my heart the other day,

left to its own design for but once;

and i reeled at such disgust and revery,

in the place where no one could speak.

to be a friend is to let you dance,

in and out, up and down the stairs

of every room in my house;

even the basement.

find the foundation, find the faults,

that will crack this wooden frame

and leave me dying in the dust;

find them quickly, my friends

· 1998 dan wilt

from somewhere

and as i lay, 

i hear the sound

of music from ancestral line

voices bleak and voices strong

i hear the sound of celtic drums

see faces through a primal fire

eyes with shades and shapes of mine

though long before me

child now running through a field,

my great, great, great, 

great, great grandmother

grabs a handful of thick lush grass

and throws it to the sky

dancing now around a fire

wine and whistling

laughter strong

yet bitter quarrels still remaining

i hear the sounds of kettle drums

and tribal conversation

war in hearts,

love in hands,

children on their parents knee

my family

from days gone by

civil wars and saloon towns

wyatt knows his way through this

valentine his revolution garb on

still the singing

deep and sweet

and fearsome, too

faces through the flames again

ancient songs, mysterious

chants of human magistration

burning in divine breast

blades for battle clang a tune

warrior shouts with pounding chest blows

god before them

god behind them

god above them

god below them

god with me

torrid histories

of pulsing gene pool

blood and flesh i have

came from somewhere

goes to somewhere

dancing partners of my past

eyes like mine

art like mine

brows like mine

in the mines a candle burning

dim light reveals my grandpa’s face

though my age and painted black

with coal paste mixed of sweat

it’s shaking me

it’s rooting me

it’s lifting me

and now my son

my daughters

children 

to reveal that past is present

present is future

we come from somewhere

we go to somewhere

i come from somewhere

i go to somewhere

© 2003 dan wilt

frost

on pane of glass, dance like the spire of nightfall

left to yourself and borne on drops of sun,

wizened by ancient years, the scope of your full tender

never lying on casements clear

true story you can tell, each tentacular

lymph pouring from your side

reaches near and far, across the

plate of sand built hard by burning metal

frozen by chemic, clear as a bell of the same

i see through you, with you

your dance ever in my way

lifting my eyes to higher days

grabbing my gaze for lower days

cold you are, yet clear like your home.

never lie frost or dew

never let me see but through you

©1998 dan wilt

fuel

fire in my bones

raging

but an endless trickle of water

stifles small flames

duty water

marriage water

parent water

christian water

time and space water

drop by drop

could the water be fuel,

for me,

one day?

then i wouldn’t smolder,

but rise to burning heights

© 2002 dan wilt

garden path

(to live and die)

windswept, the garden path such

hues of black and white

shades of gray, so serene

took me walking

forced my foot to trod

this way and that

at the end of such a path

you wait

it’s course through life and dying

billowed smiles full and fat

and haunted eyes, gaping mouth in despair

i’ve seen some things, yes

the kids grow so quickly

hearts of gold and silver

breathing love for a living

that you and i put there

camera ready spectacles of

heaven vision bright

the garden path i walk

each turn my friend or enemy

i think with fear they all may be

my friend - painful talk i know

yet i would not turn but for this,

i would not bend but for that

and in this bending and braking

pealing and writhing

i see the path has destination

and winsome fare awaiting

such feast is in your eyes

and such food is everlasting.
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gift

the burning revelation

of you hand, deep in mine

sets winds to move and stir

so far within me

could you, beset no more

with fear, or feigned emotion

respite with me to heaven

for this kiss present

so love, so grown within

can now respond with freedom

no thought or tyrant world

abating, forever, please

she is my gift

treasure fondly handled

touch to gaze infused 

my tireless dream

© 2001 dan wilt

 give me a war

give me a war.

spitfires and hurricanes and messerschmidts and all the air stuff.

the air stuff is just different from the land stuff.

all is distant, but no less motion and emotion.

that’s it – distant with motion and emotion, real living boy.
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glory

the moment was full of glory

an arrival of sorts

opportune time and right place

for me to be the center

and as it passed

so did i

from a stronger man

to a weaker man

and so i resolve

that next time the

right place and opportune time

present themselves

i will not assume the stars have aligned

nor any ship has come in

but rather that i

am in the middle

of a test

to see if i believe 

a hero lives inside

or a child of god

© 2003 dan wilt
god at play

(sacred image)

hundreds stand before me

aisled in row and line

each a hint of of someone else

a glimpse of heaven’s kind

and in this rope of earth so tied

each labour, love and eyes

represents a shade of glory

even now disguised.

how i could think that some now near

could not define such worth,

i’m now aware that divine care

has made them rich from birth

on sod and concrete walk the way

of terra immigrants

born in a country not their own

yet strangely in their sense

could you now see if you would dare

the place that each one holds

as son and daughter of the one

who affects them so bold

in trial and heartache see it come

the image from behind

the heart betrays its heaven self

when danger moves the rind

so now in stillness, stare i must

as each permits a glow

some dark and dense, some bright intense

of who they’re made to know

and each in comely reverie

will move through hour and day

pregnant with immortal life

yet moving steps away

deliverance for souls that hide

the diamond in the coil

will be so swift and strong and sweet

to lift them from the soil

but first the dance of child and god

will need its’ treasured time

to extract what is true and right

and lovely from the life

you now aware eternal glimpse

is found not far away

but in the eyes of human kind

and faces contemplate

it’s time you and the child called i

began the warring storm

to set the captive free to be

as one with he who formed

and as you brace such innocence

against the world around

you will find deep in your soul

the voice of god resound

rumbles breaking through the walls

you built with fear and clay

unearthing this, the image now

of god the god at play

© 2003 dan wilt

have mercy

if you rank indifference as one of mankind’s fates,

then surely you must wrestle with the everyone you hate;

for sages bear their war wounds, when courage cures abound,

so let your heart be troubled when belief is hidden down

have mercy

have mercy

to simply care at distance, and never with the hand,

is never but a beacon of our insipid man;

to never go to meeting one whose lower than your crown,

is but the peoples’ penchant to keep goodness underground

have mercy

have mercy

safely go your paces, safely make your nods,

safely hold your purse at length, then pull it to your cause;

daring, cut the corner, daring cut the block,

and put your hand to crutching those who never might have walked

have mercy

have mercy

· 1998 dan wilt

healing

scarred beyond belief,

the soul enters its most pugnacious state;

in disrepair, blinding all who see it,

with eyes of glass and fear

its remnant love, now

no longer wants

to be held or hold another;

styled by endless pain

keeping now your hand in mine,

let’s walk a golden road;

to where the blasts of mortar shells,

are heard only in vain echoes

you are mine for this moment,

and health is not a distant gem;

you have time for this my friend,

and i have time for you

· 1998 dan wilt

hell and back

kiss a loud firebird,

running like a bat out of hellfire

hell out of kissing range

for a no man in a no man’s land

if you have a better idea,

then start it hard and keep it long

if you don’t then turn around

fire burns and you kiss lightly thereafter

©1998 dan wilt

her storm

(for anita)

it was her storm

or so she felt

rumbling in the treetops

mountain shakes in lightning flash

it was her storm

or so she felt

swinging on the porch slab

sheets of water fall

it was her storm

or so she felt

brooding in her spirit

spray and wind create

it was her storm

or so she felt

pounding in her bosom

beauty wounding deeply

it was her storm

or so she felt

soaking green so lush

sound but nature’s voice

it was her storm

or so she felt

brimming sweet commotion

timeless mountain dream

© 2003 dan wilt

here and there

crimean war aside, a boy did drown again.

he left his family for another world,

here on earth,

then left them again,

there for death.

is there no relent, no day of pacification?

he left his family for another world,

here on earth,

then left them again,

there for death.

can anybody hear the cries, the duty forsaken?

he left his family for another world,

here on earth,

then left them again,

there for death.

momma, weep longer now, and harder.

he left his family for another world,

here on earth,

then left them again,

there for death.

( 2000 dan wilt

hero

(a tribute to dave nicholson)

it is a great mystery,

why man gives man his life;

one to displace the other,

one to replace the other,

one for one to live

as great a mystery,

that heroes live and die;

for living ones,

for passing ones,

for ones with only honor left

but not so great a mystery,

as why we hope and pray;

that heroes live,

that heroes die,

under our clouds

to lay one’s life,

down on dust and water;

is greater love,

is greater faith,

is greater good

imagine this,

if every woman, every man;

would live for one,

would die for one,

under hero’s banner

· 1998 dan wilt

hey ben

hey ben, did you see that ball?

the world is round and twice as tall;

the bounce is high and the turning fun,

first one day, then another one.

hey ben, did you see that squirrel?

there are more like that around the world;

some are big with necks like poles,

and other’s live in tiny holes.

hey ben, did you see that tree?

it’s half the size that you will be;

never matter what your height,

your heart will tap the sun to bright

hey ben, did you see my love?

wrapped inside your baseball glove;

i tossed it there, right at you, too,

you have to catch that ball i threw.

· 1998 dan wilt

high grief

stalking heaven, new and fresh it feels,

running over my soul like a goblet poured out;

breast soaked with unknown dew,

i am left to myself, with none beside

today is gone and i, unfettered,

run the new road, head held back for wind catching;

ready for the next sorrow or joy,

to mistake its’ world for mine

you left me here, as if you went away,

just for a short time, but no, it’s been long;

and i grow impatient with waiting,

lest my heart be rendered fearless by your gaze

hooked now on nightly drama,

this fake illustration of time;

keeps me bent, and to it strapped,

for one more season of play

hold on, dear sorrow, words lament,

a vexed hand set for a strike;

you do me no dishonor,

to give up your very best

so my sole playmate heals me now,

and wondering if life breeds sorrow;

or sorrow breeds life,

i am in education of the kindest sort

let your undisguised breath steer my way,

and the noise of your tomorrows;

twist with heaven’s clean wind,

lit on by creatures of the flying sorts

high position now gained,

your have made me too a man of  sorrows,

aquainted with high grief,

but held out for vast tomorrows.

· 1998 dan wilt

hold

heaven sent, divine opponent

winged and furious in your air

chaste and purer than the sun clouds

halting me for finer fare

tendrils of a whitened demon

holding all within your grasp

pain and effigy bespoken

could it be i will not last

pain, is this my final portion

breeding chances mute and then

holding breath for one last gasping

set in pine and sod and stance

you remain my only chance

blazing tender mercy flowing

wars of cold and bitter kind

hold me fast in this true yearning

i could taste the love sublime

what if days flowed into motion

liquid time was all i knew

drinking deep of aeons waiting

then they all converge in you

there is deeper still a portion

tasting like the wine of gall

port and writhing in this cask, now

drink it deep for when i’m old

baste, imbibe this tender mercy

hold more still, and hold the line

fall i now in infant posture

waiting for the way you come

blessing this inside commotion

finding bliss in all i can

training me for endless hatred

is this dark encroaching land

i can hold, and hold more still now

i can taste the days ahead

and if i tremble now for moments

let me lay my weary head

let my hope be this in wedding

let the gold upon my hand

symbolize my one commitment

to be true, and all a man

finding you in all i can

© 2003 dan wilt

hold on

hold on to the goal, and don’t let go

hold on to the tight, where the lady’s right

and the wind blows right through your plans

· 1998 dan wilt

hope deferred

hope deferred

makes one’s sick,

i heard the poet say,

and i believe

i know the root

that spices joy’s delay

to look for quest

unanswerable

is surely cause for pain

for here on earth

we look for less

and find it hid’n away

but in the stars

there lies a rhyme

that breaches e’en this law

hope allowed,

by common quest

is seeing god in all

· 1999 dan wilt

hope

lift me up on the tendrils of a winged hope;

light my high-hearted faith with your wind,

and breathless, take me to your stars

sift my sands through time and sun;

raise their dunes with tender-hearted care,

and lead me through your lands uncharted

©1998 dan wilt

highest honour

hull of steel, web of fighter planes and nebuzaradan’s nightmare

haul away your dead,

if never night passes then you will have done your deed

and will gain the highest honour

· 1998 dan wilt

hold my hand

when i as a father hold your hand

it’s like for me a treasure

wrapped in my palm

that i can feel deep within 

and when i look at you i see

my child, so my own

yet so belonging

to both myself and others

when i as a father hold your hand

it is like heaven for me

you must know

it is like heaven for me

if you will hold my hand 

until you are old

and i am older

then i promise this

i will hold yours always tighter

than you hold mine

and will hold it forever

past this season we call life

i will hold it forever

i promise this.

