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Coffeehouse Theology I  
 
The hazy 
Afternoon sun 
Does  i t s  th ing  
P lac id ly  
Danc ing  on the s ides  
Of  neat ly  t r immed red br ick  bu i ld ings  
and 
Cast ing  long  shadows f rom 
Dusty  Stop s igns  
and 
st r ipped,  bare  t rees  
 
The chatter  i s  
A lmost  a  d in  
As  I  s i t  
By  the window 
 
Jazz  p lays  
Gent ly  over  su l t ry  vocals  
Danc ing  over  words  
 
I  hear  the sound 
Steaming 
Of  the  expresso  machine 
Aga inst  rush ing  water  
 
Col lege g i r l s  
P ierced 
Shabby chic  
Remnants  of  grunge 
L i the  bodies  
In  c lash ing  co lors  
A l l  muted 
Under  hoods  
Skul lcaps  and 
Thick  r immed g lasses  
F lowing dresses  
Urban bohemians 
Gr iots  of  21st  century  en l ightenment 
 
The t i le  f loor  
I s  scuffed and in  d ire  need 
Of  a  waxing  
 
Exposed pipes  and archaic  furn i sh ings  
C lash ing  with 
Sta in less  



Track l ight ing  
 
A  shaggy  ha i red boy 
With  l ight  b lue  eyes  
Dances  about  
Smi l ing  broadly  
L iv ing  in  euphor ia  
 
He i s  loved 
And he knows i t  
 
V iva ld i  i s  p lay ing  
 
The o lder  couple  i s  here  
Short  and bespeckled 
Her  sweathered arms across  her  chest  
H is  hands deep in  h i s  p la id  pockets  
Look ing  out  
Faces  i l luminated by  the afternoon haze 
In  s i lence 
 
A  lazy  Sunday afternoon 
 
No greater  ambit ion  
But  to 
Ex i s t  
Embrace 
Engage the confrontat ion of  the  moment 
With  a  quiet  desperat ion 
And succumb to  i t s  
Peace 
 
( I  wish  I  could  lay  with  her  
Naked 
On the bare  hardwood f loor  
In  the sunroom 
And let  the sun dance 
Over  our  bodies  
As  we bask  in  our  imperfect ions  
Pudges,  r ipp les,  waves 
Sags  
Too large 
Too smal l  
 
Lov ing  each other  
B iodegradeably)  
 
Swing ing  l ights  
Large and bulbous 
With  the brashness  of  Van Gogh 



They cast  a  b i t  of  ye l low 
Pal l  
Onto  th i s  scene 
 
Someone behind me 
I s  be ing  interv iewed 
They want  h i s  ta lents  
He wants  more money 
 
And 
Someone s i t s  a lone 
Bes ides  me 
He can’t  s top coughing  
 
The fat  guy  
Gets  another  past ry  
I  th ink  th i s  i s  h i s  fourth  one 
 
They must  be good 
 
Two people  
S i t  outs ide the window 
Bundled up 
Wind rush ing  through the i r  wr ink les  
L ike  canyons  
 
A  b icyc l i st  f lashes  by  
Her  scarf  in  the wind 
 
I  ho ld  th is  moment 
Smel l  the sa l t  of  i t ’ s  sweat  
I  engage i t  
Grasp  i t  in  the palms of  my hands 
Wrap sweaty  anx ious  gr i t ty  f ingers  around i t  
Leav ing  vague impress ions  of  desperat ion  
Quiet  desperat ion 
In  i t  
 
The chatter  subs ides  
Sta in less  s tee l  spoons  cont inue to  c lash  aga inst  porcela in  d i shes  
A  cur ly  ha i red ch i ld  i s  laughing  
 
Th is  moment  
I  breathe i t  
I  become i t  
 
I  sha l l  not  exhale



The f i rs t  words  from her  mouth 
 
Were 
“ I ’ve  been th ink ing  
about  
The status  
Of  our  re lat ionsh ip” 
 
And 
To be honest  
 
I  k ind of  shut  down at  the po int  
 
I  focused on my cup of  coffee 
I t  was  n ice  and dark  
Yet  mi ld  
The way I  l iked i t  
 
I  looked in  her  eyes  for  a  minute 
 
She was  say ing  something  about  
Wants  and needs 
Sounded l ike  
 
I t  came f rom a book or  tape 
Maybe oprah or  dr .  ph i l  
Maybe even 
Jerry  spr inger  
I  d idn’t  care  
 
