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Linda Marie Van Tassell()

I hope that in honing my craft as writer and poet, my voice will inspire people to
see life as a perpetual journey that branches out into divergent paths of
knowledge, challenge and discovery.

In all things may we discover one another, glance into the mirror of each other's
soul, and recognize within all some small part of ourselves. We are one.

Have a happy day and thanks for visiting. I do hope we meet again.
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A Branch In Winter

She kicks her heels up to the sky

and gently tiptoes on the sun.

In verdant hues, she captures eye,
drunk on the new day just begun.

She glistens with the morning rain,
smiling bright with the breath of spring
and blossoms with the sweet refrain:
Life is such a glorious thing!

Her basket brims with fragrant scent
carried aloft upon the wind.

She wonders where her lover went
and why their ardor had to end.

She leans into the azure height

to seek some shelter from the pain.
Her head is wrapped in golden light.
Emerald eyes are full of rain.

She wraps herself in crimson fire,
trembling slightly from the storm,
the sky her lute, the wind her lyre.
Indian Summer makes her warm.

In chestnut tones, she paints the sky.
Leaves flutter, flutter to the ground.
A scarf of frost covers the eye

as the leaves gather, gather round.

The coldness creeps into her bones.

Her breath is breathing wintered white.
The frightful sound of blue-veined moans
flurries throughout the web of night.
Icicles lace her wearied head.

Her skin is ghostly, fragile, pale.

Her final plaint, and she falls dead
beneath the lace of winter’s veil.

Her spine is made of evergreen

in spite of winter’s falling snow
crowned with a life like few have seen
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or hands of time will ever show.
I trace the echoes of her song.
My heart lifts its excited wing;
and as the seasons roll along:
Life is such a glorious thing!

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Cloud Is Free And So Flies Away

A cloud is free and so flies away
as a white sail upon the ocean,
bright with the light of a sunny ray
with its gossamer wings in motion.

It is like a kiss blown to the wind

between two lovers that must depart

or the quiet presence of a friend

whose smile brings happiness to your heart.

It is like a veil that drifts afloat

the sky-swirled face of a blushing bride
whose kisses rain from her azure throat
to Smith Mountain Lake and ocean tide.

It glides along a wingspan of light

like the pen of a dreaming poet

whose shower of smiles imbibes delight
when the world cries but does not know it.

A metamorphosing sight unfurled -

a sea-washed spirit when wild winds blow -
it transmigrates the top of the world -

a freelance flyer with miles to go.

A dove on the shoulder of the sky,

she folds the world beneath peaceful wing
as church bells echo and street lamps sigh
invoking a song of gathering.

I smile to myself at thought and scene.
Afternoon tea is a sweet bouquet.
As I wait for spring and shades of green,

a cloud is free and so flies away.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Daughter Deflowered

The Scene: a dark basement in the shadow of night
where dirty, perverted things are done out of sight.
His stealthy, secret visits are furtively made

by the torch of his eyes and the tip of his spade.

Her eyes are like hollows in the back of a cave,
dug deep in her skull like bare bones in a grave.
No matter her protests nor the tears that she cries,
he tells her that she will like it, knowing he lies.

She wonders why her mother and no one else cares,
why no one else hears the creaking beneath the stairs.
His forcible entry hides behind the locked door,

the dark stain of her torment drips to the dirt floor.

Her young mind is ringing like a slave market bell,

and she chokes on his love that reminds her of hell.

With deep strokes of plunder, he buries with his pike,
weighs her body down beneath his hard hammer's strike.

The long length of his dagger is plunged to the hilt
and carves his initials in the flesh of her guilt.
Her sanity hangs upon a weakening thread.

'T told you you would like it, ' was all that he said.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Drop In The Ocean

A drop of me in the ocean of you,

I drowned in the summer of eighty-four.
In the rose of pink and the sky of blue,
I opened myself as you closed the door.

I dared to dance on the edge of your name
and struck my heels against the setting sun
as the stem of innocence burst in flame
and two hearts for a moment beat as one.

I caressed the curve of your dimpled smile
and attentively gazed into your eyes

so still in the moment, so breathless, while
my heart was suffused with euphoric sighs.

There was blood in the sky and Purple Rain
and sad doves crying who suffered with ease
whose tear-stained wings were uplifted in vain
beneath the shadow of tenebrous trees.

The fireflies flickered, and we watched their light.
They numbered the pages of poetry.

I flowered beside you the palest white

never knowing you were a part of me.

After all these years, I am haunted still,
haunted by sweet, suffering devotion.
Though I wish it, I do not have the will

to be more than a drop in your ocean.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Drop Of Rain That Flows

I taste happiness on your lips, hear laughter in your sighs.
I see the heavens in your smile and sunlight in your eyes.
I feel a yearning in your touch and hunger in your kiss,
and nothing matters more to me than sharing all of this.

I could live an eternity and never ask for more;

for, all the things you've given me, I've never held before.
The passion that rises from your heart shines a light to me.
It's like a candle in the night or moonlight over sea.

You've transformed all the world I know, and all things are made new.
Persephone rises again with springtime's morning dew.

The smell of apples on the wind, the scent of fresh-cut grass;

and raindrops glisten on the lawn like flecks of broken glass.

I drink my thirst from your lips; and I live and yet I die,

my petals blowing in the wind like wings across the sky.
With graceful hands I touch you, and I want to eat your skin.
I want to know the heart of you that's hidden deep within.

The soft steps of the morning walk into the foaming waves,
and cloud-like veils are lifted over still and lonely graves.
The branches spread their palms on the body of sultry air,
and the subtle winds of promise whisper everywhere.

It's the moment that we treasure, a dropp of rain that flows.
It's the full-blown flame of pleasure that rises in the rose;
and who would trade this moment or bid past times reappear?

You consume my mouth in yours, and I'm thankful to be here.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Flower In The Rain

Grey city morning and black river streets.
Rain against my window, tears in my sheets.
Dark clouds in the sky, thunder overhead.
Imprint of your body left in my bed.

No knock on the door, no ring of the phone.
The wide world around me, I'm all alone.

A blue China cup broken to pieces.

Old love letters now torn at the creases.

Love hurts so much and like a knife cuts deep.
I am drowning in my tears as I sleep.

I want you and need you, but you are gone;
yet, the warmth within me must carry on.

Umbrella in hand, in a shawl of gloom,

I walk through the door that exits the room.
Every inch of sadness falls from the sky.
Each raindrop, a teardrop, within my eye.

Umbrella tossed to the side of the street.
I walk on the wet leaves beneath my feet.
I will die of love because I love you,

like a rose now wilted that once you grew.

I sit on the bench beneath the oak tree

and let the rains of life wash over me.

Each leaf on the tree is a vocal cry,

torn up from the deep roots to brush the sky.

Sparkles of rain-pearls now carpet the lawn,
the sorrows that came to life with the dawn.
My dress clings to me, a sadness to skin.

It reaches right through me and lives within.

A chill is upon me, watered with tears.
The grey light of morning now disappears;
and the blackness of night loses the moon.
I know love will not return to me soon.
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With heavy heart and my burdens to bear,
with hair dampened by the dew of despair,
I stand to retrace my steps of before,
though nothing waits for me there anymore.

Green sea of sorrow turns black with the night,
and I bend to take what I have no right -

The weeping face of a flower in rain.

My heart is stirred by the hands of my pain.

It gives no refusal, no bitter cry.

With sweet compassion comes the soft reply.
Its petals touch me, my life-line is stained.
The sadness within me is self-contained.

I turn the key, quietly step inside,

and walk to the window and look outside.
Lightening strikes, so sad a night to illume.
The bright shards of radiance fill the room.

Telephone rings, but I can't move my feet.
I stand and listen as the rings repeat.
An hour passes, a knock is now heard.
I open the door and can't say a word.

You reach to hold me as I pull away,
although I crave your touch without delay.
The hurt is too deep, the sorrow is born.

I am so tired and so weary and worn.

You want to come back, I tell you to go.
You beg me again, but I tell you no;

and you turn to leave as I shut the door.
I fall like a flower upon the floor.

In tears I stand and walk to the window.
I look down to the solemn streets below.
There you stand crying beneath the oak tree.

You look up and reach your hands out to me.

I lift the window and turning around,
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grab the flower that I earlier found.
I toss it to you; it lands at your feet,
covered with rain as it lays in the street.

You bend to retrieve it, weary and slow;
and deep within my heart, I let you go.

The wish for your love in my heart might dwell.

I kiss it good-bye with one last farewell.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Flower In Verse

Soft as zephyr wont to fly

spread my sails across the sky
Spin me round in pirouette

Love me lest I should forget

Play my heart to gently croon

the sweetest notes of tender tune
You are all my dreams come true
and every dream is dreamt for you
Twilight fades to golden day
beneath the sunlight of your ray
Saffron-azure-ruby beams

glisten there in all my dreams

You are all my loving knows

the rose that loves and ever grows
I the flower sent to say

your love is life's best bouquet

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Little Angel

Far away on a billow

an angel lays down his head
upon a cloud-tufted pillow
with a sky-line for his bed.

A shroud of star-glow around him
and the moonlight's impending ray.
Misty evening light grows dim

as dusk overtakes the day.

Sweet love enclosed in his breast
with never a thought of sorrow.
The little angel takes his rest.
Sweet dreams to hail tomorrow.

Petite roses in his cheeks,

a crimson blush upon his lips;

and though his heart never speaks,
it is shown in morn's eclipse.

I love my little angel, mine.
He is such a beautiful sight
drifting on high beyond the brine,
free of the bounds of night.

Little angel with dove-white wings
sends a tender kiss to me.

A choir of heaven's angels sings -
a song that sets me free.

I cannot see his gold-lit curls -
his pathway of love and light
sending love to all little girls
that have wept within the night.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Living Image

Sunset fires gilded upon my fingers and slender wrist.

I feel the warmth of a lover that I have never kissed.

Voice that carries upon the wind, a touch of morning dew,

two blind birds that leave their nests over paths of ocean blue.

The crimson stains of fire are spreading throughout heaven's veins.
The softening breeze that comes with night smells of summer rains.
The burning star of promise folds beneath the sweet winds' kiss.
The winding vine of strawberry wine tastes of endless bliss.

Both the light and shadow dance as though they have always been.
Who's to think that this love is wrong or that it is a sin?

Let me perish in this storm, in the storm clouds of his eyes.

Let me dim a thousand stars, roll the clouds across the skies.

Standing still in the moment, I can feel his presence near.
He's like the wind, the rain, and snow; he's every time of year.
Passion flowers in the night, rising naked from the sea.

The rose is red, grove is green, a garden blossoms in me.

I look across the distance as breezes sweep the billow.

I kiss him in the mid of night, lips pressed to my pillow.

A sigh, a moan, a weeping cloud, and love's entangled knot.
A living image that used to be, never was forgot.

Sleepless eyes close to dream, and the torch of love is burning.
The heart sees light in his love, the truth of heart returning.
The hope of love is found in all, the hope that we might share.

Hand-in-hand we grasp the moon, and stars shine everywhere.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Love To Call Your Own

I shall never regret loving you for all of my life.

Inside my heart, inside my soul, I am your loving wife.

From the moment that we met, life has never been the same.
Our love is a brilliant jewel, an effervescent flame.

I am embraced in ecstasy, the sweetest ever known;

and I am proud and glad to be the love you call your own.

My shattered dreams from the past are ashes upon the floor.
You gather them away from me and sweep them out the door.
Every breath I take is sweet, the winds of love impart.

The greatest love has conquered and quick-embraced my heart.

The sorrows' flow of yesterday is lost within the cries.
The only tears are those of joy that glisten in my eyes.
You are the moonlight on the wind, my ever-brilliant star.
Everything I am to you is all to me you are.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Mirage (Serpentine Verse)

Under a nectarine sky, the wheel stopped spinning under
intense pressure as the cloud turned into a woman with intense
dark eyes, hidden behind her golden veil, trimmed with dark
lace, dangling with shimmering crystals; and the lace,

tempted the eyes to look at her and lust for her, tempted
wavering winds to caress her brow and tempted wavering

men to lower themselves prostrate, becoming slave men.

Worshipping her wistful ways, they bowed, worshipping
her by caressing her feet, brushing the cobwebs off her
desert skin, the webs of many men captured in her desert.

Dreams of color danced in her eyes, the changing dreams
unrolled before them like a feast, the feast unrolled
before starving men who never knew hunger before.

Like the wind, she is like magic, dervishly dancing like

lavender dust over an amethyst oasis, her lavender

lips pouring shadows into their souls, while their lips

call her name as drops of death fall in their mouths, call

her to come to them and slake their thirst with a drink from her
well - her wholesome well - her Heaven-on-Earth well.

Wishing they could drink from her lips, they died: wishing.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Night In The Arms Of Forever

It was the first time in years that we saw each other anew.

As you sat listening to music, I snuck up behind you;

and I wrapped my arms around your shoulders, being such a flirt.
The chocolate velvet of my dress against the cotton of your shirt.

You tilted your head backwards, your lips puckering for a kiss;

and I knew that my whole world was encompassed inside of this.
For all these years I've loved you, I always loved you from the start;
but tangled in my confusions, I denied what was at heart.

I lay down on the sofa, and I admired you from afar.

To me you were always like the promise of a distant falling star.
You stood and came towards me, and I was lost inside your eyes.
I could not stop my pounding heart, the quivering of my thighs.

You sat down beside me; and smiling, you gave to me your lips.

You breathed my breath inside of you as your fingers touched my hips.
A deep sigh escaped me, a volcano erupting inside;

and all the love I felt for you would no longer be denied.

The power of it gripped me as your lips tasted of my tears.

I pulled you close to hide my face and to shut away my fears;
but you wouldn't let me hide, instead you pulled away from me.
Your eyes were searching deep inside to proclaim my purity.

'What? ' you asked. I couldn't answer, but I tried to look away.
Your beloved hand touched my cheek like the sunlight touching day.
Holding my hands above my head, looking straight into my eyes,
you smiled as your hand wandered to the valley between my thighs.

I squeezed my legs together in my lusting feminine pride.

'Stop, ' you said; and with commanding fingers, spread them far and wide.
With half-shut eyes, I arched my back; and I moaned in ecstasy.

No one ever made me feel such bliss, such carnal agony.

As you touched the silken petals, my thighs locked around your hand.
'Stop, ' you said, your elegant dance swept across the burning sand.
Your subtle domination owned me; it was then that I knew,

all I ever was or will be would always belong to you.
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Just as I reached the pinnacle, the tide of sweeping desire,

you released my hand and left me in flames of a burning fire.
You sat down in the chair, and I lowered myself at your feet.

I lay my head on your knee and embraced my happiness - sweet.

With a twinkle in my eye and a wicked, devilish grin,

I unzipped your pants and then slowly tip-toed my fingers in.

I took your hardness in hand, tasted its salt upon my lip;

and as you closed your eyes, my tongue danced around the heart-shaped tip.

We giggled at our past, knowing I would not do that before.

I was so shy and young then and so afraid to ask for more.

We smiled in our newfound awareness, the love that once we knew.
A second chance to love again was the second time more true.

The weight of your body upon me, my dress lifted away.
Holding my hands once again, you began your torturous play.
Your index finger lightly touching, circling nipple tips,

up and down my breastbone, a slender whisper toward my hips.

Each nerve in my body was aching, a deep hunger of greed.

Your fiery lips were upon me, your hands grasping in need.

Your saber of love pierced through me; and in moans, I wrote your name.
The world dropped away, and I knew I would never be the same.

Turning over onto my knees, the primal entrance was found.

Never had a touch touched more deep nor greater a bondage bound.
I fell straightway to the floor, the lightening had pierced my soul.

I ripened within the hands of your love, that which made me whole.

You gently took me by the hand, and you led me to the bed.

I lay with my back against you and your arm beneath my head.
With my left leg bent over yours, you lifted my thighs apart;
and you reached around to finger that crimson, petalline part.

