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Praise for Free

“This collection of poetry resonates with the story of my life and pours forth like an erupting
volcano, igniting the unnamable thirst within.” —Joan Apter

“Entrancing... a stellar accomplishment... a rare treasure, a cloudburst of wisdom, a true feast
for the soul.” — John Audette

“Ditkoff connects everything with invisible threads of joy that point to a past, present, and
future of profound acceptance and gratitude for what is.” — Rabbi Zoe B. Zak

“Your poetry has given me one of the greatest gifts of all — hope.” — Michael Nouri

“I've just read the first few poems and am very touched. Tears started falling almost
immediately. For me, this collection of poems is a love letter | want to savor.” — Susan Hubly

“These beautiful poems reflect us back to ourselves, allowing us to see our human condition
with greater love and compassion.” — Ellen Goldberg

“From the very first poem in this book, we find ourselves on a journey all of us share in
common. Mitch Ditkoff has eloquently put into words the transcendence of our limitations as
we experience the grace of being human.” - Steve Ornstein

“One cannot fail to respond to the call of Ditkoff’s poetry to awaken us in the midst of life’s
circumstances. No matter how estranged from our hearts we feel or troubled in mind, we
glance a second time at what’s before us and find it suddenly transformed.” — Robert Esformes

“Mitch Ditkoff’s poems are striking and lyrical. His range of poetic styles reflect the gentle
romanticism of Rilke and Gibran and the wry wit of Billy Collins.” - Francisca Matos

“This poetry will delight you with a familiarity similar to remembering an enchanting dream that
has long been forgotten.” — Mary Anne Erickson

“Mitch Ditkoff takes us on the ride of our lives, holding us tenderly and showing us what’s
possible in the world and in ourselves.” - Joseph Bennett

“Inspiring. Ecstatic. Mystical. Profound. Exciting. Mesmerizing. Juicy. Memorable. Joyous.
Wondrous. Sublime. Uplifting.” - Jonathan Lloyd

“Mitch Ditkoff’s poetry is inspired. His writing makes the unseen world visible and palpable. It
opens the heart.” - Stevie Ray McHugh



In the Beginning

Welcome to Free, my fifth collection of poetry. I’'m glad you’re here. The essence of what you
are about to read harkens back to a line from one of Leonard Cohen’s poems: “There’s a crack
in everything, that’s how the light gets in.”

My intention with Free is to shine a light through this crack and help prevent it from getting any
wider — my attempt to share a homeopathic dose of healing, inspiration, gratitude, love,
enchantment, and increased receptivity to the experience of what it means to be a soulful
human being.

Each and every day we have a choice of what to pay attention to. We can focus on the
darkness, or we can focus on the light. We can retreat into our shells when difficult times come
our way or we can stake our ground in a higher, more timeless realm.

My poetry is all about opening up to this higher ground — what it means to experience the
divine in daily life.

In no way am | suggesting that we airbrush the messiness out of life. I’'m simply inviting all of us
to tune further into the kind of sensibility that makes it more likely to thrive during these
challenging times. Thrive, as in keeping our hearts and minds wide open. Thrive, as in being
receptive to the mythic beyond the latest news cycle. Thrive, as in being fully present and alive
no matter what is going on. We have a choice. We always have a choice.

Is there an effort we can make to further wake up and more fully enjoy our lives? Yes, there is —
even if this effort is different for everyone.

With this collection of poetry, | am making my effort — through the written and spoken word —
an effort that hopefully will be of benefit to you.

In my experience, not only is the pen mightier than the sword, it cuts in a different way — not to
destroy, but to enliven. And while | wouldn’t necessarily want to go into battle with only a
ballpoint pen in hand, I’'m choosing with this book to use the power of poetry to cut to the
heart of the matter.

Think of Free as a place to pause for a while — a way to reignite the flame of your life. Here you
can rest and find sanctuary — a moment out of time where you can catch your breath, look
around (and within) to celebrate what’s really going on.

If you’re wondering why | chose Free for the title of this book, there are two reasons: 1) The
word originates from the Old English "freo" or "fri," meaning "not in bondage" or "acting of



one's own will and; 2) All you need to pay is attention. This collection of poetry is free — a gift
from me to you.

Assuming you enjoy what you find here, | encourage you to forward the PDF to your friends,
family, and anyone else you think might enjoy it. Or simply forward them the link to
TheGiftofPoetry.com. There they can download the PDF for themselves.