I  wasn ' t  rea l ly  l i s ten ing  
 
Somewhere,  a  f i re  t ruck  was rac ing 
Down the st reet  
I  looked to  my r ight  
At  the  people  walk ing  by  the cof fee shop 
I t  was  a  b lu i sh  fa l l  morn ing  
 
The d im turquoise  hue that  fe l l  f rom the t rees  
Danced across  the orange and ye l low leaves 
And the fad ing  green grass  
And even though I  was  ins ide  
I  could  a lmost  taste  
The smel l  of  the f resh  ra in  on the red br ick  s idewalk  
 
Now 
 
She was  ta lk ing  about  sex  
Something  about  me being  unenthused  
And unmet needs 



Yeah she’s  r ight  
When she’s  on  the bottom 
I ’m pray ing  she’ l l  f in i sh  so  I  can ro l l  over  
And when she’s  on  top 
I ’m th ink ing  about  my next  pa int ing 
 
I  can to lerate 
Doggy s ty le  
Because then 
I  can watch tv  
Whi le  she.. .  
 
Wel l  
You know 
 
Whi le  she says  something  about  
Three t imes  a  week 
Thrust  levels  
And mult ip le  orgasms 
 
I  took a  s ip  
And rea l ized 
I  l i ked the way the edge of  the cof fee cup tasted 
Smooth and porcela in  
somewhat  industr ia l  and yet  
ummmm 
marbel i sh  
l ike  cool  marble  
i s  that  even a  word?  
 
I  looked down 
I ’m g lad 
I  was  reading  the paper  before  she arr ived 
I  rea l ly  wish  I  could  turn  the page 
Then she would  know I  am not  l i s ten ing  
 
Now,  she’s  say ing  something  about  some other  guy  
Ok 
I ’m not  an  id iot  
I  knew I  was  not  the only  one 
Let  me look surpr i sed 
I  hope she bought  i t  
 
I  leaned back 
And just  looked at  her  
She’s  say ing  something  about  long range p lans  
P lanning  i s  good 
 
What  shal l  I  p lan to  pa int  next?  
And I  wish  I  had an extra  $1500 



So I  could get  that  new canon hd camcorder  
Oh wel l  
 
I  can hear  an  o lder  couple 
A  few tables  over  
Behind me and to  the left  
Shades  of  an  Eastern  European accent  
Or  i s  i t  Lat in  American?  
 
They just  got  back f rom church 
He in  the p la id  su it  
She in  the scarf  and overcoat  
 
Argu ing  re l ig ion 
 
I  th ink  I ’ve  seen them before  
Argu ing  re l ig ion 
 
At  another  coffees  shop 
 
And 
I  rea l ized 
 
I  k ind of  l ike  the d im and weathered look  
Of  th i s  p lace 
The d ing iness  
Speaks  to me 
And the cracked and ye l lowing  t i les  
Ta lk  my language 
The s i lverware i s  burn i shed 
But  the pastr ies  are  a lways  good 
Real  good 
 
And the homeless  people  are  the best  conversat ional i s t s  
Maybe i t ’s  because they have noth ing  to  lose 
 
But  the bathroom is  smal l  
And I  made the mistake of  s i t t ing  c lose  to  i t  one t ime 
I  never  knew i t  could  smel l  l ike  that  
 
Hmmm 
Back to  her  
Now 
She’s  handing  me back my key 
Try ing  to  look sad 
I  thank her  
She stands  
I  s i t  
I  guess  she’s  not  coming back 
Because 



She hugs  me 
And she’s  gone 
 
By the way 
I  th ink  she ate  the last  
Of  the granola  
 
I  s i t  
 
A lone 
Look ing  at  the b lu ishness  outs ide 
And the d ing iness  with in  
 
Hear ing 
 
The c lank of  s i lverware on porcela in  
And coffee brewing 
And o ld  people  argu ing  
About  re l ig ion 
 
I  th ink  about  something 
I  read once 
 
About  a  woman 
Who was  engaged 
 
She was  in  9/11 
Trapped in  the rubble  
They had to  cut  of f  her  arm 
To save her  
 
Her  f iancée couldn’t  handle  i t  
And left  her  
Whi le  she was  s t i l l  in  the hosp i ta l  
 