Your torch of love behind me, I could feel its hardness and heat.
I pushed myself back against it as it pushed inside complete.
Your offering was magnificent inside the primal shrine.

A thousand candles were lit; you alone were proclaimed divine.

The slow and impassioned rocking, the lull of waves to the shore.
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The less that I thought I could handle, the more I wanted more.
Your hot breath in my ear, the song and dance of senses delight.
I saddled the steed of desire, and we rode as one that night.

My heart sails back through the dreams, dreams that always end like this,
together we were as one and together we were as bliss.

I thought once again we had found it, the love that once we knew.

A second chance to love again was the second time more true.

Yet, now I'm left with memories, your sweet love I cannot find.
When the light returns, I will see you - the love I left behind.
Perhaps, once again, we will find it, the love that once we knew.

Another chance to love again, a third chance to love anew.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Place In The Sun

We walked together, side-by-side and hand-in-hand.
We laughed and talked about the times to be;

but then it ended and you couldn't understand

why I turned against you - you couldn't see.

You never knew what I was going through inside,
and I couldn't tell you. How could you know?

I was so frightened and hurting and full of pride,
and I dealt with it by letting you go.

My life was in shambles, such a foolish charade,
always wearing a smile upon my face;

but the truths were a lie and the roles were all played.
I was an actress in a lonely place.

A dwindling flower, I was broken at heart,
parched in the desert and lonely in soul.
My delicate petals were swiftly torn apart;
and I was divided, no longer whole.

You were my love-light, my hopeful beacon on high.

I only wanted to be in your arms;

but the thunder and storm clouds swept the blue-draped sky,
leaving me without your heart-warming charms.

Across the years, I have dreamed of your musing smile,
remembering what the two of us had.

I have closed my eyes, embraced you, caressed you, while,
at heart, I felt so forsaken and sad.

You have always lived inside of my dreaming heart.
You have always been my one and only;

and though life's circumstances have kept us apart,
I held you close when my heart felt lonely.

The bright sun is now shining upon you and I.
We are together and loving anew;

and the world is all right and I no longer cry.
My heart is now happy to be with you.
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A Rainstorm Gathers

A rainstorm gathers in my eyes and pen,

and I write a poem to touch all men.

When bullets have flamed and hearts set afire,
my words shall burn on the funeral pyre.

A river in vein washes o’er my bones.

I fall for the sound of merciless stones
and kiss for the last time the dirt of hate
and wipe away tears that have fallen late.

The blindfold of religion makes men blind
and crashes like waves over all mankind.
Silence curls its timber into my heart,

a synopsis for worlds now blown apart.

I stretch my senses on this moonless night
to sleep in the shadow of love and light
where songs of glory bathed the hearts of men

before the flames ripped through our fragile skin.

I cannot water the graves of the dead

nor plant roses above each sleeping head.
The wind shall carry my hopeful prayer.
It's the fabric that binds us, here or there.

The pain dissolves in the gathering rain,
and poems are born in its sad refrain.

Like whispers of a widow’s wedding dress,
it bids me to love that much more, not less.

The grave and its silence become our friend.

It's the bookmark when life has reached its end;
and tears will be shed like leaves in the fall.

The heart houses the homeless - one and all.

The dead move on, and we are left behind.
We grow closer for all the love we find,
and words are written in sugar and frost
as arms circle around the loved ones lost.
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Sweet breath is born beneath a widow’s veil.

Life is born when another breathes farewell,
and a hollow of tears will cup the moon
until the eyelids swell with great tribune.

A heartbeat flutters among the ashes,
and smiles delight the lamenting lashes.
The tides in the ocean know our story

and weep for the pain behind our glory.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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A Twine With Time

You didn't ask me, and I didn't tell.

A raven was nestled within the pine,

and a cloud rained over my darkened hell
until sunlight spiraled within my spine.

The mottled moment was tinted with rain.

I turned to gently wipe away a tear,

and I bore the weight of the world in vain

in a twine with time when you lingered near.

The blossoming bud of a sky-eyed girl
glistened with a drop of evening dew
and shimmered like the nacre of a pearl

washed in the windswept waves of storm-cloud blue.

I remember your eyes, your smile, your face,
and the black cat clock hanging on the wall
and how music filtered throughout the space.
I could feel myself falling, falling, fall.

The sail was tattered in the tempest's cry.

The ocean calmed into a starry realm.

Tangled in time: two hearts, one beat, one sigh,
and only one captain manning the helm.

I didn't ask, and you didn't tell me.

A jagged branch scribbles upon the lake.

A raven is pensive with prophecy

whose passage to promise has yet to break.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Affection

Come! Give me your thoughts that have wandered far and long
in the realm of green meadows and the daisies' song
of love-me, love-me-not petals that shed their tears
beneath the hope of your touch and the joy of years.

Hold me! Wrap me in love where the flowers abound;
and let us plant the sweetest roots on sacred ground,
where no waters divide and no mountains shall rise.
Let us build our Eden and make it paradise.

Let us catch the splendor of the indigo breeze

and make wine in the shade beneath bountiful trees.
In vineyards of pleasure and succulent delight,

let us slice open the moon and eat it tonight.

Let the light penetrate and give birth to the dream
as love-me, love-me petals float the merry stream.
Explosions of ecstasy cast a reflection

from the soul to the eyes of dear, sweet affection.

Come! Yours is the love that presses into my skin.
It is the wellspring of life that I revel in.

I am poised on the precipice, waiting to fall,
inflamed by the glory and wonder of it all.

Your love is my life; we are writ in heaven's scroll.
You steal all my senses, and you shudder my soul.
Come! I need nothing more from life other than this:

to end my journey on the silk waves of your kiss.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Always Silent

The morning is moist with ocean spray.
The islands, they twist around the bay;
and across them all, my eyes have scanned -
the rocky cliffs and the buttes of sand.

I almost think it an Irish isle.

Such beauty to make the heart beguile.
Sunrise stain on a listless ocean

serves to add to the magic potion.

A boat is docked alongside the pier.
A woman and man are standing near.
He is setting sail to ports unseen
upon the gilded Emerald Queen.

Standing on tip-toes to give a kiss,

she cries while pretending unfelt bliss.
Others have perished over the years.
They left these isles for happier spheres.

And I know the pain on lips unstirred,

the hurt behind that familiar word -

the word 'good-bye' and all it implies

and the heart that bleeds in streaming eyes.

He holds her hand as he walks away.
His linen shirt as bright as the day.

At last he lets loose; this is the end.

His sandy blonde hair blows in the wind.

Bright blue waters open to the skies.

He is gone, and she kneels as she cries.
I can't help but watch and weep at heart.
It's always sad when lovers depart.

Dark shadows fall, but they never stand.
They fall in my heart and in my hand.

In the sky, a milk-watery moon

and a thousand star-lights sweetly strewn.
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My lover left some five years ago
when sunlight had a heavenly glow.
I guess we were never meant to be,

and some souls are just meant to be free.

The aches, the pain - a peculiar case.
Love is the flaw of the human race.

I'm in love with one but bound to none,
like the moon yearning after the sun.

I'm like a player before the keys

who plays a tune that is meant to please;
but keys are silent within the heart -
always silent when lovers depart.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Always, My Love

You came into my life like a windstorm;
and like a leaf, I got carried away.

You colored me in your passionate hues
like ink on silk on the bare skin of day.

Emotions drift along rivers of time

into the script of a self-possessed sea,
and I find that the greatest thing I own
is the one thing that truthfully owns me.

You are the impulse of my creation,

my caravan of dreams towards the dawn.

Our eyes meet, and the sky touches the earth.
The cool wind of morning flutters the lawn.

A stream of tears I have shed over love,
beauty born in the dimple of a smile -
the tears and laughter crafted in concert
able to dance down the flowering mile.

Against the white sail of a perfumed cloud,
I breathe in your essence whispered above.
Gently falling like a dewdropp to drown,

I send to you always, my love, my love.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Among The Faithless

I went to church on Sunday to give praise unto the Lord,

and I found myself worshipping among the faithless hoard.

O! They dressed the part, gave their tithes, and even shook my hand.
The preacher spoke of love and life, of God's great Promise Land.

He spoke of Christian duty and of helping those in need.
He spoke of humility and of corporate crime and greed.
He preached about salvation, of war, and retribution,

said we should confess our sins and pray for absolution.

The collection plate circled round, was passed from pew to pew,
as the preacher spoke of church events, some old and some new.
He spoke of matrimony and the Blessed, Holy bond,

talked of family values in this world and the beyond.

The sermon seemed to center around the power of love,
of the grace and mercy that God bestows from up above.
Thus, he wanted to recognize the longest married pair,
giving them dinner for two, a blessing, and a prayer.

Next, he queried the newlyweds, married three years or less;
and couples stood together, two-by-two, in Sunday dress.
The window of time was dropped 'til only two were standing.
There were no accolades, just the hush of silent branding.

Stares shot across the room as the contest moderators
conferred among themselves about the two desecrators.
For, there among the holy, stood two women in their prime,
married in San Francisco two days before in warmer clime.

I think I held my breath; I could feel my poor heart beating.
This was not my notion of a joyous Sunday meeting.

The parishioners snickered; I heard the words 'queer' and 'gay.’
I was beyond shock, and I didn't quite know what to say.

It was a most awkward moment; the couple stood in tears.

One of them had attended there for over fifteen years.

They went from sharing their joy to sharing their grief and shame.
It had quickly turned out to be the crying sort of game.
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They were awarded dinner without congratulation.

In the eyes of the church, they were an abomination.

The preacher felt duty-bound to condemn them on the spot
lest all his Sunday lessons be overlooked and forgot.

And I couldn't help but think of the faithless in their fear,
of how they live contrary to the things that they revere.

'Judge not, lest ye be judged; ' but they do at every turn.
Why not embrace the sinner if they share God's discern?

I walked out of service, followed the women to their car.

I felt compelled to tell them that I love them as they are.
I asked for forgiveness for the church and congregation.

None of us are perfect nor above God's condemnation.

Wiping tears away, one of them smeared makeup on her sleeve.

She thanked me for my compassion and then they turned to leave.

I no longer attend Loving Grace, a Christian castaway.
I know where we both stand, and there is nothing left to say.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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An Empty Pack Of Cigarettes And A Bottle Of Wine

He always smelled of cigarettes and wine

in his faded blue jeans and cowboy boots
whose smile was as bright as the day's decline
or a black hellebore plucked by its roots.

The buttons hung loose from his army coat.
His dark hair was always in disarray,

and a silver cross would glint at his throat
whenever the sunlight would shine his way.

He flicked the Bic in the palm of his hand

to hammer the coffin nail on his lip.

His laughter was as dry as desert sand.

The back of his mind was an acid trip.

He was a ghost that came back from the edge
who saw his brothers in arms as they fell.

He lived to tell it but became a wedge,

a broken hero of heaven in hell.

The bloody footprints that lived in his skin
followed him everywhere day and night;

and screams, like mortars, exploded within

like a rain of bullets to kill the light.

He walked in darkness with nightmares to bind,
bound to the past and its vaunted glory.

With blood in his veins and blood left behind,
there are deep scars and wounds to his story.

He drowned the past in the back of his throat;

but it was short-lived and temporary,

for wine unwinds and the memories float.

It was a burden too great to carry.

With a tattooed eagle and karmic wheel,

he etched forever the weary way tread,

undreamed his dreams, turned his feelings to steel,
and lay at night with the ghosts of the dead.

Most never noticed the rain in his eyes

for they were afraid of what they might see
for shadows do rise and truth never lies.
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Paper-thin walls fold eventually.

He walked among us; yet, he walked alone.
He drove a black '66 Impala.

Aimless and wayward, a feather or stone,
he sought the peace of ancient Shambhala.1

One night, he awoke to a battle cry,

to the sounds of dying and Phantom jets.
In a cold sweat shivered, whispered a sigh,
then he reached for his pack of cigarettes.
The pack was empty, a quarter past nine.
He got up to dress to go buy some more.
He carried with him a bottle of wine,
planned to drink it on the way to the store.

He started the engine, backed down the drive,
took a swig, and he was well on his way.

The wind in his hair made him feel alive.
Another swig chased the demons away.

He rounded the bend and blew out a tire.

He lost control as he slammed on the brakes,
hit a pole, and then the Chevy caught fire.
This was the last of his many mistakes.

The police arrived with a siren's scream.

He had been thrown, in a terrible state.

He floated downstream, bloodstream to redeem;

and the last words that he heard were &quot;... too late.&quot;
He always smelled of cigarettes and wine.

The shadow of night stretches over hill.

His ashes were scattered over the vine,

and his spirit is there lingering still.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Aria

The sky is painted with a sanguine heat,
nameless raptures upon the ocean floor.
The voiceless sands lie in passions replete,
swept up in orphic climes forevermore.

I look out over the cobalt blue reach,
breathing the salt-scented aurora air.
Light and shadow scatter along the beach
as tiny scintillations kiss the bare.

Blissful people grasp the drowsy slumber.
Hot flesh is cooled and caressed by the wind.
Slickened bodies repose beyond number,

a mixture of kiwi-coconut blend.

It appears that they lie in pairs and sleep.
Clocks magically stop and time stands still.
A language of love whispers from the deep
and meanders over the windowsill.

Gaze is lost in some oblivious dream,
yielding to the lull of the floating glow.
I love the ardor of the sunlit beam

as broken waves splash and the wind blows low.

This is my love, this quaint azure view.
I dream of sharing all my world with you.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Autumn In My Heart

A seed of sorrow is cast aside.

A wish is spun on a leafy bough.
Summer rides upon the crystal tide,
and the wind is a part of me now.

A sash of silver girdles the night.

It sparkles where the wide rivers flow.
I hear the echo of birds in flight,

and I am saddened to see them go.

The sun burns bright, but the winds are cold.
The nights moan as if they are in pain.
Morning breaks solace, the dreams I hold;
and the tears are a fire to my brain.

I fill a bright cup with sunlight-splash.

I drink to autumn and acorn fall,

and I watch the dead leaves turn to ash.
It's impossible to count them all.

A chestnut redolence fills the air.

It's the most piquant and rousing wine,
and the parching soil provides a chair
as I repose by the singing pine.

Lost in dreams of tempestuous shame,

I sigh, I am lost, and I am mad.

It touched me once, that passionate flame;
and without its warmth, my heart is sad.

Autumn lives and breathes inside my heart.
It is a portion that I must bear;

but from the same seed, summer shall part.
It shall bloom again! Wondrously fair!

And Lord of Life! How I love Your love!
How I love the signs You care to show -
from the field of stars that hangs above
to the wind and wave, their mightly flow.
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You cast Your seeds, but carefully so.
No shadow is planted without the sun.
You love to the last, from high to low.
Your works are mighty and never done.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Bard's Chair

Come sit with me a moment and put the world away.
Gather round your soul-spirited sister and brother,

the stars and the moon or the garland of day.

Come sit with me a moment; let's be lost in one another.

Come listen to the sounds of the harpist's art
as he plays a dalliance of deity and duty.
Come listen to the sounds to touch the heart
beyond the realms of light and beauty.

A million restless hearts are yearning today.
They are lost and they had no warning.
Come, come join me in a world away

that can bring stars to the sky of morning.

There's not a hill nor praire, not a field nor lawn,
that can stop this restless turning;

but come to the bard's chair, lit golden by dawn,
where the skies are red and burning.

Listen to the strings that gently tell

of a tale of hurt so crushing.

Listen to the music from the harpist's shell
where the sands of life are blushing.

The sun hangs over, rays tumbling down
on the chair and the light discovers:

the arch of a smile and the bow of a frown,
the sweet lips of two spiritual lovers.

For life may haunt behind his hazel eyes
and the heart strain in her eyes of blue.
We can see them twinkling across the skies.

They wink forever across the azure milieu.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Beyond Consciousness

The Scarlet roses blossom and burn.
Virginia cardinals twist and turn.
The sun is shining bright overhead
as Bonnie Blue tints the garden bed.

