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Michael Gale(?)

I enjoy reading and writing poetry, art, and 1978 went into the Marine Corps,
honorably discharged in to Oklahoma in d for a short stint with TG&Y variety
store for 6 month's and then worked for a major department store for 18 years
and 7 month'd as a security guard for 11 month's.
I met my beautiful wife, Barbara, while employed at the dept. in love and got
married on Valentine's Day,2002'.Wish to one day soon publish a book of ated
from Lyon's Township High School(David Hasselhoff, the actor went there also)
many, many days told i look like Kevin Costner, the actor.I am very patriotic,
but believe it's time to end this war, and bring our troops
h lives, have been needlessly taken from their bless this country and it's bless
our troops and poets, and readers of poetry! Tis best to let go with full throttled
rhyme unbottled. Who gives a damned what others think as long as you like it.
Remember-only you can make well'ed dew land on leaves of planted reception,
recieved well by others.
You cannot due this if you hold back because one does not know when they've
stiffled their own inbourne talent.
A silencer is placed on the end of the barrel of a gun only to silence it's noise.
Take away the muffled noise and you could well have unequelled review. We
truly need to try and please ourselves and not others. If we accomplish this
tough task, we'll naturally please others without really realizing it in the end. In
writing you cannot do anything imoral, because it is an artistry that cannot be
imoral, because it is in the mind and never really commited to others. It is
entertaining and not like a video game which might be considered too violent.
It's only imagination to write. God gave us all the right to read or write
imaginatively and there fore it cannot be wrong because God gave us that
natural talent and brain. Sorry-I'll get down off my soap box and quit lectering. I
just love and enjoy writing and reading poetry and no one will ever be able to
take that away from me. One will only fall down onto their faces only as long as
they think they will. Positive equels positive. Negativity breeds negativity. That's
all. Imagination knows only it's unlimited ability in direction or cutoff limit.
God bless-Michael Jeffrey Gale.
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(fad) Fat Diets.

A pound, a pound, for too much bounce...
How may I justly, do denounce?

Regret thy ways, that hath ye over eaten...
Always round and sadly beaten.

Let the fries, do settle down...
Create a waist line's, smiley frown.

Upon the scale, that lied to me...
Let me be, just let me be.

In denial, of hated weight...
When will it recede, and hesitate?

Be the pounds that never go...
Always cursed, to always show.

Diets come, and diets go...
When ever, will we, better, know?

Sugar this, and sweeten that...
I guess, I'll always, be simply, fat.

Recipes all, assorted out...
Never do they help, they only, make me shout.

I pull my hair, from Dawn till night...
An evil imaged, in mirrored fright.

Do you know that it ain't too easy? ...
To lose this weight, makes me sick, and queezy.

Did you know, that fat...
Ain't where it's at?

Michael Gale
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911, Was Meant To Stun!

Planes of flame and smoke, exploded to the
side of twin towers, one frightful fateful day...
The shock of horror on observers faces,

filled TV networks, as screens did so, tape
and play!

911, will live on in every nations man...
Because the act was so terrible, it lasts on
every persons memory, as they remember, as
only they can!

Friends and families passed, as well as
police and firemen, The Pentagon was next,
As towers did so fall and crumble, with
smoke and ashes seen, far from East to West...
This is man's final, moral and Godly test!

As man reaches out, to help each other, with
his very, very best!

Michael Jeffrey Gale

Copyright ©2006 Michael Jeffrey Gale

Michael Gale
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A Faucet Run A'Mock

Crimson blue underwear hanging from the line...
Tea kettles a'fired hot above the boilin' stove.

Sugar crumb'd on the table just-a set in spil'led water...
This puddled liquid lies so still and languildly cold.

Cock roaches battle army-ants for the syrup'ed coated sea...

A missing person, done departed from this runny top-Forever due,
is of one wanted missing mop.

An over flowing sink filled with dirty dishes...

Reminds one of a most wanted housekeeper, Unwisely left
unattended-will come the rushing waters from one let go of faucet.

What did happen to this scene-An unkept mess that did so happen.

A mess so bad would have to be cleaned up...
A broken dish or a chipped up cup.

Michael Gale
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A Bad Case Of Mental Block.

Mental Blocks...
Do these blocks resemble wooden blocks as played with by us as a child?

Are these blocks a wood fell on top o' my head? ...
T'will these blocks make a-me dead?

What is a mental block? ...
Is it a block a wood caught batween the ears?
Does this block a wood instill futured fears? ...

Why not just call it mental box?
You've heard of having your ears boxed...

Ya do know that if ya have ears boxed, that you have a hard time hearing?
The pain in your heard will be so unmanagable and uninduring...
That pain will be so sharp and heatful and searing.

Now that's what i'd call a mental block...
Only now i'd call that a painful mental box.

Mental block is when you have a hard time thinking clearly...
Boy!

That would sure make my day feel like death should be

coming to be near with my pain fast in towe.

This would make my mental progress come about at a real slow
rate and not move or go...

Mental block should be for the birds...
I can't imagine not working with my poetic words.
This seems at best unimaginable as well as completely absurds.

Mental block just stay away from me and my lifely clock...
No more mental block.

Begone!

No more...
Begone!
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A Be Gone, Devil's, Departing, Day.

The gong of the midnight choir rings true, to all that be just...
Only must we be just of this most, ransomed trust.

For we are the most lonely child...
Never meant to be ruined or defiled.

Gong the time left on the wall or door...
Ever going on as if we not be poor.

Hapless witnesses to crimes by man...
Never soiled or spoiled to a war sought plan.

The clock's hands have turned on us...
Shortening out, all the vagrant's touring bus.

Making our trip...
Slowly slip.

Slip from our hands outstretched firm at hand...
Not our brand, never planned.

Screams utter from vocal chords...
Louder than loudest, reverberations,

felt our, saddest, painless swords.

Sticking between the bed sheet's folds...
Dripping way down the wrinkled colds.

Colds that penetrate our hearts coldest timbre...
Hallow er than the shallowest thoughts grimmer.

Alas the story ends...
To Hades or Hell, do the angels of all that be evil, sends.

The end of all eternal suffering...
God's hallowed, holy re buffering.

Signals of evil do return to a home, less needed...
From all decent people, the Devil, receded.
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A Better Man??

Greed...Is like a growing weed.
It sprouts in the form of man...This weed should be stopped to a halting ban.
Jealousy sometimes rears it's ugly head...This manly trait should be stifled dead.

Hate is a vine that chokes us off...Leaving us gagging and with a sputtering
cough.

Often times parents live through their child's sporting, or acting life...Instead of
being a good role modeling, husband and wife.

Why do we as men, have to kill, scheme or hate? ...Why must we go on to
mostly, curse and berate?

Cannot we learn to love and not hate? ...After all-Jesus and God are soon
coming, So we should of our ways change-before it is, way too late.

Michael Gale

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



A Bird-As, In Thy Flute.

The bird, as in it-flute...

Free as all air-id the free reigned beaut.

Areal assault of all thy senses...
No hidden agenda, or pretenses.

It flew free and high hither thy sky...
Never to fall, not ever to die.

Free to land, artfully elegant...
Free to perch, unlike an elephant.

Both, be involved in it's tree...
Free to be, free seen, of me.

Michael Gale
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A Blessed One, Forever!

To be blessed is to be loved by God...
This in turn will grant a healthy sound bod'.

For those who seek God, will be blessed forever...

This choice will be called the choice, that is the most one, clever.

We have been chosen to push open Heaven's gate...
So we may walk sinless in God's most forgiven, holy state.

02-19-2006".

Michael Gale
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A Blessed Recovery.

A blessed recovery is God's own plan...
Him up above, rewards prayer down
to a God loving man.

Illness and disease goes on a trip or retreat...
All suffering will be met by prayer for man's
illness-defeat.

World wars will be diminished after heated debate...
God's will, will count and not be too late.

Plum'ed clouds form and rise up towards hemisphere's air...

All will be happy, without even a worry or care.

Michael Gale

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

12



A Blue Suede Heart Break From Life.

I shook my hips down at Heart Break Hotel...
My ghost now supposedly wanders to where, I just
will not tell.

I had a twin brother that died at birth...
My mother i dearly loved had died and i had had her put beneath
the grave sight's earth.

I smiled my sneer into the camera, while'st singing to a Teddy Bear.
The money kept rolling in from the sale of my records.

I had kissed Anne Margaret and Marilyn Monroe on the cheek.
I shot many tv screens showcasing the talented songs of the Beatles.
Their music got under my skin like many sharp pointy, syringed needles.

My drug habit almost got me thrown into a Jail House Rock...
Not Hard Rock Cafe.

I bought Caddy's for complete strangers out on the street...
Teenagers danced to my music's own Rock-A-Billy beat.

I enjoyed the skies that were colored a nice Blue Hawaii.

My father would never mispell my middle name on my tombstone...
I am still alive in hiding in Buonas Aires, and totally living alone.

A price was put on my head...

So my coffin was filled with a waxed dummy controlled by a refridgerated
encasement.

I no longer reside at my Memphis mansion's very own basement.

I once sang to a sad looking Basset Hound...

No more new songs by me, will there ever be heard my deep voiced
sound.

No more singing to that stupid looking Basset Hound.

On that island so far away-I go by the name of Burroughs.

I'm making more money while being dead, than alive...
My children and Granchildren will be left well to do and materially survive and
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thrive.

I've been spotted eating out of a bucket, pieces of chicken...
It's been reported that my fingers what was i had been seen, lickin'.

I was 'The King of Rock and Roll...
I started it all, i've been tole'.

Michael Gale
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A Body Found Dead Under A Lincoln Park Bench.

A body found under a deserted Lincoln Park bench...
Leaves ruffled into a nice neat pile.

Cacooned looking becomes this scene...
No denial.

Cold and wintery gust's...
Blows about all Chicago's powdery dust.

No kid's kites fullfills the Chicago park's skies...
No new death's or even many lies.

Tap, tap, tap as is heard the hammering pounding noise...
No sight of a girl or even any boys.

The wintery day is only accompanied by roofers working hard and into the early
dissolved dawn...

A doe is spotted among the park's clumps of trees but without 'nary a rare seen
fawn.

How long has the maggots and bugs been feeding on the rotting stiffened
carcus? ...
Only time and a lone hoot owl in tree above knows how long or what because.

An obituary in next tuesday's newspaper will have to be witten by a heart broken
mother at the sudden
loss of a recent missing daughter...

I hope the slimmier critter that killt that girl runs outta time.

Is the killer a man or a woman? ...
I don't know if the police have yet as caught 'er.

Or him maybe even maybe...
I just hope he does not run off and join the Navy.

A shed out tear...
Dripped freshly by guilt fed fear.

No word of love left the lips of that suddened saddened mother...
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Only sadly forlorn fed anger did she impart to her daughter, while divorced from
a long absent unhusbandly father.

Now this mother's days will be long and clouded with only room for doom and
gloom...

Her days(of this new now lonely mother) will want and have to be swept clean
with a blackened saddest broom.

Lonely futured sad days spent travelling to a lone lost grave...
A mother grieving as a saddened and guilt fed knave.

To move on in life, she'll have to buck up and become real brave...
For, until she admits to guilt, she'll be forever enshrouded under an umbrella of

guilty shame as it's helpless slave.

There is no happy ending here...
Only sadness is heard by deaf ears in griefly guilt-you hear.

Michael Gale
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A Brainly Matter Of Dis Repair.

Ideas are draining all too well, out of reach from my far reaching, always
searching brain...

This pain is caused by this great strain on my very own fast moving

soul train (of the imagination) .

Twas not long ago that mine own brainal power was all so like being magic...

Alas-! , how, well tragic.

Hmm...Do you smell that, God awful smell? ...

Is that a brain damaging tale?

It smells even worse than anything else, that is so sickenly stale...
Brain damaged brainial shrinkage of the sickest kind.