She cr ied 
 
But  
 
She met  someone a month later  
Who lost  h i s  leg  
In  the same bui ld ing  
 
They got  marr ied 
S ix  months  later  
 
And  
 
S tarted hav ing  babies  
A  year  later  



 
And 
She sa id 
 
She was  in  great  pa in  
But  
 
She had to  go  forward 
Because 
T ime does  not  wait  
 
T ime does  not  wait  
 
And in  that  moment 
 
I  had an 
Epiphany of  sorts  
 
I  rea l ized 
 
That  
 
I  was  ready 
For  another  
Cup of  cof fee 
 
And 
 
Th is  t ime 
I  th ink 
I ’ l l  have a  pastry  
too 
 
  



 
abstract ion 
 
can i  
van i sh 
into  the abyss  
of  your  abstract ion  
whi le  you 
drown  
in  mine?  
 
can i  run 
the f ingers  of  my 
inquis i t iveness  
s lowly  
across  the canvas  
of  your  inte l lect ?  
 
i  want  to   
feel  the   
texture 
 
the  v iv id  co lors  
and 
over lapping  patterns  
myster ious  shapes 
and random l ines  
of  your  character  
 
they 
ent ice  me 
 
your  thought  
process  
i s  beyond form 
and so  undef ineable  
 
i  don’t  recognize  what  i  see 
but  i  can’t  deny what  i t  means  
 
your  abstract ion 
i t  draws me 
 
the magnet i sm of  your   
un iqueness  
 
screams  
 
across  the room 
 



why do you have to 
be  
so  damn d i f ferent  
and beaut i fu l  
in  i t ?  
 
i  want   
to  h ide 
f rom it  
 
i t  scares  me 
because 
i t  draws me 
 
and 
i  don’t  want  to  become  
addicted 
to  your  abstract ion  
 
but  
i  fear  
 
i  have no choice 
  



Wind chi l l  
 
Whist l ing  
Across  the sou lscape of  her  consc iousness  
Dash ing  
Across  the tops  of  t rees  
These 
Trees  of  b lurr ied thoughts  
Once bur ied 
In  seas  and sands  of  bus iness  
Now 
No longer  h idden f rom v iew 
But  
Spr ing ing  forth  
And 
Project ing  themselves  
Into  the starry  sky 
Of  tomorrows dreams 
 
And cont inu ing  to  whist le  
Down the t rees  and into  the 
Val ley  of  her  
Subconsc ious  
Unt i l  i t  reaches 
The babbl ing  r iver  of  thought  
That  f lows so  sha l low 
Expos ing  the 
S l ippery  rocks  
Of  t rust  
 
F i r s t  words  
Memor ies  f rom the cr ib  
Hazy 
V i s ions  
From the h igh  cha ir  
Cast  about  
 
L ike  the hazy  autumn afternoon 
That  i l luminates  
The skyscrapers  with  
A  go lden sheen 
S l iced with  intense 
F lashes  of  
Br ight  
Sunl ight  
And vanish ing  
Into  the 
Cool  autumn n ight  
 
Wind ch i l l  



 
Thoughts  once bur ied 
Now resurrected 
Walk ing  amongst  the 
L iv ing 
Reminding  
The 
Soul  
 
Ghosts  of  dreams 
Deferred 
Then bur ied 
And hopes  
That  languished 
Whi le  expectat ions  
F lour i shed 
 
Youthful  ambit ions  
Swept  away 
In   
The sea 
Of  
Real i ty  
 
Washing  ashore 
Upon the 
Soul  
Of  another  
 
Wind ch i l l  
 
Her  thoughts  huddle  t ight ly  
Ins ide  her  
Try ing  to  s tay  warm 
The body heat  
Of  hope 
Protect ing  the 
Fa int  
F l icker ing  
F i re  
Of  
Tomorrow 
 
Wind ch i l l  
 
Putt ing  on 
The brave face 
For  the na ïve  babies  
And worsh ipfu l  ch i ldren 
 



Laughing  at  the i r  laughter  
Fe ign ing  wide eyed wonder   
At  the i r  hopes 
 