The mountains rise in a misty hue

as petals imbibe the morning dew;
and I am weightless, shall never die -
a union of earth and sea and sky.

A friend to cherish, I love you dear.

I just close my eyes and you are near.
I paint your image, color your smile,
stand back to admire you just a while.

My heart is happy; the sunshine whirls.

A hyacinth flaunts her mass of curls.

You look at me, and I look at you.

No words are exchanged between the two.

The March winds march to merge with the shore.

I know I have seen that face before.
Beyond consciousness, beyond all time,
we meet beyond pomp and paradigm.

And I am thankful, to glance at you.

What more have my blue-winged eyes to do?
The cloud has kissed you, drifted away.

Your heart is now the sunlight of day.

God's green garland of Sycamore twine
is a circle of love - yours and mine.

It wheels around us; our souls are free.
A kind of harbor it seems to be.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Birdcage

I stare out into the blue perfection of sky,

my gilded cage sheltering me and my heart.

I marvel at the others, wondering how they fly
without the fear of the wind tearing their wings apart.

I have long been afraid to venture outside,
petrified that I would be flattened on the ground.
Yet, I soar freely and wonderfully deep inside
and have no fear of flying in the glory I've found.

The world, however, is not quite the same.

It prepares no cushioned landing to capture a fall;
and though I desperately wish that blue sky claim,
I cannot bring my little wings to fly at all.

I embrace my fears, veiled with pretty flowers
and magnificent paintings that everyone can see;
and no one can tell that I cry in the showers

that fall freely from the sky onto me.

I want to change and shake my impulse to stay.

I long to go where the others have dared to go.

I don't want to stay in this cage another day

to watch my dreams dwindle in the hands of woe.

Dear Heart! &nbsp; Fly off into that big blue yonder,
let yourself soar heaven high and free.

Do not turn back, nor fear, nor wonder...

do not think that you are hurting me.

My gilded cage has now fallen into decay.
It has no power no longer to hold me inside.
The bars have been broken and thrown away.

I now spread my wings in pride.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Bitter & Sweet

Embittered from life and its rapacious round,

with naught but sour grapes in their vineyards to show,
blind to their faults, in ignorance blissfully bound,

their hearts were like stones that were meant to throw.

They laughed at her garment and her matronly air,

the rim of her waist bordered in ribbon of gold,

the bush of each brow and her thinning strands of hair -
the lady from Blackburn, forty-seven years old.

But she curved their minds around the street of her song
and rolled the stones of their hearts, she rolled them away
till the clouds of cynicism and fortune’s wrong

were broken to bits and disappeared where they lay.

Straight up to the heavens, the Scottish songbird flew,
singing as sweet as an angel and still more sweet;

and she touched each heart until it beat sweetly too,
until those who ridiculed her rose to their feet.

She sang of a dream and set their fetters free.
Their eyes were opened like blossoms before the sun;
and in that moment, where scornfulness strived to be,
it lay at her feet silenced, for, Susan had won.

And the span of a second can last forever

if the seeds are planted and given room to grow.
For every dream we dream, we must endeavor
to be a voice that rises above the shadow.

Let this be a lesson to all who share their dreams

that love can move mountains of the stony-hearted;
and skin-deep beauty is never what it seems

and means even less when once this life we've parted.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Black

Black is the evening as I try to understand
why love is left lonely, discarded at sea,
so tired as it struggles to reach the land,
drowning in sorrow inside of me.

And sadder still is the dreary breaking of morn
that has no sunlight to cheer the sky.

The gray clouds linger, drifting hence forlorn,
a semblance of love, how it is bound to die.

And more than desolate, I wake and rise,
leaving my heart, which is sleeping still,
upon the bed that has drowned in the cries
that creep up and across the window sill.

The tears, they fall to the hapless ground;
and I walk upon the tears once again.

My tired eyes see that the flowers around
have all withered beneath the salt and pain.

Sad love weeps behind the veil of night;

and the whole thing seems pointless, so vain.
What use the dreams, the desires and delight,
that struggle as though they can never be again?

How shall I stand it, these sad thoughts repeat?
How can I stand where the strongest trees bend?
It is always a blessing that dies bittersweet,

so savage and cruel, it becomes in the end.

How shall I linger in the memories of your face,
in the dreams I shall never know?

I shall whither, a flower, outside your embrace,
the spark to dwindle, the tears to flow.

What is the point? There is nothing to it
if neither you nor I

dare to taste of the passion we lit,

if we suffer our hearts to die.
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What point indeed is there if you run
against the wind and all you know and see,
if you deny it, deny me, deny the sun,

if you pretend that we never can be?

Black is the morning which finds me forlorn.

There is no promise in the heavens above.
Pale and contemptuous is the chilly morn
that has broken the wings of the dove.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Bleeds The Light

A young girl waits in darkened room,
A flower that’s just begun to bloom,
Lies as if waiting for her groom,

And yet, she’s still a child.

New toys lie scattered everywhere,
Gifts from the man who strokes her hair
And tells her she’s his lady fair,

Like others he’s beguiled.

He comes to her in dark of night,
Soon after Mama outs the light,

In naught but briefs and T-shirt white,
And breath that reeks of beer.

She lies there trembling inside,
Eyes tightly closed as if to hide,
Her stomach in large knots is tied,
For she can sense him near.

She hears the creaking of her door,

His footsteps sneaking ‘cross the floor,
And sweat starts seeping from each pore
As he sits ‘pon her bed.

Then, suddenly, within night’s gloom,
A long and narrow shadow looms
And sends him flying ‘cross the room
With one blow to his head.

Now through the darkness bleeds the light
Of God’s sweet love and sacrifice

And, bathed in His redeeming light,

The little child’s reborn.

He lays His hand upon her head
Til all bad memories have fled,
While angels hover overhead
To keep her safe 'til morn.
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His death was ruled an accident,
The cause, it was self-evident,
Tripped on a toy and flying went
Into the bedroom wall.

And if perchance one wonders why
They’ve never seen his daughter cry,
They shrug it off and simply sigh,

She was too young, that’s all.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Blood Is Crying

The ocean appears to be black,

a pitch-black stain that bleeds to shore.
Wind is whispering at my back,

while the moon is shining before.

It's so tranquil and peaceful here
when there is no one to be found.
The memories bring me to tear,
and I lay down upon the ground.

I stare at the night sky above
and weep for the one that I've lost.
There is no joy in feeling love,
too much to pay, too high the cost.

And what should I be thankful for?
How to believe in God above?

Is their solace in winning war

when you lose the one that you love?

Damn the desert sands to despair!
His blood is crying out to me.

My love - the dark night of his hair -
is now silent, eternally.

Unhappiness consumes my soul.
Without him there can be no me;
and I drink tears from sorrow’s bowl
and cast first stones into the sea.

Oceanic reverie gloom -

blacker than black becomes the night.
Wet with melancholic perfume,

I close my eyes, turn out the light.

My soul is a fragile flower,

drifting on tears that drown at sea,
and my hopes fall like a shower.
His blood is crying out to me.
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Blood Is The Rose

The sightless question, the suspended moon -
the crack of the world is found in the heart -
the binate blessing of bountiful boon.

One moment is profane, the next is art.
A crescent moon hangs like a broken ring
and cannot hold what has been torn apart.

The black windows of soul are listening
through the lattice of shadow and the sight,
listening to the notes of each heartstring.

Dreams come drifting in the landscape of night,
in the delta of the heart and the mind;
and the dream of sin emerges in light.

I see his silhouette, though I am blind,
on the meridian of dreamy lust.
He beckons me to leave this world behind.

I am yet of the earth, not of the dust.
My breasts are supple and honeyed with milk,
and I cannot turn away though I must.

Our souls move together like burning silk
or two flames of fire that dance by design.
He offers me death; I offer him milk.

So, how can I be his or he be mine;
and how can death and life, as one, rejoice?
How can the dead and the living entwine?

He kisses me, and he leaves me no choice.
My life-breath is swallowed into the grave,
and the death dirt of the earth mutes my voice.

Between two worlds, I ride upon the wave,
desperately seeking to end my woes.
He is my master, and I am his slave.
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Death is an anchor, and blood is the rose.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Blood Under The Bridge

I had never been to the country before,

had never visited the wild in the wood;

but one foggy eve, with the dew on my sleeve,
I arose with the conviction that I should.

The night air was as cold as a witch’s tit,

and the moon had narrowed into a cat’s eye.

I didn’t care, as branches caught in my hair,
like knotty fingers reaching out of the sky.

The grass was slippery-smooth beneath my feet.

I had to be careful crossing over hill;

but I just had to get there, somehow, somewhere,
where something beckoned to me, silent and still.

I knew there was something but didn’t know what,
like a note hidden in the back of a book.

I just had to get it, could not forget it,

and I was determined to get me a look.

I walked through an alcove of alder and ash.

The catkins lengthened for each conical maid;
and I swore in that moment to end the torment
by trudging onward to that beckoning glade.

The wind it whispered with a wistful woo,

and the shivers clambered like vines up my back.
I felt too small to resist the ghostly call

that lured me onward around the verdant track.

Beyond the clearing, I saw an old stone bridge
arching its back across the River de Rayne;

and in that place, I saw the loveliest face,

whose beauty hovers in the back of my brain.
She was dressed in swirls of the gathering mist,
like a nightgown that she might claim as her own;
and her delicate skin, like fine porcelain,
stretched like velvet across alabaster bone.

Her hair cascaded from a waterfall braid,
like the fall of night through the trees overhead;
and when she turned to see, looking right at me,
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I wanted to run but was rooted instead.

For, her eyes were as vast as the universe;

and her demure smile had the wickedest curl.

I cannot bear the memory of that stare,

that shot from the eyes of that poor murdered girl!

When she looked at me, there were stones in her mouth
crushing her voice beneath the weight of the years;

but I was spun back in time, like a spinning dime,

in the long strand of her tumultuous tears.

A storm of leaves was rustling in her hair.

The clouds were caliginous in heaven’s bed.

Her dress was too thin, the rain soaked through to skin;
and she ran through the shadows that draped her head.

She was midway across the old stony bridge

when something strange made her stop dead in her tracks.
From within her eyes, I saw two creatures rise,

with iridescent wings upon their gnarled backs.

They pounced upon her with their razor-sharp claws,
slicing through her skin as though an onion peel;

and with a final breath, she fell to her death

in the River de Rayne, which glistened like steel.

That unblinking eye in the sky saw it all.

She lay there broken among the jagged stones.
Her hair broke in waves over watery graves

that stilled the shiver that clattered in her bones.
She looked at me, and I grew pale as the moon.
The world seemed lonelier than it was before.
Both love and despair were braided in my hair
as the River de Rayne lapped against the shore.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Blue Meadow Mist Of Sorrow

I lost you somewhere in a teardropp on the grass,
on the sands of falling time within the hourglass.
Blue meadow mist of sorrow falling from the skies.
Haunting webs of promises draped across your eyes.

All the times you swore that you'd never break my heart
and all the things you did to tear my world apart;

and now I'm left with nothing, bundled up in fears,

deep despair and loneliness, happenstance and tears.

Yet, you walk upon clouds and dance across my heart,
dropping daggers through my dreams until they depart.
A lone parade of sorrow travels heart and soul.

The many tears shed inside fill an empty hole.

Pale memories of your smile by the sunset sea
float inwards to the coast of hapless destiny.
Stars spinning in the sky catch a tumbling wave.
Cup of love spills its wine upon a silent grave.

Heart half-hidden in shadow is love's shattered dream,
a broken-petalled flower floating on the stream.

The hammer of heartache pounds it into the ground,
an unsleeping memory that time blows around.

It's a broken heart that you hear upon the wind,
the reed that must yield or be broken in the end.
The heart is a canvas painting its own story

in shades of hope, endless love, passion and glory.

Blue meadow mist of sorrow falling from the skies.
Haunting webs of remorse now draped across your eyes.
I walk away from you as you drown in your dream,

a broken-petalled flower floating on the stream.

Linda Marie Van Tassell

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

49



Blue Moon Lover

Misty verge of softened skies
still hovers and makes no sound.
A dreamer's feast feeds my eyes
as my lover circles 'round.

Such an anchor to my mind,
no other such as he,

dream that I can quickly find,
my blue moon mystery.

No dancing muses nor celestial nymphs,
no other in heaven above,

can steal the paradise in every glimpse,
the sweet warm winds of love.

Flying high on blue moon wings
with all the stars of light,
pulling at my blithe heartstrings
to dream of him tonight.

My gentle lover, my aspiration,
singing in solitude.
My hope of life and all creation,
sanguine interlude.

Blue moon eyes shimmer sweet
to a love you call your own

and sweeps me off my dainty feet
as the world wanders alone.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Bluebird

Pretty little bluebird in the tree,

won't you come and sing for me?

Your blue wings bristle as you fly away.

I wish I could come out to play.

But there's no room for one like me,

no room on the branch of that little tree.
You trilled to my heart your chipper number
and awoke me from my fragile slumber.
The morn is so full of lovely grace,

sweet music that changes your little face.
You rise to fly through the morning air.
There goes my soul's fondest prayer.

You soar alone, flitting high above.

There goes my one and only love.

May you soar higher than you ever flew.
May you dip your wings in heaven's blue;
but if you find there's nothing more to see,
I hope you find your way back to me.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Broken Moon

The moon splintered the night,

that dark night so many moons ago
when time and trouble merged

along the coastal plain of trust and tears.

Plumes of smoke rose in the distance
as she stood in the doorway of fate,
wondering where the spinning wheels
took him as he turned the bend.

The bleak night promised her nothing.

After all, she was a broken promise herself,
dust and dim commingled in her black dress,
a dress of betrayal and dangling dreams.

Little did she know that she'd wear it again,
silent as the stone that had become of her heart,
his feet pointed east in eternal retreat,

while his two daughters stood beside him.

His best friend crept into their home

as he had crept into her bed, slithering like a snake.

Petals fell to the floor, the petals of tears,
the tears of two daughters turned to spine.

After all, they were the backbone of his legacy,
his beautiful sorrow spun in their youth,

a dark medley of time disconsolate,

a cold rain on the nape of night's narrow neck.

They are left with the moon, weeping,
his absence falling from the sky

as a spray of stars shimmers, reflected
in the black tide, the grief of time.

The darkness drips in damp corners,
trickling down the curve of her frown

as she recounts that night, that dark night,
when he discovered her broken moon.
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It splintered his heart, pierced his soul,
left him mangled beneath that old oak
among the corpse of his metal car.
He planted himself toward the sun.

His daughters grew taller, two candles,

burned out of her life with a trace of smoke.

She wept as they fled into the dream of the dawn,
leaving her to her darkness, her broken moon.

The pale lace of her complexion trembled
in the whisper of wind that was her shame.
She could never admit that she was wrong;
and for this, they are gone.

She stood in the doorway of decision
and gave nothing, took her good-bye
and shoved it into the pocket of hate,
slamming the door against herself.

She could warm a man's bed but never her heart.
Now she sleeps alone, no matter whom is beside her,
an empty soul that no longer believes in fulfillment.
She doesn't hear the hoot of the owl in the night,
doesn't care for the wisdom that comes with age.

And I'm her daughter...

A leaf blowing in the wind, that once fell upon her,
that she quickly brushed away without notice.

And I'm her legacy...

I can only say that I think I deserved better.
She made a promise to honor and cherish.
Why couldn't that have been enough?

Trapped between two panes of broken glass,
I see holes in the past and holes in the future.
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A cold wind blows through me, a moonbeam
shining a light on the dark of my past,

a place where I hug the silence in retrospect,
contemplating the certainty of what will never be.

The deepest loss is wed with infidelity,
where black night straddles her dark sin,
and lowers her skirt over the sun.

The heat of her breath burns the night.

There's a pulse in her wrist but no beat in her heart.
Shall I blame it on the moon hanging in the sky?
Does one blame a mirror for itself being broken?