What a total waste of a marvelouse mind? ...

You and i, can still hear those gears of mine, continuelly burn and grind.

Michael Gale
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A Bread Baker's Favorite Day Of Year.

What favorite day of the year do bread bakers enjoy? ...
Yeaster Sunday.  Yuk! Yuk! Yuk!

Michael Gale
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A Broken Heart!

Memories are fleeting all through the night...
Heart beating fastly t'wards future's near

plight.

Forgetting heart's anguish of sorrowful state...
Yearning one's love instead of their hate.

Lonely of love that still lingers on...
Like a sliver o' light, beaming straight from the sun.

Passing through life's window drenched totally in black...

Life's empty chamber, under attack.

The candle is lit, by hope of one's heart...
Burning forever, and never apart!

Michael Jeffrey Gale

Michael Gale
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A Broken, Pained Heart.

Aye...
This heart of stone and marble pieces.

Cracked apart in so many urban specks...

Poor, poor heart, poured away.

Etched at, until shards been laid...
This heart broken clean on through.

More of more pain, on, on, thorough due...

Due this pained heart, due anew.

Michael Gale
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A Canary, And Peanut Butter, And Jelly, Sandwitch.

I once ate a sandwich made of peanut-butter and jelly...
This sandwich, by someone, tasted quite rotten, and smelly.

Into my stomach, uneasily, it went down...
To my face, was sadly, put a frown.

I went to the hospital to have my stomach pumped, where I met a sailor...
Who obviously, had a bad tailor.

You might say, 'that this lad, was a seaman’...
But-for the Navy, he worked, and so-he was no, free man.

This seaman, could not swim...
You might say 'that he joined, on a whim'.

This non-swimming seaman, had a cat...
That was known by all, to eat mice, dogs, or even a bat.

One day this cat, ate a bat, that was owned by a witch...
This witch, got quite angry, at the cat that ate her bat, and

was acting like, a ticked off, bitch.

This witch, turned this cat, into a canary...
How frightening to this canary, this seemed as scary.

Now, this canary, bird...
Got eaten by another cat, and now, was nothing more,

than a rug stained, cat-splattered, turd.

Michael Gale
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A Canary, Like Heart.

A Canary like heart, ever so free to fly free and flutter...
Away in the heart or brain of yet someone, other.

How yet may I retell that olden tale? ...
Is or was it stale? I tell you well, it does so swell.

Swells in the river of screams, over flowing in streams and schemes...

Bustling out of the dam of the damned.

All so pinioned slammed...
Always aware of it's listless squalor.

Makes me wish to always forever to holler....
Off my head.

'Make me dead'....
Last, that I said.

Michael Gale
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A Casually Natured, As Beau'Tied, A Beauty.

A hue-edge kaleidoscope of colors painted of the rainbow...
Peacock's colors a-splashed abound feathers.

Fanned out beauty in colors of awe...
This is nature's paisley'd law.

Butter flies flutter around and enough...
Humming birds hum and aridly strut their stuff.

Plants and flowers grow forth their shoots...
Leaves, these beings, without feet and boots.

Petals cannot grasp, as like a hand....
Flowers are pretty and not visually bland.

Beauty is of but, everything of nature....
Beauty is of what, we as humans, should grow, in stature.

Michael Gale
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A Change Of Habit

I hope to remain on this sofa of life...
Ever p-laying to good friends and yes
even to My Dearest sweet-loving Wife!

Hope those clouds of death do not make
harbor over and at My Dock of living...
They're even so shaded in dark colors
as in depressing misgivings.

Lest the Good Angels can toss to Me the
nice rounded, rotational device....

A Life-Saver, worth not any, even any,
baddest of the worse advice.

Yes-They'll haul My lazy couch riddled

behind up to the Good Lord's thrown....
Yes-I'll haply land at the Good Lord's

feet, but not powered of My own power's Own!

I guess I'd better change quickly
of My very bad ways....
So that in the end, I'll end up, in

Heaven's stays in My very last days!

Michael Gale
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A Child Of A Lesser Corn.

For the mouth doth run over and truest forth
Always babbling to and north.

Always away uncontrollable this beast

Never caring but naught the least.

This child that Ye gave to birth

To make Thy belly roundly a widest-girth.
She give unto Thee, no respect at all
Many names of Ye She hath to call.

A wedge t'ween this family pawn

No matter what time of day or Dawn.
She slaps Thy cheek

Because She is so non sheik!

She should have been aborted

Or maybe even, reported.

For She has for others no respect
She has no druthers, or no constrict.

Constrict that cowardice tongue to be held to a tightest draw...
Never more to be unleashed, except for thy tiniest breath claw.

Thy beating heart hath broken Thy best
Thy chest the one that loved Thy best.

As if thy suckling drawing breath to chest
Still that day was suckling to breast.

To life that gift that day

Given to one so undeserving today.

Michael Gale

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

25



A City's Wintery Spells Of Coldest Icey Outer Shells.

A city's besied streets run averse and too unseen...
Neatness in alleys run way too much abreast.

Neatness lacking at messy is best...
In times of happy rest all thy test.

Long rows of unevened piles of trash...
Winter's long over due now coldest did crash.

Winds own path's unobserved repeels to all warmth not to last...
Winding sidewalks buried deep in snow.

Icey wind currents froze out and fast...
Glassy looking pavements of unhonored of visit.

Ice age looks...
Frosted mountained seemed.

Is it coldest? Is it as is it as it should seem serene and deemed? ...
Are coldest ages listed on as in books?

Are there many more pages? ...
Are there over vain looks?

Tree's leaves fallen down by winter's winds blown fresh into town...
Icey slippery side walks slick as a pane of glass.

Busted bones in legs and arms...

Brings all to all someone befalls harm and suddenly to others befittingly harms.

Snow flakes melt onto warm moistured tongue...
Fallen afresh let loose from skies not attatched or hung.

No two flakes are as alike as identical twins...
Nature's own weathered looks succomb to all elder beings.

Only youthful students of unfailing learning come out on top as always wins...
No more losing and no more sins.
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All of nature is worthy of seeing and freeing....
Be forwarned of all it's unseemly beauty seeing.

All is worth of unselfish being.

Michael Gale
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A Coc'Cooned And Stinkly Fart.

This dew droplet stretching from one singled green grass blade as it inches closer
to the softened greenish ground covering well so damp...

Lays around like a well anchored mobile home, erected for a living of

surrounded inhabitting a over full rented camp.

Hued colors of blue and yellow...
Emit from a bow that is colorfully mellow.

Mushroomed caps peek from behind many greenish grassy blades...
Passed only by single rows of army ants covered with desert khaki colored
shades.

A lone owl sits perched upon a tree branch that is set behind one

large yellowed moon...

This feathered creature awaits it's unexpected hunted prey, that will appear so
real, real soon.

Praying Mantis kneels and is ever ready to jump as spring...
It's bugly prey is temporarily distracted by the Robin bird tweeting and chirping a
song it happily does willingly want to sing.

Nature has butterflies flapping their wings in a slo-mo'ed time mid-flight...
Bumble bees and Humming birds give cats an awfully anticipated urgent wanted
sight.

If cats could smile, they'd lick their lips and drool on down their front....
These cats would lie in wait, for the evening's last final hunt.

When all is through, we be filled with gas and hurt too much we fart and finally,
embearassedly and reluctantly silently grunt.

No one may ever forgive us after we've done this stinky number one rude old
stunt.

Catterpillar coccooned in the tree...
One day will so emerge to fly away so happly free.

Michael Gale
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A Cock Robbiny Sunny Summery Day

A robin hides behind a fresh grown clump of Daffodills sporting a breast of red...

A worm dodges as he teases the Robin and bobs about his springly head.

A child looks up at his fast escaped kite...
Flying away into God's sunny shining Heavenly observed wonder and might.

Nature is God's way of smiling down at us all....
It's His wink at us that we will love Him and heed his loyal call.

Just when we think the cold is way at last gone...
Winter's blowing winds come about nearby as like the speed of a fleeing Gazelle
or Swan.

Icey sickles dangle teasingly from tree branches waving about in our own faces
out in this windy cold...
How obtuse to all may Mother Nature seem and deceitely bold.

Our days by us we cannot ever hope to control and command...
Only God may move winds to freeze or warm by His holy rightious royal hand.

So the next time you spie...
That Softly landed beautied Butterfly

Upon that petaled flower...
Enjoy that weathered beautied day of joy.

Look upward and forward to breezes of the next arriving Summery days...
For only God will bring it now if you pay loving tribute as you send up to Him

wishful words in loving praise and in prays.

Michael Gale
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A Conversation Between Lucy & Ricky & Fred.

Dee plane, dee plane! ...

You jus' don' worry bout it Lucy.

You just let me 'splain...

It's not bad lookin' Ethel, it's just too plain.
Jumpin' Jactus, get the cactus...

Get more practice.

Does the peanutbutter spread Fred? ...

No Wilma, the spread is dead.

Too bad! -Don't tell Ted....

That feelings a one to dread.

Let's go to Spain or Madrid....

Madrad?

Don't get mad....

Let's be rid of the pain of the sprain.

Don't lose hope...

Do not even complain. (come plane) .

Who can come plane? Come plane? ...
Such sweet sorrowed disdain.

Too much sorrowed mundane...

Is this day way too much mundane?

Let me try to 'splain....

Today is not mundane.

It's most likely tooth day (Tuesday) or truthday...
Falsley?

Tooth false? ...

No false tooth, be it way too looth (loose) .
Not here, down in good ole' Daluth....
Hazel me not or Macbeth in thy booth.
How may i serve thee better to the letter? ...
What could be better?

What insteadder? ...

I'm way too beaten, not better.

Better, better? ...

Better deader.

You sent her a letter? ...

I just recently redder.

Redder? ...

Nah! I just read her.

Was she deadder in her sweatter? ...
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Yes she was.

It even bledder...

Did you say bad bladder?

Don't make me madder, Hatter! ....
Madder Hatter? (Madder at her.)
Yes he was and boy was she bad! ...
Is that bad to be had real bad?

She was real glad and not mad...
Not mad or sad?

Not sad, egad! ...

Enough of this stuff.

Boy! Having this conversation is tough enough? ...

Tough enough stuff?

The final bend in the end...
The end?

Yes, you guessed!

Michael Gale
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A Crazy Hazy Blaze!

Forrest's foliage flourishes as branches
out...The wild animals hide and peek their
heads all st trees can turn

ablaze...From this smoke, eyes can be singed
within the blinding ' the smoke

finally does abate...This evidenced damage
of this imaged bad removal of

all it's pride from this infernal's sad

up and replanting may take
awhile...Restoring it's beauty from man's
careless defile! 01-09-2006'.

2006 Michael Jeffrey Gale

Michael Gale
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A Crooked And Dumb Umpire.

Steee-rike three the ump shouts! ,
I turn to him and stare in disbeliefe...
Who is this blinded thief,

As i ask myself silently in thought? ...
What minuses and pluses to the game has this stranger brought?

As i leave the home plate area after my time at bat...
I spit on the umpires shoes where he squats down at.

Now it is out to the pitchers mound that i trot...

I'm soon to show these other teamed batters what hot stuff, that i've got.

This game we true did lose...
All because of the blind umpirery blues.

So next time that you as a reader have a game to play...
Make sure the ump is not on the take that day.

Michael Gale
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A Crossing, Had He Gone.

Swaddling clothed in blanketed hay...
In a manger, be, to save the day.

He was born, to save the soul of man...
He was born, to be good, as can.

Lone brightest, star...
Guided the travelers three, real far.

To pay homage, to a king, of kings...

Good news of his birth, was what the three,

would send, and one of the, gifts, that, they' d bring,
T'would be good news, lovingly free.

He'd grow to heal the sick and blind...
He'd preach the laws of God, and later,

he'd be whipped-in-kind.