© 2003 dan wilt

huron by winter

jade laughter rolling up from your deep belly,

turning sand to ice and wind to mist

melding mind and matter, blue and green,

heaven and earth, cloud and couplet

a ransom for a hearty mind,

held captive by bitter rays

of sun and sight, lifted for a moment

by lesser brights and dappled silk

my loneliness harmonized with a master loneliness

sweeping me off my feet into the water abyss below,

and the water expanse above

left to my own delight

©1998 dan wilt

hurry

hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry

all you ever do

hurry, hurry, hurry, hurry

run like wind, run like glue

fastening you down, over and over

till you’re covered in whole and in part

laden down with trouble and

sticky with covered heart

long for freedom to run again

run like the wind, run like glue

©1998 dan wilt

i am fighting

i am fighting inside,

with everything i’ve got

to make my home here

in a place i can live with

i am holding inside

a jewel of great price

that yields to no one

but god and his messengers

but if i cannot fight,

nor can i hold fast

then let my last grasp

extend my hand in praise

· 1998 dan wilt

ideal

i’ve tried to worship

another few hours have passed

guitar in hand

and no song to speak of

just rumbles, rants

solo chants

of endless consecration

© 2002 dan wilt 

i don’t want to spend much

i don’t want to spend much.

give me a budget of ten’s, as i can pay that back.

give me room for my mistakes,

give me no one to blame me.

i don’t want to spend much.

give me little to invest.

give me little to lose.

i don’t want to spend much.

give me little responsibility.

give me little glory.

i don’t want to spend much.

give me capital that is mine.

give me no one to account to.

· 1998 dan wilt

i held a baby

i held a baby in my eye

rocked it with mind lullaby

suckled it with honest soul

left it with the wind to grow.

©1998 dan wilt

imagine

could creation groan

for this enlistment

every man the image

every woman too

every child now owning

lineage pure and divine

broken from our leash

of adam’s consequence

and living in the image

image flesh and blood

no more now forgetting

that we are heaven’s own

© 2002 dan wilt

i miss my kid

“i miss my kid,”

i heard her say through colored lips and words

he’d drowned a few days earlier

in circumstance absurd

“i miss my kids,”

i heard me say in thoughts and tears inside

i hope they only drown one day

within their father’s pride

· 1998 dan wilt

impressario

dissolusionment, my forever friend

i thought i changed, turned a corner and then

my pain increased again

swallowing me whole

i keep hoping that love will last

devotion will be undying,

but i fear the pleasantries are

others’ norm.

when i think for a moment

a new friend could mean such loyalties exchanged

i find that business holds the truer mark

and i redistribute my hidden weight

© 2003 dan wilt

in still embrace

in still embrace,

i choose to let this go again

my fear of reprisal

my love of the person

my life in this world

seems to hang in the balance

i choose to go silent

to give my best to god

and my worst as well

not allowing the demon

the writhing need to communicate

to stifle this freedom

i’m about to purchase alone

© 2002 dan wilt
in this circle

in this circle

finding friends

a man, a man, another man

holy hands extended

all on my chest

burning prints

of god’s design

to heal my heart

both by the call for help

and by the love i’m shown.

© 2003 dan wilt

i pray

i’ve prayed

i’ve enjoined others to pray

and i expect this to be easy

or easier

than constant hell

and heartache

but now i see

that this tumble roll

so potent now

is about more than the task

grinding along

it is about these hearts

involved right now

about to break

under every pressure

time and task

and hidden feelings

so it will take time

to walk this out

love as my reason

for giving in

giving out

giving over

in this season

oppression or ease

neither seems worth it

at the time

but is indeed worth it

in the end

i’m told

i pray.

© 2003 dan wilt

i purchased a demon

i purchased a demon.

local corner store,

found a magazine to help me

score a bargain.

invite or invoke,

i’m really not sure,

which seems appropriate to define

my haggling tactic.

i took it home;

the demon that is,

nurtured it with coddle and care

let it help me when it was old enough,

to buy another demon.

· 1999 dan wilt

i rubbed her belly

i rubbed her belly tonight and it was a good thing i did;

a girl needs her daddy.

i sang her songs that made peace stay in her room and it was important that i did;

a girl needs her daddy.

i put my hand on her shoulder so that she would know i hadn’t left her bed, and it was a smart thing to do;

a girl needs her daddy.

i creaked the floor on the way out, still singing the last song so it would linger in her sleeping ears for a few moments more, and it wasn’t a good thing because she woke up;

a girl needs her daddy.

skip to my lou, my darling, skip to my lou and don’t you stop till the night falls and all the pain is long, long gone;

a girl needs her daddy.

©1998 dan wilt

is there

is there any life in my soul tonight

deadened, numbed to pressure’s fear

or passion’s chance

is there any blood in my veins tonight

like i’m waiting for a cut to bleed

or my wife to love

is there any hope for my heart tonight

wizened, weathered deep inside

is there any life in me?

© 2002 dan wilt

it

it pushes me,

fights me,

screams at me to write it, sing it, say it, lift it up from the depths and give it birth.

it knows no timeline, no deadline, yet won’t be silent till the now is really now, and the thought is right recorded.

it wants its place, it won’t take no for an answer,

it will confuse me, chain me, wrestle me to the ground till i do it,

till i give it the breath it craves,

pleasure upon pleasure,

it will not leave me alone, not at night, not at day, not at rest, not at work,

not in silence, not in loudness,

it will breathe on me like it never left me,

it will suffocate me if i don’t let it go,

i can’t contain its blessing, but i can’t bear its curse,

i can’t sustain its crying,

it’s laughing makes me hurt,

i give it one breath of air, and it is never satisfied again,

till it has all my attention, and i give the least i can,

i am more noble than such enterprise, than such indulgent spatter,

i try to keep it locked, and still it wrests free,

i said i would not do it again, and yet i cannot but do it,

i want the approval,

i want the gifts,

i want the answers,

but the questions rule me,

every dew,

and make me hunt for blinder alleys.

heaven forbid i do what i am for.

heaven forbid i shine like darkness to bring light to the open.

i hate the answers anymore, can barely speak them,

but for the ones who so desperately need just one.

can i break free?

may i?

can i sing each once, just once,

every question, find its life, breathing strong as any answer,

soul delight for me, song and melody,

harmony, energy, life for once in mortal clays molded the way i would,

the way i think you would.

©2000 dan wilt

i’ve come

 i’ve come to worship

and bow in this place

on a ground where sanity eludes me

and all i have is you

no one believes me, again

that the mind can be lost

in the fray of fears unknown

and despair unfounded

so i come to worship

and bow in this place

for only you could know

what is really going on.

© 2003 dan wilt

i won’t lie

i won’t lie.

i never did like conflict, and my motionless bed is a good place to stay.

i won’t lie.

i never have been a soldier beaten back by the wind on a cloudy day.

i won’t lie.

i never would leave a child who was hungry or lame.

i won’t lie.

i never could solve a problem with one word or a game.

i won’t lie.

this useful flair for words keeps me motionless long enough to pace.

i won’t lie.

i never could do it well so i won’t start now.

· 1998 dan wilt

idealism

battered and bloody they are,

on the fields of your vain ambitions,

what a crowning achievement,

to have others believe that god speaks

through such a one as you,

while all the while wine and gall mix

to form a hideous potion

drawing out wickedness and ingesting goodness

the key to unlocking hearts to your goal

and then to satisfy your hunger, power upon power

lights up the night like a lantern

driving them to drive others

like a herd of cattle bound for slaughter

man leading man like so much wild tinder

telling us all that babies born blind to darkness

are pained by clean light

so much tinderbox it is, this power

crying “i want, i want”, while others perish for your ideals

leaning on the fence post of patient virtue at the end

of their long day of candor

silence the baby least it betray your age

and your acts look so much sillier even to you

listless in a world of passion

never touching virtue, but base vice

frenzied captives of your maturity and electric ways

feast on spiritual sex with miracle and milestone, wonder and whimsy

finishing the night tired, and the month, distant

fruits of a suckling tree tired from bitter weather

fending off thoughts of your insatiable call for more

from them and from theirs and from their will

find it fast before the cries begin and you hear the groans of your pittance gift to god

©1998 dan wilt

identity

anytime you see

a man or a woman

too tightly clung to their name

or rank, or position

you have found a nemesis;

not of yourself,

but of their self

and as they bite and claw themselves

to further their stature

in eyes deeply seated

in their hearts

you will watch them bruise

and beat themselves

into a dark submission

venture your heart be free

to walk alone in peace,

and to walk with others in peace

your name meaning nothing to you

then, if not rank in others’ eyes,

rank in file stand before

your truest destiny

· 1998 dan wilt

if i could buy a boat

if i could buy a boat,

lean and sweet of craft;

then i would sail it hard and long,

simple though, and daft

raging through the quiet streams,

paddling through the fray;

misusing it with noble aim,

abusing it with pain

if i could buy a boat,

i think i first should learn;

that what seems light and simple now,

is heavier as earned.

· 1999 dan wilt (fredericton, nb)

if i suffer

if i suffer but a little

for the lot i left behind

then my pain is stolen anger

from the pot of all mankind

if i suffer but a little

for the sanity i’ve gained

then my pace was surely worth it

and the justice is maintained

· 1998 dan wilt

i knew you then

i knew you then

when springtime glanced off 

the grass of my youth

when the days a boy changes

are too many to count

i knew you then

when love gave way to liking

the girl one row over

when play after school

was the dream of my lifetime

i knew you then

when harnessed to my inner fear

i   cried through every noon

when days of old stretched

into days of now

and you

i knew you then

and i’ve always loved you

© 2002 dan wilt

i’m alive

i’m alive

and that’s enough

good to breathe the air

to know you as one so innocent

like a child afraid

but like a child unable to do a thing about it

i’m alive

in you i’m sure

feeling love as strong as life itself

to know you as one so dependent

like a child in need

and like a child able to do anything

© 2003 dan wilt

i’m asking more of you

i’m asking more of you; not less

i’m asking what of you; not what you think

i’m asking who of you; not who really should

i’m asking when of you; not when you decide it best

i’m asking more of you; not less

© 2000 dan wilt

i’m getting dumber

i fought so hard

to get the demons off my back

named people, places, reasons and cares

and having won this one fight

i now find that all is not completely well

i am more happy, more free

than before i’ve been

only now, though now i’m smarter

wisdom starts to fade away

in the battle was my jewel

the wisdom that i sought

all my life to have and be

it slowly slips away

as i don’t have to work as hard to live.

© 2002 dan wilt

insecurity

if i square myself against it,

then maybe i won’t be caught in its’ tide;

warm illusion of faithfulness

skipping across the sandscape of my mind

if i hold it in honour,

i glorify procrastination;

and set against myself a foe

more difficult to stay than i imagined

if i feign the liar,

then hearts are swelled by my words,

irrevocable to dawn but bent to night

there in their own secret place

if i hold my ground,

i lose no sleep nor slumber;

i lose no terrain to terror

but still the fight inside my soul

· 1998 dan wilt

invest

i have a year

the request is for a year

i can give a year

though it feels like eternity

though it seems like a day

i can give a year

the request is for a year

i have a year.

© 2002 dan wilt

involved

i don’t want to get involved,

not again, not ever;

when i do i get burned

someone’s burden becomes mine,

and while i lie awake,

they sleep

but i have to,

i’m a brother’s keeper

a soul’s friend

even if two must go

and confront the sin

i must get involved

nothing noble;

i get involved,

so someone, sometime, 

will get involved with me.