I don't know; it is what it is... broken,

a shattered reminder of what should have been,

and minute reflections of what will never be.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Broken Music Box

Love is as rare as the pyramids in the mist,

as deep as the ocean which has never been kissed,
as old as father time, as sweet as morning dew,
and as cold as the wind that blows outside of you.

Yet, your eyes are as cold as ice upon the glass,

cold as the wintry frost that cloaks the dying grass.
You stare out the window - empty heart, empty tears,
empty glass of nothingness to toast to the years.

I lose myself in sadness, tears too deep to number.
Heartache has risen from its once silent slumber.
Tears slip out of perspective, heart falls to the ground.
Autumn leaves sweep the soul, a silent few around.

This is our goodbye, the music box is broken -
splinters from our shattered dreams - our only token.
I have no need of songs, the ones I used to know.

I lose myself in the void, nowhere left to go.

I fall up lonely street, heartache my only friend.
I try to block the songs which echo on the wind.
Red velvet tattered, shadows in my caverned eyes.

Swift the seasons roll with dark clouds across the skies.

I walk without a hope, without a song at heart.

I've missed you from the moment we first fell apart.
I carry with me the little pieces of wood,

sweet reminders of a past that once seemed so good.

A bright patch of sunlight, but it quick fades away.
I swore it was you who walked by the other day.
Yet, it was but a dream - my wish for you alone.
When I turned to speak to you, I was on my own.

Wandering with memories, in the dark of night,

I follow what is hopeless, striving for the light.

Yet, I know that you are gone down the halls of time.
I know that you couldn't care, wouldn't give a dime.
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And love's last song will never be sung nor spoken.

The heart has been shattered, the music box broken.

There is no joy left and no happiness at all.
One by one, the silent flakes of snow start to fall.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Brush And Canvas

Soft caresses in the twilight hush.
Eyelids closed in a state of ecstasy.

He is the painter; his tongue is the brush
sliding down the canvas of my body.

His large hands and his sensuous fingers
stroke lush imagery for all to see.

I can feel his touch, the way it lingers,
beautifully making art out of me.

He paints like summer, in warm strokes of fire,
with soft, wet lips of tantalizing sin.

Urgent and hot, with hunger and desire,

his brush moves in, around, then out and in.

His body heat melts all hesitation,

and the tender blossoms seem to ignite.
His touch is teasing, a sweet lustration.
He strokes so slowly in the dark of night.

Sigh! I push his hand harder against me.

I cry out with pleasure, arching my back.
A breath-stopping instant - delivery!

The brush slides down the glistening crack.

Petals of passion are pressed into vein.
The canvas changes, moving fast and slow.
His tongue sliding softly drives me insane,
and he opens his eyes to watch me go.

Ripeness exudes - little passionflower,
deliciously aching into the dawn.

Lost in abandon and lost in the hour,
I fall away in the breath of a yawn.

Sweetly spooning in languid affection,

we sleep among flowers and fields of rain.
He is the painter, my predilection.

His tongue is the brush of my fevered brain.
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Calligraphy

He uses me as his canvas of expression,

his velvet brush dripping with the ink of desire.
The inkwell is endless, and it flows with passion.
Graceful words are emblazoned upon flesh like fire.

He writes poems of love on petals of my skin;

and I am breathless, blossoming beneath his brush.
With lightning-quick movements, with a swirl and a spin,
he paints me beautiful with a delicate blush.

As his brush runs dry, I can almost hear him think
of the liquid language that abounds in our love;
and again, he sinks into the glistening ink -

his calligraphy written in heaven above.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Cancer

She said, 'I don't love you, ' and waved goodbye.

There were other places she had to see.
With tears in his eyes, he refused to cry.

He gave a gold locket to Lorelei;
and because he loved her, he set her free.

She said, 'I don't love you, ' and waved goodbye.

He stood there dying but refused to die.
He watched her sail across the western sea.
With tears in his eyes, he refused to cry.

She betrayed her heart and told him a lie,
never revealed the truth of what would be.

She said, 'I don't love you, ' and waved goodbye.

Years later, beneath an overcast sky,
as rain fell above the cemetery,
with tears in his eyes, he refused to cry.

He fell on his knees swearing, 'Here Am I; '
and clenching her locket, said, 'Wait for me.'

She said, 'I don't love you, ' and waved goodbye.

With tears in his eyes, he refused to cry.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Ceridwen

Don't love me too much as though I were air,

as though I were starshine for you to wear.

Don't question the heart which seems like a stone.
I may be lonely, but I'm not alone.

I am Ceridwen - the goddess you seek

when the kiss of love burns upon your cheek.
Love is the shadow, and I am the light -

born to be yours but wed to the night.

My voice through the pines, my tears from the sky,
my image in the center of your eye.

In love, in longing, in sorrow became -

there is something in me you wish to claim.

My love has two lives but never the same -
desire inside an untouchable flame.

My soul is sacred, in a web unspun.

I hang with the moon; you shine with the sun.

I am a crystal; do not strike the stone.

My very dreams are yours and yours my own.
Tragic windows may tremble with sorrow,

but do not let them close on tomorrow.

Dressed up in stars and the black kohl of night,
tender thoughts in our joyful hearts unite.
When eyes are damp with the dew of despair,
just call out for me; and I will be there.

I am Ceridwen, the flame in the fire,
hanging like rain on the brink of desire.
I water the roots of love's secret tree
that blossoms and grows carnivorously.

And should it consume you, do not depart.
Let the water of life restore the heart.

Love can be bitter and love can be sweet;

and somewhere in between is where we meet.
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Color Me

Color me blue:
Indigo

Beneath the dalliance
of soft-slanted eyes
across the divide

of asphalt and time.

The breath of air

skims the morning silence,
invoking a song of streams,
running through fields of green,
clambering to climb over

vines of the immutable past.

Color me happy:
Crimson

Lips that hide your memory
in the corners of a smile,
sweet syllables of silk
swaying in the air.

Joy in the blossoms of the rose
dreaming of warm, happy days,
the sound of your laughter
walking over the waves,

that blue ribbon in the wind,
your breath upon my skin.

Color me love:
Poetry

Words that live in the wings
on the back of eternity,
written across the skies, falling
from above into you, into me.

The world pales in comparison.
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The opulent fire of our love
glowing in the sunrise and sunset,
glistening in the morning rain

on the blessed edge of paradise:
the heaven in our hearts.

Linda Marie Van Tassell

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

64



Colors And Colors

Joy! - to have him naked in the spine of my bed,
pressed between rumpled sheets of sexual splendor,
read his anatomy with desire, bursting red

with lipstick kisses that confide my surrender.

Desire! - to toss and turn, wanting him near at night,
when the intimacy of distance warms my breasts,
twin rosebuds in a field of dainty dreams delight

where sweet Bacchante cries for the wine she has pressed.

Passion! - to dance like two children without our clothes
until the rhythm consumes with fluid fusion -

one delighted water spout; one rapturous rose

and a milky moon to adorn the illusion.

Pleasure! - to be bathed in radiant rainbow hues
while an angel's tongue slithers its sweet perfection,
to feign running away when it's only a ruse

to find paradise in our ardent affection.

Defeat! - to be desirous in a lonely bed,

to torment the body with the hands of the heart,
with a banquet of melons and cherry lips spread
waiting and wanting for the procession to start.

Colors! - to be swept away and uplifted high
in the trapeze of flesh and the circus of bliss
in the sex of the mind and the soul of the eye
in the sigh of desire and the breath of a kiss.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Countless Spheres

What in vain pondered so long in life's countless spheres,
which quietly in the seeking took repose,

left me witness to no claim?

When the nights of day remain unchanged,

shall I view the ebb of life's roundabout stream.
Engaging no scheme for the excursion through the years,
and scenting the bouquet of the rose,

whither garden's common provides the frame;

and I behold the coursing stem estranged

that lays the wearied down to dream.

Clasped in my arms and embraced once more,

the curtain of life's treasonous veil

leads me onward to the nemesis that is near.
Blasphemy on the inferior of the subsiding light
whereto everything fore me has been denied.

With my darkened stare cast on and before

the sprightliness of this stupendous tale,

I feign not nor deign to hear

the sounds that the shadows whisper in the night
that, jesting, seats with Demise on the opposing side.

I fail to recollect where the course last

lost its way and afforded nary a sign

or semblance where once I acquired the chair
that carried me through innocent shame

and cast me down fore all.

The Way, thou shalt discover, when once passed -
governing the Way back to thine.

Once at ease to what is there,

shalt we observe the winner's game,

where nary one shall fall?

When the essence inside me lifts

from the ruins, once confessed,

and leisurely drifts

to the Doorway in the West,

shall I dress the blazing brocade,
whereupon Elysian Fields have been inlaid?
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Touching the mountainous firmament where winds turn blue
and raindrops coincide with the falling of tears,

the stratosphere cereclothes the waning trees

that become decrepit with every hour,

where winter's zephyr forces them to shed.

With the osculation of aurora dew,

that lingers so long in life's countless spheres,

like a maiden lamenting upon her knees,

each droplet clings to every hushed flower

until, lifeless, they are dead.

When evil wakes eyes to give

each who seeketh not his wrath,

the self-same bestowed upon kings,

the cataclysm far and in between
bequethed to those upon whom he sets.

If my soul, haply, should opt to live

amid and down his well-trodden path,
surrounded by the border of lifeless rings,
I will slowly alight below the green

and slumber beneath well-arranged violets.

Where hides the essence and being of this bud
that soon shall disembark to flower

for all to know the redolence of its smell? -
Where under the darkened sundown sky,

the gusts and gales whisper beware.

For, as suredly, as it has the intensity of blood,
so shall it be shed upon this hour,

where no man knows Demise well.

Expect to hear over the realm some soul's cry
when it has been taken away from there.

And below the earth shall lay

a barren corpse someone gave;

yet, decided to taketh away

into countless spheres beyond the grave.
Where once there was a child

see now the maggots feasting wild.
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Crescendo

Up and down, in and out,

the sound of music flits about.
Pulsing, aching, needs and desires.
Heat and flame of blazing fires.

Soft and mellow, spiraling low,
unbroken strain of music's flow.
Whistling winds in heaven above
between two hills, the peaks of love.

Hard and driving, ascending grand,
love-notes coming from your hand.
The bow of bodies together strung,
the sweetest notes of love unsung.

Lightning bolts and thunder crashes.
Each pulse and rhythm gently clashes.
The cry of triumph fills the night.
Stars of heaven glimmer bright.

The music is over, its climbing beat.

The memory remains and lingers sweet.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Crosses To Bear

The vacuous column of rain pounds the earth,
crushing the autumnal leaves upon the ground.
The wind is a eulogy, a battle-cry,

as the solemn faces of life gather round.

The black arms of death encircle the soldier,

and the slumbering dust makes room for one more.
His mother's marble lips are locked in despair.

The scythe's broad blade has taken one of the corps.

The flag of the nation becomes her solace,

her only comfort which she holds to her breast;
and the power and pride that once adorned her
have become a shadow that she lays to rest.

The rifles are raised in a booming salute.

A wave of white hands gives honor and glory.

The heavens bow in darkness, the breezes sweep;
and the mountains echo this tragic story.

For, though he fought on a bloody battlefield,
it was not the enemy that shot him down.
Alcohol and drugs and post traumatic stress
were the living bullets that riddled his crown.

Behold the black wall, the tomb of the unknown,
and the rows of crosses that impale the ground.
These are the reminders, the horrors of war,
upon which the house of our nation was found.

As the silent steps walk away from the grave,
the night-dews glisten upon the haunted hill.
They carried the cross; and they bare it in death,
showing the nation that they carry it still.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Dance Me In Daylight

Dance me in daylight where roses grow wild,
along the banks of the river sublime.

Hold me in moonlight where shadows stand tall,
against the rolling hills of creeping thyme.

Kiss me in mist with the succulent dew,
and make me glisten - a lotus flower.
Drink me in glances of smoldering fire.
Dress me in petals of rainbow shower.

Lay me languished upon a perfumed bed
and steal my breath with your sultry kisses.
Touch me with fingers of honey and silk
and twist with my body with burning blisses.

Devour me with ravenous delight

and make me molten like a supple flame.
Mold me your angel with spread open wings
and lift me high on the breath of your name.

Ravish me in an erotic ballet,

in pirouettes of tantalizing tongue.

With the twists and twirls of an artist’s brush
make me immortal, vivacious, and young.

Dance me in daylight while rain showers fall
upon the bed of licentious embrace.
Naked and nude in silent solitude,

dance me breathless behind curtains of lace.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Dancing For Love

From rooms of grandeur, we ran into this sphere.
We came from out the shadows which led us here.
To where the feet of the upper class have never set,
I come wearing costly gown and sparkling amulet.

Yet, I am more at home here, as delighted as I can be.
A bloom in the breath of happiness, so glad to be free.
For a moment, I have escaped the riches that bind;
and it seems a heaven to me to leave them behind.

Can we stay forever? Can we always dance like this?
Can we dance for love, dance for life, dance for bliss?

You are such a joy, my love, laughter spinning round the room.

Each circle a rhapsody, a whirl of sweet perfume.

Ecstasy pours into me, such bright light of gladness.

It chases away the gloomy depths of pain and sadness.

My thoughts are dancing, alive, more vibrant with turns.

The love, the laughter, the dreams and wishes, each sojourns.

My heart, my soul, my mind, all passions are inflamed.

I have nothing to fear, nothing to hide, and cannot be shamed.

You give motion to the still heart that yearns to play.
Spirit rising like an angel, you give wings to lift away.

You spin me around, fast, faster, swift and wild.

Never have I been happier, never more have I smiled.

The stars I see, beautiful light, are not of the skies.

Yet, flash from heaven born within the blueness of your eyes.

Heaven and earth, you and I, two stars at last have crossed.
Glimpse of heaven, dancing angel, holding the love I'd lost.
That smile! The dazzling vision that should be sin.

O! It brings such pleasure that comforts me within.

You spin me around, fast, faster, swift and wild.
Never have I been happier, never more have I smiled.
Can we stay forever? Can we always dance like this?
Can we dance for love, dance for life, dance for bliss?
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Can we always dance like this?
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Dark, Dark Night

Dark, dark night, the sorrow of my soul is such.

All warmth has sunk beneath the waters' cold touch.
Shivering, trembling, my lips are blue in its throes.

I am no longer the brilliant, ever-fragrant, spirit Rose.

My hand in your hand, clinging for life like a chain.

Will the sun shine, will it ever warm my limbs again?

A wandering soul, I was, feeling lost and turned astray.
You captured me, gave me life. It was my happiest day.

My darling Jack! I could feel my heart beating, free and wild,
when first I glanced at you, when you looked at me and smiled.
I could feel the butterflies, the half ecstasy and the pain.

I could not understand my feelings, my heart's touching strain.

You whispered to my soul by some mysterious magician's art.
You strolled across the distance and stepped into my heart.

You made me feel an angel, as though destined for the skies.
My universe was found in you; my galaxy, your lips and eyes.

In your strong hands, it was a forsaken maiden which you caught.
To think back on it now brings the most rapturous thought.

Ahh! Sweet visions, sweet memories, too deep to be effaced.

I close my eyes to dreams which can never be erased.

Your flesh on my flesh, as one, we are forever entwined,
sealed eternal within the hidden chambers of my mind.
Your image lives on, though the ship of dreams be wrecked.
You are safe within my heart, 'mid the ruins of intellect.

Dark, dark night, the sorrow of my soul is such.
All warmth has sunk beneath the waters' cold touch.
My hand in your hand, clinging for life like a chain.

Will the sun shine, will it ever warm my limbs again?

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Darling Rose

I woke this morning
and plucked you

from the garden.

Your fragrance drifted
upon the breeze;

and I felt like a goddess
having captured you.

Your soft skin

blushing in the light,

a roseate shimmer-sheen.
Your green scarf

tied about your neck

to seize the cold dew

that kissed upon you.

I walked quietly

as not to disturb you,
but you slowly
opened your eyes
and stretched toward
the waking sun.

I saw you open.