He was put to a cross..
Because, He was the one, true Boss.

He had risen, to the occasion...
To give man, from sin, a permanent vacation.

He is now seated, at the right hand of God's, own throne...
Through, His teachings, we are no longer, spiritually alone.

He will return to Earth, one day...
To end, the mortal man's, sinning way.

He will gather up, His children of God...
His Father, will go ahead, and give an approving nod.

There will be, no more sickness or sin...
For God, will, outhumber, and win, and win.

Michael Gale
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A Cube-A Good Time Chased By A Polar Eclipse.

Polar bears chase penguins and seals into snowstorms each day....
These furried white brutes hunt and kill to eat, not stay around and play.
Icey cold water inhabits majority of snowied smooth landscape...

Snow is shoveled while iced windshields are constantly being scraped.
Fish swim away to flee captured design...

Kool-Aid drinks freeze into fruit flavored popsickles.

Aurora Barrialus shines throughout day, as night.

Eskimo's kiss with the use of their noses...

Eskimos's don't possess vegetable gardens requiring the use of

rubbery watering hoses.

Snowflakes pepper and coat all the surrounding landscape...

Some wintery villaged inhabitants fly off to Florida to leave the cold behind and
finally escape.
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A Cupid-Is-Tic-Heart.

Chug a lug-chug a-lug....
Nothing like the smitten bug.

We thirst for love, one love-embroiled...
From our work, of earnest-toiled.

Cupid's arrows, cling to, start...
From our one-enamored part.

Chamber's blood did rise and boil...
Fro' thy jealousy, paid as spoil.

This wounded heart, did break and crack...
Wished I did, that You'd, came back.

Feelings fed of a ruptured part...
Loneliest be-this punctured heart.

Pain now no longer, teases me...
Love hath hap ply, over taken-ye.
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A Devout Devouring Diety.

Lifted hefted glassine flute...
Liquid grapes better than fruit, valued bubbles.

Tickle thy nose, this fruit so quaint...
Onto clothes, doth make it staint.

Peeled fruit under feet well pounded....

Nectar-ed skins give life to taste bud's founded.

Lips devour the liquid sold...
Begin anew, truth untold.
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A Dirty Dancer, Loved And Respected, By Most.

Patrick Swayze...
As a performing dancer was not lazy....

He'd punish his knees and body...
Only because he was a little over zealous, or maybe, even, a little
crazy.

Now Pneumonia, now he has...

I only hope he does not die...

Feels no pain, until after he eternally, lies.

He is not Dirty, but as a Dancer, he seems to be hard working and maybe even a
perfectionist...

He makes the public's favorite A-1 list.

He was The Dirty Dancer...
I hope he heals from his cancer.

I hope he does not get sent to that last Heavenly Road House...
I hope he does not, for real, become a Ghost.

Because everyone respects him most...
To him, by every one, will make a toast.
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A Dog Breath, Or A Bird Brained, Sinner?

The cobwebs keep on growing, and infesting mine pearch...My troubled life
seems to have doubled and left me in the lurch.

Do I say what now, do I belong in a church? ...Yes how?

I must learn to cancel out my aggravational...Occasional?

Am I rational? ...Heck no! , I know!

Read thy Bible kind kindred soul...Goodness of all, should be my goal.

Listen-And you should hear the wind, rattle your loosely and unwedge'ed
pebbles...Do yon duty and feed your dog, his bits and Kibbles!
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A Dream Within A Dream Lit Stream.

Is this a dream within an inner dream? ...
That We see, as like a wind swept stream.

This wind swept stream has many catches fly...
Beneath the withered tree, that doth so lie.

Lying beneath the Sun heralded theme...
In this My son, My dream that I dream.

Colorless are the specter ed images in shadowed steep...

Mindless of all, That wispy scream.

That scream within my disturbing dream...
Awakens Me softly, as I scream.

Scream for all the silenced guilt...
From My book of life, that I built.

Ready to fall hardest on a many deafened ear...
Crashing so hearty, as within and near.

No more guilt and no more denial...
I am now gone, No more trial.

Beneath the guilt riddled tree...
May I lie peaceably, as well as be.

Forever free...
Beneath this dreamless tree
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A Dumber Drummetr.

Drummer, drummer...
Without a beat.

Drummer with such smelly feet...
What a fact, that does be dumber-
Wow, oh wow...

What a bummer.

Look as the drummer walks along with
such over sized flatter feet...

His name was not Ted, nor Bob, or Pete.

He fell and stumbled and fell to his face...
When he got up, he was an uglier disgrace.

Pain and suffering was his only claim...
To a saddening feeling of shame in fame.

How should he go on in life at best? ...

Maybe he should just invest in a bullet-proof vest-At best.

Oder Eaters will be his best friend...
So at last he'll live an ending happily-in the end.

Drummer, drummer...
No more days of an unhappy Summer.

No more, no way, not now, a bummer.
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A Falsely Angered Heart!

Falsely accused by an angered heart...
Resumes the hate that tears us apart!

Words so heated from one's own spite...
Aches the tendered heart, so wronged, not right!

The kissed on band-aid for my pain...
Removed my foot fro' my mouth's wronged as plain!

An apology always escapes my lips...
Like a bad tasting wine, that sours all sips!

When can i not guiltily say? ...
My love, i'm sorry, for a many painful day!

Sorrows and mishaps increase my ire...
You are my queen, I not your Sire!

2006 Michael Jeffrey Gale
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A Family Treeted By Thee.

Resurgance of life inbittered by thee...

Life's cycled away fro' yee.

Hardest loved swept away as far...

To thine heart has endured thus this a painful sharp's marr.
Blood of others passed down as in years...

Spilt for thee these saddened mournful tears.

Children as offspring given to more...

Futured future's children gather to score.

Ancestor's to ancestors that gave as to store...

Last gift given by ancestor's heart felt as precious thy lore.
Life goes full circle to spread out it's tree...

But naught given but given for thee.

Nothing in life is given free...

'Cept for certain freely fro' mommy and, daddy-did'st he as she.
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A Far Away Curtained For Certain Land.

So far away, far away, far away land...

This be my saddened forlorn mispent dealt hand.

Far reaching my saddened heart...

Shocking paddles are needed for an unselfish caring, fresh new second chanced
start.

Pain does toil in my bodily system to commit way too much damage of spoil....
This is my final lifely royal like kingdom.

This final song in my heart keeps singing it's song longly sad and achingly
wrong...

T'will'st this remain my final last swan song sung as singing?

Yes dear reader of readings well poor...

No more score so sore this last final score.

Curtain...

For assuredly certain.
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A Fear Of Hopeless, Silent, Stilled Tranquility.

Eclectic scabs of the misinformed mind...
Rot off the waylaid page.

How dwarfed seems the prymidialic abstinant thoughts

now more ancient than filtered ideas already scanned

and sensored by insolent doltic barbarians of illiterate

end...

Alas, sweet and soured ideas only remain on the man's menu
to inept receptiveness.

Like-fingernails dragged across black-boarded jungles of
no return, do uneducated lecturers fear for a hopeless

quiet night of unheard fear and tranquility.
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A Fine Lass, And Her, Heine.

There once was a lass that loved the land of the Briney...
Her rear was sweet, and quite the shapely, cute Heine.

When she, down the street, would walk...
She made the men, gawk, instead, they, to talk.

But when she would jiggle...
Between the men's, legs, things would stiffen and wiggle.

To her place, the men, would assemble, a long line ny...

And fight for her hand, and suffer quite a few, eye's-shiny.
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A Fishy Wishy.

Rub a fish...
Make a wish.

Throw it back in...
Almost pulled, inside.
Wrist wrestled from the deep.

Wish came true, this one I keep.
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A Fishy-Wishy Wash.

A fish is a fish...
Until-it's an eaten dish.

Have no bones to pick here...
Another spicey fare, is doe or deer.

When is a deer not a deer? ...
When it is a tractor, hear?

Did you hear about the genie
who got rubbed the wrong way? ...

He wasn't in the mood to play.
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A Floralic Painting By Nature's Brushes

What wafetereing aromas greets happily to thy nose to please? ...
A flowering flower to thine eyes appears a nature's most pleasing pleasure, but
without an irritating nosely running eyes or even one sneeze.

Feel softly to my own skin, the summer's gentle breeze...
Softly nuzzeling closer to my head to knees.

As like a pet dog or cat receiving pats on the head and ears...
So rather affectionately tendered with only feelings of love without n'ary no

fears.

Colored collaged as into a brightly lit picture painted by Ms. Mother Nature...
So relaxing and peacful filled feelings brushed on my eye's own painting.

Very paletable-Indeed! ...
No room or yearning for even a live or burning weed.

Butterflies decorate the whole landscape as best the compliment...
An appreciative heart filled with contentment.

No resentment.
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A Flower's, Beautified Growth.

A flower's growing chutes, are like our fellowed, good buds...
Like as a bubble bath's suds.

Floating about, here and there...
Like the Eaglet's heir.

Sprouting up, toward's the Sun lit ways...
Reaching for light inhued days.

Growing, growing, growth enraged...
Grown, to thee, as unhindered engaged.

Aired, about it's captured beauty...
Nature's own, raptured, duty.
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A Flowing Spring Amid Thy Soil.

A flowing spring....Amidst the woods.

A fragrant breeze....Among all, thy goods.
A warm kiss from the ray, that Sun....

All be good, all tho' what fun?

Amidst all turmoil, yet, not, to shun.
Marigold carpets lay across the scene...
Ever flowing, as ne'er-seen.

Thy eyes set butted against thy self...
Tortured self, put upon thy shelf.

Read naught as a worn out book....

Ever ancient and well hid, as like a nook.
Oh so rare...And not, never to care.

This lost read...ever stare.

Wordily appraisal, never to sail...

Always tender and crying swell.

Beget thy past as passed tonight...
Beyond all dreams and sighed, this night.
Always escaping thy hand enswiped.
Always being as spied this fight.

Born of a single cell...
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Born so warm and tended, well.
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A Flung Far Water's Edge.

A flung far water's edge...

gleams a cleared refraction from the mind's dislocated and dysfunctionally
fogged, blocked ledge.

A proud loved one's proof of acceptance to their loved one's

opened heart's mind gives way to freedom's verily own creedence...
Gives over to one wanted fare inlayed gene thusly expleted and
inbred greeted.

Grasped by man's suspicious nature...

Comes round and round a misnamed stature.

Fern seaweed grows throughout the moistened glistened serenely
clear'ed pool...For naught of a feared and couragious dumb

blinded fool.

03-14-2006'.

Michael Gale

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

53



A Foreboding Cloud, Of Loneliness.

Loneliness is like a cabin-ed fever...
A blistering, spreading of a dreading, deceiver.

It does and can over shadow, our health and life...
It can spread to all, a dam-national strife.

It is like a storm of depression, that can dissipate, at a moment's glance...
That is our only hope, a rare but occasional chance.

For on the morn', that we do awaken, a happier, one...
Then, for the rest of our day, we'll have a more, seasonal fun!
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A Four Letter Word!

Hate is a four letter word, that should never
be released from the gates of Hell.

Michael Gale

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

55



A Free Flying Spare Owing Heart.

Love flown out the window of the heart...
Pained as painted from un elated one
who hath had to depart.

Unsweetened sorrow from saddened fate...
Alas as yet, too late, too late.

Swing thy pain from heart felt feelings...
Only met by misspent dealings.

Tears fall to ground as like the rain...

To assemble in a puddle of all acknowledged pain.

Darkened shadows inhabit the heart...
Feelings of anger to chamber's beating part.

Sorrow of the sparrow...
Flies freely and wider, than narrow.
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A Frosted Ice Queen's Frigid Resistant Test Of The
Heart.

That frosted cold heart, iced as to a block,

Repels all advances to it's a'mored respect...

Is the only placed, barrier'ed blockaged reject.