Whi l s t  
Dy ing  
Ins ide 
 
The wind i s  very  cold  
 
And she  
 
Just   
 
Wants  someone  
 
To  
 
Hold  her   



l i fe. . . . l ike water  
 
i  long  for  
l i fe. . l ike  water  
 
l i fe  that  i s   
pure 
and f ree 
t ransparent  
c lean 
descending  f rom above 
 
quenching   
 
refresh ing   
 
when 
d i r t ied 
su l led 
po isoned 
 
i t  
ascends 
back  into the sky 
and i s  
pur i f ied aga in  
 
 
tak ing  form of   
c louds 
f loat ing 
care less ly  
 
unt i l  fu lness  of  t ime 
to  ra in  
 
i  long  for  
l i fe. . l ike  water  
 
descending  down 
 
each day 
a  mirac le  anew 
 
nour i sh ing  
replen ish ing  
 
pour ing  down 
the faces  of  
the  ch i ldren 



as  they dance 
in  my cool ing  presence 
 
t r ick l ing  
as  the sa l ty  tears  
of  the drought  laden farmer 
as  he weeps  in  joy 
 
s t imulat ing  the mind 
of  
the  ref lect ive  author  
as  he f inds  insp i rat ion  
 
b lush ing  
as  lovers  f ind  so lace and pass ion  
in  the sooth ing  sounds   
of  my descent  
 
i  long  for  
l i fe. . . l ike  water  
 
i  want  my intent ions  
to  be p la in  
 
i  want  my soul  
to  be c lear  
 
my character  to 
be.. .  
l ike  water  
 
i  long  for   
l i fe. . . l ike  water  
 
no  addit ives  
no  preservat ives  
no  co lor ing  
 
just  water  
 
just  me 
 
i  long  for   
 
l i fe. . l ike  water  
 
l i fe. . .  
 
as  me  



Death of  the Black Intel lectual  
 
The b lack  inte l lectual  
I s  dead 
And 
No one heard h im die  
 
 
H i s  des i re  to  e levate   
And i l luminate 
Was  
Asphyx iated  
Under  the p i le  of   
Booty  shak ing  v ideos  
Misogynist ic  ly r ics  
And 
Se l f -hate  dr iven d ia logues 
D isgu ised 
As  modern urban f ict ion 
 
The b lack  inte l lectual  
I s  dead 
And 
No one came to  the wake 
 
H is  long ing  to  impart  
Knowledge and wisdom 
Ins ight  and Strength  
Result ing  in  
The soc ia l  evo lut ion  of  
A  s t rong  b lack  inte l lectual  c lass  
Was  
Lynched 
From the t ree 
Of   
Cul tura l  canniba l i sm 
By  the se l f - serv ing 
Rhetor ic  
Of  prosper i ty  mega church preachers  
And 
Race ba it ing  pseudo act iv i sts  
 
The b lack  inte l lectual  
I s  dead 
And 
Bur ied in  an unmarked grave 
 
H i s  dreams and hopes  
Were cruc i f ied 
With  d iamond encrusted nai l s  



Created 
By  Jacob the Jeweler  
Attached 
To sp inners  
Made f rom 
Barbershop boot legs  
And 
Pol i shed 
To a  br i l l iance 
By  dreams of  wealth 
Tudor  mans ions  
and Escalades 
Borne of  white  powder  and bul lets  
And… 
 
Oh forget  i t… 
 
We a l l  know 
 
The b lack  inte l lectual  
I s  dead 
And 
Sunday a in’t  coming  
E i ther



 
Real izat ion 
 
Today 
I  fe l t  
 
L ike  an 
Old   
Man 
 
S i t t ing  
S i lent ly  
At  h i s  
Cobwebbed window 
 
In  
H is  
T iny  
F i f teenth f loor  
Apartment 
 
Surrounded 
 
By  h i s  
Vo lumes  
Of   
Old  musty books  
 
And h i s  
Precar ious  
Cats  
And s ipp ing  
On 
His  
Imported tea 
 
Gaz ing 
P la int ive ly  
 
On the 
Chi ldren 
Fro l ick ing  in  
The 
Courtyard 
 
(They were 
Laughing 
And 
Dancing  
And 



Play ing)  
 
He 
Touches 
His  
Gray ing  Hai r  
And His  
Wr ink led  
Leathery 
Face 
 
And 
He wonders  
Why 
He 
I s  
A lone 
 
Today 
 
I  fe l t  
L ike  h im 
 
And  
In  a  
Moment 
I  cou ld 
See 
 
That  
 
 
I ’ve  bu i l t  
Wal l s  
 
I ’ve  bu i l t  
Th ick  Wal l s  
Ins ide 
 
These Wal l s  
Are 
Barr icades  
Of   
Emot ional  Ind i f ference 
And  
Barr iers  
Of  
Romant ic  A loofness  
And 
Enc losures  