If you want to become a part of my still-forming tribe to share this PDF with others, simply send
an email to mitch@thegiftofpoetry.com with the word Free in the subject line. In response, |
will send you a list of simple ways to participate in this project.

ONE MORE THING: If you enjoy Free, please consider making a donation to my favorite charity,
The Prem Rawat Foundation (TPRF) — a humanitarian organization that advances dignity,
peace, and prosperity in the world. The founder of TPRF, Prem Rawat, is the inspiration behind a
lot of what | write. Donate here.

And now, on with the show...

"Poetry lifts the veil from the hidden beauty of the world.” — Percy Bysshe Shelley
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Some Might Call It Dancing

Some might call it dancing,

| call it stumbling closer to God,

the unrehearsed falling forward into love
as if the world was tipped.



This Thirst

There is an aching deep within my heart

that cannot be explained.

It wakes me in the middle of the night

and write these lines —

a kind of fishing in a great sea | cannot find by day.

This escapade is not the search for something new.
It is not the need to find —

more it is the being moved,

my being pulled by an unseen moon,

how small birds when days get cold make their way
across dark skies to the place where they were born,

how a feather falls to earth

and a child finding it looks up,

why dogs pace back and forth before a door
as their master turns for home.

Ah, this restlessness, this thirst, this ache,
this silent undertow inside

that takes me back to the hidden spring
where lions come to drink

and snakes,

why birds sing when they are all alone
and the long ride home on an empty train

often feels like an arrival.

LISTEN: This Thirst

10


https://www.facebook.com/mditkoff/videos/953760185780733/?notif_id=1730037890356997&notif_t=feedback_reaction_generic&ref=notif

When You Walk into the Room

When you walk into the room

all the poets feel a sudden urge to praise,
dancers want to move,

singers ache to raise their voices high

for all those times they

foolishly chose silence instead.

This impulse to express,

this surging forward into form
is absolutely involuntary,
tidal, primal, and pure.

The poet’s fingers twitch,

the dancer moves inside her shoes,
already receiving roses from

the grateful choreographer of her heart.
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An Ode to Self-Improvement

If you are trying to improve yourself,

please take a moment to consider the possibility
that the self you are trying to improve

either does not exist

or is totally self-invented

and what you are really trying to do

is improve your persona,

the wind-up doll of yourself that you have conjured up
to make your way forward in the world,

an understandable past time, indeed,

but not the real purpose of life.

And, just to make matters even more interesting,
who is it that’s trying?

Upon what ground is that person standing

and why are they trying so hard?

Is there really something wrong with you?
And, if so, who is judging whom?

Maybe that's the self that needs to be improved.

Just for the moment consider the possibility
that life is not a matter of self-improvement.
Maybe it's more a matter of knowing yourself.

Perhaps once this so-called self is known,

there will be no more need for self-improvement.

Wouldn't that be interesting?

Imagine what you could do with all that extra time!

Think about what a big, beautiful space would open up for you --
kind of like one of those fields Rumi liked to wander in.

With all that newly found time in your life

maybe you could take up gardening

or learn to play the piano,
or maybe you could just make someone a cup of tea.
Like yourself, for example.
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What | Have Understood

What | have understood a baby already knows,
so do lunatics, lovers, and monks.

We are all born radiant, holy, and divine,
Buddhas of the great beyond,

then slowly with almost no warning,

we enter the Great Amnesia,

a lifetime spent looking for a key we never lost
to open a lock that was never closed

to open a door that does not exist.

Wardens to ourselves, we rattle our cage,
complain about the food
and count the days until we are free,

while in the very next room —

a flamenco dancer poised at the entrance —
the most outrageous party is going on,
everyone laughing and singing

and rising as they move across the floor
like endless bubbles

from a newly opened bottle of champagne.
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Candles

Where | live,

just a few blocks from the river

and a stone's throw from the post office,
there are many candles scattered about,

on tables and shelves, in drawers and bags,
tall ones that are not supposed to drip, but do,
thick, long-lasting ones that | bought on sale
whose wicks break off

or double back into the wax,

and then, of course,
there are the tea lights, many to the bag,
those small circular blasts of radiance.

All of the above are in my home

for what it seems will likely be the final chapter of my life,
the so-called golden years,

the time when the end is near or soon to be,

Amen.

| have been noticing,

these slow, leaf-changing days of autumn,

that | too rarely light the candles in my home,
assuming they are only for special occasions,

a holiday, perhaps,

or the times when | invite a friend or two for dinner,

flowers arranged,
wine poured,

Pachebel or Bill Evans taking us deeper
into the place where nothing needs to be said.