Her royaled iced queen has no hopes of love...

She puts on her heart's shield to protect herself
from romance-She wears this shield that deflects all
spells, like a well fitted glove.

Her thoughts are only on business at hand...
Repressed emotional feelings stagnated at best,

To this stuck up ice queen-Her strenghth is her best
no-nonsense asset that's the ultimate, final test.
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A Gentled, Gentle Breeze.

A leaf, gently drift to ground...
Not even dare, to leave behind
a single, softest, sound.

As it hits to Earth...
Mother Nature smiles
Her mirth.

Flowery parades of floral falls...
Before Mine eyes doth thee befall.

Such beauty as leaves and trees...
Of all the pollinated ye, the breeze.

The breeze which assault thy nose...
Becomes a sneeze above the Rose.
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A Giant Horny Horse Fly, That Just Did Not Care.

T'was a unicorn stuck upon the big evil giant's big, big, big toe...

Was the boy unicorn tryin' to hump and stowe in the after throes of
loving joy to his new pleasurable big sex toy?

The giant shook and he shook his foot till it finally hurt.

The giant was heard to say 'T'll get rid of this pesky little squirt.’
Finally the little unicorn just a-went to a flying trip...

After his landing he hobbled and had a real bad limp,

He walked around as if he were a broken little crip'.

The giant then brought his fist down fastly hard upon the unicorn's
leg or wrist...

Do you think the unicorn got a hold of the giant's intention or gist?
The poor little horny horse figured out the giant's violently given hint...
The horny horned horsey galloped off far and fast away from this
dissappointingly empty sexual stint.

There was not to be in the horsey's eye's any more, a sparkle or glint.

Moral: Horny horseys can be kind of pesky and corny at times of denial. What
a cornicopia filled with disappointment. Was this horse to be the proverbial fly in
the giant's ointment? Was this horsey a horse fly? Was this horny horse
predestined to die? Who knows and who should care? Just mess with the giant,
if you honestly do not care.
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A God Filled Humor, Is God Of All.

God filled humor...
For God gave us the ability to think and have a sense of humor.

We breathe...
A feat given to us by God.

And only...Thru his final nod...
For He is God.

Every thing is God like...
Even a toy made by man was actually made by God in a way-a bike.

Every thing is God inspired..
As are we-God like-wired.

For He is God, our God of gods...
For without He, we'd not have our bods.

God is every where and everything...
God even invented the bat's wing and even a swing.

For-God is all...
We reach up to Heaven, like the tallest wall.

God is God of all.
That is all-that is all.
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A Godly Tribute.

For the love of Jesus our Lord and God up high is true..
Your love for our Father, one, is faultlessly and through and through.

It is obvious your love for him. A heart so true and pure.
Jesus was the one, All evil men's, all cure.
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A Grave Danger, Of Fear.

Markers, crosses, Saints adore....
Tomb stones fore shadow, the dead some more.

Every where i look, shadows glare...
Eyes a'glow, yet- seem to stare.

Chilly night air enshrouds me dear...
Horror of death, seems real near.

Tree limbs move and sway afar....
Impel my heart, a screaming, fear filled scar.

Lightening thunders, between, mine ears...
Grave yard's grumbling's, fulfills my fears.
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A Great Statue Of Indignity.

A statue of indignity stands tall and proud in my bay of decent proposals of the
long island tea dole-drummed heart...Drunkenness disorderly misconducts of the
misappropriated heart breaks and aches.

Pitter patter...Does every day mistakes, really matter?

Arched stretching and etchings of a nose bled trail...Lead to very roughened
waters of the unloved boat that sank to a new low depth of disappointed
remembering and meanderings for a heart starved diet.

Why should heart ache become such a well known and self centered bed fellow to
ye? ...

Why has thine own maze to happiness left me lost of speech and freedom's own
ideals be earned and free?

Watch, as I fall and stumble in great heaps of disappointments, that bog down
and threaten to drown me in a great love story like sea, or see...

Alas! ...Might I pass? ...
No searched beam of a heartless light house go bust.

Love is often searched for, and all it's most wanted lust...
A happy ending, is a must, I trust.
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A Guardian Angel's View, To Hope.

To be a Guardian Angel would'st be gr8 in itself...
Guiding someone along life's somewhat erringly
wrong path

would'st be Heaven sent happiness to me.

To soar and be divinely free.

Staking a claim in someone's happiness...

Not too gushy or too filled with too much sappiness.

Godly appointed...
As if forgivenly annointed.

Visions viewed as through the Angel's sight...
Making one's life more happily bright.
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A Hallowed Heartless Heart Only Once Was Ever Mine.

Lo' these many many years i've been disavowed from my heart...
Hurriedly left a careless depart.

Was this my evil part? ...
No naught once but never naught.

Heartless soul that fell to earthbound chains...
Bested yet as ever bloodly stains.

No soul or conscionced lever...
No hate nor Heaven'ed sever.

Can one leave their heart's most cared of desire...
Be mine forever to be a forever burning loved heart's fire.

This hallowed heart once thought of mine...
Never more to mine just soley thine.
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A Halted Tear That Fell To The Ground My Heart
Unsound.

A halted tear that fell to the ground...
Turmoiled emotions turned upside down.

Heart be torn asundered abreast...
Love lost gone to time will due distressed.

How can one turn back the hands of time? ...
Living a sad life at times should be illegal a crime.

Unpleasurable disheartment unheedance can require patience unleashed...

A cheatable heart deserves only ignorance of forgiveness, totally displeased.

Empty promises fill up a broken heart faster than a dirty clothes hamper...
Foregiveness of saddened heart will unlikely make for the happiest of one
camper.

Drag your lies with you out the front door that let them slip on past me...
Change my sadness of heart to a packaged happiness agree.
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A Hanging Tree's Swaying, Be Knot.

The flailings of rope's uneven noose...

Not held tight by a knot tied well too loose.

Hard listened for was but a lumbering thud...

Shadow shown fro' sun's light, measured

by tree's leaves just opened by any such buds...

Greenery foliage spills out well forward.

Gasped by all that had faces shocked as horror'ed...

Swinging shadows sway fro' front to back.

A knife's blade cut rope's vestige 'tween vines entwinned...
Harken warnings of crimes commited.

Break no laws as well as tryingly unwitted...

Moral fiber by many do lack.

Caught by cops, sent behind bars as one so enshrined...

No more criminal cancers that spread forth it's corruption, found
more recent- null and void, or well beneigne...

Punishment fits one bill.

Breakage of serious law, requires one to fill out thy last made will.
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A Haphazard, Tattered Torn Heart!

A saddened day, a tattered torn heart...
perhaps one day soon, we will have a new
fresh, loving bemoans me to say to

you this day...How can we begin anew to
jointly, and heartily stay? Our hope, together,
shall be granted, after we oath of

love to you, i give and say.A haphazardness
venture in time...Will enable me to
poetically impress you with

we may combine our two hearts...May it
forever more, be off the charts!

02-11-2006'.

Michael Jeffrey Gale
Copyright ©2006 Michael Jeffrey Gale
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'A Happily Ended, Respectful To Each Other, Story-In
Life'.

Head of mine freshly put to rest...

Upon yon' fleshly mounded, softened, breast.
A heart beat'ith music to thine ear...

Melodly beautied and lovely dear.

Lips shaded red and shaped, to delight...
Kissed me tenderly, a'for'a, this good right-night.
A'rest'd morning's rise to life...

Happly risen next-with a loved one wife.

Off to work, to all eyes, seem as a blurry...
Futured near, this day be filled-with worry.
Af't exited out that doorway, fueled to hurry...
Lost in amassed traffic, spent with-a'scurry.
This day thus far, filled with stress...

Forced by a boss, to make cleared,
a'fronted-high piled, unworked mess.
Aft'ward-returned home to be greeted by

that doting, loving wife.

A marriage held tightly together,

by each loving spouse...

Under one solid roof'ed-

Love, built house.

'A happily ended, respectful to each other, story-in life'.
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A Harbored Freedom's Light.

Fro' harbor light was doomed this night...
That Eastward lo' was said.

Beyond it's glare received well flight...

As best as always the wondering stare.
Oh hopeless test that request thy best...
Light beams signal the futured fight.

Well praying hands send out all hope...
This hope of a hopeless flight.

Beyond it's glare of sighaled death....
Twas' sent it's freeing beam of light.
Sadness of war was read by night...

To end man's wars most hideous fright.
Begin this tale of war's worst sight....
Left desolated by mortar's most fiery roast.
Perhaps one tale-T'will spread thy tale of
death's unholy fearsome most...

Retreat thy army's bodied blood.

Retreat and save all life...

Retreat for God's sake by man.

Let go thy hunger for man's own-

-name of land and wife...

Harken hastly to snare this freedom by U.S.

Michael Gale

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



A Harriett Jet Took Off The Lips Of Time.

A harriet jet took off like a wriggly lip all limp and bending...
That substitute teacher did have a hairy lip that made her look oh so
condescending.

Her purple hair set off those demon like fiery eyes....
She would bring to the class-room her Polaroid camera that served as her
parental'ed counter-spies.

It was real hard to get away with anything or to get anything by her...
She had a real bad temper that seemed hotter than a blazing fire.

She, my substitute teacher, could make us kids-all, seem as like the highest and
biggest liar...
She could turn us all into the biggest type cry-er.

Teachers? Go figure? ...
For them you need to go buy a dog to say 'Sic her!'

Roof! Roof! Roof! ...
Pant! Pant! Pant!

Dog gone it! ...
Begone it!
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A Heart At Times, Can Hurt No More.

A heart at times, can hurt no more, believed in certain times...
When walked and stomped upon my heart, experienced of nature's crimes.

My futured love will have no fear, that i'll ever be so sneaky...
I'll forever tell her all my truths, and happily kiss her queenly cheeky.

I'll always do to open doors, for my serenely mate...
I'll gladly scoot out her chair fro' table's floor, on first, and middle, and even th'
lastly date.

I'll wait for her, no matter the time, the clock does tell...

I'll never do complain, no matter how longly she be late-

-I'll never to, even rant, and scream and yell.

I'll always really treat her well, for as long as we be married...

Our affair of the heart will last many years along, a happily ever after tale,

in my heart always, t'will be carried.
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A Heart Felt, Sorrow's Song.

Music to my ears are your words of love, meant only for me....

The rythmic movement of your heart for mine, is the only readable sign to thee...

For how so ever may my heart endure your parting sorrows, as if more denials
sweep me fast...

Sweep me closer to sorrow's dispair, of a sorrow that I'll not wish to repeat...

For in repeating a sadness oh shaped moon, only hovers to remind me long to
last, of a horrid sphered too close and deep to heart.

Remembering all too well that torturious part, of that morning a mourning's
depart....

Depart depart this shallowed red organ, slit in two halves, to impel sorrow, to
both our hastening feeling's real...

Reel me closer to a movement to feel....

That tasted pain-ever so real.

An anguished heart not meant to heal.
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A Heart's Misdirected Arrival! !

Your love blew into my life as if as it

were a wind's misdirected lost landing,

Your love of emotions stuck to my heart, as
if by mistake, an erring like branding!

You resisted my torrential hunt, a dismally
rejected of attempts to inwardly shunt!

How may i win back your attentions? , While
telling you of my honorable intentions!

A lack of respect was given my way, My love
for you continues to this day! How can i

vie for your affection? , Just tell me how

i may inflict onto your feelings, an
irriversable longing infection? This heart
was saddened by the words of no! , For all
of this, i may yet, still go! A cracked

heart was of your own doing, From all this
was due a suicidal brewing! If by chance, we
should ever to meet, Our two own souls
shall be sweet to greet! 11-28-2005".

2005 Michael Jeffrey Gale
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A Home Less California Blaze.

Home, homeless on the California range...
Sadness hovers far a'from wind fanned flames, that looks saddest strange.