© 2002 dan wilt

island sky

under the tent of the big top i turn

later than the day before

and earlier than the night beyond

the ring clouds circle me like a harvest bale

ready to be forked

and lifted to the collection box

ribbons of white dancing in your blue hair

scathed by wind but not by word

glowing with your pregnant eyes

fastened to earth by her pull

fastened to heaven by her push

fastened to me by my soul

©1998 dan wilt (jamaica)

it feels like fear

it feels like fear, but i know it is not.

like pins and needles, but not so sharp.

like a day winding down, but not so sleepy.

it feels like fear, but i know it is not.

like responsibilities unasked for, only not so heavy.

like fainting with dizziness, but not so unchosen.

it feels like fear, but i know it is not.

because i know it is right, and i am, apparently, up to the task.

· 1999 dan wilt

i’ve been keeping

i’ve been keeping a love affair with god.

his hand held me dear one bright day and one dark night, and now i am his.

it was all i could do to restrain my heart.

it still is.

i want to be recycled, made new, kept clean.

i am a rambling man without an idol.

heroes on the other hand….

coming of age is a sightly remark for any child.

corn husks make as much sense as any other gift.

horses run wild with fury if the can is kicked in their favour.

rastafari had no comments to make that were new or old.

hanging here by my boots, i feel like a winter has passed.

i’ve been keeping a love affair with god.

his hand held me dear one bright day and one dark night, and now i am his.

i still am.

· 1998 dan wilt

i want to see

(a poem for sojourners)

i want to see the mountains, far over the world,

where the sunlight first begins and the moonlight routes it rays

into the dark

i want see the mountains, far over the world,

where the supernovas dance, and the thunder of the star applause

began

i want to be the place where you are,

see the face of my desire;

hear the rushing of creation from your door

i want to see the waters, far over the world,

where light conceived a life, and the seas of heaven’s nectars

become clouds

i want to see the waters, far over the world,

where the wake of journey home, is overcome by shining

waves of love

i want to be the place where you are,

see the face of my desire;

hear the rushing of creation from your door

i want to be the place where you are,

to see the face of my desire;
hear the rushing of creation from your door

© 1998 dan wilt

i want to have fun

i want to have fun.

beleagured and beset by guilt is worthless.

i don’t do what i need to.  someone else said that.

fire to my lips or no fire, this is not holiness.

holiness must rip with gratitude and light hearts.

if it doesn’t, who the hell wants it? bring me death, but let it be accompanied by life.  to keep doing what one despises, that is a miserable fate.

god is in heaven, you are on earth.  let your words be few.

© 1996  dan wilt

jamaican rum one

rum, rum,

goes the street

rum, rum,

goes the alley

dream chasers,

that’s what they are

wind tossed faces

brazen with little life

drink a drink, drink a drink

of good jamaican rum.

rum, rum

goes the street

rum, rum

goes the alley

dream chasers

that’s what they are

chicken-scratch livers

holding on to first world hopes

drink a drink, drink a drink

of good jamaican rum.

rum, rum

goes the street

rum, rum

goes the alley

dream chasers

that’s what they are

living like there’s no tomorrow

hefty bags of sediment on their backs

drink a drink, drink a drink

of good jamaican rum.

rum, rum

goes the street

rum, rum

goes the alley

dream chasers

that’s what they are

skill of back and nerve of steel

holding onto tomorrow with silken threads

drink a drink, drink a drink

of good jamaican rum.

rum, rum

goes the street

rum, rum

goes the alley

dream chasers

that’s what they are

sky of deepest agate

calling them above

drink a drink, drink a drink

of good jamaican rum.

rum, rum

goes the street

rum, rum

goes the alley

dream chasers

that’s what they are
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jamaican rum two

dream chasers

that’s what they are

eyes set on golden peaks

turn no left, turn no right

drink a drink, drink a drink

of good jamaican rum.

rum, rum

goes the street

rum, rum

goes the alley

dream chasers

that’s what they are

silouetted saints brisking my mind

with their cups full of sleepy time

drink a drink, drink a drink

of good jamaican rum.

rum, rum

goes the street

rum, rum

goes the alley

dream chasers

that’s what they are

always hope for something more

if you didn’t run i’d shut the door

drink a drink, drink a drink

of good jamaican rum.

rum, rum

goes the street

rum, rum

goes the alley

dream chasers

that’s what they are

smiling eyes take brittle hair

and make it shine with prism wear

drink a drink, drink a drink

of good jamaican rum.

rum, rum

goes the street

rum, rum

goes the alley

dream chasers

that’s what they are

my, my what a sight

cliffs and water set aright

drink a drink, drink a drink

of good jamaican rum.

rum, rum

goes the street

rum, rum

goes the alley

dream chasers

that’s what they are

©1998 dan wilt (jamaica)

jar of clay

i looked around the house one day,

and finally found that jar of clay;

simple patterns, simpler still,

its uses, neither form nor frill

it set within a corner bare,

of visibility or stare;

and had no comely rift or rill,

to draw attention to its till

full of riches, old and new,

full of rubies, sapphires blue;

emerald stones with jade and teal,

waiting for a glance to steal

but no one passed it with a stop,

or ever gaze was caused to drop;

the jar of clay, much wiser now,

was useful as my solemn vow

©1998 dan wilt

jellyfish

that jellyfish took my little girl

for a ride she’ll never forget.

· 1998 dan wilt

john williams

entreat the scarlet sun

to let you drink one more day

but no, you’ll pass from this

you’ll leave the little children

the wife you love

the cares you carried 

the time you spent

for heaven 

© 2001 dan wilt

joy

i cannot remember the last time,

joy met faith without some guilt;

prized flower and gardens unaware,

must they wilt under labour of growing so?

it rhymes with dusk to say that good,

at its end replenishes its beginning;

purpose high or practice low,

life must stoop to joy somehow.

( 2000 dan wilt

keeper of my heart

for anita

keeper of my heart

would you end my suffering and kiss,

just once,

the universe you hold

keeper of my dream

would you cease my sleepless wonder and touch,

just once,

my furrowed brow

keeper of my gaze

would you step across my vision field and embrace,

just once,

the lights ahead of me

keeper of my heart

would you end my suffering and kiss,

just once,

the universe you hold

©1998 dan wilt (valentine’s day)

kick the ball

kick the ball, dimwit

kick it now before they steal it,

your deficiencies match your sport

as if your mind were engaged previously.

©1998 dan wilt (jamaica)

last act of creation

what is this last act

it must see

eye of mucous

membrane lens

iris, colored

rods and cone, pupil flare

what is this last act

it must hear

shape of dish

curled for focus

drum of skin

nerves to brain, shrill and soothing

what is this last act

it must feel

impulse by touch

soft and hard

hot and cold

twined to emotion, fear or love

what is this last act

it must smell

colored air

frangrant flower

stench of death

gardener gift, sweet and strong

what is this last act

it must taste

food in flavor

texture delight

spew the horrid

translating tongue, bitter, sweet

what is this last act

cell and micro world

bacteria living

fluid blood

veins of millions

 plasma path, breathing life

what is this last act

sees and hears

tastes and touches

smells the world

image borne

bouncing off archea environs

what is this last act

skin and bone

muscle thought

dream and passion

seize the moment, consider love

what is this last act

crooning vocal

mother’s eyes

father’s care

love of brothers

many more, sisters, friends

what is this last act

dust to dust

but in between

image bearer

could it be

we look like god, we are like god

© 2003 dan wilt

layers

i’ve wondered often if these years

will add to greatness or grief

layer on a layer

building, or mounding

elevating, or smothering

i’ve wondered if you will allow me

just his gift

that these young ones will rise

and my love will enjoy the view from my life.

© dan wilt 2002

leaning

(for my friend at church)

he leaned forward.

i leaned back.

he bellowed louder.

i sang louder.

he listened to me.

i listened to him.

amid the hundreds,

we heard only each other.

he was missing part of his brain at birth.

i was missing part of my soul at birth.

he couldn’t carry a tune.

i couldn’t carry a burden.

i loved his bellowing.

he loved my singing.

we sang to god together today,

melody meets melody

now with one voice.

both gave their song,

both gained their song,

one received the song.

let me burn

flash and fire, sex and drive

buzzing like the honey hive,

draw me in and let me breathe

so much blithe indignity

fire my breast and heave my lungs

burn me like an oil drum

no control too much for me

no control to set me free

build me up and let me down

stretch my loins then let me drown

for a moment, for a time

let me burn till i go blind

©1998 dan wilt

letter

i found a new and open letter,

waiting for me to reason with the pulse of daytime

i found life giving goodness in that letter

and silenced every accuser who shot it down

very, very happy

that’s the way i feel.

too much of a good thing

makes a dull boy.

©1998 dan wilt

line

give me just a moment

to linger with this one dark thought.

if i do, i can surely cross the line

from sanity to insanity

without anyone’s help.

© 2002 dan wilt 

little boy

(for ben)

little boy

you laughed today

ball in hand

hoop your goal

then i stole

that ball away

you could not

restrain the laugh

little boy

you laughed today

ball in hand

hoop your goal

then i stole

that ball away

you could not

restrain the laugh

that puts me on the ground

© 2003 dan wilt

little honour

little honour

given to me

i will regard

such sacred trust

with more respect

and love and care

than now i show.

© 2002 dan wilt

love i

love i little ones

love i little ones

love i little ones

love i do

love i little twos

love i little twos

love i little twos

love i do do

love i little threes

love i little threes

love i little threes

love i do do do

©1998 dan wilt

machinations of the heart

machinations of the heart,

looking to identify
with one so bright and cheerful

machinations of the heart

looking for intimacy

wherever we can find it

machinations of the heart

looking for intrigue

whether live or faux created

machinations of the heart

looking for innocence

when giving ends up drawing

machinations of the heart

looking for intention

gladly giving blind allegiance

machinations of the heart

looking for indemnity

settling for a smile

· 1999 dan wilt (fredericton, nb)

marriage

soliloquy at midnight,

a somniferous lull

over the woman of my dreams

and my reality;

i doze again to find

i’m in her arms.

© 2002 dan wilt

matters of the mind

mind over matter,

doesn’t really matter

if the matters on your mind

mind your matter.

matters not the mind

if the matter in the mind

minds more than mind

revealing matters.

mind over matter,

matters if your mind

is to mind minding matter

of the mind.

· 1998 dan wilt

measure

caliper to measure

diameter and depth

put your point upon me

measure every step

no dilution welcome

concentrate alone

find in me no poison

find in me but bone

health in captivation

right in honest stead

measure me by caliper

point on every step

© 2000 dan wilt

mirror

eyes of all,

i dare you now,

to see what i see

in my wife,

my mirror.

© 1998 dan wilt

modern man

the salacious and lewd

drive the modern man

to cliffs of danger,

more forbidden than feared

falling off,

there is no stopping the gravity

that pulls him down

hungry vortex of choice

i’d rather,

descending slowly

see the height to fall

and climb like mad

· 1998 dan wilt

moment

did there ever be

a moment still

like this, my heart apace with love

i cannot see

a light more dear

to captivate a human eye

so much treasure

wrapped in clay

lay awake to hear the knock

© 2000 dan wilt

morning prayer

when the winds of time blow past my eyes

and tell me rhymes of care,

i set my mind on god’s design

and wonder what i wear

stilted by my own desires

like man and girl of old,

i simply know that i will show

the same if not for you

to twist my life to make it right

is far too much a task,

for who could make the crooked straight

but you who now i ask

would you reform the thoughts i think

and leave for me no course

but loving you with all my heart

and finding you my source

sickening heat my seek to tear

the field we now have sown

but you will bring the rains i need

within your time alone.