It makes no sense, no sense at all,
me waiting for some other time,
God looking through my eyes

and singing "Let there be light."
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This is the moment! This is my Sabbath!
This is the day of celebration!

All my guests are here, disguised as empty space,
as | reach for the book of matches on the shelf
and read the book of life

before the flame had begun to flicker.

15



May | Stay Here Forever

May | stay here forever

in this perfect place of peace with you —

the sacred space between in breath and out,
the final coming home,

timeless moment before the need

for anything has risen,

Buddha enjoying his late afternoon nap

with no one around to extract any meaning from it.

First, there is a breath,
and then there is a second.

This is how | begin my long walk with you
by the water’s edge,

cool white sand beneath both our feet.

LISTEN: May | Stay Here Forever
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Watercolor

Today, | wrote the most beautiful poem in the world,
something so pure | wouldn’t mind dying —

the perfect song of praise

hewn from the dark forest of my secret heart.

Not a wasted word it was,

rhythmic, elegant and holy,

poetry for the ages,

why sages dance,

timeless in its pauses

with a long white beard and a thousand Santa Clauses
ringing their bells for love.

Yes, | wrote this poem today

or rather it wrote me,

flooding onto a singular white page,

which | amazed at having said it all

and having signed my name,

left for a moment on my favorite chair

beneath a tree in the garden of delight,

then turned again inside and took my leave

to celebrate the unexpected visitation of my muse
by listening to Mozart in the living room.

| did not hear the rain,

not a single drop.

It was only later, after dinner,

| discovered the many ways

ink drips down a white page

in a sudden summer shower.

| could see, | think, small patches of blue,
a cloud, a flower, a silhouette,
perhaps a word or two,

my perfect poem now watercolor,
the many colors of my love for you.

LISTEN: Watercolor
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There Is a Fabulous Underground Club

There is a fabulous underground club
not far from you

where all the ecstatic musicians
since the beginning of time

are playing, eyes on fire.

They speak a thousand different languages,
but understand each other completely,
having endured long winters,

several times a day,

with no one near enough

to listen or bring them tea.

None of this matters now.

Here in this cave of pure delight,

calling on muses spinning in great circles,
they are free,

holding a high note together,

in perfect harmony,

like the hand of God.
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The One for Whom You Create

Poets, lose your pens,

painters, toss your brushes in the sea,
musicians, give your instruments away,
then go for a long walk.

When you're done,
keep walking,
notice the beauty all around you.

Do not try to remember a thing.
Breathe.

This holy moment is your poetry,
your art, your song.

Do not concern yourself with giving it form.

The one for whom you create
deeply loves what you just didn't do.
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Here's the Problem with Reading Rumi

Here's the problem with reading Rumi:

there's a good chance you will never come back,

which might of course be fine for you, oh seeker of light,
but what about the person

you are most committed to here on planet earth?
Won't they feel abandoned,

you having disappeared without a trace,

your body now a shadow,

your heart having exploded into a thousand pieces,
each one a seed about to populate another world?

What about that person,

the one you share your hopes and dreams with,

the one who holds you late at night?

If this is what concerns you, my friend,

simply tell your partner this:

Oh my dearest darling, if only | knew who | was,

| would sing to you all day and all night,

which is why, you see, | read Rumi, the pied piper of my soul,

You and I, my precious one, are far more than just a couple,
we are couplets in a greater poem,

each one a moving line with its own rhythm

and internal rhyme,

expressions of the ancient quest for love

now made greater by each other,

why | come home to you at night,

why you come home to me,

why | must forgive myself daily for forgetting

just how divine you are, sweet bee to the honey of my life,
the endless sky | soar deeper into,

stretching my wings beyond what | know,

and it's all Rumi's fault.

Blame him!

| had nothing to do with it. Nothing!

LISTEN: Here’s the Problem with Reading Rumi
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Broom

The kitchen is dirty,

there is dust

between the floorboards,
the harder | sweep,

the more bristles break off,
dust flies and settles again.
Coughing,

| have swept up the broom.
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The Seed Once Sown, The Rune

| talk too much, too loud, too soon,

like one who pulls a sword from stone

and speaks before the King has had his turn.