I touched you

and wept tears,
remembering one like you
that my lover gave

at a time when he loved me.
He, the stem,

that held you,

that held me...
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Delight In The Day

Delight in the day, as the sun shines o'er,

as the birds sing in their hushed and quiet praise.
Delight in the warmth, where the rain falls no more,
where brilliant sunlight kisses the summer days.

Delight in the earth of our heavenly sage,

where the flowers, their bright, joyous petals blend,
when the years have disguised their tenebrous age,
with the hands of our master, our guide, and friend.

Delight in the memories of times now past.

Delight in your loves and your heart's sacred keep.
For, love is honored and ever shall it last.

Love is the bellwether of our dreams in sleep.

Delight in the day, as its raptures resound,
among the clouds, the grass, and the blue-sky screen.
Behold the paradise of love all around,

dancing with the wind across the verdant green.
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Departure

The light of love in your eyes has failed.

The roses of your lips have paled.

The tossled curls that once crowned your head,
I touch no more; for, thou art dead.

Your languished life now seals my doom.
Life has become a darkened room.
Sunlight is vanquished, shines no more.
There is nothing left worth living for.

I want to cross with you that glorious line,
to walk hand-in-hand toward the divine.

I want to share in love's eternal spring,

to be your queen, and you, my king.

So where the withered flowers blow,

their fragrance ride the zephyr flow,
where all are silent, consigned to eternity,
I lie down to rest, to be with thee.

It is no sacrifice, no burden to bear.

It's all for love, because I care.

Your tender smile that lit the hours,

the memory, a grove of inviting bowers.

I recall the laughter, its happy roll,
blissful reflection to touch my soul.
Closing eyes where tears are shed,
I weep for love among the dead.

Departing at once, in sorrow lie,
the spirit steps off into the sky.
I am the kiss, the glistening dew,

hands of love that reach out for you.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Different Like That

I am not like others - I am different like that -

I refuse to just lie down and be a welcome mat.

There are moments when I will not turn the other cheek
and refuse to turn a deaf ear to the words they speak.

I am not like others - I am different I know -

and if I don't agree, I am quick to tell you so.

If I don't feel the same, I simply will not pretend.

I will not stand with a foe as though he were a friend.

I am not like others - I simply will not conform -

I will not be what I'm not, what is considered 'norm.’
I do not subscribe to the whims of society

nor the lark of religion nor earthly piety.

I am not like others - I just cannot understand -
I will not shudder nor cringe at another's command.

I will not be silenced, nor bound, nor gagged behind tear.

I shall not be a slave and be shackled out of fear.

I am not like others - I am different like that -

I rather like the contrast of being where I'm at.

The world is full of followers - leaders are too few -

so stand up and be yourself and to your heart be true.
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Divertimento

Before, behind, between, above, below -
a sinuous sweep of hands caressing.
Love-tossed and willing, passionately so,
I unravel in this acquiescing.

Love is a spirit that pours from his lips.
He opens my soul with his fingertips.

Threads of light gather at his fingertips
as he turns me on, above and below.

The ripeness exudes from glistening lips -
the crimson crown of carnal caressing;
and I am a tempest acquiescing,

lost in this moment, desperately so.

Forbidden fruit is always sweet, sweet so
sweet as it rolls between his fingertips
teasing, touching until acquiescing.
Heaven is brimming in his hands below.
The earth stirs beneath twilight's caressing
as starlight shines on my shimmering lips.

His sexy lips are lascivious lips,

lustful tongue licking, enticingly so.

His tongue to crack, enticing, caressing,
and the wicked way of his fingertips,
dips into the fountain of love below
until it's licked dry and acquiescing.

Secrets are open and acquiescing,

no longer hidden from my lover's lips.
The tormenting bliss is teasing below,
a torturous beast and ardently so!
Moving like music to his fingertips,
my body responds to his caressing.

And how shall T withstand this caressing,
the wind that blows me to acquiescing?
And how shall I dance at his fingertips,
to the lust of love that covers his lips?
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I am a woman, and I am weak with so
much desire due to his touches below.

Flesh made fire below in the cove of caressing.
Two lovers will it so, two hearts acquiescing,

sweet licentious lips, spirit sprung from fingertips.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Door To Your Heart

First a footstep, followed by a shadow;

and then there was a knocking at my heart.

I saw your lips move, but I did not hear.

The words were cast, and my world fell apart.

You were so distant; and now you are near,
standing so near and yet standing so far.
One glimpse and I am dancing on a cloud,
hitching my moon to the spark of your star.

I tremble in hands of exultation,

as a feather on the wings of the wind.

This happiness is intoxicating,

and it brightens the world from end to end.

I am restless like dreams on a pillow
or the keys of a piano in pause
or an actor taking his final bow
before an audience with no applause.

I am captivated by your beauty.

My life!l My love! Fall in love with me too

as gazes collide the very first time

and mine sends the message that I love you.

I am tormented by the great distance
between two breaths on the verge of a kiss
and the scattering of all my senses

and arrow-like glances colored with bliss.

Elation wakes like blooms in a garden.
The lamp of love its joyous rays impart.
Steal me away in your rapturous gaze,

and let me knock on the door to your heart.
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Dot In The Distance

She

turns to

the window,

watches as he

walks in falling rain

and kisses him goodbye

with the lips of her longing.

He never looks back to see the
waving of her lashes as she blinks

when he becomes a dot in the distance.
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Dream Be The Dream

When sweet faces are flowers trampled in the dust

and willows are weeping by the river of lust,

and mothers have no conscience and demand their choice,
the innocent suffer but they have no voice.

Buttercups and daisies all wilt in the shade.
Ten fingers and ten toes are wondrously made,
but the body's fabric is butchered and torn.
Someone's daughter or son will never be born.

A life never given the ghost of a chance,

two feet never knowing the joy of the dance,
two hands never holding the bud of a rose,
and fingers that will never open or close.

Blue eyes to never search the heavens above,
a child to never know the meaning of love,
a miracle unborn and covered with shame,
a child unmentioned and a child without name.

So this is the gain of women with a choice ...
saline and suction to silence a child's voice?
Forty-five million and counting in the red,
all for convenience and a romp in the bed.

Such be the sorrow and the sin of the stain,
scissors and suction to the back of the brain.
Mistakes made of mountains of women with choice,
and this is the right over which they rejoice.

Cold stirrups hold the feet, pulling at the heart.

God is a dreamer whose dream is torn apart.

Broken limbs make a withered bough without bloom.
Hard hearts and empty souls leave the curtained room.

We do not know heaven when blinded by fears

nor the beauty that burns when drowned within tears.
I see your reflection floating out to sea,

the radiant woman that you long to be.
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Let the life within you laying half asleep

have the chance and choice of which you pray to keep.
Do not let the ghost dance upon your pillow

nor bury life beneath the weeping willow.

Challenge the freeway of dark, impassive stone.
Choose the highway where you'll never walk alone.
Wisdom is a butterfly, set your spirit free.

Let the dream be the dream that it longs to be.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Dream Of You, Me: We

I stoke the fires of autumn with my quill
and unfold in silence each memory.
Pleasures I have known, softly sleeping still,
awakened in a dream of you, me: we.

Your star so bright, I revel in its shine.

I sleep in your arms though you're far away.
I drink of your lips, press yours close to mine,
and breathe in your essence, here by me lay.

Delights and passions and butter cream nights,
I still remember your tongue and your grooves,
the breathless moments and dizzying heights,
the sweet coercion of your gentle moves.

So far in the distance; yet, ever near,

you slowly press in upon the hours.

I think of you and dream of you - there, here -
your sweet mouth nestled among the flowers.

Your eyes serenely bright of verdant hue
are wistful and wanting no one but me,
and I acquiesce and fold into you.

I implore you, sweet night of ecstasy!

Let not this dream end to leave me alone
to drown in the ocean behind my eyes,

to make empty arms a promise unknown,
a fledgling with wings unable to rise.

Beneath the canopy of blue-black night,

a thousand tears fall in the patter of rain.
As morning rises and the sky grows bright,
I awake with quill in my hand again.

All the world weeps in the sound of the sea.
You are constant as the sun in my heart
awakened in a dream of you, me: we
forever to flourish, never to part.
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Dream Quilt

Thought patches sewn into a quilt

to warm away the cold,

dreams of stray thoughts, sin and guilt,
lace of life takes hold.

The mind the true and trusted sage
that causes thoughts to bend,

to touch upon a gilded age,

weave of mortal end.

A blanket born of toil and strife
is thrown upon the sands,
covered by the steps of life
and lifted in our hands.

I woke unto this quilt of night
and felt its threading break.
Love was lost within its sight.
I felt its tearing ache.

I shook it gentle in the breeze
to cleanse it as before.

No more patches such as these
that lie upon the floor.

Once again through naked screen,
closing eyes to rest,

I dream of sunlight on the green
to ease my aching breast.

Folded edges of slumber sky,
the dream quilt pure and white.
Here beneath it sleeping lie,

I dream of you this night.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Dream Serenade

I sleep on a flowered perfumed sheet
breathing soft the scent of a rose.

I close my eyes and dream so sweet
of the bud of love which grows.

How was I to ever know

we would wind up more than friends?
How ought I stop the ethereal flow,
the night with star-lit winds?

Sure, I know we live apart.

It seems a crazy thing,

but you have touched my sacred heart
and made it laugh and sing.

God made your love a darling gem,
love's brightly glowing crown.

You are the daylight's diadem,

the bright rays tumbling down.

You warmly kiss my tender brow
and dress me like a queen.

You are all my kingdom now -
the beat of hearts unseen.

You are love on heaven's brim,
the harpist of heart strings.
You are all things, a seraphim

that waves its loving wings.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Dreams Dreaming To Dream

'God may reduce you on Judgment Day to tears of shame,
reciting by heart the poems you would have written,
had your life been good." ~ Auden

Born in the burst of a magic light

is the child of unbridled sin

with golden locks upon her head

and dreams dreaming to dream within.

A feather falling, lost in flight,

to fall to restful sleeping

as daylight breaks in the depths of a dream
and hearts out of joy are weeping.

If life is born and burning bright

as a star of memory

to die in death a noble death

like a star that falls to sea,

like feather fall and lose your flight

to fall to restful sleeping

as daylight breaks in the depths of a dream
and hearts out of joy are weeping.

Do not deny the day its light

nor deny the dream its dream

like feather fall and lose your flight

to fall to restful sleeping

as daylight breaks in the depths of a dream
and hearts out of joy are weeping.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Dress Me Like Poetry

Dress me like poetry in silk stanza stockings,

in pearls of metered verse on a syllabic strand.

Brush rhythm through my hair and rhyme on my lashes,
and paint me in tones of syntax and sonnet sand.

Dangle diction diamonds to adorn my face,

like cascading charms of sweet metaphoric prose.
Give me blue ballad bonnet alliteration

and assonant slippers with repetitious bows.

With sestina skirt and connotation corset,

I am the allusion and the symbol of love.

I am the onomatopoeia twilight song,

the euphonious moonlight that shimmers above.

So dress me like poetry, in pleasant pantoum
or in the cacophony of a villanellg,

in the ode of hyperbole or anapest,

in romantic Terza Rima or Terzanelle.

Dress me like poetry with the breath of your kiss,
and let your precious flower blossom in the night.
Then, move mountains for this moment and disrobe me.

My petals stroked by the gentle hands of moonlight.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Drifted Away

I haven't seen you for a long time;
and though I miss you, I do not say
what is really in my heart. I just wish
that I could take all this pain away.

I stare dreamily out of the window,
thinking of what used to be;

and I'm surprised as I catch myself crying.
I don't know what's come over me.

So rich was our love, that I never thought
it could wind up in despair;

yet, now the sad winds blow over me

and crush me without care.

I loved the way that you used to hold me
and laugh and whisper in my ear.

It makes me feel so sad to remember
what I once held so dear.

The black looks in everyone's eyes
close in around me in mercy and rue.
I don't want anyone's pity.

The only thing I want is you.

How could you just walk away from me
and leave me like a rag on the floor?
How could you just leave me stranded
like a stranger on the shore?

Worst of all, is how I still love you,
how I still find it so hard

to heal my wounded soul

which is now battle-scarred.

I cannot change my feelings

nor my unfaltering love and trust.
I cannot change the fact that I'm
a flower in the dust.
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I'm so sorry you no longer love me,
that you left me in grief and shame.
I'd do anything to make you happy,
and I thought you would do the same.

I will speak softly to you upon the wind.

I shall weep for you in the sea;
and remember our moments together
before you drifted away from me.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Drifting

Footsteps in the grass, the breeze of the morn,
the whispers of a changeless memory ...

your tongue opens my soul like a flower,
taunting, teasing with great temerity.

The color of your eyes stains the skies,

the windswept whirlwind of blue cashmere silk.
A sigh escapes and dissolves in your mouth.
You drink from my lips as though sweetest milk.

When I love, I become time out of time,
the timeless movement of the sea to shore.
A universe explodes; the next is mine,

the pearl of passion for you to explore.

Ravenous fingers are tangled in hair

as you pull me close in heated desire.
Loosening, lengthening, my body aches.
I am an orgy of nectarous fire.

The undulation of loquacious hips,

the lustful lock of legs around your waist,
the pull of passion and the pounding push,
and the look of love that covers my face.

Harder and deeper, impaled to the bed,
I arch my back and feel your pulsation.
Slower and softer, you slide in and out;
and I am lost in the consummation.

The tempest dies down; the sighs dissipate.
We are like two love-birds within a nest.
We dream of daylight and drift off to sleep,

as you cradle my head against your chest.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Driftwood 2

I weep in the rain-spun filigree

caught in a net of glittering sigh.

The salt-water wind caresses me

as flashes of light are torn from the sky.

I feel weightless, unrestrained, and free
within the palm of reticent spheres
bounced like a child on her mother's knee
whose love is a balm for puerile tears.

I am cleaved into a hollow ache,

a chasm so deep beyond repair.

I gave till nothing was left to take

until wings in flight fell through the air.

I am saturated with the sea,

a girl who glances through eyes of blue;
and I see a world of reverie

whose muse is drowning in spirit too.

I open my soul and bare my breast.
Sirocco's wings yield me to the shore;
and as the sun settles in the west,

my salt-sweet lips are thirsting for more.

My lungs are filled to overflowing.
Evening shadows are rolling in.
The ocean winds are softly blowing.
There is a light that flickers within.

A woman is gifted many things.

She is like sun with rivers in veins.
She laughs to cry and in silence sings;
and she blossoms whenever it rains.

The surf is rushing through spiral shells.
The seagulls soar and float on the wind.
The soul is deep, in dark deepness dwells,
and slumbers to dream until the end.
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I drift into the desolate sea
immersing myself in aqua blue,
bury the best of what's left of me

that is only best when found in you.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Driftwood I

The wind whispers, and the words are rain.
The moon is brushing her silver hair;
and I am cleaved by the joy and pain

that shape my world, my spirit, my air.
I am a gypsy, a mystery,
the moon is brushing her silver hair;

and all the things that are meant to be
will ever be as they will or do.
I am a gypsy, a mystery,

a breath that dissolves into the blue;
and dreams will drift and be on their way,
will ever be as they will or do

until shadows stain and sorrows sway
until sweet promises fade for good,
and dreams will drift and be on their way

forever floating like drift to wood.

The wind whispers, and the words are rain
until sweet promises fade for good

and I am cleaved by the joy and pain.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Drowsy In My Desire

Seagulls circling the clear sky.
Naked bodies blanket the beach.
Slickened skin to entrance the eye,
as dreams deliquesce out of reach.

Taut nipples declare more than not.
Hot spots of passion's melting cream.
Waves of pleasure spread, searing hot,
as I drift off into a dream.

Flickering flames lick at moist skin,
setting my virgin blood on fire.

I whimper as he thrusts within

and cools the heat of my desire.

He is at my body's center,
claiming my heart and my soul,
positions himself to enter;
and I rapidly lose control.