Look amazed as many victimized people are misplaced into a California sports
arena...

Horses a'many gallop away from ranchal fences, While dogs go without their
foods made by Ralston Purina.

The President arrives on Thursday to eyeball all the damage...
Observe as helecopters of tv-news crews film to a live action image.

A fiery tornado whips high...
Into the warm breezy San Diego, California sky.

Firefighters are exhausted and hot...
They're giving it their all, all that they've got.

House insurance will be taking a most challenging test...

-One of many massive money losses in thousands of homes

lined along pure ashened and strewn along the landscape dotting many acres, as
if many hairs lying dormant upon a great sleeping giant's hairy chest.

Smokey embers from an acidic, smoked smell, lingers long after, into the
atmosphere...
Way up high, even into the stratosphere.

Lives and alot of monetary losses amass while being at the same time, a hard
fact, realized as unacceptable and hard to escape...
Look in bewildered wonderment at the land's own fiery rape.

Governor Arnold Schwartzenegger declares California a major fiery disaster....
Mother Nature is now at hand being man's controlling, disasterous like master.

Can FEMA help in the rebuilding, right after, at a later time? ...
After this natural, unnatural like crime.

Air planes and helecopters dropp off water and fire retardent
chemicals, upon onto those flames....
No one is certain, that this war can be won in these destructive
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like games.
Rebuilding will be the next task at hand....
We as caring humans will snap back just like a very large, very stretchable like

rubberband.

Many humans do care and show love for their own pets....
Not all will survive, there are no guarantees, not even odd evened, won bets.

Nothing is for certain...
Every one is, sure real hurtin'.

Michael Gale
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A Horse Ride Made Her More Horny In The Saddle.

With wind gently massaging thru her golden curls...
While'st on horseback many mens heads were turned by this girl's french good
looks.

Up and down and up and down she did land on horseback ever so gently...
This ride was gentle and smoother than a Rolls Royce or even a Bentley.

She and her emotions got tumbled and stirred...
She was as wild as a cat in heat that really goodly purred.
Into that beautiful sunset did she ride....

Happly upon her only transport sport, high and mightily tight astride.

Her horses style doth do beguile...
Love at last since long been awhile.

Michael Gale
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A Hot Summer's Beach Day!

Sail boats move across the water...Sun's
humid heat makes everyone hotter!

Sea Gulls dive into the spray...Looking

for food on this fine Summer day!
Fishermen stand upon the pier...Throwing
the bait and hoping for catches, over there,
as over here! Children build castles in the
sand...Parents require their attention to
their own demand! Clouds over head block the
Sun...As every one on the beach, has lots
of fun!

Michael Jeffrey Gale
Copyright ©2006 Michael Jeffrey Gale
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A Kindred Love

Kindred spirit...

Best, when near it.

Near the closest hand...
Sounds heard loudest bland.

Never near heart and soul...
Emotions of love lost as whole.
How can love be blind? ...

Leaving Me, scoreless and behind?

Behind the eight ball of love and hate...

Hath Me angriest than Thou, irate!

Michael Gale
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A Knotty Pined Tree.

Heh! Heh! Heh! ...That hallow tree.
Doth it grow inexpensively?

Me think not...The tree once bore a fruit of nut.
Knotty pine...Doth drink thine wine.
For sooth, thy wasted kind.

Michael Gale
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A Life Seed Of Good Intentional, A Being.

A budding enlargement of a bellies circumference....
Like an umbrella opened after a seed's deposit.

Life, takes on form, in assembled composition...
God's artwork, takes on shape.

Pictures impress onto shadows and light..
Colors cascade out like a Peacock's tail, unfurled fan.

Like a rainbow hued with evidence of life..
Life is translucent in before memories unleashed.

Whirlwinds blow life into being, before God's own judgement...
Predestined shapes from genes aback.

No under standing from these, and their, attack.
Like an assembled sandwich, of ingredients that may differ, with Monterrey Jack.

Spicy...
Life, soon to be done, real nicely!

Michael Gale
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A Life Without My Futured Wife!

Rose thorns prick at finger's carelessness
mishandled, causing blood droplets to drip,
This in turn leaves stains of red, Pain and
discomfort, soon does follow, A pained, sorrow
disappointment spreads across one's face,
This in turn gives sadness, it's unwanted
place! Those roses delivered, that were
returned, All my hopes and loving favors,
were rudely refused and spurned! How can i
wish to cope? , As when you've said no and
nope! Slings of sadness, weigh down my back,
There is no room for this aching heart's

slack! Try as i must to go on with my life,

It's my total saddened misfortune, to

remove you, as hoped, to one day, to be my
wife! 11-29-2005'.

Michael Jeffrey Gale
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A Lifeless Bubble.

Tiny bubbles that break with a much winded air...
This sight with others i wish not to share.

That sight was all my secret...
Colors splendidly beautifully enclosed orb's slow floating kalidescoped brilliance-
alas i wished to hold close to my heart and forever just plainly keep it.

Every time i reached out to grasp it's tranlucance circled girth...
It burst clean apart long after it's suddened birth.

A jack flashing bubble is all but God's creation...
His rainbowed given hues quaked in constant fear of it's depleted cremational
deletion.

A flame so hot it resembled an unseen super nova's black hole effect...
Sucking out all air to not be breathed and yet toss away free organic
gravitational respect.

My uninsightful undelivered blindness to newly rediscovered precognitive sight...
Life only teaches us in the end that life is a big bang theoried lies that leads to an

assumption that life after all really does bite.

Life really bites worse than a well possessed inhabited haunted set of choppers...
Life is as fake and crooked as many small town coppers.

Michael Gale
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A Lonely Cave Cowlasaurus.

My cowlasaurus just ain't givin' up the ole'milk-juice these days...

She's fatter n' usual. I milk and i milk er' till she's thirsty slump makes me cry.
My name's Kevin Caveman.

From thirst i wish not to die.

I'll get into my catch mobile...You see that's my time machine you see.

I'll hit the ignite sequence button...Back in future's time, i'll go to find,

that cure for my cowlasaurus's milkless i find a doctor of ailurasaurusses
disease...She'll be cured, and of this news, to me it will see i hav'ta cure my pet
you pet of mine looks like a cow and a dinasaur rolled up into 's black and white
and twenty five feet high...I milk her for a boost in don't look as good as my
wife named gives more milk than does old

Bessie...Bessie gives out an amount that is even much least

her amount will not be too messy.I'm now in the year 1983. I see the

doctor that's just right for me.I grab him with my club's gentle tap...He'll
provide the clue to the cure's own found to my time, to a

cure...Of this fact i am pretty well doctor told me my pet was pregnant with
child...After the birth, there would be less of the roundly juices would finally
gush forward with such a powerful force...

In a weighted poundage that weighs more than a it's back to 1983...Where i'll
set my higher educated prisoner, totally free.

I'm now back to where i belong in time...Now all is well, a thirsted thirst finally ly
all of us are peacefully blessed from the time machine's retirement, and all our
adventures are rested and benched.

Michael Gale
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A Long Journey's Ride To Death's Own Door.

Yea tho' i may busy myself at the docks to an unbusied time.
Watching idly the tick of the clock's digited passage.

Manual labor tugs at my unattentive sleeves as like a well loosened
Untucked shirt tail stuck in the menotinous cogwheels of time's-
Slowly moving forward at a much quickened state.

How may i progress at a much needed sped up pace.

Only thru time to be disportinately and unresponsively slowed down
As if stuck, forever walking up a much sped up, downward escelater?
Slip knots tied loosely to a pier, while sadly and lonely moored.
Pelicans flap away low to water's edge.

Shadows hide one homeless vagrant sipping or nursing a bottle of
mouth wash purchased by a begging of money outside a dollar store's
busy doors.

I sadly come down from a wild ride of depressioned state.

Is it too late to escape this unworthy punished state of self pity.

I have beckoned my own stately lonely epesode of depressioned
solitude.

Head shrinkers may be my only life saver that may be tosed down to
my only lonely way.

This gun in my hands beg an aiming attraction to my head...

To at last give me that one and lonely peace to the many, many silent
lonely long forgotten dead.

Bang!

The end.

Michael Gale
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A Long Lost Note That I Wrote.

A long lost note...

That i wrote.

With a line...

Filled talent's that is fine.

I found it at last...

From long ago this dark forgotten past.

I write because i enjoy poetry...

I read it for the well heard style of oratory.

The well written word...

Sets me happily free as a nice high free flying bird.
Poems...

Received well into every other artistic appreciative home.

Feelings expressed through great imagery...

Paint a picture to the mind like an artist paints one with color allure.

Poems greet all by thoughts so pure.

Michael Gale
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A Love Showered Storm To Heart's Dis-Content.

Yes, we must all look as the tendrils of the thundering showers...
All it's might, deep, deep into our cavernous souls.

Down, down deeper than the deepest bowl...
That bowl, which we mix up all pent up feelings.

Mix and reel all our misspent-dealings...
Our train wrecked by rails of sheer terror of rejection's towers.

Alas poor(Lass) no more powers...
Love hath stripped us bare.

No hugs, no kisses, no dead-long stare.

Michael Gale
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A Loving Love Missed So Long Way Behind That
Soggy Foggy Bog

Had i been sighted behind that mossy log...
Way down beyond that foggy bog.

Fog as thick as thickest bricked wall...
Fog goes up as far as thirty feet tall.

Feelings felt as saddened dread...
Looks of ribs protruding thru skin as skinny as thread.

I missed you much as much can be...
Come back to me for love to thee.

Many years have passed since last we met...
My heart to thee is owed a great debt.

Loving arms so parted as parted for thee...
Wedded bliss comes home for yee to be.

Love's love so heavenly.

Michael Gale
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A Loving Torch Burns Hottest Into Thy Heart...

A loving torch burns hottest into thy heart...
Yon beautified looks shant never to time's marching on decease or to depart.

Quickest sands drain down the slanted neck of hour glasses stand...
Life depleated not to defend or play in this musically instituted band.

Death is the only last muted listener of a life intoned to utter sadness....
Let us just fine tune that deathly spectered apperational being whole souled to a
temptational state of badness.

Cindered sweet charcoal steams off thy floor's own supportal beams and base...
Yes-I may seem doomed to this death induced state of grace.

I am at last dead to the world...
I just may be sick as well as have had thickened and liquidy and stickity hurled.

This thought makes me hurl...
I am dead seriously as a crazy assed squirrel.

Life on the affrontal assaulted stage of life...
At last-at last,

No life, no sad bitchin' hating like life of strife.

The last drawn breath escapes these purplish tinted lips...
No more sounded sounds of unenergized whimsicle quips.

No thoughts or sayings...
Only be left are for certain slayings.

Michael Gale
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A Lying Pirate, That Got Caught, Eating His Sheets.

I don't cuss-I just write blanketty-blank...
As a Pirate, I'd just end up walking the plank.

If while eating, I'd require a bib...
I'd be caught lying beneath another one of my many-a-fib.

Do not exagerrate any of your many, unaccomplished, feats...
For all will know, that you are lying, beneath a pile, of false sheets.

It is best to tell the undeniable truth...
For if you are caught lying, you'll be labled, totally, uncouth.

Michael Gale
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A Lying Shade Tree Mechanic Who Stole Your Car.

That shade tree mechanic...

Don't worry, don't panic.

Did'st he look to be Hispanic? ...

No, no, no, he seemed more Islamic.

Why did you let him work on your car? ...

Did not you realize just about how far he would go with your car?
It did run real good....

All he did was look under that hood.

I guess you really misunderstood...

When'st did he upscounce with thy car?

Merely for a test drive and had he not to return...
Boy, did you ever get stung!

Boy, did you ever come to burn...

Have at ease of mind for ye did finally to learn.

Michael Gale
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A Magical Plate And A Magic Lamp Of Unlimited
Wishes.

Terracotta on the shelf...