©1998 dan wilt

mother

she seems to be eternal breath

one by one, all fall to ground

her love so tender

deep and sweet

surrenders to the mortal sound

yet somehow her ascending rise

to heaven’s portal, entry sure

is cause for daughters

son and love

to honor her like angel pure

© 2002 dan wilt

mother’s day

mother angel

(for anita)

mother angel

mother faith

could it be that god has placed

a world within you, woman

mother angel

mother love

could it be that god has formed

those tears that call us home

mother angel

mother good

could it be that god has placed

you in our lives today

© 2003 dan wilt

my alarms

my alarms are going off,

inside i think things i’m not supposed to;

that a good pastor wouldn’t think

that some are predisposed to pain,

and so i hurt them.

that some are distant to touch or love,

and so i offend them.

that some rattle cages to get their fun,

and so i despise them.

my alarms are going off,

inside i think that all are not so innocent;

of evil overruling them.

that i am not so blameful,

and they are to blame.

that i did my best and now i’m done and i quit,

and they can deal with it.

that i don’t have to suffer so long,

as the dam won’t yield.

my alarms are going off,

inside i think that whatever is just and right and fair;

is in the eye of the beholder.

that i have nothing more to say,

and so i say no more.

that i want to be with people i like,

and who don’t really need me.

that i want to turn off my alarm,

and not expect a crisis.

· 1998 dan wilt

my giant sleeps

my giant sleeps

more often than i’d like,

tied down by liliputian cord

and oscar nomination;

fortress of esteem

i wonder where you’d be,

if no one ever cared

to see your walk with god;

then, hidden,

would your heart and your world stay changed?

· 1998 dan wilt

my gift

the branding revelation

of your hand, deep in mine

sets winds to move and stir

so far within me

could you, beset no more

with fear, or feigned emotion

respite with me to heaven

for this kiss present

so love, so grown within

can now respond with freedom 

no thought or tyrant world

abating, forever, please

she is my gift,

treasure fondly handled

touch to gaze infused

my tireless dream

© 2001 danwilt

my place

i’m trying to find my place.

in deft advance i move.

offer no solace till home i am.

i’m trying to find a place.

where all of my triumph

is met by celebration of the many. 

i will pay any cost; make you pay, too.

though my love runs deep,

so much affection woos me on.

until i reach awakening.

day recedes to dawn succumbs to day

and i am alight and gratified.

i have found a place.

and it has driven me to find it,

placated me once and then again.

every tear i cried,

plain and heaven sent

surrendered me to this.

a blind persuasion

committed to my demise,

stealing ancient wonder

and if i can’t derive

a pleasure, marked ‘today’

that tells me of my beauty

then rosters full of pleasure

will proceed my daily choice

and i will give my all for one small prize.

yet if i now surrender to this peace,

given freely in this moment,

wholly set on my release

then will the day’s next dawning

hold for me my place

kept in holding, burning

no more quick solution

to comfort grief or pain

time as price i pay

bridges new for me to cross

blandly no more, through this struggle

you to find when all is loss.

© 2001 dan wilt

 my wife died today

i saw my wife die today.

in another’s frame, in another’s time,

in impact desolation

held her in my arms

but a hand and hand

clasped, one dead, one alive

i held my head high

going through the motions,

of the pictures and notions

i handed her wedding gown,

to the man who would build

the grieving room for us all

i watched on,

as the darkness fell

and had no one to light on

morning comes so quickly

when the night holds no disdain

to a lightened heart

then i held her in my arms,

full of life, full of breast and heart

and held her beating blood close to mine

she was not gone, but another,

and living through this one so close

now i can be prepared as one can be.

· 1998 dan wilt

my empty account

for want of more words,

he sat down and wrote such a line as this.

©1998 dan wilt

never give in

a tribute to winston churchill

never give out,

never give in;

never back off,

never shut in.

never oblige,

never say prank;

never give room,

never break rank.

never give in,

never give in,

never give in.

never by blenheim,

never by penn;

never give up,

never fear men.

never a moment,

never a word;

never with sticks,

only real swords.

never give in,

never give in,

never give in.

©1998 dan wilt

new thing

i left my brain at the door

i simply have no use for it now.

there’s a new thing going on

and the old is gone.

the old thing was a new thing

but now it’s old, very old

time old, temperature old

and too old to hold onto

it’s because there’s a new thing going on

and i’m part of it

i think that…no, i don’t think

i feel that, yes, i feel that it’s right

your line is not my line

if it were i would be involved in an old thing

and this is definitely a new thing

and new things mean all is redefined

you see, if i don’t go with the new thing

then i am definitely part of the old thing

and the old thing has no bearing on the new thing

except that the old thing exasperated the need for the new thing

i am definitely part of a new thing

and your old thing must go

you see, if the old thing doesn’t go

then the new thing has no room

get in line, my line

and do the new thing

if the old thing gets in the way,

we both know who will win.

· 1998 dan wilt

next year

saline fluid rolling, falling, shifting

down my cheek,

forgotten folks full of dreamscaped, but

solid loves left untouched,

unscathed by matter or time,

listless, wayward dreams of scattered thought and action.

if by chance a passerby asks

i’m in the back room of my dreams

listening for a new order

or silence waking my inner mind

outer as it may seem.

if left to myself

dream will die into dream

leaf will fold into soil

left untouched for another moment

left silty and wild for forage in next years

if i hunt a while, a dream will find me

the deer of my fallen world lilting back and forth

no hairline focus or set to kill

but rather an outing, a sighting to lead me on

for the next year.

©1998 dan wilt

night and day

wand’ring one night after dark,

i spied a shell,

half gone and half there,

broken, shattered as glass;

but more perfect in its remnant,

not touched soon or far past,

but middle born in such a ragged state;

sharp and jagged,

to deal the joint a blow of pain,

and hold the hand in silent horror;

but sun soon rose and i saw

that same shell, color bent,

and heav’n frozen;

for all its luxury in calcium rainbow,

ebbed and flowed with light and linger;

broken, in the night’s moon,

beautiful, in the day’s sun.

· 1998 dan wilt

normandy

in discordant lamplight the plans were made,

early dawn, unsuspecting,

heralds of freedom bypassing weather’s bait

to ease the struggle, to fight the battle,

heads bowed low in box boats ready,

mother’s sons and sister’s brothers

eyes unseen, now seen, blinking back tears,

steeling for onslaught,

hope waits till now for a purpose

shore for play, shore for slain,

waiting for the din,

blood to water, dust to dust alluring

steel doors bow to antediluvian coast,

never to her guardians,

the heaving begins

here, on sandy pylons, my groans were heard;

thanking the lost,

thorn-picking the living

settle for freedom, so costly and white,

while blood bathes the feet,

the hands, head and all

such distance now, demon man defeated,

minions of distorted poetry dying,

and breathing no more

i was there, on polyester field,

winding my way

to where i live now.

and having been, eye to eye,

breath to breath,

i say thanks.

· 1998 dan wilt

not so smart, we are

careening down the avenue

you listened to a voice

telling you to sell your stock

and leave your wife of choice

may i say, if i may

that demons have a voice

so if you think its god this time

you may have been fooled by a great ventriloquism act on the part of hell; your mind the puppet.

© 2002 dan wilt

now i’m in 

now i’m in

fast and furious

in the center

where i can persevere

now i’m mad

fighting for heaven

holy and all

ready to scrap

no nonsense love

but hard as a rock for sure

i had the grace to wait

i had it to smile

i need you to make a peace

or i’m not smiling anymore

just want to move along

ride ahead

and if i must

i’ll take someone outside to have a talking to

while i talk to you inside.

© 2003 dan wilt

once again

(terrors of the night)

once again

the terrors of the night overtake me

and i lie blind in their captivity

once again

my mind is sure to escape me

and i stay trapped in its’ meandering

once again

my eyes are wide with waking

and i cannot rest for their attentions

once again

my heart is pained within me

and i try hard to deeply breathe

once again

i force myself to trust you

and i regain small strength to continue

© 2003 dan wilt

one if we’re happy

one if we’re happy, two if we’re not

never know nothin’ till it’s all you got

if i lift up my hand for a moment absurd

then i’ll never get home like the little bird

one if we’re happy; two if we’re not

one if we’re teasin’;  two if we’re caught

i never had time to please my girl

never did nothin’ for her little world

fumes get to steamin’, and troubles get high

tempers arrest us and send us to fly

i said one if we’re happy; two if we’re not

one if its easy; two if its hot

one if we’re happy; two if we’re not

i kept all my pearls so i could cast in my lot

· 1998 dan wilt

oral tradition

the fire of a thousand wars burned overhead

as the night moon lodged for the night

and the keeper of stars

left for a distant country

like moons of jupiter the stars circled round

as if to listen to stories of bedtime

and the pill of their existence

was swallowed again

it stayed dark while they pondered the rhymes

of the day and night wanderings of endless old

left to themselves just this once

like a child without parents

like day without night

©1998 dan wilt

orion

orion

hold your best

for space and time support

blistered light of heaven’s thrust

orion

war the empty 

wrest us free

from nothing and it’s pitch so dark

orion

suspended now

my ears expect

your voice to speak with god sound

orion

heave a sigh

siren night

whisper space and time

© 2000 dan wilt

out with the old

out with the old,

in with the new;

off with the cuff

on with the cue

never avoiding

or e’er shrinking back

from painfully choosing

the art of attack

to let it go on,

is a merciless crime;

my self-control bleeding,

and losing my mind

to hold fast and cover,

my shame with a grace

brings out the old lancing

that formed my new face

· 1998 dan wilt

over irish sea

i insist on the fire

green and lively

burning in my veins

like a summer war

its music bristles deep

no foe it knows within

except my taste

for dying things

a piece of me now comes alive

could it be within me

that patrick’s words

like anchors hold

from some deep past of revelation

this my kin and water salt

beating on my coracle

preserving me from here

standing still gives no refrain

but moving through this hollow charge

i feel the rush of green and white

seas or tongue defining

home is found is part in you.

© 2004 dan wilt

pace yourself

gotta go,

yep, gotta go

gotta go, man, gotta go

gotta run,

yep, gotta run

gotta run, man, gotta run

gotta fly,

yep, gotta fly

gotta fly, man, gotta fly

©1998 dan wilt

people

i crave the lesser food

to live in silent isolation

that no world may encroach

yet the loneliness i find

is it’s own impending world

of doom and degradation

people ever must

be part of this equation

© 2002 dan wilt

poor film

camera lens

capture part

never whole

such beauty

such starlit passion

full and strong

etch your film

but she etches

my soul.

© 2000 dan wilt

pressure

i feel the pressure

time is of the essence

everyone is a deadline

they hold it in their hand

and offer it to me

and i fight

i hate

i resist

the line they choose

i know that one day

we’ll all be so glad we met

that line so intact

but for now

the relations

the thoughts

the time is

under that pressure

so distant

yet so near

it could all break down

including the deadline

and the pieces that are held together

by that one small strand

called people

and creativity

and our reason

for doing this in the first place

you.

© 2003 dan wilt

promise

i dreamed i saw a rainbow

arching ‘cross the sky;

its silver plated bottom,

and its gold-encrusted high

it feigned to be illusion,

when all at once it shon;

the brilliance only truth

can manifest from world beyond

in looking for its end,

i stumbled on a pot of bronze

a lesser metal than i’d heard

would meet me at the cause

and wond’ring at this malady

i heard the heavens’ say

the gold you look for on the earth

is in the promise made

· 1998 dan wilt

quality

you might as well make it right the first time,

the second is far too laborious

and tedious as the hell that drives you past your first chance

give yourself the liberty to fail, but no liberty to lax

the clock is less forgiving

and no one will dispense with quality held dear as freedom

left to itself my work will be slow and fallen

but god is more forgiving

and discipline will shape it into a portent of value

· 1998 dan wilt

range

my emotion runs the gammit

from pleased to pained

ebullient joy to suffocating sorrow

living well to fearing all

sure my next decision will be fiery mistake,

burning down visions of truest joy.

now i learn, in such equation

the finest lesson

that trust is not gained in sight or solution

nor is faith a synonym for undisturbed living

rather trust is a hot coal

fanned into flame by its’ proximity to other stones

white hot with love

riveting on one faith in god 

to separate your light from my darkness

and make my possession the glowing hold of you

© dan wilt 2002

red deer

deep in the garden of eden,

stood fast in eyelet gaze;

there stood a deer of scarlet graze

known for great love and prance

the day was bright,

the lips of tender care

had kissed the swollen trees

with dews of morning

an arrow flies harder

and faster than legs can run

with one fell shot the hunter

held the deep red deer in his arms

passion dies like petals to dust

never knowing its’ old age

never swimming its’ large lake

but hunted down and smitten with death

· 1998 dan wilt

release

i’ve been breathing on this page,

for as long as i can remember;

wrote nothing for years,

yet still it seems familiar.

scolded the cat for negligence,

not leading me to my outlet;

source is hard to come by,

release harder still.