Now folds the rose's dew-donned lips
as the sun melds into the sea,

as the daydream drowsily slips

into the heart and soul of me.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Echo Tango

Darkness drapes his body like a flag

as he drifts between sandbars of sleep,
his head nestled on a rucksack bag,
his rifle ready and in his keep.

He is a stranger in a strange land

of ancient tongues, conviction, and stone
whose devotion warms the desert sand
and is recited in blood and bone.

He tows the weight of hope in his heart
like the fragments of a fallen star,
dreaming of those from whom he’s apart,
who are very near; and yet, so far.

A world of peace blossoms in his head
between the shoulders of day and night.
He raises the crosses of the dead

who bit the bullet and shattered light.

The wave of the brave is in his hair
spilling beyond the Caspian Sea
mingling with dust and light as air
as whispers of wind that set it free.

He sleeps with Shula beneath the sky
nestled against the curve of her spine,
with dreams of home in back of his eye
pressed like grapes into vessels of wine.

Darkness drapes his body like a flag,
like the flag that will drape his coffin,
as one more dream in a body bag

dies the death that approaches often.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Eight Cylinder Wings (Ethere)

You

bent down,

leaned into

the car and kissed

my trembling lips.

'Just in case you had doubts, '

you said; and I couldn't breathe.

I watched you walk back to your car,
a gray bird with eight cylinder wings;
and I revved up my engine to follow.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Embracing Sensual Ecstasy

To embrace love in every fashion

is to not feel shame when one feels passion.
Love is the greatest gift ever God sent -
gentle, soft-hearted, and beneficent.
Question not fate when it does a favor.
Relish the taste of its piquant flavor.

Let the winds of love upon you caress.

The heart and soul it shall anoint and bless.
Not a look nor kiss should ever be lost,
thrown to the waves to be mightily tossed.
Embrace sweet love and never let it go;
and when you feel a longing, let it show.
Tomorrow is not promised, day grows deep.
Embrace sweet love before you go to sleep.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Emergence

When I first saw her, she did not see me;

for, she was lost in a world of her own.

She stared off into space but did not see

and just sat there as if chiseled from stone.
She sat in the corner of memory;

and though with others, she sat there alone,
aimlessly adrift on a sea of will,

where winds do not blow and the mind is still.

In languid silence, with her tears unshed,

she mourned the loss of the one she loved best
by cradling the blanket from his bed

that warmed him when he was laid down to rest.
Such a blanket is not meant for the dead.

It's meant to hearten a sad mother's breast.

I took her hand and placed it in my own

to let her know she did not walk alone.

The wings of an angel parted the sky,
parting the sky from the skirt of the sea.
She said, 'I never got to say good-bye, '
and 'Why did God take him away from me? '
I could not answer; for, I knew not why,
the why nor the way of her agony.

I only knew that no time could erase

the memories of his sweet little face.

I told her to treasure what God gave her,

and that motherhood is never in vain.

In time, she would hold her baby, Laver,

and their two hearts would be joined once again.
Life is full of moments we should savor,

both good and bad, with both flowers and rain.
We should rejoice and give honor and praise
that we loved, no matter how short the days.

The sunlight came streaming through the window,

warming her soul from a slant of the sky;
and I watched her delight in the day-glow
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as the spark of life returned to her eye.
She stepped out of the shadows of sorrow,
avoiding waves and the winds blowing by.
Her glorious spirit of love and light

is a star of hope in heaven tonight.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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End Of The Road

It ends where it began up over yonder hill

where neither man nor ghost should ever resign,
where the vines rise over a mansion standing still
with windows dark as night and forest walls define.

Truth is born in darkness but thrives within the light
and there within its brilliance can clearly be seen.

I shudder as I tell you of that dreadful night

when last we all saw her, Ms. Elizabeth Greene.

The kind and gentle lady of Halloway Hall

was the loveliest lady in all of the land.

Never once was she married but turned away all,
spurned even the noblest who offered his hand.

She saved them as keepsakes, as smiles behind her frown,
her sadness hiding within the bell of her laugh;

but her laugh was like a cloudburst, tumbling down,

the truth of her tears revealing her sadder half.

It was no deep secret to those who knew her best

why she chose such solitude and dwelt there alone.

He peered through a locket that hung next to her breast.
The weight of his memory was her crushing stone.

His name was Brandon Blackwood, of Scottish descent;
and he was smitten by her and she by him too.

The world was their stage, and they were magnificent
and nothing was impossible for them to do.

But time is fleeting and turns blushing petals pale.
Curses are born in a world once divinely blest.
Too well we know the ending of love’s woeful tale,
the stain of red wine as it’s prudently pressed.

For Blackwood sailed upon HMY Iolaire,

and he lost his life when it struck the Beasts of Holm.
The New Year promised peace, but rocks of rue declare
that peace will never come to those who wait at home.
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The silent sea, its deep heart, could not hold nor hide
its sorrow over the loss of the men who died.
Stornoway wept over the symbols of its pride
washed ashore one-by-one upon the wintry tide.

Elizabeth went numb; in silence she was bound.

No joyful greeting to cause her memory live.

No tears, no thoughts, and no words, not even a sound
to express the sorrow that mortal time can give.

The blue kiss of death is endless, can never be
merely a shadow which dances on the verge.

The sun sets, the seasons change and roll out to sea,
and the mists of mourning become a silent dirge.

Halloway Hall lays dormant, lifeless, deathly still -
a monument to a love that loved to the last.

It ends where it began up over yonder hill

in the trumpeting chill of time’s merciless blast.

For, one early-morn rise, as she slept in her bed,
a legion of lightning struck in turbulent waves.
The cruel sky billowed and thundered overhead
pouring its treacherous breath over silent graves.

It struck the rooftop with a mighty bolt of light

and shuddered the rafters with its violent beck.
In a panic, she sat up and trembled with fright,
reaching at once for the locket around her neck.

The curtains were burning, and the house was aflame.
Elizabeth began to run toward the stairs,

but she stumbled and fell and with a loud exclaim
tried to get back up between power and prayers.

Alas! She was caught by a small hole in the floor
through which the locket was irretrievably hung;
but she wouldn’t loose it, it was worth dying for,
for a part of her died with her true love so young.

And there they buried her beside the charred remains
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of the vine-hidden mansion that rises unseen;
and I'm reminded of the January rains
when last we all saw her, Ms. Elizabeth Greene.

Such love in its splendor no death can defeat.
It declares with one final act of devotion
that no matter the time, it shall never retreat;

for it is deeper than the depths of the ocean.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Enough For Me

You give me your love, which is a flowering rose.
The most beautiful rose in all the world to see.

I nurture it carefully and watch as it grows
within the quiet shadow of the earth's great tree.
The spirit of your love sets the soul in me free;
and above all things, it touches me the utmost.
Your undying love is what I treasure the most.
You are enough for me.

Your love is a bright rainbow which shatters apart
the forbidding clouds that hover the sky in vain.
All things that you do satisfy my aching heart,
and you erase the sorrow and all of the pain.

You are my true love and all I hoped to obtain.
My happiness is found in your companionship,
when your tender kisses are placed upon my lip.
You are enough for me.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Enough For Me Ii

The flower-tinted cheeks, the fiery close

of each heart beat, these are enough for me -
enough that in my sad heart wanes and grows
the shadow of a weeping willow tree.

Two thousand eight hundred and twenty three;
of all the life lines that the world can toast,
these are the ones that I remember most.

Yes! These are enough for me.

Of all great numbers that for virtue live,

who look to heaven as their just reward,

to me the innocent and the victims give

the temple of the blessed with hope restored.
Beside a river the wine of life is poured.

It trickles past, and so flows our life away.
So sweetly, so swiftly passes day after day.
So swiftly! But enough for me.

Look upon the towers that fell for their art -

the blood, sweat, and tears that fell in vain.

Do they not move you, bring grief to your heart?

I have enough of sorrow and enough of pain

and for what, for what did this terror reign?

There can be no justice, only sweet-scented flowers
that sleep on our hearts beneath tear-born showers.
The tears are enough for me.

I pray for some hope for each lost, naked soul
that caused destruction in the name of paradise.
Though death and sorrow were their only toll,

my spirit soars freely though my heart cries.

To be so misguided by foolery and lies!

There are no great words to express it more clear,
such sad words to linger upon the ear.

I'm sorry. I'm sorry for thee.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Eternal Existence

Lovers do not finally meet somewhere.
They exist in each other all along.

The mirror and the face, the sky and air -
the words are elusive without the song.

We cry out with loving, the sunset spills,
and the sea of our love is without shore.
Tongues tantalize and tease a hundred thrills.
The fingers trace, leave us begging for more.

The purity of heart remains untouched.

The love is sweet, and the essence is pure.
Bodies writhe in ecstasy, sheets are clutched,
the face is blushing with a smile demure.

We listen to music of deep desire.

It emanates from the blood in our veins.
Paradise burns; our bodies are on fire,
quenched by the fall of spirituous rains.

Like a moth bewildered by candle light,
I am enticed to reach out to your flame.
Lost in your gaze and the wonder of sight,

I am fruit to be eaten without shame.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Falling Stars

The sky fills its dark lungs with moonlight
and perfumed petals of mystery.

Stars fall to earth in a streak of light

and vanish from view in ecstasy.

The salt air comes from the open sea,
lightly blowing over marram grass,

like a shoreline-splintered melody

in sand-soft footprints when once we pass.

Suffuse me with stars and silver light
that I might glow in my love for you
and become a beacon burning bright,
a falling star and your wish come true.

And if you choose, you can fall anew

in the silver night soliloquy,

when mist surrounds and there's none but you,
declaring your love for only me.

My love runs deep like the silent sea,
reflecting a soul of midnight moon;
and if communion is meant to be,

I can but hope that it will come soon.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Far Away

Whenever my days are long,

I strive for that enchanting aria from far away;
and then, when I depart,

I remember that love from so far away.

I keep my faith that the Lord will grant
me to see again my love from far away;
but for every good, it brings

two evils, since it lies so far away.

I abide somber with my head hung low,
so that sweet songs and summer flowers
chill me more than winter frost

as I remember that love from so far away.

How much delight there could be in

joyful words shared with my love so far away.
So many paths would lead me to him,
straight away, though now I'm far away.

I shall leave my love in happy sorrow
if I see my love from far away;

but who knows when that will be

for we dwell in lands so far away.

I shall find no joy in love

but in that love from far away;

for, there could be no greater,
anywhere, whether near or far away.

With my own eyes I long to see

my love from so far away;

and the whole world would become Paradise
if I were with my love from so far away.

My life is miserable without the laughter
from my love so far away;

and I want most what I cannot have,

as in that love from far away.
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Far Away Within

When my thoughts are drifting (Love is never ending,

like the waves out to sea,) and you will never know

I find myself yearning (the warmth of dancing flames

for the one I left behind.) from time's immortal fire.
Forgotten memories (Bound to you forever,

always bring you to me ;) I never let you go.

and I see you again, (Like the sun's sacred glow,

though time would make me blind.) I burn with sweet desire.

Do not tempt a temptress, (I dream in shades of night,
who cannot live a lie.) as I hold back the tears,

Light wins over darkness, (remembering your touch
though we hunger for sin.) that set my soul aflame.
The world keeps revolving. (But you will never know
Blue azure paints the sky ;) the haunting of the years,
and I burn for your touch (nor the sheltering wall

when far away within.) that was built in your name.

Never to love again, (So how can I forget

lonely but not alone,) the times I walked on air,
I am lingering yet (the love that gave me wings,
with endless devotion.) the joy of skin on skin?
I walk in the shadows (I am yours forever,

I've learned to call my own,) be it cruel or fair.

and I embrace the pain (I live in loving you

that comes with emotion.) so far away within.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Fear

Fear is falsetto and stiletto heels,

a high pitch that is destined for the fall,
cringing in corners and grasping for wheaels,
echoes that strive to Lord over us all.

Ever like winter that chills to the bone,

verses of shadow will cling to the spine,

each word a wing that is weighted with stone -
ravens that strive to break free of each line.
You'll never know freedom by sitting still.
Trembling faith will never be your rock.

Hold open the moment, and let it spill

in glimmers that follow the aftershock.
Nothing is granted but a pulse and pause.

God is not grasping for absolution.

As fresh as a round of thankful applause,
now is the time to seek a solution.
Dwell in the strength that lives behind your eyes.

Revive your spirit in the river's breath.
Invoke the morning, and let yourself rise.
Soar beyond sorrow and umbrageous death.

Embrace both the sun and the clouded skies.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Feast Of Pleasure

Entranced, my mouth could not leave your body,
exploring and touching all T could find.

Tongue dancing in erotic figure-eights,

from head to toe, with a wet trail behind.

I lavishly showered you with ardor,
my passionate kisses upon your skin.
Mouth became a sex organ in itself,
releasing at once, then pulling you in.

This unknown pleasure captivated me,

the delicious sensations never known.

I could feel you quiver in ecstasy

as your body arched and I heard you moan.

Ravenously hungry and wanting you more,
I felt your body melting into me.
You quivered and cried, proclaiming your joy

until you relinquished in ecstasy.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Flashing Forever

The moon peers through the curtain of night
which drapes the windows with star-flecked ink.
Silhouettes of shadowed branches write

poetry on the walls as I blink

and pinch the candle wick’s rising flame

to watch scribbles of smoke sign my name.

I crawl inside the layers of sleep

to be lured by the billowing loom

and fall down the back of dark so deep
that an ocean of dreams fills the room,
and I am a pearl within a shell

who's daring to dream and dreaming well.

From behind my eyes I rise unseen

and dance in flight on the shirring wind

and tip on toes across gamboled green

whose distance knows neither breach nor end.
My spirit soars and shines as ever

in winks of stars that flash forever.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Flutter Me Flutter (Sestina)

The bird of my heart begins to flutter,

and the breeze of my soul is blowing free.
Velvet dahlias drink the morning dew
sweetly warmed by the first auroral hue.
Sirocco's wings brush against the shutters.
Awake! Arise! Love is a naked sea.

Yes! I said that love is a naked sea!

Doesn't it just make you all a flutter?
Come! Arise and tear open the shutters.
The singing breath of morn is breaking free.
Iris is wearing her decadent hue,

drinking sweet the cup of midsummer dew.

A pillow of roses is kissed by dew,

a silky-soft stay for the salient sea -

the sea of my love and its honey hue.

Your tongue to its tip; my heartbeats flutter.
Your hands on my body, and I am free!

The world disappears beyond the shutters.

But, O! What a world within the shutters!
Where the storms of bliss coalesce with dew
in the slit of sex sweet flowering free.
Bacchante beckons from her warm, wet sea.
Her hair glistening gold in a flutter
shimmering waves of a succulent hue.

And who could resist the unyielding hue

that kisses the walls behind the shutters,
kissing open thighs - a tongue, a flutter

until the mossy jewel drips with dew?

My love! Drown me in this prurient sea
strumming the sweet love notes to set me free!

My Lord! Open your eyes and set me free
that I might drown in their transporting hue.
Only by drowning can I cross the sea -

the sea that sweetens behind closed shutters.
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Rouse my lips with pearls of moist carnal dew.
Impart passion like wind to a flutter.

So flutter me flutter and flutter free.
Drink down the dew of a flowery hue,

and open the shutters that block the sea.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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For All The Words I Cannot Say

He spent the night with me last night,
listening to me weep and cry.

He held me tightly till the morning light,
then kissed me softly and said good-bye.

We shared several glasses of wine

and talked of the first time that we met.
We watched each silver star shine

and talked of the times we could not forget.

We drank of the wine of the past,
and I spilled my heart over you.
He listened from first till last
then asked, 'What can I do? '

I turned to face the wall,

the heartache inside me born;
and I told him about it all,

how my heart was split and torn.

My arms around him were flung,

as he kissed each tiny wave.

My sorrows were grievously clung

about his strength which seemed so brave.

Each hurt, each lie, I confessed.
His lips he pressed to my cheek.
My back, he gently caressed,

as he listened but did not speak.