Plate be painted as in middle sits a winking old elf.

Magic plate never gets empty...

No longer shopping in grocery stores.

What an ideal idea-one so tempting...

Only Dawn dish detergent may be used.

Scratch my head as i'm so utterly confused...

How did this plate come to my corner of this world?

Did it fly and later twas' it twirled? ...

This magic plate finally did fall to ground.

Fro' my lips was heard a moanful sobbing sound...

Now it's off to the grocery store again that i must trudge.

Dagg nab it and a well shouted loud vocalized aw shoot and oh fudge! ...
No more free magical food will amazingly appear onto my plate.

My miraculouse magical eating will dissipate to never reappear

as ever it's way too late for my new found magic food that i've ate...
Now i only wish that i would find a magic lamp to rub and bring me
unlimited deliciouse dishes with but unlimited wishes.

Then i'd have forever my very own unlimited supply of many unnumbered
dishes...

Would these dishes consist of turkey or chickeny fishes?

I'd eat for life and get married as easy...

A woman who won't have to cook would gladly jump at the chance to become my
married loving wife.

Boy her life would be easy and breezy...

Unlimited income to spend as we wish to do.

No more frickin' bill collectors calling us and no more bills long over due...
If this would come to pass what else in life would i have to do?

Spend da money Honey! ! ....

Of course! of course!

That's the direction that i'd drive, as easily as if i had ridden a horse.

Michael Gale

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

92



A Man Named Crane, With A Cane, On Comedic, Tv.

Did you ever see the TV series Frasier, on the telly? ...
I hope that this is the proper way, to it, to spelly?

The dad of Niles and Frasier, had the last name of Crane...
He was shot in the hip, and walked with the aid of a cane.

He would pull a chug on his can of Blatz...
He had a smart dog named Eddy, and that is that's.

Niles had a thing for the physical therapists named Daphne...
He was so smitten, that at times, he was silly, and daffy.

Niles was married to a woman, never seen...
That woman was rumored to be so fat, that she was considered fatty and
obscene.

I often thought Niles acted a little light in the loafers...

Instead, I think he should have played the role of the hired help, a cook, or a
tailor, or even one of the regularly employed,

driving-chauffeurs.

Another good series was Cheers...
Where bar flies sat and talked and drank up their beers.

Another series was wings...
Where many liners were real good funny zings.

Another great series was Seinfeld...

Where George, and Kramer, and Jerry and Elaine and Newman

And George's parents and Jerry's parents, were funnily assembled to with were
hamming as held.

Comedies have been here since the invention of the American TV set...
Even, before-on radio, I know and bet.

Comedies will always be...
Yes, you'll see, you'll see!
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A Mean Old Cuss, Raised Unholy Cane, And Was Abel.

There was a man who had a cane...
Abel, did he raise.

This man was ornery...
Ornery through the day.

He kicked his sons when be they young...
When they disobeyed.

He'd hurl insults their way...
To be with them in a sad filled stay.

He shamed them once and he'd shame them twice...
He'd make them to feel as if they were lower than mice.

One day finally did he die...
To befittly, where he'd lie.

In his will, was they left...
Empty booze bottles, had he kept.

The many sons upon his grave...
Pissed upon this unmanly knave.

The grave marker was so stained in yellow...
It was plain to all, that he was an evil fellow.

Into Hell, will he surely fly...
All who attended the grave, will to all, not deny.

A dance was performed when he died...
By many sons who was gladdened, when he lied.

Where he lies, this new born, day...
Is hotter than the, Devil's way.

This man was well inspired...
To be hated, and undesired.
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A Mere Moment Of Mentalities Mortality Rates Late
Dates With Fate.

The monotiny of the day...

Influences each person's adverse individuality toward's others.
The Sun commands mere mortality of men to slide down a
spiraling poled path toward's death...

What a trip.

The mind's eye slip...

Elational relationships-

-Sometimes can end without a last minute's warning or notice...
Thusly written sadly God's unread fate.

Caught and got us not too early, alas-way too late...

Michael Gale
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A Minneapolis Abridgement To Vehicular Disaster.

Minneapolis Minnesota,
Being abridgement to life and limb...
Warnings of faulty stability were ignored by man's own monetary whim.

Cars with people, surprised inside.
Death and injury occured as that bridge collapsed.

That concrete span was well over due for an overhaul...
Especially aft the collapse and fall.

Just why was this bridge's maintenance filed away on hold? ...
Whom was at fault?
Why was public safety unsought, not sold?

Blame on men will be aimed like a bent bow's arrow...
Guilt and sorrow will fall on loving relative's deafened sobbing ears
to only fly away unattended as like a fast fleeing sparrow.

The lesson now learned that ill fated dangered day of when...
Tears now to be shed, and then.

Loss of life will bring sorrowed feelings all but because of
man's undealings...
Will erase strong happy, family memories and feelings.

Michael Gale
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A Misfired Floral Race.

Corruptional Pionese sprout leaves of old...

Plants are not like the goose that laid the golden leaf.
Let's be like real and not like make belief.

A magpie hit me on my what'cha'ma-call-it...
Crimson clover will come right on over.

This humidic day has cooked my brain...

After death there will be no pain.

Can we catch the train of life? ...

Or will we be derailed before we may get our Heavenly ticket
punched by that attending conductor?

All aboard!

Michael Gale

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

99



A Miss Mashed Potatoed Big Toed Sprig Styed Tators
Piled.

I want you, and your finger nails dragging along, my back...
Wretched, blood skidmarks, making a long red track.

I want you, to never, be gone, to become, again-a-back.
I want you, to relax, and never restack.

I want you, to not take off, or re-Mack Daddy...
Be Mack Daddy, be nine inch nails through my heart.

Just, to me, not to tear it split apart...
Bring them nails of nine inched pain.

Leave of your only, red blood stain...
Leave behind, your grave filled rain.

Dirt filling into my grave, dug fresh...
Dirt, removing my breath, as yet.

Nails on nails on blood speckled specks...
Droplets red satined stained, silloetted against
a paled moon beam.

Look, oh look at the minced meat rattled nested rats...
Chewing on the blood soaked Kotexas steered queers.

Queer looking deer me oh, my-oh...
Wished i was back in Toledo Ohio-By-oh.

By oh down the starved thin mints cookies of the
Girl Scout's beegles...
Beegles of the heart sickoes and mind blown free.

Freebee eagle speegle dork boys of the wild, wild western spaghetto, metallo
gallo wine, amongst my pizza-zazzy sassy lassie...

Harken all the angelic saint bernards of the most wintered wonderment quick
sanwhich way did they go-go Georgio Brewery Gales a-sailin'.
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The Elvis elves of the unmodernistic sweet gummy beared heart...

Hiding behind and amongst the Swiss Army Watch out or the Boogie Man will be
picked by thee.

Picked by me and my varily long indigited finger in the air of the Middle Earth
unearthed at birth...

Here i sadly sit on the pane of pain filled Mickey Moused Mantels.

Michael Gale
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A Mixed Nut Job.

Mixed nuts are why we are sometimes catagorized as crazy...
Constantly lazy.

We move about our life like a big spill of oil in water...
We appear as like bubbles boiling up in a pan of water, so much hotter.

Bubble and gurgle the sounds we make...
One whole pot of a tossled mistake.

How can we go on in life if we are constantly run about? ....
Our temper pushed beyond a limited shouting spout?

Be calm and silent still...
Regain control of my firm felt will.

Michael Gale
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A Most Gun Lit, Awakening.

An acrid smell of gun-powered shooed....
Against my skin, thinned and due.

Metal blue cold steel...
Icy felt, my only feel.

Death coming closer to thy door...
Rapping the rapture and capturing poor.

The window sill ed chilly bones...
Regrets yet but, breathless, me moans.

Hal lower aches of calcium ed frowns...
Relates so tender and forlornly scorned.

These bony bones do squawk as creak....
Aged faster and brittle, that, they speak.

Along lost corridors of love lost days....
Give to thine, thy dusty and sun droned rays.

Sweep me swept all cleansed and bathed...
Firmly spent like a termite's, wooden toy, thus chewed up in-lathe.

No haste and no worry...
Only options, are to hurriedly, scurry.

The cross left for a tomb-ed sense...
Only leave behind, ashen-ed contents.

No more soul in a wasted host...
Of all thy loved ones, we miss the most.

No more pain and no more sorrow...
Not any hours or days of tomorrow.

Left to weep for mine pa lo red, tint...
No more wept, no more hint.
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A Most Heated Hatred Of Volcanoc' Hot!

Go have a brew...

Or not too few.

Go and annoint the pain away...

Go and ang'st the heart stain to sway.

Go cool off with wash'nd head...

Then, aft' wards, go sleep, right away to bed.

A painful memory can fester and seeth...

Only ye, may put an end, to end it's easy breath.
Smother the flames of pained memory...

No longer harbor ill wishes among a family.

No need for a hated enemy.

No good will ever erupt from life's volcano of most hatred heat.

Michael Gale
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A Most, Deser'Ved Peace.

Nothing in life, should be a detractor...
Except, maybe an accepted, added, adder.

An escaped idea, perhaps, this chatter...
Fore on the forefront, beseech, this matter.

An avoided, smartened, matter...
Can make unto me, a morphed to platter.

Reckon, thy wrecked, wretched niece...
Give me at peace, a lessened, piece.

For, on the morn', of sudden, lease...
To this dear life, I reach for, a most, deser'ved-peace.

Michael Gale
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A Mother's Lovel!

A mother's love is never faltering.

A mother's love is never halting.

A mother's judgement is never erring.

A mother's dream is to supply all needs.

A mother's goal is to instill good deeds.

A mother's commitment, is to the one, that
she loves!

A mother's reward is thanks, for all of

the aboves!

This mother says 'she will always protect

you all your life'...'Just to see that there is

no danger or strife'.'For a sharing of love

is my duty to you'..."Your happiness, i'll
guarantee to make, you safe and true! '

'T'll kiss those owie's to make them not hurt'...
'T'll buy you nice things for school, maybe new
shoes and a shirt.' 'My love will stay forever
and ever'...'To you i'll never say never!'

'My love for you shall never fade'...'And

that's the promise that i've made! '

Michael Jeffrey Gale
Copyright ©2006 Michael Jeffrey Gale
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A New Meaning Of That Word...Transversed.

I am transversed in this world of rhyme...
I am going to give new meaning to this wordly time.

What is in the meaning of a word? ...
It's time to give the English dictionary it's newly given meaning of this word.

I transverse thru poetry, at times to read, while at other times to write.
Transverse means to travel or intersect with other intersecting lines...
Now-i travel in poetry verse with words, that is my personal own curse.
I could not do any worse.I am forever more imersed in verse...

Thusly, this way i continuelly converse in verse, and this does be my long
addicted curse.

I do not profit from this poetry, to fill a personal wallet or purse...

To this fact in life, i am feeling saddenly terse in verse.

Long after my death, there shall be poetry of verse...

Then at that later time, it should or shall be widely known as the world
of transeverse.

That long awaited, thusly renamed-poetry world's conversed and
written land's world immersed and cursed ever more be known as...
'The United Bilateraled accepted universe of verse'.

Here's the new world meaning of that wordly...

Transverse.

Michael Gale
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A New Quote, By Me.

We reap what we sew, because we are the knitters, of our past and future.

Michael Gale
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A 'New World Order' Of Rome.

Remiss the ways of the Lord...
Ill feelings, we simply, cannot afford.

The Ten Commandments, from Federal Court House steps, banned...
Those words from God, etched in tablets of stone, of His command.

Others, turn away from God, as we, in this, New State of Rome...
Only selfish creatures, these humans, their interest of only, their, autoed

fine, polished, chrome.

When will these-people learn? ...
Their total disbelief, will make them burn.

Yes-Turn away...
On this 'New World', Ordered-way.