©2000 dan wilt
resignation

resign yourself to this

you are unmistakably his

and he

is unmistakably yours

© 2002 dan wilt
restoration

time for a restoration

old boards need nailed

new boards need piled

time for a restoration

lighten up and turn on the radio

bounce while you do some hard work

time for a restoration

if you don’t do it, it’ll take a toll

tonight when the railing crashes

time for a restoration

get on it, do it now

so we don’t have to pick the whole house up off of you in the morning

©1998 dan wilt

return 

free form

in light suspended

graceful retun to my infancy

when innocence was my handbag

and playfulness my currency

light around me

every crevice filled

turns to shadows 

as the ages pass

my mind so growing

to become someone

distinguished from my peers

by smarter living

now wanting home

to be the child

free form

in light suspended

graceful return to my infancy

© 2002 dan wilt

robe boy

morning calls

morning calls for my reluctant nonchalance again

prefer i to wonder

heart wrenching stories of blissful relationships gone awry

perversions of deep hearts brought to the top of living

sentries maimed in minds for guarding what should be secret

only to face terror when the secret loses its chains

morning calls

darling one lets me sleep for lack of a better moment to please me

lifting my gaze to eyes of black

hearing little voices call me “robe boy”

once i thought like a child, and then i put childish ways behind me

thinking like an adult hurts; i’d like to return to

winsome moments clear, laughter hiding

nothing but more laughter

waiting its turn to wash

others’ cares away.

©1998 dan wilt

rock me

rock my cradle, little ones

so hard and fast that my head winds like a top

loosed in fury on your innocent heads

love bound up in pale shades of pink and scarlet

love bound up in silent prayers of help for me tonight

rock my boat, little ones

though we both depend on it to hold us dry

you seem intent on letting hair meet water

flesh rosy with fresh life or red anger

i give both and look at both

rock my chair, littles ones

i sat in it to rest but you are sure it can move more

pushed to its limits it can hold us

but i fear i cannot hold your or your terror long

my laughter changes to shouts of authority without guts

rock me little ones, till daddy is asleep

drawing in the midnight air

and cozy as you in dreams of god

bedtime malpractice but you shall not sue

we forgive each other and rock together

©1998 dan wilt

run into tomorrow

there are only so many ways,

one can run into tomorrow;

full of fun, full of sorrow,

full of oneself, full of another

i cannot think of many more options

· 1999 dan wilt

saffron

or

the spice of the prophet

saffron burns like a spice not meant for human forebearance

lilting down the pipe of open dreams

dreams meant for listeners and not for speakers

it lofts through the streams of blood like a boat on a swollen river

kept aloft by its nature

nature meant for speakers and not for dreamers

it burdens the stomach like so much powder

an incense for food

food meant for dreamers and not for whistlers

it keeps its fancies within the frame until it can no longer

pent up no more by my design

design meant for whistlers and not for givers

an assignment for givers and not for takers

©1998 dan wilt

sarajevo

she lay in my arms like a lost battle,

limp and lifeless, skimming seas with her tears

now drying on the face i loved to kiss

now nowhere in her homeland

now dead from fired cannon

little daughter, blue as sky in winter

red as rose in spring

golden as autumn’s tale

woven in crimson strips

now nowhere in her homeland

now dead from fired cannon

my heart suffers to see her name

placard in a daddy’s window

left to summon the angels’ breath

on tired souls who carry on

now nowhere in their homeland

now dead from fired cannon

waste not, want not

want of a better life

wasted for a better life

made by sons of nightmares in white suits

now nowhere in their homeland

now dead from fired cannon

now nowhere in their homeland

now dead from fired cannon.

©1998 dan wilt (jamaica)

satisfied man

a dream

you pulled on my sweater, cheek to my cheek, settled on my face

wrapped me around in your wide embrace

to hear you had words so much wiser

you whispered my name, voiced in a hundred words i’d never heard,

sighed some relief when my head would turn

knowing i could never be yours alone

you looked so much better, turning my heart like a figurine

cooing me out from my self esteem

covered my bread with your butter

you caught me off guard, scribbled some words from a poet

carving me out a new sonnet

i heard you had songs so much better, than mine

i don’t know why, i never believe that i’m a satisfied man

i can’t see why, i’m never released from this indecision

you clap so much better, pounding my heart like a tambourine

filling my eyes with what’s yet to see

making my hands so much wetter

you know this must end, forcing the finish of this big charade

planning the date of the big parade

while you march in my mind like a drummer deep inside, of my love

cause i don’t why, i never believe that i’m a satisfied man and

i can’t see why i’m never released from this indecision

i don’t know why, i never believe that i’m a satisfied man and

i can’t see why i’m never released from this indecision

©1998 dan wilt

secret feeling

it’s a clandestine emotion

hidden low

secret feeling

that i have

it leaves me full

so satisfied

this secret feeling

that i have

i let it linger

stay its course

this secret feeling

that i have

finish now

complete the circuit

secret feeling

that i have

arrive to home

you’ve found your mark

secret feeling

that i had.

© 2002 dan wilt

seamless transition

seamless transition,

from one life into the next;

flippant idolatry persuaded,

to give no homage elsewhere

home, sweet home,

leave me undulating for grace;

holding my fast desire,

in directions of mercy

linger in me,

rainbows of cast reflection;

shadows fall,

from heaven’s fuller objects

live for simple delights,

and complex wonders;

hire only true mates,

and cast your net for the bigger catch.

· 1999 dan wilt

serenity

found within the simple dance,

of one engaged to nature;

coupled so with wind and water,

married to lifetime cliffs.

© 2000 dan wilt

serve me

(drakensburg, south africa)

the black man served me

not because he wanted to,

or wakes with a desire

but because he has a family to feed

more than one, six at least,

serve me now and now again

didn’t your ancestors roam these hills?

didn’t their days of never seeing white skin ring sweet?

you don’t mind serving me

it’s your job

but my mind is to never let you serve me again

because you need a job

we are friends,

though my family your captor

and that is why i say “thank you” far too much

you must understand i feel your slave
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she

every step holds a chore,

she labours over the little ones like a good mother would

she just wants just a breath of air and a pause to think

on a sunnier day she lights up like so many autumn trees

eyes sparkle like a noon day sun through a looking glass

always a tear beneath the surface

she holds my heart in her hard hands

worn with windows and wash, cleanser and clasp

but summer is always in her veins and springtime is a thought away.

she is the shine of the morning dew, and the damp on my lips
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she called

a song about a dream

she called

she asked me to sing with her

i have been made visible

and all that without so much flutter

she called

and i will sing with her
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she cared for me

over the crest of the hill she came,

white like cream and black like silk

holding my heart in her heart and laughing as she cornered me

over the crest of the hill she came,

stiff like steel and soft like velvet

pacing across my room and shouting out as she cornered me

over the crest of the hill she came,

light like air and heavy like lead

waltzing into my mind and chatting as she cornered me

over the crest of the hill she came,

bright like sun and dark like moon

gliding on my deepest desires and singing as she cornered me

over the crest of the hill she came,

cold like snow and hot like flame

walking within my house and loving as she cared for me
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sides of the modern soul

the rain crackles and pops on in my one ear,

my laptop drips and drops in energy in my other;

i am drawn to the sound

the skylight shines and illumines in my one eye,

the screen glows and irradiates in my other;

i am drawn to the light
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silver queen

(a dream)

she stood in 

resplendent wonder

beauty enrobed in

silver sheen

light like a veil

shrouding her lips and eyes

so shapely

full and radiant

with invitation sweet

toward me she looked

in her eyes i see

the mother

of our children

the wisdom of a sage

the days and years of journey

the sparkle of a soul

who is my bride

my silver queen
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simple-wise

(a song from jade to white)

skim the surface if you want

follow me like fox to hunt

simply turn the page of your emotion

deeper waters wading still

you are not set for the kill

till you found the place where i will talk with you

catatonic instruments

seem to give the best defense

when you’re running from the fire of passion

whistle while you bake your bread

but don’t despise my empty head

i’m simply trying to eat what you have so hard prepared

simple minds can get along together

simple words can free the soul

simple lines can make a picture

simple-wise

carry me on wings of grace

set the fortunes all in place

listen for the wind of time eternal

none to dwell in grand affair

simply for the thirsty there

let us drink so deep of simple notions, my love

simple minds can get along together

simple words can free the soul

simple lines can make a picture

simple-wise

simple minds can get along together

simple words can free the soul

simple lines can make a picture

simple-wise
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simply

i simply helped her with her homework.

her heart again is mine.

touch matters now, eyes ablaze with friendship.

i simply helped her with her homework.

her hand again in mine.

touch matters now, eyes like the sun.
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sistine

lightest touch, serene devotion

left to play on eye and ear

colors bend my deep misfortune

to reprise a canticle clear

shapes and forms of story breaking

o’er my soul in silent rush

tender shoots are birthed inside me

flowers welcome joy in hush

sound restrained within in this courtyard

voices, sighs and breath to take

visions of the grandest story

luminate the mind awake

language of my kindred spirit

crossing lines of dialect

every eye that sees this motion

understands what it reflects

can it be that we’ve forsaken

windows to all heaven’s halls

and justified it by our thinking

blind because we know it all

yet within this chapel sacred

images of god align

each their soul with halcyon painting

and allow the awe to rise

keep me in this little building

trap me here, survival’s sake

break me open on this altar

i will give and i will take

lightest touch, serene devotion

left to play on eye and ear

colors bend my deep misfortune

to reprise a canticle clear

to reprise a canticle clear.
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skip

skip the questions, i never have time

skip the answers, they never did rhyme

skip the pattern, it never did fit my style

skip the heartache, it never did good

skip the hunger, i never find food

skip the party, i never do laugh anymore

but if i hop the fence on another fine day

i’ll find the courage to keep it this way

skip the sidewalk and never look back anymore

skip the halfway, i always lose face

skip the raceway, i always break pace

skip the worship, it never means much anymore

but if i hop the fence on another fine day

i’ll find the courage to keep it this way

skip the sidewalk and never look back anymore

· 1998 dan wilt

small

triumph seals the fate

of the triumphed o’er

little solution, no fact to find

embrace the small with listening ears

coarse reminders of a time

when distance rolled up close to fear

and sealed it’s fate with wonder car

broken little dream of evil
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small. little life

small, little life

seems but of breath from a fairy’s lips

pristine towers built of logged hours

on daily chore and fix

small, little life

like a billowing cloud

rich in size and lack in substance

floating above foreign tongues

small, little life

opportunity knocking

heaven rolls over for you

and gives you substance

small, little life

over my live body

will each day bring its remembrance

and its own large revolution

small, large life

marked by time

held by honour

endless to god
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so

so it’s wisdom

that you seek

then wisdom

you will have
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so loved

ambrosian tear on moonlight lace,

holding more than stars or heavens;

love to earth has come

sibling’s war and suckling’s breath,

one day, truth divide them;

love to earth has come

capsuled, windowed, luck and prime,

holding more than men and motion;

love to earth has come

come and grace the glistening fountains,

webs of holy discertation;

love to earth has come

tortured soul and might defeated,

holding more than debt unfettered;

love to earth has come

prone to leave the god i love,

breathless in my consternation;

love to earth has come

here, define as cold and sorrow,

there, define as portion whole;

love to earth has come

whisk me gone and be my vision,

breadth and depth and sinew grip;

love to earth has come

run like wind and grow like sky,

i no care can now afford;

love to earth has come

as if the flames of hell and sprite,

could cast me from the vista’s coil;

love to earth has come

i’ll stay true, and full and hearty,

eyes of mind and soul and all;

love to earth has come
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someone in need

we stared at each other.