I know his passions were tame.

His desires were left unfelt.

He was quick to slow the flame

that could have made the snow melt.

He was strong when I was weak,
a friend who stood by my side.
He listened and let me speak

of the sorrow I felt inside.
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I know he loves me well;

yet, my heart belongs to you.
I know I should say farewell,
but it's something I cannot do.

I awoke with a start and a scream,
and he quickly was there to hold me.
I had lost your love in a dream,

and it was my friend at once who told me.

'T'll always be here for you.

What greater love could you know?
Ask yourself, 'Was his love true? '
If not, then let him go.'

Morning walks in robes of gold,

and she shines a heavenly light.

My heart admires my friend of old,
who was there throughout the night.

I don't know where I shall go.

I don't know what I shall do.

It is this, all that I know,

is that my heart is in love with you.

I know it will never be the same.
Our love shall never, ever grow;
and knowing that I have no claim,
I must find a way of letting go.

So I smile a smile for my friend
as he departs to go his way;
and I cry as he turns the bend
for all the words I could not say.

I silently close the door,
shutting the world far away;
and I fall in tears to the floor
for all the words I cannot say.
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Forever My Love

The green earth waits beneath a whitened wing,
haunted by memories of budding Spring,

when love loosed its verdure and gathered ground
in groves of splendor by the river's sound.

Now slides the morning on wood and metal,
falling like rain in each snowdropp petal.
The bright mosaic of radiant hues

is a blinding light that each eye pursues.

The seasons change but the memory clings
and hovers around with its hopeful wings.
Search the memories and gather the green.
Lay them beneath whispers of velveteen.

Remembered, reborn, and riding the rail,
love is the wind that releases the sail.
Forever, my love, I remember well,

the glory of love before glory fell.

I sigh for the past and the future too
as tender sprigs of green start peeking through.
The green earth waits like a pearl in a shell.

A dream in a dream is dreaming to dwell.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Forever This Way

We woo the angels high in heaven above

and warm hearts grown cold from lack of love.
We linger as lovers beneath far-distant plains,
whispers drifting ashore in amorous quatrains.

Our story, a touch, that moves without word.
Silent chimes of beauty are suddenly heard.
Inarticulate breathings from love's holy shrine.
Love is the faith that leads toward the divine.

All things shall pass, all birds must fly;
yet, love is the only thing never to die.
Sweet like a dream, when once love is found,
nothing can stop it nor turn it around.

Forever this way, below a melding of streams,
we live in the love on a ship of dreams.
No waters could drown it, put it to sleep.

Love is yet deeper when buried so deep.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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From The Gutter To The Jewel In The Lotus

She has the radio on in the other room,
and the words invade her train of thought.
Then, her beauty queen cat, black as pitch,
meows; and her moon eyes beg for treats.
The train derails, and she loses it all.

The oak leaves softly sway outside the window

as she seeks inspiration in glints of gold.

It hovers in the distance creating shadow and light
as she stands on the landing spilling poignancy
down steep steps of moss-skinned stone.

The pulse of summer is silent

as the heat presses down on the collarbone of a climber,
a full-blown flaming torch rising from her rosy mouth.
She is reminded of Neruda’s Garden and Quixote:
“puntual, el nacimiento de una rosa.”

She emerges a pillar of alabaster between the pines,
her eyes following the wind’s sweet promise

as it blows through her hair towards tomorrow,
taking with it the dandepuff dalliance,

parachuting into the quiet hush with wistful grace.

Selene poses before her, lures the free lance,

and builds a stage for competition and composition.

There is brightness and a faint movement of dust

as she kicks up her heels, pulls flecks and specks from sky,
and culls the substance of everything until she is finished.

Between bites of blackened chicken and saffron rice,

she scribes, scribbles, sanctifies, and solidifies.

Every leaf and petal, every stem and stone is overturned.
She strokes her silken strand of raspberry pearls

as she delves deaf deep into the water of words.

Between Eve’s Ribs and Jezebel’s Hips,

she battles CrowWoman and MudGirl.
She - the Raspberry Girl — battling
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The Girls with Red Hair on Cherry Cadillacs with Bushido Swords.
She came From the Gutter to the Jewel in the Lotus.

Numbness passes for peace for some,

but she knows the difference between calm and calamity.
Her quarry is made of evergreen moments.

The fires of her mind are Masamune steel -

the Honjo Nihonto, curving into mythos.

She was crafted, fallen from the air,

forged in the gutter of a ruined hull,
discerning, learning, turning, and burning.
She erupted, resting upon the moon’s knees,
then glinted into the jewel in the lotus.

A mad girl, a mud girl, a mighty, magic thing:

she scintillates from the river’s throat of song.

From the temple windows of her eyes, she watches,
winking out of the darkness like stars;

and the moon becomes full, for he has just fallen in love.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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From Where Do We Come?

Who do you think is watching from the halls of heaven above?
Is it a God or a Goddess? One who thrives on fear or love?

Is there really a Creator or did we all come to be,

secrets of evolution - the you of you, the me of me?

Is there a heaven at all, some transcendental time and place,

or do we simply imagine there are stars in outer space?

Have we been fed with sweetness to believe that dreams can come true
like wheat on wind in a thunderstorm or flame of morning dew?

We search to try and remember, and we beg of God for more.

But where o! where did we come from and what are we looking for?
It seems we search in vain in life-long circles that never end,
disillusioned by all the truths that we cannot comprehend.

Pebbles bounce off the water, the soul rings as clear as a bell.
Hands of hopeless despondence scrape the stones of an empty well.
The heart is a lonely summer, a cry from the sleeping soul,

a burden to all the half-ones that are seeking to be whole.

A ribbon of the rainbow makes a promise in summer rain.

It explodes within the meadow, strikes the heart, then wanes again.
Life follows its direction to touch the sea, to touch the skies;

and we follow in its shadow and we learn to improvise.

We profess to believe in God, but tell me how is it true?
How can God be One and All; and yet, remain outside of you?
Does not the river become the sea, the least of all is some?

If God is we; and if we are God, then where are we all from?

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Gateway To My Love

Somewhere there's someone, sometime and someplace,
the one who loves me more than words can say.

He's the song of joy, a new bloom of love,

a whirlwind of wonder at break of day.

He's the breath of morn that makes curtains dance
as the sunrise spills a banquet of light.

He whispers in ribbons of red and gold

then he kisses my lips as we unite.

His succulent lips are glittered with rain

like two soft petals of dew-donned delight
and passionately pressed to form his smile -
a fragrant lotus of intimate white.

Warm shades of passion turn flesh into words
between his lips like songs for him to sing.
The bud will soon blossom within his mouth.
The birth of love is a glorious thing!

The Gateway is open; he holds the key.
Glory to God! I have found him at last.
I have come - not to love for a moment
but to love him until all time has passed.

The heart is deep-rooted in the dreaming

and is sustained by faith throughout the years.
Water follows the wind across the bay

like a blue eye searching heavenly spheres.

I searched sculpture and symmetry of light.
Rays swayed on the hammock of my lashes;
and he floated like sunlight through my mind,
gracing the windows with rainbow flashes.

And now, I can do naught but to love him.
I have waited and desired for so long.

I submit my body and deliquesce,

happy at last, this is where I belong.
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Gently Down

The rain falls gently, down into my thoughts -
the thoughts of a day and a time before.
Night is an echo of my inner self -

a long shadow that flows forevermore.

The stain of the sea washes over sand,

over the memories that wear your face.

Time is suspended on the precipice,

caught between the past and this lonely place.

My tears are wept on a sea-silk pillow,

the whispering waves of unchanging love.
I embrace the silence, deftly waiting,

with my feet on earth and my heart above.

I know there is distance between our sails -
the hands of time: an hour, a day, a year;
but there's never a moment without you,
never a time when I don't hold you near.

As I spin these words on a lonely loom,
I can't help but to wonder where you are.
Do you move with the wind or against it?
Do you ever make a wish upon a star?

I wonder what you would be wishing for,

and would you ever wish to be with me?

Does rain fall gently, down into your thoughts,
or does it tumble down into the sea?

I sail on silence between day and night,
waking to dream and dreaming to wake.
With my heart in hand, I reach out to you,

the sad-voiced requiem of give and take.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Ghost Of A Man

My love! You are not the man that I knew.
He was not in a prison looking through.
He was tender and warm and brave and true.

You are not the same man whose voice I heard,
who spoke tender and sweet with every word.
Such passion on your lips remains unstirred.

You are the ghost of a man now filled with pain.
The trail of sorrows has become a chain,
and I don't think you can break free again.

Your love was the tempest that made me wake
and turned abounding love into a lake.
I dived in head first where the surges break.

But tortured pavilions shine in your eyes -
two round universes of darkened skies,
with no galaxies of love to emprise.

You stare right through me, yet say you love me.
Your love is a desert; I am the sea.
You are in prison; I choose to be free.

Your eyes have deep roots that reach for the shore.
I cannot save you as I did before.
Hearts get rolled as pebbles forevermore.

And the waves splash over your darkened wings.
You cannot fly with somber whisperings.
O! In his cage, the lone canary sings.

The ghost of a man, the ghost of a chance
are the odious larks of circumstance,
the undulant river of happenstance.

I will always remember deep within

the springtime moments that we shared back then,
when I burned beneath the touch of your skin.
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But the past is over; my soul set free.
Your love is a desert; I am the sea.
You are in prison; I choose to be free.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Giver Of Knowledge

Down the corridors of my green-spun youth,
behind the locked doors of its rusted truth,
dwells the time now gone and its sacred past,
a once lively stage and a nodding cast.

Among this dais, at the moon's bright hour,
the memories blossom like a flower.

It's a joy and delight to share this stage -
the acts of grandeur that decline with age.

The curtain rises on the dust of time -
new life to the lips of a faded mime;
and a rainbow of light beams softly falls
in circles of color against the walls.

He steps to the center and takes a bow.

In low-whispered words, he speaks to me now -
a history teacher of great renown

and a king of knowledge without a crown.

Thurmond Davis was a teacher of wars,

of Romans and Greeks and Conquistadors,
the Age of Chivalry and noble Knights,
and revolutions, peace, and Canaanites.

With his chalk-stained hands and a boyish grin,
he taught on the values and faults of men.

He taught with zeal and a passionate flair

as he gently rocked in his rocking chair.

The memories unwind by slow degrees
like Faust in hands of Mephistopheles.
Each lesson was a window come undone,
hung on the hinge of exuberant fun.

I smile - a memory - the funniest!

One day in the class while taking a test,

the room was quiet as he went to sit.

There was a crash, boom, bang! He declared 'SHIT! '
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His rocking chair broke, and we laughed out loud -
the test forgotten in a joyous cloud;

and I laugh to think of him, even now.

He stepped to the center and took a bow.

The curtain lowers on the dust of time -
silence to the lips of a living mime.
With appreciative heart, I sing his praise -

the giver of knowledge to crown my days.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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God Is A Ghost On Wrens' Nest Road

Love, let me lend you my ancestral wing
across the distance which keeps us apart
to bestow such comfort as it may bring

for the sorrows that inundate your heart.

Stanzas spill from my eyes and trail the moon
for the loved ones whose life has ebbed away,
whose love-light flickered and faded too soon
in the mid of night where they both once lay.

I cannot pretend to perceive your pain,
what it must be like to lose wife and child;
but I know the tears that patter like rain
whose ocean runs deep when once beguiled.

Sadness is a wall between life and death

in the arch of your back, along your spine;
and the sigh and silence between each breath
is a pulse of promise for all divine.

Love, my heart aches as any heart would do.
The blood between us is no longer free.
Whatever you suffer, I suffer too;

and my tears are your tears inside of me.

Though I have lost sight of your kindred face,
I feel the beat of your beat in my heart.

I wish for you solace, mercy, and grace

and all the comfort my words can impart.

The homestead is hollow, silent and still,
as the moon hovers in her graceful turn,
shining brightly on backs of house and hill
in honor of those who will not return.

My thoughts embark on a current of tears.

On a river of sleep, I gaze the shore

where Tracey and Jake give praise to the years
and to the memories you built before.
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Your love has brightened their pathway to peace
and slippered their souls in heaven’s haiku

and dressed them in glimmers of sweet release
like sunlight distils the evening dew.

The wings of morning spin circles of light.
Memories of loved ones dwell in the air.
The loss you've suffered I cannot recite,
and it is greater than one soul must bear.

My thoughts are gliding through evergreen bones,
encircling sky with wings of the heart,
bursting through vineyards and layers of stones

across the distance which keeps us apart.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Good-Bye

I paint my lips crimson
and think:
how they bleed like my heart.

A tear,

and I am drowning.
My eyes a blue river
drifting.

The sunlight,
blinding with its reflection
of a lost love.

My heart,
a stone
that I throw into the sea.

The impact,
the waves flood the world.

And I,
am drenched -
soaking wet -

standing like a statue.

I look to the west
and see him holding her on the veranda.

My soul,
empty hands of nothing
now reaching for you.

Good-bye.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Gratitude

A braid of wind and perfumed hair
trails her as she happily swings.

Her smile and her laugh - beautiful!
She'll never know the joy she brings.

With her golden hair and blue eyes,
she looks much like a part of me,
the child that I will never have,

the mother I will never be.

She kicks her feet to touch the sky
as she leans back toward the ground.
She's like a lily blossoming

on this piece of earth she has found.

My eyes become like seawater.

A salty tear falls down my cheek.

A foolish dream, foolish dreamer!

I close my eyes and do not speak.

A tender dove, a fragile child,

she reminds me so much of you.
She has that look of innocence,

and she could be your daughter too.

The sunset glistens at her side.
She's a portrait of crimson light.

A butterfly with gentle wings,

her skirt is trimmed with lacy white.

I am content with everything

as orchards bloom across the sky.
The fruit of life is found in love
and in the loves of days gone by.

And I am blessed to hold your love,

to smell the sweetness of your hair,

to turn at night and be at peace,

to sleep, to dream, and have you there.
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Grave Consequences

A wash of dark ink spilled across sky,
spreading within ocean’s steady roll,
then dripped from the corners of his eye
from out the dark cavern of his soul.

He lifted the bottle in his hand

to black out the demons in his mind

and scatter like seashells on the sand
the worst of memories left behind.

He lost his son in a fateful wreck.

Flesh of his flesh was gone in a breath

when threads of destiny wrapped his neck
squeezing out life, leaving only death.

The maddening hours of despair

wrought him in bars bleeding black and blue,
unraveled his life, his wife, her care,

all the good things that ever he knew.

The ache of sorrow turned flesh to stone.
Shadows of regret haunted his eyes.

He guzzled his guilt, his pain - alone,
swallowed the tears that he never cries.
He gained momentum around the bend
and tempted his fate with borrowed time.
He justly wanted it all to end

too weary to lift his arms and climb.

The windshield shattered like crystal rain,
piercing the night like a crown of thorns
when he crossed into the other lane:
colliding of metal, fog, and horns.

She rushed in answer to his replies,

her suitcase stuffed to overflowing.

She will never hear his newborn cries

for the dead are ever unknowing.

She swallowed her blood and tasted sleep.

The voices echoed further away.
She drifted into her Father’s keep,
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forever and ever there to lay.

They lifted the child from out the womb.
Their eyes were raining in requiem.

As they held him close and left the room,
their broken hearts wept and wept for him.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Haunted (Double Ethere)

Dust

settles

over bones

of yesterday,

wrapped in scented strips

of silent remembrance.

I am haunted by your smile

and the shadow of confusion,

haunted by the way that you touched me,
touched by the haunting hands of departure.

The mere thought of you permeates my skin,
the gentle fragrance of spring rewards.

O! My dearest! I am haunted!

You live in my bones, breaking

to be free of the bonds

that hold you within.

Lilies blossom

from your lips,

kissed by

rain.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Haunts And Hollows

I am mindful of the quiet that follows

and clings in shadows of thought and venery,

and I am aware of the haunts and hollows

that creep through the cracks inside the wall of me.