Ignore God's words, dear, brother...
As unmanly husbands, kill off, their, children's, mother.

The end will come, as surely as the 'Rapture’...
Jesus, will lead us all, to our hearts, in love, He'll capture.

Man will offend....
In the end, Their, end.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 110



A New World Order.

A New World Order...
Yikes! I am headed straight over, to the farthest border.

Mark of the Beast...
Makes me care, the least.

For, before, then, I'll be with Jesus Christ, and our God....
For, from them both, i'll have received, their final, approving nod.

Then, we'll come down with all the Angels and Saints...

To with God, and Jesus Christ, will we wage a war, against all sinners...
Then, in the end, will we be, all holy, and righteous winners.
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A Painted House Is Like A Poem.

In a way-A house painter is like a poet...
The house painter or average person just might not know it.

A lot of cleaning, sanding and preparation of the surface takes care and time...
Compositions, editing and thought polishes the rhyme.

When finished, they both are a work of art...
A lot of sweat and work is done by the artist's own part.

In the end, a finished polished piece...
Makes the artist, happy and at peace.

The work is finally done...
What hard work, finished-Now

feelings of enjoyed fun.
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A Pair Of Hearts!

Windmill's blades spin so far to the right,
Tulip's petal's colored yellow and white.

Van Gogh's paintings, so colorful as bright,
Friends being friends who are loyal and
tight! Wooden shoes are next to the doors,
Scattered all about, all over one's floors!
Rains and summer's breeze are everywhere,
Wandering about art museum's, over here,
Or over there! Courting sessions keep on
going, Holding hands while talking and
strolling! A couple sitting in a floating
Gondola, As music is played on an old
Victrola! Love is in the air as sure as i

am, Fishing together, off a pier or a dam!
Love has it's ups and downs just as much as
nature's own hills! Sharing popcorn and a
movie, in the dark, the mood creates it's
very own thrills!

Michael Jeffrey Gale
Copyright ©2006 Michael Jeffrey Gale
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A Parfay'Ed Summer's-Spent....

A parfay'ed summer spent on the outter reached, beach of sand...
Tidal waves of passion is neatly a'near at hand.

Parfay'ed cones of icecream dripping to my mouth...

Wind swept towards my face-commeth' from my South.

Sunn'th days of heat emeshed upon my face...

Sitting by idl'y, watching of all thy busied unanchored sail boated race.
Foam'ed liquid water spraying all about...Listen to all the happy
children's laughter-screams of many a joyful'd shout.

Seagulls dive to water-trying to catch a fishy, foodly catch...

Those heated days of Summer...Can be so far, unmatched.

Bikinied girls of Summer, unequaled, my happied eyes...

To look to Summer's female'd fare, Lovely softened thighs.

This fondly Summer memory should stay close to my own heart...
Forever with and before me-Never leave, or sadly to depart.
Summer remains nature's forever lasting, lovingly remembered art.
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A Perfect Pair

My loved one seems so far from my heart, As
well as the farthest that we are apart!

Our awareness that we are always on the
very same page, Now we know that this is
how our love is, that we do so gage!
Fondness is how my heart does so grow,
Tighter and tighter our hearts, We do sew!

I miss the way your lips do so form,

Wanting your appearance is my regular norm!
Laughter from your throat flows oh so well,
My missing your company, i do wish, to you, to
solemnly tell! Your life's passion fills

my heart to the fullest, As my life is not

in the least, the dullest! You, my woman, i do
so love, Our hearts belong together, As a

hat and a glove!

Michael Jeffrey Gale
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A Picasso Framed Friendship Carelessly Tossed Or
Lossed.

Friendships should never be tossed...

Friendships should never be crossed.

Frienships should never abandonly be lossed.

Friends should never assume anything but...

Friends should always be counted on for none other reason.

Than a friend should stay as one, to never, ever end.

Picasso painted pictures of abstracted wife and friend.

Friendship should be cherished as like a rare framed art master piece.
Friends may be related, as if a wife or a neice.

Friends are as a flower to cherish and admire.

Friends can't be bought or even for hire.

Friends should respect each other but never have to address them
as Lord, Master, or even your leige-My Sire.
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A Piratical-Radical.

'Neath the bleary, dead dropped blood...
Dripped to droplets-Stead thy mounded, dirtied mud.

Bones buried by centuries past....
Killed days earlier, below my mast.

Cannon ball fodder, doth be me....
Always before and hung twas me.

Treasures sought by a flag of skull and cross bones...
Pirated earnings of working drones.

Aah! ! I and timber me shivers...
I'll a-haft to whittle ye timbers.

Yo ho ho and a bottle of rum....
Missing a leg, or even a thumb.

We look for treasures, that be buried, well-deep...
Beached upon sanded, beach's reef.

Avast ye be thy plundering spy...
Looting the' towns of a night filled sky.

Walk the plank, or spill ye guts...
Adjoin ye crypt ed, mongrel's mutts.

Buried before the rising sun....
Discovered before the Noble's one.

Chains and galleys left all deserted...
Piratical days well suited and asserted.

Set for sail for conquering days....
A bid farewell, our only ways.
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A Poet's Untimely Death Due To Depressional
Disease(Weldon Kees) .

Divorced by booze...
His wife he would soon to lose.

Weldon Kees submerged his life...
For due to depression-He left his wife.

Suicide to him was the easy way out...
T'would make him more freely to get about.

His wanton and yearning soul...

Once willed released-

T'would make him whole.

Music and rhyme and art was once his life...
A most sinister cloud t'would cause him to

decease himself fro' a most disenhearted alcohol riddled wife.

Many a poet succums to a depressioned ride...
And in the end they do commit to a lifeless suicide.

Facts of bothering inbeds deeply inside of their's skin...
Removing themselves from a most dreary lifely sin.

In life he held one man art shows...
He wrote a movie book.

He worked in a library...
His life was not nice but instead was contrary.

So due to being sad...
Of his own life his Devil caused it sadly took.
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A Policeman Dies.

A bullet to the chest...
Don't know, that, he'll pass the test.

The test of life, his-given up for the law...
Only because, he answered the call.

He leaves behind a family of three...
A wife and a daughter, and son, they be.

They be sad, at his passing...
Sadness forever remembered, ever lasting.

Lonely hours into minutes, then ten...
That father's name, was Ben.

This man will be honoured, by officers, be many...
His time here is up, His time-gone-minutes-not any.

Memories his-Life was good...
His many career's, exploits of bravery,

Long over-due, by Hollywood.
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A Politician's, Hanky Panky, With An Airport
Restroom's Adventure That Stalled.

A politician got caught playing around inside an airport restroom...
This little publicised episode brought about his own futuristic career's doom.

He said' I was just reaching down to the floor to pick up some toilet paper'...
This to others might seem to be amuch type of a risk taker.

But to me it seems more like a real big mis-s, taker...
This politician named Craig is married, and if really gay, he definitely is a real big
bad straight-faker.

This new chapter in his much publicised life, behind the back of his faithful doting
wife...
dates back to earlier years.

Making passes in e-mails to his much wanting of young younger male pages...
He must now resign himself to pure facts, that he has had his final year's end, as
a kind of like a strange or queery weirdo in all time's much publicised bad labled
of stages.

Watch, dear reader, as he cries 'foul and rare entraptment’...
'T am not gay' his last final saying as in his last way of revealing his unscheduled

arrested encapturedment.

One more empty senate seat...
One more dishonest political defeat.
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A Promised, Stay.

Not far away be yourself, as poignant as a rose so fresh...
Fresh as the lighted day.

Where will be ye, this fairest day? ...
This fair way, I share ye, as doubted sway.

Shared with me your promised stay...
This promise broken of heart-This day.
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A Publisher's Rejectional Rejectioned Letter Of
Unforgiveness Divine By Dumbasses.

Well i guess since you have no visional futuristic seeing...

Fro' a well imaginational pre-seed-seeing.

When'st aft' i sign with Random House....

You'll feel like such an assinine like company of Mickey mouse(or
stupidilioutiouse dumbassly a louse.

Poetry is as high on a literature's number one list....
Yon editors in hire t'will always be sorry as hired by thee, yonder thee as a non
assuming silly assed Momma's boy's to continually be viewed as an ever all

consuming momma loving Faggot loving closet queens in charge.

As long as the Editor's in charge are never let loose to encompasse and
engrossingly snare supposedly talent at heart...

Assuredly to illicit undo and unfit talent of the earnest in the poetic talented of
the most gifted Morons in life.

These people in life must be commited to an institution of an unhappily married
husband to wife...

Gay people of the artful talented are to be commited to thy Chicken O' The Seas
rubber room of despaire.

Do these dumbasses of the eliteful inept really and tastefully care? ....
Let's fire these dumbassistic Editors in charge.

Too too bad their heads are way too large...

Poetry would have to be of their own mom's tasty titties.

These people only care for their own peeping Tom like old rotten biddies...
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Faggots need to stay put in their own garage.

Best kept secret, left alone in a long deserted desert's mirage...

Begin this hastely and wasted time alloted to good o'le Geore Bush.

All a good American needs to know is to push for a good lookin' bathin' beautie's
own tush...

Naked bodies corrupt all polittical asperations.

Sex predators are constantly on the o'le observations...

Get outta office is what is needed.

Don't lie to others-Be cautiouse as once was heeded.

Bless to thee as found out in all...

Remain silent in action, Spy out as to call.

Sincerely someone talented, as someone to be tall to make the call.
Perhaps of time-someone should foreverly forestall.
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A Quote That I Hope Is But Of Mine-Only!

'Creativeness of the mind-Is not a wasted triumph.'

Michael Gale
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A Rainbow's Passage Of Time.

Ride that ride so high up over that splendid rainbow tower...
Know not what or which ever hour.

Sing that song filled with feelings of many prearranged fields of flower...
Sweet smelling boquets of freshest smelling ones picked out unsour.

Dreams swept far and widely spent to four corners of the winded earth...
Bring forth more imagined splendor.

Let love of beautie's hero's become to all defensless deftless defenders...
Beware thy endless travels taken aback by sensless tensless remembers.

Be that large pot o' gold with little man dressed in green aset upon thy coins of
gold...

Rainbows of the heartless dinny left about the loveless bold.

Colors dance around many days asunder...
Only aft the storm's fast passage brings afoot thy stormied thunder.

Regret of the rainbow's hues...
Brings back to thee far off ired feeling's views to bemusically entertain good

news.
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A Real, Hated Son.

A hundred and one degrees fahrenheit, in the shade, this day...
Might make me resemble a over wet and perspiring, spongy, way.

The shade, ah yes-the shade, all cooling and warm, as now...
Makes my skin appear real sagging and baggy as a dried out cow.

My utters just a blow-in' freely, in the wind, my well enemied friend...
If i could hate anyone, that I want, It would be you, you unfriend, You are dead.

I would dropp a quarter from the Empire State Building, onto your head...
After reading this promise, You should be afraid and for your safety-wanting to
dread.

Is this a COWardly thing? ...
Not if You are the Devil, and a flying, with your reddened wing.

You are the heat, that makes me hate...
You make me thirst, and perspiring wait.

Shadow, You are my friend...
Unlike the heat, Not my end.

Water, cool, cool water, surrounding a rag...
Around my neck, You happily hang.

My mouth and throat...
Is parched and dry, and aridly

scratchy, as I bloat.

The Devil, made You do it...
Aw Hell, and even screw it.

I give upon my oath...
The Sun's killing heat, I loathe.

No more, no more, I say, I say..
No more tormenting, and torchering way.
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A Road Miss Stepped.

As I walk down the street one fine Spring day...
Looking for something, that belongs.

Inbedded, deep inside my long forgotten heart...
Aching feet pumped tiredly dry, by too many miles

mispent a fired and hot.

Violence creeps along my miles spent...
Forever spread thinly about the frozen waste lands.

These wastelands bubble over with soured dis-taste, to mishaps
of this brief squandered world.