she was sure i had a dollar; i was sure i did not.

it would not have been so hard had we not known each other,

and she really needed a lift.

i ran inside,

got some change,

and gave it to jesus.
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someone needs a friend

someone needs a friend,

like rain on golden clouds

shine high and bright

never earth to meet but heart to fill

someone needs a friend,

say something rasputin lest you pull another

down in selfish gaze,

lest you rob another of light

pining away in silence my own soul creeps

to find solace’s way and crimson sweat

in my own disturbance

needing someone, needing a friend

pushing away in silence my own soul sleeps

don’t wake me from my slumber

you tyrant of hades call,

i am my own, yet anothers, but tonight my own

someone needs a friend,

self-same suffering goes to many

many need, even crave such companions

and many resist their own awakening
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song fifty and three

there is no one good, no one who seeks god

we all have noble thoughts that mean tit for tat to us

and naught for naught to elysium

i called to help, but i’m not sure i did

i said to keep seeking, not for salvation,

but for friendship

my lips are dry from so much speaking

it seems they volunteer such feeble prizes

so quickly dispersed by reality

but i did listen, and i did hear

he said you are not finished

and i said, “why not?”

he said nothing, and i looked in the poem

which lilted down like a trembling waterfall

pronouncing judgement, yours and mine

there is no one good, no one who seeks god

we all have noble thoughts that mean tit for tat to us

and naught for naught to elysium
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soul river

river pour over my lips

make no stop

bend or turn

until you reach my soul

center set

deep, strong

and be my river,

soul river
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spirit

such sweet liquor for a temperate man to hold

so thick in veins of water

so timely in its warmth

still i’d like another drink

so deep to hold my soul

so quick to loose my tongue
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stay with me

in the time it takes to realize a woman can’t be compromised

by deaf and dumb approach

this is where my fairy tales would go

in the summer breeze i finally see the mist of all eternity is

solely for the blind

wrapped in love and buoying the mind

for the fantasies of youth they seem to fire love and lust to be the

ever knowing ones

simply winding love and raw distrust

pour out the fires on the water seas and let them roll around to be the

pushers of the heart,

dying slowly, sinking to their part

for the peace of everyone is in the mountains

and the miner soft and strong will have his way

can a man he see what’s too good to be hoped for

can he ever see his woman’s heart

in the time it takes the paranoid to find the place where he’ll be heard there’s

nothing to be gained

crimson blankets cover me again

and in simple morning reverie i find you lying next to me

and all within me laughs

you have gone nowhere far too fast

and in the time it takes the morning sun to find you on my chest again

i’m tired of it all,

soaking in the dreams of passing fall

in the broken light i seem to find a little boy who’s frightened by the

fight of your approach

now i’m in the seat of your reproach

stay with me, stay with me

for the peace of everyone is in the mountains

and the miner soft but strong will have his way

can a man he see what’s too good to be hoped for

can he ever see his woman’s heart

in the time it took to marry me reality was fantasy

and you were mine to hold

to have and to be warm when i am cold

but in the time it takes to carry you my legs are nearly broke in two

i’m weaker than i thought

it seems that i am not so very strong

in the breaking wind, the fireside becomes the place where i will hide

if you will lie with me

if you will be my solitude and sleep

stay with me, stay with me, stay with me, dear, stay with me
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stillness of the night

stillness of the night,

i find you like a breath of new born air

held deep in my lungs

till i can sleep in peace

stillness of the night,

i hold you in

for long awaitings

and a morning fair

stillness of the night,

never bid me leave

as this is where

the new beginnings lie

stillness of the night,

don’t say you love me

or i will never,

ever want to leave
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still to me only

still to me only

your love and your lace

still to me only

your care and your grace

still to me only

your words and your wine

still to me only

your plans and your time

still to me only

your peace and your prose

still to me only

your joys and your woes

still to me only

you’ve kept your embrace

still to me only

the touch of your face
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striking the sky

in the slower scheme of an ancient day,

your style would still a native tongue

with civil breath;

held for the moment of discovery

and striking the sky blue

all to your distinction,

you lack no good vein frame can hold

in earthen trial;

held for the moment of discovery

and striking the sky blue

if you lift your hand to heav’ns gate,

all earth will join the rumble choir

one of ten will thank you;

held for the moment of discovery

and striking the sky blue

drift to sleep by god’s lullaby,

your melody of courage

your task of adulation;

held for the moment of discovery

and striking the sky blue
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for bruce, april 1998

strong heart

(for abigail)

build with your strength

strong heart

shape with your power

build with your strength

strong heart

shape with your power

choice each day

presents itself

you could hurt and harm

‘stead you choose

the weakest one

and lift them on your arm

build with your strength

strong heart

shape with your power

build with your strength

strong heart

shape with your power
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sweet maria

sweet like the lining of a silver glove,

played on restless hands, yet never changing;

hold the sign higher for second draft,

a wind whistling gaily for a tangent

sweet maria, hands on silver cages,

playing for a hand at rest, yet always changing;

skip the lies pasted on the posterboard,

and set your motion to the higher life
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telling a vision

in honour of poets without pictures

i sold my soul today

to a small, black box;

mind over matter, so it went

matter over mind, or so it goes

i sold my soul today

to an actress unknown

in theatrical garb, holding my attention

while my son played alone

i sold my soul today,

and they stained it with unfamiliar paints

robbing my very essence

of its essential oils

i sold my soul today

and all my time today

to a small, black box

owned by many a mogul

i sold my soul today

and i feel like dirt,

freshly tilled for the next planting

of seed no good vine could grow beside

i bought back my soul today

at twice the price

lament on prayer

and freedom hard won
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terra

when this mist, it settles

psyche’s glance i see

beauty overtending

my committed shame

yielding me no buttress

but to give my will

to this healing mountain

terra eden sweet
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test the words

test the words freely,

with every one spoken to you;

test them like a fire tests the wood,

exhaust the energy of each syllable,

and see if it gives off real heat.
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the edge of freedom

shalom, peace of god

who rests the weary heart,

let your flame burn and highlight this,

that i am man and this is caution

hoard no enterprise for my sake,

but let it grow;

deep in furrowed loneliness,

but never wanting more.

who can stand the lot of this?

hope defered, my heart sick

headed for compassion, lift

a hand to someone near.
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the filing mind

clutter in my mind

full out filing in a transcendental kind of way

putting each piece of paper and paradigm

in a small envelope; too small for its contents

i’ve got to get a secretary,

someone to take each piece of paper –

which apparently means so much to me

to have the black and white at least in order

the noise is louder in my mind than in my ears

each child cry logs in like a new file in my tip-top

folding in with the ice cream of yesterday

until the cherry on top can be put on at midnight

when i lock the drawers and sleep again
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the real world

instigated by force, by compulsion,

i sat there, thinking hard, thinking fast, speaking slowly

to make two worlds one.

i’ve grown so apart from the old,

and grown up so in the new,

that they seem two sides of two coins

but really, they are one;

one hardened by necessity,

the other hardened by incest

hearth meeting heaven,

head meeting heart,

world meeting wisdom
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the train’s last wish

can you hear the whistle of the train,

rolling along the tracks of hearts and brains;

breathing smoke like endless fury

a beast of darkest night,

so sure of foot and destination,

and i lay on the tracks assuming my demise

blade meets blood,

fire meets flesh;

all eternity shakes with the crash

when i got up, and dusted my clothes,

i saw the train, now derailed

crushed in the ditch

all manner of shatter, twist and cusp,

thrown to every side;

it seems to me now that a heavy heart beats a heavy hand
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the children are awake

the dust of sleep still in my eyes

the ring of silence still echoing in my soul

the love of patent loneliness burning in my heart

and the children awake

sprites of clandestine woods never bounced

like these out of morning’s gate

light flying around like butterflies

laughter flashing from tiny souls of gunpowder

the children are awake

if i had my ‘druthers i’d be alone

in the cold isolate north

far above northern skies

flying for freedom and crisp serenity’s bliss

yet the children are awake

have it no other way

for the day will turn to night

and the year will turn to decade in

a quick and frozen breath of time

the children are awake

morning will turn to afternoon,

their night will be my deep evening

and we will all dance with a silence

too strong, and lonely words too often spoken

delight now, the children are awake
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the color of eden

paint me the color of eden.

earthen brown and dimlit wonder,

turned to shades of freshly painted night

paint me the color of eden

hues of ivory, rust and red,

give way to tints of worthy people

behind your eyes is a centrifuge of thought;

deeply, the color of eden.

behind your eyes is a holy quest,

deeply, the color of eden.

prisms of wonder flash on grey;

deeply, the color of eden.

hold out your heart and join the game,

deeply, the color of eden.
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the cost of dreams

now the morning bids me wake

with thoughts of you transcending here

the cost of dreams and other worlds

expensive for my thoughts and cares

reacting now to morning light

responding in my deeper soul

the cost of dreams and other worlds

are worth the morning words you hold
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the fruits of war

compulsion and incessant horror

bludgeoned on the steel of war

to be rain and fire and lightning

to this world that loves no more

to this world that loves no more

can it be the image broken

shattered on the fields of green

fallen homes and broken buildings

i can hear their wooden screams

i can hear their wooden screams

slain and motion twisted metal

twisted blood and flesh again

so the children love to sing it

sing a happy song to dance

sing a happy song to dance

would the fire, the blood the waiting

one for all and all for them

come and prime the final hour

bringing time at end to end

bringing time at end to end

lift the hand that holds you nearest

look in eyes of sweetest frame

and remember this, your moment

is to love this one again

is to love this one again
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the sign

the cryptic message loomed over my head

child wrapped in mother’s womb

my idle chatter forsaken for a moment’s breath

stopped in my silent tracks for a time

left to read the sign

if it was written in my language ‘twould have been easy

sifting like so much sand through an hourglass

my work would be done by now

and my mind made up for days a week away, but no

left to read the sign

“you torture me”, i said.  “i know” you said as if suffering were new

to the human’s race and rhyme like so many dogs

licking their wounds on hell’s freeway

only to find the hill crests on heaven and clouds mark the dawn

lef to read the sign

“hold on to me”, i said.  “i will” you said as if gripping were new

to me or to mine or to my ageless friends

lofting my cares in a sloping throw

finding them caught by hands stained with ink

left to read the sign
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the way of christendom

i looked the way of christendom

and thought i saw a purple plum

red and sturdy, firm and sweet

asking for my bite to eat

i looked the way of christendom

and thought i saw a hammer drum

tight and twisted, right for beat

wood and flesh as made to meet

i looked the way of christendom

and thought i saw a mighty thumb

holding down the dwindling lines

pressing hard on simple times

i looked the way of christendom

and thought i saw a piece of one

wholly perfect, wholly fair

waiting for the day to wear

i looked the way of christendom

and thought i saw a papal home

robed in splendrous, wondrous light

morning broken, fixed at night

i looked the way of christendom

and thought i saw a rebel bum

eating filth and pounding soot

finding nourishment on foot

i looked the way of christendom

and thought i saw a common man

holding forth a word of good

giving hope as it were food

i looked the way of christendom

and thought i saw a bird of hum

moving swiftly, moving still

as if to call the birds to drill

i looked the way of christendom

and thought i saw a piece of one

wholly perfect, wholly fair

waiting for the day to wear

©1998 dan wilt

thoughts

why is it that my deepest sense

is given to mere happenstance?