Of 
Paranoid  Susp ic ion 
And 
Ramparts  
Of  
Unfounded Caut ion 
 
I  bu i l t  
These 
Wal l s  
 
H igh  and mighty 
 
To 
Protect  
My heart  
 
Because 
 
I  just  
Couldn’t  
Let   
I t  be 
Broken 
Aga in 
 
P lease  understand 
 
That  
 
I  was  
T i red 
And 
Weary  
 
I  
Was  
T i red 
Of  
Not  be ing 
Accepted 
And 
Not  look ing  
Good 
Enough 
And 
Not  dress ing 
Sharp  
Enough 
And  



 
I  was  t i red 
 
Of  
Not  
F i t t ing  in  
And 
Not  be ing l ike 
The 
Ex-boyfr iend 
Or  
The 
Ex-husband 
Or  
Him 
Or  Him 
Or  
Him 
 
And  
I  was  
Desperate ly  
T i red 
Of  
Not  
Be ing the man 
That  She 
And 
She 
And 
She 
 
Real ly  
Wanted 
To be with  
 
I  was  t i red 
And 
Weary  
 
Of  a l l  the 
Baggage 
That  comes 
 
With  be ing  me 
 
So  
With  the l i t t le  
Energy 
And sp i r i t  



I  had left  
 
I  bu i l t  
These 
Wal l s  
 
And rested 
Behind 
These wal l s  
 
Just  me 
And my pa in  
And my memor ies  
L iv ing 
Behind 
These wal l s  
 
But  now 
 
I  see 
 
That  
 
These wal l s  
Are 
A  pr i son 
 
And the 
Very  th ing  
 
That  I  
Thought  
Would  protect  
My sp i r i t  
Has  
Only   
Impr i soned 
My soul  
 
I  see 
 
That  
There’s  no 
Genuine 
Bravery  of  the sp i r i t  
Without  
Deep 
Vulnerabi l i ty  of  the soul  
 
And  



 
I  see   
 
That  
Only  
An 
Emot ional  coward 
Would  h ide  
Their  heart  
Behind 
A  wal l  
Of  ca l lousness  
And 
Insens it iv i ty  
To sh ie ld  
Thei r  sp i r i t  
 
From the  
Poss ib i l i ty  
Of  pa in  
 
I  see 
 
That  
 
For  too  long  
I ’ve  let  
The d i sappointments  
Of  
My yesterdays  
B ind Me 
And 
B l ind  me 
From the  
Potent ia l  
Of  
My tomorrows 
 
I  Real ized 
That  
I t ’ s  
T ime 
 
That  
T ime 
 
Emancipat ion 
T ime 
 
I  rea l ize  



That  
The wal l s  
 
Must  
Come 
Down 
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Play Trane Play 
 
 
The  
Sweet ly  intense stra ins  
Of  
Colt rane’s  sax  
Leap  
Pass ionate ly  
From the speakers  
And 
Dance ecstat ica l ly  
On 
The 
Ambiance  
Of  the  
Trans lucent  edge 
Of  the f lame 
That  erupts  
From 
The 
S ing le  f l icker ing  
Candle  
 
Together  
They co l lapse 
Into  the  
Inv it ing 
Arms 
Of  
The  
Soft  
Moonl ight  
That  f lows in  
Through  
The 
Open window 
(B i l lowing  
The curta ins  
And)  
Descending  
Tender ly  
Across  
The  
Soft  
Mahogany 
Of  her  
Body 
 
Together  



We Lay 
 
With  my 
Tongue 
I  t race 
Every 
Note 
And 
Chase 
Every 
Stra in  of  rad iance 
Over  
Every  mound 
And into  
Every  va l ley  
That  she 
Owns 
 
Unt i l  
Her  
Dams 
Break 
And 
Her 
R ivers  
F low 
 
And 
 
I  
Replen ish mysel f  
From 
The 
Sweetness  
Of  
Her  N i le  
 
Play Trane Play 
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Tear 
 
The one bi t ter  
Tear  
Wel l s  
Deep 
In  the  corner  
Of   
A  
Yel low t inged  
D im eye 
And 
S lowly  
Seeps 
Through 
The 
Deep wr ink les  
Of  a  leathery  b lack  cheek 
Through 
A grayed and br i t t le  
Beard 
And 
Soft ly  dr ips  
Onto 
A  ye l lowed 
Page 
 