My words are ghosts of moments gone,

the poetry you want to hear is not my own,

but yours, the sacred sound long buried in your bones —
the seed once sown, the rune,

something born within you to be told.

This is what you want to hear,

the perfect eloquence of one upon the throne,
whose prayer, these words, are heard

before a single word is said.

Live there! Breathe deep! Fly!

Free yourself and if the angels die,

know you’ll be dancing in the air.

That’s the poetry you want to hear!

What you really want is this:

the lyrical flood of fullness within,

the drowning in bliss,

the letting down, like mother’s milk,

of all there ever is —

the place where all the poets you have ever loved
are riding homeward on a train, alone,

looking out a window on a perfect summer day.

What they see is only their reflection
and just beyond it all golden fields of hay.

Somewhere in between them both their breathing slows,
they close their eyes and pause,

clear they never have to write again or think.

This is the poetry you long to hear,

when all the poets turn for home

and all their blood has turned to ink.



Pavarotti and |

Luciano Pavarotti just walked into my kitchen,
he is crying,

not for all those arias that made their way through him
when he was a much younger man,

but for the ones he never wrote,

the joy of a thousand composers still unborn.

He asks me if | have a clove of garlic,
which | am glad to say | do and toss it to him,
amazed at how large a man he is.

He finds the knife, himself,

humming as he makes his way across the room

and begins chopping, slowly at first

and then with great abandon,

almost as if the 10 million people for whom he has performed
were all in the room with us, which they are,

hearts bursting like unpicked pomegranates beneath a Tuscan sun.

Pavarotti, | am happy to say, keeps on chopping,
even when | think for the third time

the pieces are small enough for the sauce

he won't begin to make

until my neighbors are asleep.

We ate well that night, Luciano and |,
we laughed and talked and drank a lot of wine.

He told me a story about the time

he was way too drunk to sing
in a country he couldn't quite remember.
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Sitting on a Bench by the River at Dusk

| am sitting on a bench by the river at dusk
like millions of people have done before me
and millions will do again when | am gone.

The river, flowing as it likes to do,

will never read this poem,

though it does offer a shimmering surface
for people in boats to float by.

These people will also never read this poem
and that is just fine with me.

| am not writing this poem for them,

| am writing this poem for you,

though there is an excellent chance

you and | have never met, held each other, or kissed
which is also fine with me, both of us

already having a lot of wonderful people in our lives —
more people than rivers | might add,

including the old man we pass on the street

once or twice each week and smile.

even though we do not know his name.

| like sitting by the river watching the ducks
and the way the color of the water
changes darkly as the sun goes down.

| like watching the large grey house
on the other side of the river,
the one with two big maple trees

and God knows how many families have lived there before

and how the gutters are holding up.
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Look, to my right!

Here comes a young couple holding hands!

They sit down on the bench next to mine

and talk about something, though | cannot tell you exactly what.

Her dress is white.
Two seagulls make their way across the sky.
The clouds are also white.

Just a few inches in front of me
a swarm of gnats are dancing.

Not one of them leaves formation to bother or bite me.
They make no sound,

not like tonight's last motorboat

heading up-river,

not like the silence ringing in my ears

like the pauses in a symphony

| will never write.
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It's All Foreplay

It's all foreplay,

everything you do,

each glance, each breath,
the way you turn your head
and walk across a room,
every flower planted,
picked or twirled,

every pirouette.

It's all foreplay,
every single thing,

the way you pause,
and check the time,
the way you don’t
the way you sing,

unsure if the perfume
through your bedroom window
was really meant for you,

the way you close your eyes,

the way you breathe.

the oh so slow anticipation

that precedes absolutely everything you do,

watching wisps of incense
disappear into a night

no one wants to end,

the touch of a hand,

the thought of a rose,

the way you reach for something you don't want to lose.

LISTEN: It’s All Foreplay
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How To Listen to the Beloved

First of all,

give up everything you know
about listening —

it has nothing to do with your ears.
That kind of listening

will take you only so far.

If you really want to hear,
you will need to leave your ears at the door
and while you're at it, your head.

Then take a seat,

breathe deep,

let go and become,

if you can,

a flower opening to the sun.
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Create!

A star exploded deep within you years ago

and still the light has not yet reached your eyes,
not yet turned the night to day

for birds to leave their nests

or monks their caves to play.

Blind to your own infusion

you insist there is nothing to see,

nothing to celebrate your reasonless being for,
and yet you feel it,

you quake,

you quiver to begin.