Time unravels within long currents of hair,
cascading down the curve of my autumn spine.

I wait for the then in the here that was there

when I was bathed in love-light and you were mine.

I slip into your presence to stroke the light

and to wrap your touch around my burning dream
as the meadowlark sings from her pale blue height
against the rippling echo of the stream.

I wait for the past in the shape of your ghost,
pursuing fireflies in the back of my mind,

as fog drifts from the tongue of the eastern coast
toward tomorrows that time will leave behind.

The blue breath of morning is hushed in your name.
Love is calibrated in sad tears of truth.

The sunrise is perfect in its gilded frame,

gleaming on the door sill of my fading youth.

You live happily in a world of your own.

My memory mingles with the rain, with dust;
but you live on as a monolith of stone

that time cannot diminish nor weather rust.

I sense all your dreams as they launch for the skies
and lay their shadow on the breadth of my heart.

I love you no matter, whether rest or rise,

whether we are together or far apart.

This life is too short and memories too few.
The ache has intensified more with the years,
and I've not forgotten the wonder of you
despite the distance and the tracks of my tears.
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He

he is with me

yet away from me
in me

yet outside of me
one

he is logic

yet not reason

part me

beyond mindfulness
none

he is dream
yet not chimera
genuine

yet not really
mine

he is love

yet more than
ardor

yet not really
love

he is all

yet less than
everything

yet much more
still

he is mine
yet his own
diametrical
yet different
parallel

he is sea

yet an island
haven
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yet drowning
naked

he is fire
yet water
cool

yet fervent
burning

he is tongue
yet lips

soft

yet searching
quiescent

he is me
yet not me
same

yet different
identical

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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He Climbed The Stairs

He climbed the stairs, then he turned to look down below;
and a dagger entered the moment as he cried.
I gathered the tears that his footsteps left in snow.

I wanted to flee from my own aching shadow,
and I wanted to weep at our hopeless divide.
He climbed the stairs, then he turned to look down below.

He was luminous in the hands of twilight glow,
the desolate darkness embraced him on each side.
I gathered the tears that his footsteps left in snow.

Little by little, he turned into a sparrow,
being born of the water of the weeping tide.
He climbed the stairs, then he turned to look down below.

His countenance is the only light that I know.
His eyes are a permeation and azure dyed.
I gathered the tears that his footsteps left in the snow.

And though he could not speak it nor say it was so,
he loved with a fervor that cannot be denied.
He climbed the stairs, then he turned to look down below.

I gathered the tears that his footsteps left in snow.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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He Killed Me First

Like me, most women hold their hearts in hand.
We push aside darkness to find the light,
remembering days when our cloudless eyes
rushed across the sky and its azure height.

With handfuls of dreams and surrendered stars,
we love with excess and infinite grace.

Then, wounded and scarred by iniquity,

we hide in the mask that covers our face.

I met him when I was just twenty-three,
unraveled in cycles of depression,

while dealing with my father’s suicide
and the quicksilver weight of oppression.

My heart was galvanized by shards of ice.
The sunlight dissolved and fell from the sky.
I packed the best of me and left the rest,
indiscernible and destined to die.

When he burned into my life like a star,
he became a bridge of impulsive wings.
I crossed his heart, as he flew into mine,
as a shadow that spills its offerings.

When I ran to him, I was running from me,
from the garden that was filled with my needs
and the monuments of pain and regret

that life had erected among the weeds.

I burrowed my heart in his soaring embrace
and penciled the past in lines of his smile
and buried the ghost of the girl in me

that had been aching for such a long while.

He let me believe in whirlwinds of lies,

in the dervish that danced on his lips,

in orchards of perfume and dainty silks,
and webs that he spun from his fingertips.
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But nothing remains hidden forever.

The abstract becomes concrete in the end,

and silks burn in the fire of Dante’s pyre

and whirlwinds fade with the leave of the wind.

I don’t remember how it all started.

It crept through the window by slow degrees:
a furtive glance here and a harsh word there
or a judgement that was meant as a tease.

It culminated on the brink of madness.
At four in the morning, he crossed the line.
I could smell the alcohol on his breath,
and it turned my stomach into rapine.

He had his hands all over my body.

I kept pleading for him to let me sleep;
but he crawled like spiders all over me,
making me feel so disgusted and cheap.

“Get your damned hands off me! ” I screamed at him
and pushed against him to push him away.

He balled up his fist and punched me at once,

and stars exploded at breaking of day.

He busted the blood vessels in my eye,
and the bruise was like ink under skin.
It bled like violets soaked in the rain,
pressed between layers to shrivel within.

He wanted to hold me, love, console me,

said that it would never happen again;

but I pulled apart and undreamed the dreams,
tucking them neatly in the back of my brain.

I was so broken and shattered inside.
My self-confidence had gone on retreat.
I was a shadow, unloved, unwanted,

a leftover remnant of vile defeat.

He found me in a moment of weakness,
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when the mirror was broken to pieces;
and I felt lucky to be loved at all
with my wings folded in at the creases.

You see ... life for me was never easy.
The portents lived in my blood and my bones;
and when everything is made of glass,
it's easy to break it by hurling stones.

For three years, I lived outside of myself.
The numbness stripped my solicitude;
and I was a half-me, a no-me: dead,

a specter that haunted my solitude.

And I cannot count the numberless ways

that he reduced my being to ashes

and pummeled my world with heartache and pain
between the boomerang and backlashes.

It was a late night in February.

The leafless branches pointed to the moon,
and I asked him to leave so I could sleep
as the morning would be arriving soon.

He diddled and prattled, refused to leave.
I just couldn’t take it anymore.

“You have to go; I need to sleep, " I said,
as I stood there holding open the door.

He stood up and pushed me against the wall.
With his fist back and rising in the air,

he screamed at me, “Do you love me or not? ”
I knew he would hit me but did not care.

It was the final nail in my coffin.

He had already killed me deep inside;

and I gathered the strength to tell him, “"No! ”
feeling at once that I should have complied.

Something in my eyes must have destroyed him.

He could not control me, and I was free.
“That's it, “ he said; and then he turned to leave.
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I'd broken the chains that wrapped around me.

The next day he was apologetic,

and I cried as I listened to him speak.

I wasn’t mad at him; I was mad at me
for being so stupid, helpless, and weak.

The memories rolled in like a fog bank:

the cruelty, the jealousy, and all;

the cold steel blade through the back of the door
that I had slammed shut to escape its fall;

his stalking and staring through my window;
the time he tried to run my car off the road;
the cursing and drinking; the kicked-in doors;
the threats that sent me into overload;

the moments when I held my breath in fear;
the phone calls in the middle of the night;
the way he’d talk with his besotted slur;
how I was always wrong, and he was right.

I swore it would never happen to me

having watched it happen to my mother.

I was wrong. I couldn’t have been more wrong!
We were mirror images of each other.

Both of us were broken and never healed
like the weakened spine of a worn out book,
and the years of estrangement built a wall
within which we found our own special nook.

There was just enough good to offset bad
to make me forgive him and make me stay,
to wrap my arms around the boy in him
whose father was absent and walked away.

The dust in his life was much like my own;
and in looking back, I could clearly see:
as my mother and father could not love,

I was living a life not loving me.
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I did not think I deserved any better.
I lived between lines unable to see
that nothing had to be the way it was
and that I could write my own destiny.

It was over; we went separate ways.

All of the leaves fell from our book of hours.
The bridge was burned under an ashen moon
whose filaments fell among the flowers.

I had tilted my head to view the sky,
savoring the scent of the rain-washed pines,
when the telephone broke my reverie
and the unexpected news crossed the lines.

He had gone out that morning for a swim
in rhythmic waters of the S6ng Sai Gon,
and he glided into a memory

whose ghost I shall always reflect upon.

The river mistress whispered in his ear,

her fingers floating through his silken hair;
and she kissed him until his lips turned blue.
The life in his eyes was no longer there.

He rippled along her passionate waves
and lay his head upon her gentle breast.
She carried him into the afterlife,
unfolding his wings where he came to rest.

They found his body with the morning rise
where the river emptied into the sea

like a cradle against the river bank
rocking back and forth ever so gently.

Her firstborn belongs to the world of night,
slumbering deep in the palm of the earth;
and she peels back the layers of sadness
wandering far from the land of her birth.

I looked at the photographs and letters,
the artwork and the table that he made;
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and I ached for the life that had ended,
for all the potential that he let fade.

He never believed he was good enough.
He was left behind as a soldier’s son,
as I was abandoned by suicide.

We were both casualties of the gun.

I cannot hate him; for, he was broken.

I guess he did the best with what he had.
As I think back on all the could-have-beens,
I can’t help but to feel a little sad.

He killed me first, but only in spirit.
I rose like a phoenix from the ashes
while he drifted into the blue abyss

as the SOng Sai Gon covered his lashes.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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He Walked Like A Whisper

He walked like a whisper,
swept over my bare skin,
and stole silently into my heart.

A breathless flame flickered,
and a shaft of light stroked the evening
as amber swirled in Chardonnay.

Across the distance, I shed my unease,
turned the frown of fear into a smile
and walked towards my destiny.

The heat of the moment was tangible,
a sainted scripture written, inscribed
upon the walls in shadowed silhouette.

His eyes reached out to touch me
and found life in the palm of his hands
as his soft tongue said hello.

I wanted to kiss the poetry of his lips
and wrap myself in his warm words,
make a rhyme of the rhythm in my heart.

Time stood still, tangled in the dark night
of his hair; tinctured with the twilight shimmer
of a moon that listened for his breath.

My hands trembled like butterflies,
the petals of my heart unfolding,
attracted to the light glistening in his eyes.

Slowly, my eyes traced the edges of his face
and sketched him on the pages of my mind,
where love lingers, listening to the silence.

A stitch of time knit us together,

stretched us over the curve of night,
and blanketed the rest of the world.
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He pulled me to him and possessed me,
tossed pleasure's pillows to the floor,
and lay me down on a bed of roses.

His whispers fell along my hair,
fluttered on my shoulders,
and drifted down the river of my spine.

Twilight tumbled on his tongue
as he slipped his tender fingers between
the pages of the passion of our affair.

Like a sun to my senses, he warmed me,
smoldered me with the smoke of his eyes
and burned into being the birth of my fate.
He walked like a whisper,

walked through the dust of my desert,

leaving behind an oasis and a fountain of love.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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He Wrote To Her A Letter That She Might Know

While fixing my thoughts on February

and snow-feathered boughs of evergreen chain,
I follow the moonlight’s tributary

across a clouded sky that portends rain.

The town is sleeping in the palm of night,

in winter’s malaise and layers of snow,

whose basket is brimming with fluffs of white
where dark shadows fall and fire flickers glow.

Dreams are echoed in the valley of sleep,
twilight tangled in a glittering swirl;

and soaked in memory, the passions keep
as the nacre of the moon or a pearl.

I listen in silence and sip the sound

softly flaking off the lips of the sky

that fall in a hush upon sacred ground

of yesteryears and the times now gone by.

The past glides over the whispering stones,
in the moonlight pulse of a woman'’s wrist,
whose passion bleeds into the ghost of bones
that arise in a white sarong of mist.

Others see her and think nothing of it

as she drifts up and down the Roper aisle.
The wind murmurs, “Margaret, Margaret; ”
and there are tears imbedded in her smile.

She has waited all these long, lonely years
with her eyes toward Saint Peter in chains.
Her father’s last words in a backwash of tears,
his mortal assembly yet there remains.

She lovingly strokes the top of his head.

His sweet face she kissed that day in July!

His charcoal letter, she read and re-read

and read it once more before she did die.

London Bridge crumbles into River Thames,

into the blue mood of reflective steel.
The crown is tarnished and bereaved of gems
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with each head that sharpens against the wheel.
Poor Thomas can no longer touch his brow.

He cannot lay his head down for a nap.

As snow cloaks Canterbury and each bough,

his head lays smiling in Margaret'’s lap.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Heart Of Sky

Mountains make a mole hill

out of a love that is no more.
Oceans make a puddle

out of the tears upon the shore.

Winds make a requiem

out of the sadness born in cry.
Forgiveness lights the dim

and makes the heart as big as sky.

A sigh that dies untold

can take a secret with its lead.

From hand to hand we hold

the moments' grain from which we feed.

A mirror holds the rain

of the looking glass reflection.
The truth cannot ordain

any pattern of perfection.

Circles hold the center

and hang the honeysuckled moon.
Gardens sleep in winter,

with the dream of returning soon.

Today is a keepsake.

Tomorrow sips on yesterday.

A lily from the lake

drinks the shadows of night and day.

Dream me your lullaby,
and dream me naked as a rose.
Dream me a heart of sky

that I might open when you close.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Heart Unshrouded

The piano player's hands have withdrawn
and play no more upon the keys at dawn.
Blossoms diminish on every tree.

One red rose left on the pillow for me.

The crimson petals that adorn the rose

a sad missive behind their grace compose.
The blue birds in the garden sadly sing
such bittersweet notes of abandoning.

My lover is gone, momentary bliss.

I sadly recall the taste of his kiss.

One love, one night, near his body to dwell,
stolen at dawn as the birds sing farewell.
Star-pale reflection, I still yearn for thee.
Defy time and space and come back to me.

Linda Marie Van Tassell

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 157



Here And There

Sad rain falls upon the demesne.
My head is here; my heart is there.
A rainbow gambols on the green.
Hope lies between joy and despair.

My own heartache abounds in tears -
a wink from a star without aim.
Straight to the root of pensive fears -
a light in the dark bears your name.

Short is the space which love can share.
Love fades like foam upon the sea.

My head is here; my heart is there.

You disappear inside of me.

The trembling form by moonlight fair
is weeping dew from gentle eyes.

My head is here; my heart is there.
The stars fade from evening skies.

The shadows round my senses steal,
around the love we cannot share,
standing between the wrong and real,

while I am here and you are there.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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His Dream Dancer

I shall call myself 'his lover' and not reveal my name.

Who I am is not important, the result is the same.

I work for a living with a computer on my desk.

In dreams, I am dancing in some seedy downtown burlesque.
He walks into the dance club, beholding my firm, full breasts.
I can see where he's looking and where his desire crests.

His growing passion is obvious, pronounced in his sighs.

I bend my body over as each man beneath me cries.

The flames are climbing higher as the lights glimmer above.

I give them what they dream of, some exotic goddess love.
My flesh is wet and glistening and dripping quite entire.

His lips are all but sipping me, moistened in his desire.
Honey seeps through my closed lips as I dream we are alone.
He pours himself into me to the sex of saxophone.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Horizontal Pleasures

Starburst crimson portal of burning desire
yields a fiery sweetness that men admire.
It is a ripe fruit at the top of the tree,

the languid liquid laps of a drowsy sea.

Move a little closer, the wind and the rain,
rise to the surface then dive under again.
Lick at the water, the salt taste of my skin.
Play your songs on my flesh to fill me within.

Make midnight a dream of jewels and treasures
filled with the fire of horizontal pleasures.
I give you my secrets, my breasts on a wave,

collar of submission which makes me your slave.

Linda Marie Van Tassell
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Hunting The Muse

The pillow of night presses down,
smothering a train of thoughts

until it derails, dissolving into the sky,
taking with it my beloved muse.

A few moments before, she had waved
to me, with a smile of promised delight
through a window of shaking time,

her hair a calligraphy of words and wine.

As the wheels turned, a whistle blasted,

muting the words of her moving lips.

I think she spoke of a monarch butterfly

but it flew away on the breath of her departure.

I try to trace the memory, follow the tracks
that will take me back to where I belong;
but clouds roll across with restless wings
like the smoke that swallowed her smile.

With pen in hand, I script only silence,
having forgotten what I wanted to write.
I cradle the shadows in my eyes,

but there are no lullabies for me to sing.

They will have to wait for now, the words
stuck in the mud of a rambling rain
within the valley of the heart and mind
chasing the ring of Saturn's sphere.

Someday, when I least expect it,
the wind will open my soul to welcome her