This death that misaligns all good intentions..
Only can silent me more.

For more, for more, this midnight chase...
Injects my wasted, inside core.

Michael Gale
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A Rocky Waved Boat Ride To A Beliefe In Christ

About the boat rocks forth and back...
Waves amotioned by storms on track.

Apostiles thrown bout boatly shakes...
Nerves o' steel is what might takes.

Our lord our savior tread upon water's caps...
Upon thy cross t'was he spun and cast.

For the show to be put on display.
Off thy cross t'was he took that day.

Walked about man in days of end...
Up to his father's kingdom was he done so sent.

Jesus sent forth his words so wise...
To men of sins who sinned of lies.

Today his words have been spread as far and wide...
We believe in Christ and God that we no longer sin and have to from, flee and

hide.
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A Romantic Heart(H) , That May Amaze, As Heat.

Beneath the logs, a flame sits to
crackle and heat and bake...

This is where we come, from hard
snow shoveling, to take

a warming, rested break.

The flames in the fire place, do warm
and unfreeze, many a frosted heart...
That is why we easily get hypnotized,
since we are so decisively warm and smart.

Watch the flames, now, as they dance and play...
A sight well deemed, so fun, this happy, cold day.

The romance from this place can easily, to all, instill...
As the kisses, that follow, can remove away, all the

sad and wintery, chill.
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A Rose Doth Be But What A Rose Doth Be.

That flowering petal is the flag to a nose...
It's signal's is it's beautiful but uncommon sense of one lone single rose.

Leaves often than naught fall all due to a lifely end...
This lone rose does often wilt and fall and likely bend.

A rose cannot fight off and fend for itself but yet, without it's only, lonely thorn...
A rose is always planted-To never be born.

A rose's beauty is only matched by a nature's lonely girl...
When'st in full bloom-T'will thrill to all it's full beautied, viewable unfurl.

Why be it this my sweety doth love the beauty of this one lonely rose
so much? ...
This one lone rose's beauty is only surpassed by a smell and it's well softened

petal's touch.

Doth be a diamond as a girl's best friend? ...
Only doth a rose doth one truely knows.

This fact be known only 'til time's eternal timely unexpected arrival
and decidedly unexpected end.

Michael Gale

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 131



A Rose Petal's Fired Desire! |

As a rose petal softly touches my loved

one's cheek, Her heart's desire for mine is
which i seek! Her heart beats faster, at
lovemaking time, My love for her, is awed
sublime! Anguished my heart at her far
situated place, Makes my hands perspire, and
heart advance to race! My hand cupped to her
breast, so close at hand, Makes our time
together, ever so grand! Making up after
arguing, can be real nice, An apology from me
can make forgetting the bad, to sufficiently
suffice! Make up sex, can ever delight, Off

to the bedroom, for a passionate night! In

the morn's waking, with desire, Makes for
love's happiness, in an inflamed heart's

a'fire! 11-21-2005".

2005 Michael Jeffrey Gale
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A Sad Farewell.

Te-arse goodbyes, once we've met....
Now we know how much we've meant.

With a waving of hands, gent lied glide...
We told all truth and have never lied.

Acknowledged nods of a sorrowed farewell...
Emotions unleashed, to none, i'll tell.

Sad days will evaporate, later at best...
Only time will, with-stand the test.
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A Saddened Hour And Time.

Death of a loved one in the Bahamas...
Anna Nicole and John Travolta both knew and knows the pain so true.

Sadnessed feelings caught unexpected...
Happinessed feelings seem rejected.

Daniel and Jett...
Life cut short.

May God give John and Kelly strength this year...
For one held so dear.

Michael Gale
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A Sea Horse's Sway.

Desert Island...
Trapped afloat-
-Without a boat.

Nowhere to go...
No one to show.

Belie the coastal shell...
Astray thy sandy conched, Hell.

Speckled sand stormed, hilly wrecks...
Beyond thy hardest, lowered decks.

Starry, starry star fished whale...
Flipper's flipping, finned, tailed, tale.

A plank filled jump across many seas....
Pirate's alleys, autumn ed breeze.

Sea horses sway back n' forth, b'low...
This reef i know real well, i know.

Peeked peaks, b'neath the sands...
Barnacled clams, removed, by long, starving hands.

Coco-nutted trees in sun shaded ease...
Loneliest days, begone, if you please, as this sickened, disease.

Tempered sun spread out it's rays...
Like a blanket, wrinkled all long in days.
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A Secret Regret.

Secret....
Regret.

Both, go hand in hand...
Is this a label, or a brand?

That sticks to all...
As a thick

And pasty

Glue?

Regret...
It haunts us very well.

It breaths and blows, it's shallow,
changed, swell...

Beyond, beyond, it's hard to tell.
A difference pain inhaled sting....
A well, long ember-ed, burned

Remembering thing.

Tattooed as in a heart...
Sadly, taken, aback, apart.

This, end, we'll never, know whens't due...
Will i end, this rhythm too?
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 136



A Seething Heart's, Heated Siezure.

Love as an addiction, can drive madness to life so dear.

Love is maddening to heart's see-thing, it's truly clear...

My loving wife stays forever in my heart, whether far or near.

I won't drive myself to a maddnening fear...

I'll remaine level headed, i'll arrive at this long winding road to a loving
route so thoughtfully planned, i'll steer..

I love my wife...

I love her dear.
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A Sensational Depressional Death Consumed As
Tightly Ever By Thee.

Once one forlorn saddened day as i took aim to thy left wrist with a sharpened
and honed razor's edged pupose intent...

T'was i crazed or just merely Hell bound as Hell bent.

Where had'st thy sanity went? ...

What days mismanged by Hell's mental'ed facitized.

Which zany menue in life of strife...

Why would'st this eternal flame and ever burning bush of genius,

wish to be extinguished?

Does thou seem well full of oneself? ...

Do veins in portaled body continue in vain?

In vain just be well kind enough for me to do well to explain...
Depression is a state of mind that one may well disagree.

Depression is a degree of stunted mental well being...

Depression is what life should be rid of for thee.

Why would one want to be as live in a very dillusional lie? ...

Why would one want to leave this life a worldly cowardly way to die?
Death be peace in all it's dreamy as happly promised way sent forward...
Peace is what gives off a promising way toward's a slumbering

sleepful journey thus far mis spent.

Death is a yearning for peace from Heaven promised to thee to be

from life finally free...

Unhappy depression can keep one all their life trapped as in an inescapeable
tree.

To finally be depressionally freed...

We all have to want to be pushed away and out of our slowly held

state and be untreed.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 138



A Shadow's, Unpleasant Binding.

All shadowed beings, unnoticed in the unlit rays....
Blindly bestowed, these days.

Nothing on earth, actually pays...
Nothing else but impatient delays.

These are the rewards for those who never prays....
Of the unseeing, naught a praise.

Nothing to show for, on displays...
No reward, not even a central-raise.

Always are we left in the dark....
No light-No spark.

Nowhere do we alite or park....
Always and forever, left in the dark.

No chance-
-No glory...

No notices, not even a fancy story.

The end...
Do not have agents to sale to me, or send.
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A Shameless Indignition Of Defeeted Man.

Mundane-Midnight Murders Of The Rue Morgue-isborg city blues...Mayhaps me
skin toned and skid marked Underoos.

What do we lose? ...Bandanna Republican Central.
Where life greets us with a fry pan, that is smacked straight to my face.
Blood smeared sweat smells drippingly stagnated, by sweet Old Spice swells.

Vlassic Classic dill speared Chills on Ice with my Buds who aren't even the Wiser.
Reading trail goad good as rain at the library of pained in my asset, and of
course-i-cuss...Fleet pourous droplets imploded, at last and flattened tummy
tucks, lined markers of this tell tale heartless ones that are broken as unspoken,
in silence of the unushered heart throbbinin' thread bare naked whispering
lambs.

Woolen mitteny littany geeks, that aren't religiously wholey moley...Hockey
goalies wear their ski mask's that hide their shameless indignition of defeated

man.
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A Shoeless And Gutless Trip To A Full Blown Drinking
Train Wreck

Gump-optional reluctance of personal persuite...
Sometimes always sometimes leave me quaking in my bootless
shoeless gutless saloon.

Drinks are now on the house...

Don't forget to use the steppladder to success

and brainly disuasional commotional ego substitute

in life and all it's failure guaranty to a small spell of disparity and dillusional
depression aimed squarely at the train wreck to nowhere

else.

Can we successfully cross these stupidly zig zagging full tilt tracks? ...
Gas is now too exspensive, so i'll guess we must fully try to
head on head first full steamming mad.

Detours are not needed or wanted...
Git off yer duff and go on in disparity for things must now go on

smoothly and more solidly stable.
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A Short Ride, To Death's, Opened Door.

With the scream of the ambulance flying on by my window...
What could be wrong, what where and why?

Is someone routed down the road to die? ...
Will a sad heart to ache and cry?

Will there be a widower or a crying widow? ...
In the front yard, might there be a bended willow?

God be calling for one loved of His, to come on home...
Not no more, through life, will they endlessly roam.

A cryptic ending....
To Heaven's gates, God for someone, was He, sending.
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A Silent, Moment Of Time.

Silence, golden yet...
Not a surprise, when you've shut off the damned TV set.

A library is a peace filled, haven...
To read about, Poe's, own raven.

Shh! Listen, not speak....
I cannot even, hear a lost mouse squeak.

Behind the curtain, peace does dwell...
Silence of heart, i do thee, tell.

No blinding sun, that penetrates...
No flash of light that permeates.

This glass pane, does not, us haunt...
No blinding light, that does to us, taunt.

Eerie deafness, to over wrought ears...
Calms all nerves, of our own fears.

Please do remove the shattered drums...
Now, at last, unclog both thumbs.

My mind and soul, at last, at rest...
Better news, in days, our silenced, best.

For on the morn' i wake and take...
A sudden break, from one, major, noisy, mistake.

The best, is less...
Amen, and bless!
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A Sioux Brave Named Sue.

There once was an indian brave of the bloodline Sioux...
Who once got hurt and got a lawyer who got him to Sue.

This will not do...
From this indian brave by th' name of Sue.

Now the name Sue for a brave so true...
Will make a guy feel real kind of embearassed and feel real sad but blue.

This will not do to you...
This will not do or due.

Now this brave had lost his case in court...
He was a real mad, kind of a poor old losing sport.

This sad old sort...
Got a bad report.

From his doctor, you see...
He was real green looking and real palish and appeared real sickly.

This poor little Sioux indian named Sue developed a real high blood pressure and
Diabetic condition...

Sue also had to take water pills for his condition that made his antibodies run out
and need much more ammunition.

What is the moral of this story? ...
Don't let your daddy name you Sue, or.

You'll have a real bad case-Of mistaken identity theft of a moralistic decline...

And it will make you have trouble concentrating or unable to eat or dine.
Nothing else will ever be fine.
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A Snow Driven Hurt.

Snow flakes wound into a sheet or mound...
Only voices to echoes the icy cold sound.

Snowmen in the park...
Assembled by kids since the evening's dark.

A carrot nose, and snow metted cheeks....
Nothing said, by he who doth naught speak.

Geese fly over head in cold felt sweeps...
Awaiting unto later's, Spring a promised vow to men, yet it keeps.

Keeps men awaiting of the air bourne melt...
After all the snow shoveled, released it's last cold felt.

Trees hit hard as if abound by snowy ice...
Alas, alas, it's nothing good, left as nice.

Power outtages, attacked a lot of homes of men...
We all looked up to Heaven, asking Him, was it our sin?

When again? ...
Will't Summer renew as begin?
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A Soft Spoken, First Lover's Fond 'T Tell Wifey.

My first great love, to me does endow an overpowering awed
enlightening, built deep within this loosened spirit...
This heartened beatment, can'st thou clearly hear it?