pages of my richest thoughts

spend hours on so many naughts

but when i give my very mind

to seeing clearer through the blind

the war i win is not the same

i hoped to fight, and i lie maimed

looking for the truth in words

and pictures never but absurd

floating like a sewage barge

cluttering the work i parged

living never seems so fair

as when my thoughts are simply there

quiet and not so severe

one on one, each, all sincere

shooting through the dreams i have

far too many for my head

they hurt like so much battle charge

and i, destroyed within their large

“i think, therefore i am”, said he

but i decide another fee

“i am, therefore i think”, say i

lest baser thoughts my life belie
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till

till night fades into night

no day around its corner

i will love you
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till christmas

there is never such joy,

as hearing the praise of god

from souls now so tired,

but then, so mighty.

and god is ever so worthy,

masking our desires with his,

lighting us up like a christmas trunk

left, for a time, till christmas
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time for bed

time for bed.

i stayed up way too late.

time for bed.

i left open the gate.

time for bed

i’ll resume in the morn.

time for bed,

hold my tongue till i’m gone.
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time

squat in the darkness, wait for your prey

holding his hand out in want for your day

never let baubles or trinkets askew

your love for the moment and living like new

if never you pass it

if never you spend

if never you give it

it’ll never be lent to you

hate what will rob you and wait for its pass

then lunge to your feet and resist it amass

safely hold on to the time you are giv’n

or the robber will steal it like treasure from heaven

if never you pass it,

if never you spend;

if never you give it

it’ll never be lent to you

holding on dearly and letting go nearly

is all that you can be expected to do

always reminding, i’ll ever be finding

the day will reward me anew
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timeless

timeless.

she holds a beauty unconfessed,

by lips only her own;

so full of life’s own light,

such a woman.

timeless.

could garb of ancients,

or statued wonders;

ever compare or diffuse,

such a woman.

timeless.

never fading like a flower,

but ever sweet like one;

i catch my breath,

for another glance,

at such a woman.
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today

today, i love you

today, if you bid me come die, i’ll do it

today, i will
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to light

glorious morning

once apart

now back together in my heart

silent lamb

of love’s caress

make your home inside my vest

i deliver 

less to you

than you deposit in and through

so to love

yes, desire

we now light our love to fire
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trees

i climbed the tree of the knowledge of good and evil

i found my books up there

i found my teddy bear

i found the fodder for my mind

i climbed the tree of the knowledge of good and evil

i found my lines well drawn

i found my heart stepped on

but i felt stable

i climbed the tree of the knowledge of good and evil’

i found my purpose clear

i found the truth so dear

i found the critic

i climbed the tree of the knowledge of good and evil

i found that i was wise

i found that knowledge dies

without lived life

i climbed the tree of the tree of the tree of life

i found my passions flared

i found emotions bared

i found freedom

i climbed the tree of the tree of the tree of life

i found some porridge there

i found some soul food share

i felt unstable

i climbed the tree of the tree of the tree of life

i found the words well said

i found the painter’s bread

i found my outlet

i climbed the tree of the tree of the tree of life

i found my need for lines

i found that freedom lies

without good and evil
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trust

nothing to go on

but love for me

and trust in you

i’m held by heaven’s breath

no substance beneath

nor tether above

just suspended here

anxious thoughts my companion

i have no choice

but to trust

just to trust.
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trust in this

(for anita, anna, abigail and benjamin)

i think my heart will burst for love

i can’t describe this pain

so deep within my soul it hurts

it pulses with each wane

i think my heart will burst for love

and waiting makes it throb

i miss the treasures of my life

and none but they can solve

i think my heart will burst for love

she fills my inner eyes

and they, the little ones so bright

are singing deep inside

i think my heart will burst for love

how long must this go on

if i am shy obedience

then tell me ‘fore i roam

in candlelight i see them now,

my wife and children round

deep in the chamber of my heart

we gather now to sound

i think my heart will burst for love

though time to move right now

no speed nor anaesthetic cure

will save me from my bow

will you, by revelation cast

assure the ones i miss

that they are precious, all to me

i must trust in this.  
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truth

truth is never dangerous,

except to the lie;

hide it,

lock it,

strike it,

fold it,

shred it,

run it,

slow it,

taste it,

drag it,

hold it,

sow it,

waste it,

tell it,

want it,

hunt it,

sell it,

gain it,

count it,

roll it,

fake it,

truth is never dangerous,

except to the lie.
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twilight

engaging my wild side,

so slowly, deeply

can’t retain the shadow now

light is all ablaze

scenting air with sweet perfume

of my reality

whole and complete

before another finds one

no need for help

i chastised myself so long

sure you weren’t enough

but you are

you are.

two worlds

two worlds i live in,

one the private, one the public

each it’s own man,

each it’s own agenda

values of one not entirely of the other

values of neither totally their own,

yet each with their own possibilities,

each with their own failures

words spoken in the closet

flash on the corporate screen

crying scandal or sage

whichever the heat of the moment

in each world a decision waits

once choosing the known points of my heart

once choosing the unknown points of the whole

both parties uncommitted by nightfall

gray becomes grayer to my adjuncts,

while white becomes whiter in my mind

never the twain to meet

never the voice to follow through

heart becomes another heart

two hearts in the same flesh

one loving freedom,

the other loving faith

hard pressed i am to unite the two

looking ever for the affirmation

friend likes one, and not the other

foe likes one, and not the other

to reconcile my two spheres, i tried

and was left with ashes

when world’s collide

all is crushed

©1998 dan wilt

untitled

it is, for me, a moment,

when a piece of heaven descends to earth,

and lights the corner where it lights

hanging from infidel journeys,

i let go, only to find you there,

arms alas too strong, too gentle for me to bear

and having done my duty,

you let me go, to run to another end;

and find i need you more than before.

· 1998 dan wilt

untitled

circles.

©2000 dan wilt
untitled

why does it seem

that day passing to night

only finds my love

increase for you?

could it be that, edge to edge,

each day is leading me

safely

to your soul.

© 2001 dan wilt

untitled

rhapsody

reverie

epiphany, wonder

all to see

one to see

beyond here and now

© 2002 dan wilt

untitled

brazen wind of self defeat

can’t deny the height i seek

for you to know sweet love’s affair

with me at center of your dare

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

her eyes flash

when she laughs.

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

if i could crawl

inside your mind

for more than just a day

i now believe

that i would find

i have much less to say.

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

if you whisper like that again,

i shall have to take you away.

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

drop your

eyes again

my little one

it’s time

to rest.

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

in this acorn

is one small universe

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

can i think of one

more soft, more sweet

no, my daughter now

is all complete

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

anchors hold

great ships

with great force

to the ground

you hold

great dreams

with great force

to heaven

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

your smile

is like

quicksand

i’m sinking fast

so just

let me go

© 2000 dan wilt

untitled

like a rose

blooming now and then

like a rose

thorns attached to stem

like a rose

touch you carefully

like a rose

sweetest smell to me

© 2000 dan wilt

untitled

moon dances

stars turn

by you delight

the heavens

with your

motion

© 2002 dan wilt 

untitled

steal my heart

no further

high dancer

your light

removes

my breath

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

her delight

is in

the law of the lord

and on his law

she meditates

day and night

day and night

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

i saw an angel

make a move

and it reminded me

of you

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

i’m saying what i have to say

while i have now to say it

you and i, and what we share

may not have chance again.

© 2003 dan wilt

untitled

did you dream tonight

anna?

did you play with angels

pass by fear

or let the world spin away

one

last

time?

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

baby

baby

baby

baby

baby

baby

sweet

sweet baby

always

our baby

© 2000 dan wilt

untitled

so sweet you are

i could touch your cheek for hours

and never grow tired

© 2002 dan wilt 

untitled

can’t forget you,

never will

even though

you can’t sit still

so much love

so much fun

living in

my little one

© 2000 dan wilt

untitled

you knocked

me over

with your eyes

little man

then again

i fell

tripped right up

by your smile

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

silent arm

flung around my neck

whisper “i love you, daddy”

hold me hard

little boy

we’re in for a grand ride

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

canon fire

so loud

so true

so strong

so heavy

so now

it’s you

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled 

you are the tender

of a new day

love and worth

soul currency

to purchase a dawn

you are the tender

of an old day

love and worth

sacred holdings

to purchase generations

trade your bits

world i know

cash and coin

your barter

for truest wealth

you are the tender

of a new day

love and worth

soul currency

to purchase a dawn.

© 2003 dan wilt

untitled

your cheeks

were so red with sleep

i’m sure i kissed

a sunset

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

drop

your eyes again

my little one

it’s time

to rest

© 1999 dan wilt
untitled

in this acorn

is one small universe

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

can i think

of one

more soft,

more sweet?

no

my daughter

is all

complete

© 1999 dan wilt

untitled

(from a song, in a dream, on abbi’s eight birthday)

wrap yourself

in cloaks of heaven

and we’ll walk upon

the morning

© 2001 dan wilt 

untitled

bright, bright eyes

capture the flag

and all it represents

© 2000 dan wilt

untitled

sleep now,

it is time

for only this

© 2002 dan wilt 

untitled

bury your face for now

so you can resurrect that grin

later

© 2000 dan wilt

us

to touch god as concept,

mere stringling bind on loose fitting creation,

is to render our animation too dear;

our life, and the life of the natural world,

animate as all we are,

is held in one forgiving posture;

we fell, and it fell,

we arose, and it arose,

and now we both wait;

your voice and the eagle’s voice,

your arms and the birch’s arms,

struggle to praise and genuflect;

turned back on our common nature,

such celebration is fallen,

and considerably idolatrous

fashion of clay a man,

fashion a wind of north,

and set it to stand

then watch its fury and display,

splendour and goodness,

shine on itself in indulgent luxury

sparrow rolic and infinite revel,

in one who breathes your first and last,

and set your heart to see him.

· 1999 dan wilt

wait for me

(for the miner’s child)

wait for me

by the crest of the hill

where you wait every day.

you’ll know me

i’m the one all black

coal and dust to clothe my frame

you see me

everyday the same

like i’m new and i’m yours

you pray for me

that i’ll come home

never buried in the shafts that hold me

you laugh with me

rummage through the lunch pail

see if treasures you can mine

you work for me

while i work for you

my little one, wait for me

©2000 dan wilt

wednesday

it’s never like this on a wednesday.

friday, yes, saturday, yes, but never wednesday.

she said that she’s only called by my name because she married me.

i married her, and only took her independence.

it’s as if the goal is blurry, and i hate the steam

of blind indulgence of her anger and fear.

someone stop this ship before i jump it.

put it in dock and do a little repair,

or i bail at next hit.

she cuts loose with those damn words of sickness and disease

goal to tear me apart and do injury

for fun, i think it is; the fun of inquiry

that i press each button.

hoard my own hell or spend it on the object of my affection.

the blade hilt of hers is deep in my breast,

and an artisan is but a pauper with bangles its decreed.

hell if i know what kind of check would make her

sit up and say let’s go paint.

self-control has no enemies but the one who denies its cream

left to myself i do the same; selfish enemy of father’s state

she caressed me with words once,

such delightful phrasing on sunlit parchment

holding fast words from yesterday’s year

canned like a good stew

planned to satisfy both me and the crowd

so now, when the lights are dim and it’s just us,

why not rail on me like i’m an idiot

who cares less for my family than comfort.

your timing is just great, sorry seeker.

· 1998 dan wilt

what keeps me up 

what keeps me up in the middle of the night

dreams of people being buried under sand

and i too afraid to go down

and dig them out

or i might be buried as well

dreams of people trapped

in insolvable situations

where they can’t breath but little

mulling that death will take them

only over hours and days

trapped in one painful position

wanting desperately to die

but no cyanide or helping hand

their own is immovable at their side

dreams of god forsaking me

i must do it all alone

no one to help me

all my friends and family

rejecting me.

what keeps me up in the middle of the night

when i want to trust with all my heart

is the feeling that i can’t

and all is loss.