John  
Chapter  19  
 
He’s  
Remember ing 
 
Her  name 
Was  
I rene 
 
God took 
Her 
On a  
Gray  
Tuesday afternoon 
 
He 
Misses  
Her  
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Rivers  
 
Langston once 
Spoke 
Of  r ivers  
Anc ient,  dusky  r ivers  
 
I  know 
Not  
The r ivers  
Of  which 
Langston speaks  
 
 
The r ivers  
I  know of  
are  
The 
Cr imson r ivers  
That  s lowly  s t reamed 
From 
The crumpled black  body 
As  he lay 
L i fe less  in  the st reet  
 
And 
The 
R ivers  of  a lcohol  
Yel low,  l ike  ur ine 
That  f lowed f rom the bott le  
That  fe l l  
From 
His  hands 
As  the bul lets  
Shattered 
His  body 
 
I  know of  
The 
R ivers  of  tears  
That  t r ick led 
From h is  mother’s  swol len eyes  
Whi le  a  f rustrated 
Sweaty  preacher 
Preached an 
A l l  too  fami l iar  
Eu logy 
 
I  am famil iar  with  
The 



Rivers  of  rage 
That  surged 
Through the hearts  
Of  h i s  comrades  
As  they 
Contemplated 
Sweet  
Vengeance 
 
I ’ve  seen 
The 
R ivers  of  despai r  
Sadness  
Res ignat ion  
Anger  mixed 
With  surrender 
That  rumbled 
Though the minds  of  
Those who 
Peered over  the ye l low tape 
The morning  after  
 
And 
 
I  know of  
The 
R ivers  of  re l ief  
That  eased through 
The heart  
Of  the coroner 
As  he 
Pul led  over  the sheet  
Th ink ing  to  h imself  
“This  i s  why 
I  l i ve  
In  an 
Exc lus ive  
Community”  
 
Langston 
Spoke of  r ivers  
Anc ient,  dusky  r ivers .  
I  long  to  know the r ivers  
Of  which he speaks  
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I  waded 
 
 
I  
 
Waded 
 
Into  the waters  
 
Of  her  T igr i s  
 
 
 
I  
 
De l ighted mysel f  
 
In  the  st reams 
 
Of  her  
 
Euphrates  
 
 
 
I  
 
Poured 
 
My seed 
 
Into  her  N i le  
 
 
 
She bore  f ru it  
 
And 
 
I  was  g lad  
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I  hear  the sound 
 
I  hear  the sound 
Do you?  
 
I t  i s  the  sound 
Of  a  thousand reverberat ing  drums 
Covered in  r ig id  tan sk ins  
Battered and pounded by 
A  thousand tender  b lack hands  
 
I  l i s ten to  the sound 
Do you?  
 
I t  i s  the  sound 
Of  a  thousand c lank ing  i ron  shack les  
Sear ing  deep into 
Tender  b lack  f lesh 
Creat ing  even more sounds 
Lonel iness  
Sadness  
 
Even 
The s i lent  sounds of  loss  
 
( In  the darkness  
A  young boy s i lent ly  cr ies  for  h i s  father. . .  
He’s  on  the other  s ide  of  the sh ip. . .  
Whi le  h i s  mother  i s  with  the hands  of  the captors . . .  
She was  never  be the same... )  
 
I  heed the sound 
Do you?  
 
I t  i s  the  sound 
Of  a  thousand wai l ing  t rumpets  
Of  a  thousand screaming saxophones 
Of  a  thousand st rumming bass ’  
 
Th is  sound 
I s  
The sound 
Of  a  co l l i s ion  
Of  a  thousand sounds  
And a  thousand souls  
 
And 
 
A  thousand pa ins  
A  thousand hopes 



A thousand dreams 
A thousand asp i rat ions  
A  thousand tears  
 
And 
A  thousand n ights  
That  lead into  a  thousand days  
 
I  pay  attent ion to  the sound 
Do you?  
 
I t  i s  the  unspoken sound 
Of  Coretta’s  soft  tears  
And Mama Ti l l ’ s  sear ing  pa in  
 
I t  i s  
The sound 
Of  a  s ing le  for lorn  gunshot  
In  a  cheap motel  in  Memphis  
 
(and so  I  ask  
why wasn’t  Mart in  in  the Pres ident ia l  su i te? )  
 
The sound 
I s  
Fo l lowed by  s i lence 
Muff led cr ies  in  the Audobon Bal l room 
And 
Oss ie’s  po ignant  eulogy 
 
I  hear  th is  sound 
When I  can hear  noth ing  e l se.  
 
© 2006 by Haro ld  D.  Smith 