© 2003 dan wilt

weight

hating life is hard sometimes

but overall it seems to satisfy my soul

empty i began and empty would like to remain

but sadly joy interrupts my business like a freight-weighted train

living boldly to my great detriment it seems

tires the bones of endless soliloquies and drama

casting dim light on dimmer shores

all waiting daily for the sirens of god

to be my word or dream or work for the day

tirelessly i’d wait if i could only carry on

with sleep or some other fine hobby or craft

but you demand more from flesh and bone

sinewed and twined with worlds of lust and hate and still and quiet

and loud and bitter and all around life-sucking pittance

call me a liar but wait for me at the evening gate

you’ll see the same i decry now

only you will be turned from it mid-afternoon of your day.

i’d rather pay my price for the weight of it all.

©1998 dan wilt

weightless

still in my surreal world,

a drop of blood means a pint of goodness,

a flight of fancy means a destined hope

sold to vainer pleasure,

the world turns with grand disease,

spinning to its sordid keeping for tomorrow

lying under this branch of peace,

i’ve kept a pact with armageddon,

to leave me and my family alone to finer halls

holding my breast out in defiance,

this world will not undulate with pain for me

lest i fall dearly to the soil

i have no pride in things

or in safe keeping artifacts

but want to spend it all on moments

cry out loud when there is hurt,

sing out long when there is love,

laugh out love when there is hate

coming around this mountain,

i’m a far cry from my home,

but i shan’t take more time than i ought

weightless in my disarray,

it seems i’ve found a solace;

i have found my peace.

· 1998 dan wilt

welcome to today
here and there and everywhere

high and low and here we go

up and down so tightly wound

welcome to today

© 2003 dan wilt 

well off

i am very well off,

far from the shore

casting my toss to the wind

and letting go at the last minute

if time will pass slowly enough,

i’ll lose a breath

of fresh clean air

for a stale and subordinate gas

peace is not found in the finding

of a job or a call

it is found in the waiting

and the contentment therein.

· 1998 dan wilt

when clouds roll back

when clouds roll back

and the glimmer of your love reveals its ray

i am breathless, taken

to heights of endless day

when clouds roll back

and the shimmer of your goodness fills the view

i am silent, taken

to dance in endless blue

when clouds roll back

and a sliver of your truth pierces my soul

i am thoughtless, taken

to thoughts of old

when clouds roll back

i am taken

back to you

© 2002 dan wilt

white

on a serene night, white falls like so much blanket

softer than a lily petal to touch and fragrance to swoon by

left like an angel in the sky

to care for the innocents and succor their hearts

©1998 dan wilt

who

who will listen, who will hear,

when scandal rocks and mockers sneer;

who will find the truth that lies,

beneath the surface of the eyes

· 1998 dan wilt

who am i

i ask you again

i write for one

feeds the family

i write for the other

feeds my soul

who should be full today

and can i give it all away again?

i ask you again

i write for you

feeds the day

i write for me

feeds the night

who should be full today

you or me?

who can i tell

who can i tell but you

it’s like hanging over the cliff’s edge

by my fingernails

every, everyday

who can i tell but you

it’s like a miracle

when i get my elbows up and over

enough to breathe and see

who can i tell but you

my strong companions don’t understand

some disease must sicken my soul

yet many affirm me

who can i tell but you

an herb is my umbilical cord to sanity

exercise a quick fix

but nothing lasts

who can i tell but you

prayer and study

singing and child’s laughter

can’t abate the waves

who can i tell but you

you only know my pain

the daily urge to die

or be an incapacitate

who can i tell but you

expectations slay me

getting up is labour

i cling too hard to my family

who can i tell but you

i’ve never known a day

where i was excited to get up

and live

who can i tell but you

© 2002 dan wilt

wholly mine

wholly mine is the love of all the ages

wholly mine is the breath by which i’m borne

wholly mine is the place of perfect safety

wholly mine, wholly mine

wholly mine is the sword my hand is bearing

wholly mine the protection from the storm

wholly mine the surrender of the common

wholly mine, wholly mine

is it all so much folly and forgiveness?

is it all so very undefined?

or is it all a taste of kingdom coming,

so divine, so divine

wholly mine is the fight that’s never ending

wholly mine is the plight of every babe

wholly mine is the source of endless comfort

wholly mine, wholly mine

wholly mine is the day and all its journey

wholly mine is the night and all its pain

wholly mine is the faith to see it through here

wholly mine, wholly mine

· 1998 dan wilt

wisconsin

she makes me feel like wisconsin must feel

on a cool, autumn day

no care too strong for love to cure

but heart enough to run my cup over

she makes me feel like wisconsin must feel

when the sun lights up a prairie

with sparkling litter, random and married

to god’s glory

she makes me fell like wisconsin must feel

when trees give way to rocks and canyons

holding out granite peaks of decision

with no false illusion in her

she makes me feel like wisconsin must feel

to hold the beasts of creator-kind

while the waters of healing rushing through her

arms bustling with nature

she makes me feel like wisconsin must feel

crimson crowns with blackened locks

twirling about her neck of lace

snow and sun now embroidering

· 1998 dan wilt

worship

a dream

in monaural tone,

angels are listening to my beat and breath,

stilled in vast wonder that such flesh can cry

or haunt love so fair and clean;

war breaks out,

and endless volleys tear my soul apart,

as my friends and foes bask in so much slaughter

i hide from fright and fear behind a tree

so little solace to watch dismembered jargon

hold on to air

flying in unwieldy fashion

to dirty resting places in the sod

battered disarray spread on canvas black

first one, then another

all my dearest friends hit by hell

in one shell shocking spray,

bullets whizzing into the trunk

of the thin tree that is my refuge

fear in all its forms

stifles word or courage

breathless and strangled by winds of death,

so much is life

so much is life like this

and then i wake,

alone and distant from my sense of that war

yet clothed in fear and apprehension

for this cycle is not yet finished,

dream’s burden i yet bear

heavier than me, i sink to the floor

still choked on stench-perfumed gas

aimless to hope

and defensed to help

i cry, broken on the pave

and then, glow to glow,

tri-seraphs enter my room,

each a woman dancer

each clothed in white

circling, circling my hunched glance upwards

and dancing they are,

synchronous movement in light or fire

blazing in room so dark

and soul so hidden

hands in cloud grasp and song too sweet to hear

and circle, and circle, and then circle me another,

around and around me the worship goes

all joined and all lost

in touchless delight

adorned with joy and radiating peace

the hell in my soul, like wood

consumed in their love

not for me but for you

and i am held breathless

hooked on desire and pulled by my own love

and desire gives birth to song

again without word or melody

i lift my eyes and am filled

with love so full of power and grace

i cannot feel the war, but only adoration

i in worship engaged without thought,

but only ecstatic abandon

as freedom keys my damned lock of heart

breaking open the wall of fear

with the wave of your goodness

never have i seen, or heard, or felt

such love nor since

but i know its message and to it will hold

that death has sting like none

but life in love is balm

· 1998 dan wilt

writing

blocked, i feel i have nothing to say.

my head reels with duties,

all so divine, each a world its own.

if one day i could just write,

write now, and write forever,

would the mother of my duties be done

and give birth to completion?

© 2002 dan wilt

yellow paint

a song about a dream…

i wanted to paint it all yellow,

because i thought i saw the need everywhere

when they came to counsel me otherwise

i wasn’t sure who was right

they did own the place

so i put my small brush away

when they said, “please paint the needy stairway,

all yellow, please, and glob it on.”

my small brush was not so useless

but now i saw a greater need

where the people of god stood thinking

they needed to stand singing

so i began to sing that we will dance

and they began to sway

and as singing popcorned around the room

it was filled with power

not unlike the yellow paint

covering all the walls

and now the staircase

and the small places, too

©1998 dan wilt

yiffee

kept like a watch under wraps,

gold and glistening with ivory clasp and clad dark with years

yiffee no two sound alike

yiffee no two look alike

yiffee no two trumpet time alike

like that your fears change day to day

formed to an anvil cold, then hot

yiffee no two sound alike

yiffee no two look alike

yiffee no two trumpet time alike

sticky with sweat, then chilled with ice

let my sweet dream become your worst nightpicture show

yiffee no two sound alike

yiffee no two look alike

yiffee no two trumpet time alike

and let rest be sweet to you once more

yiffee no two sound alike

yiffee no two look alike

yiffee no two trumpet time alike

© 1998 dan wilt

you’d be amazed

you’d be amazed at how i deal with it.

the stress so high, the circumstance fairly simple.

i toss and turn through the night

decaying dreams of isolation and fear

that i will ruin a life or at least forfeit my own

the first terrifies me more

i’ve even wished i could just die and dismiss the possibility

that another may weep or show pained emotion before me.

i wonder where that comes from?

the same place, i’m sure, my fear of disappointing my leaders comes from

i beat the air;

i chant while exercising, shouting to god

“i will walk on, i will lead, i will do what you ask, just show me what you ask and divide for me what others’ expect or hope i can give”

i yell, and punch, and growl and press through some invisible wall in front of me.

such courage fades away as soon as i realize

i must still walk out the door and actually face my fears.

then i notice change.

my heart is stronger.

i’m not so afraid, except for the day before, the night before, and the day of a meeting

where i know i must act.

then i get angry.

for me to be emotionally occupied, like so many years as a shepherd,

steals from my wife, and robs from my children,

a father disengaged from the importance of the crayon color,

the math test or the children’s concert.

then i get angry at god and everyone else

who robs me of the ones i feel closest to,

safest with. 

i feel so safe with my family.

back to beating the air.

punches, jabs and thoughts of how full my life is with relationships and activities,

and how i will not respond to the request to heal someone’s old hurts i never caused,

or deal with a confrontation i must make as a leader of someone. 

and i’m tired from the sleepless night.

my wife tells me that i only have to get mad enough, then i deal with things. 

so god lets me get angry.

then i deal with it.

gracious still, but i deal with it.

i can’t think of what i love more;

not growing or growing.

my requests for growth will always be tempered by the pain that comes.

dan wilt

© 2002

your friend

embellish my love

with song and sense

rise above the din

and tell a true tale

of who you are 

ever have been

ever will be

always are now

when death remains

the owner of my flesh

you will be

the owner of my soul

give way to laughter

give rise to tears

for god who is the animator

is your friend

© 2003 dan wilt

your presence

eden’s lover fair

so enchanting

so illuminating

where sun nor moon need be

for you are the sight

that wraps the sky in color

and friends the wounded heart

come be my center

focus here

though eden’s light

diminished

shadowed

convoluted here

to see you is my one desire

to live within your presence

in your presence

drinking in your presence

giving thanks

and giving what

i am made to give

in response

to your presence.

© 2003 dan wilt

your smile

your smile 

is like

quicksand

i’m sinking

fast

so just let me go

© 2000 dan wilt 

20004000

(across the ages)

a year we named 2000

injected in a mold

of present ages wandering

finds its place to hold

a year we named 4000

before the common mark

of distant ages wandering

settles in the stark

what was a morning like for them

what was a day to be

under daily rooftops

of grass or tile or piece

children in the schoolyard

same in spirit form

laughing for the sunshine

before their dad sees war

mother in the meeting

across the friendly fence

regards events of other worlds

as part of her defense

i stand in 2000

4000 at my glance

surely days of difference

but same of human dance

© 2002 dan wilt

i am

i am the exception

i am the rule

i am the reason you will play the fool

i am unique

i am the norm

i am the always welcome friend who’s at your door

© 2003 dan wilt

and this the burden i bear

that i shall see a stranger

woman fair, man of black

and they shall be to me a friend

waiting in the wind

waiting to be moved

to me and i, to them
and therefore i would die

for anyone in this room

i would save their child

i would take the brunt

of hate or killing anger

to see them well

to see them live

to see them home

i would die in their place

gladly without a thought

to my own family far away

i share their blood

we are connected

i see the love within their eyes

for family and friend

i would die right here

i would give my life

she my sister, he my brother

beyond the cute

or sub-rea’l

i thrust my body in front

of any child of any womb

in this room

this the burden that i bear.
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