An unseen trembling turns your head,
the way you stand, the wind,
the ground beneath your feet.

You think the shock of this bodily remembrance is fear
and do not sing,

do not burst into song

do not wring the beauty of the sound

long buried in your bones.

You stop and throw a stone, half hoping it will come back to you,
and wait —

as if there was time,

wait like a beggar ashamed to ask for a bowl to beg with.

How can this be?

The sky is bluer than the eyes of your own mother
on the day she first beheld you

and still you cast your gaze down.

Don’t you remember?
You were made in the image of God!
The Creator!

The one who creates river, eagle, ladybug, leaf.
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If anyone else gave you the moon, you’d call him a thief
or worse, refuse to look.

Give up the notion of stealing from God.
The only crime here is to hoard.

Prometheus?
Only bored of chilly nights
with no flame to write his poetry by.
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Plum Tree

Today, | imagined everything | owned
had reduced itself

down to a singular plum tree —

the kind an 85-year-old Japanese poet,
sipping sake,

likes to tend at the end of the day.

This plum tree,

this solitary plum tree,

had suddenly become the still, ripe center of my life —
the axis around which all my desires dissolve,

stunned as | am,
purple fruit everywhere.
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Walter

You don’t know Walter and | barely do,

for the past year or so he has been

hanging out down the street from where | live,
usually in front of the bodega,

though sometimes it was the used bookstore
or coffee shop.

In the beginning, when | approached,

Walter would ask for a dollar which | gladly gave him,
him obviously needing the money more than | did.
Then he started asking for two.

“Inflation Walter?,” | would ask.

Then he would laugh, giving me a fist bump

as | gave him two singles.

After the tenth time | passed Walter

it dawned on me that what he really wanted

was someone to talk to.

That’s it. Someone to talk to.

Asking for money was the only way he knew to break the ice.

That’s when Walter and | began our series of conversations:
About his diabetes,

about his meds,

about his ex-girlfriend who committed suicide 15 years ago.

Sometimes Walter and | would hug each other
before either of us said a word,

sometimes we would laugh for no reason at all.

| think it is likely that Walter was the first person
| spoke to on any given day,

and | was the first person for him.

Then, with no warning, his case worker told him

he was being moved from his low-rent housing situation
to a place much further away

Walter tried to explain the reason to me.
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but somewhere between his limited understanding and mine,
none of it made any sense.

Apparently, his new place is within walking distance,
though Walter figures it will take him 45 minutes

to get to the center of town where the two of us usually meet.

| haven’t seen Walter in six months.
| miss him.
Have you seen Walter?
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Scrolling

So, there | am scrolling through my long list of Facebook friends
when | see the name of somebody | know who died last year.

It's not like they were my best friend,

they weren't,

but they were a good person,

someone whose company | very much enjoyed,
someone | laughed with and listened to,
someone whose stories moved me,

not to mention all their uncried tears.

Their name is staring at me now

from the cold screen of a smart phone,

but they are gone,

gone their smile,

gone the scar just above their left eye,

gone the way they turned their head just before they talked.

I am not scrolling now,
| am just staring at their name.

Five people further down

| see the name of another friend of mine
no longer here to check their inbox

or send me a joke.

| pause,

| take a breath or two,
then | scroll again.
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Rilke's Late Night Violin Music

Rainer Maria Rilke, the genius German poet,
who translated God in ways

no scripture ever could,

once wondered why every time he walked
beneath a high window

(out of which violin music could be heard)
he thought it promised him a future lover.

| do not know. All | know is this:

When | die, | want to meet this man,
standing as | imagine he will be

just beyond the gathering of my long-gone
relatives waiting to meet me.

| don’t think he will be saying much,

just looking in my direction, his dark eyes singing,
his body at ease, just having released

a thousand poems he never needed to write,

the lips of his high-windowed lovers still unkissed,
summoned as they were by violins to embrace him
far beyond the body’s few pleasures.

Rilke will not be looking up.

remembering as he was from a few years ago

that beautiful young couple crossing the street before him,
laughing, holding hands, but not his glance.

always reserved, it seemed, for somebody else.

But if you dared to ask, “For whom?”

he would fumble for his pen,

reach inside the quiet pocket of his favorite coat
and find the old notebook he always kept there
for precisely moments like this.
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The Real Marriage

Today, my own best man, alone in my room,

| am going to marry myself,

love who | am until death do me part,
embracing what exists at the core of my being,

knowing, as | do, that my soul mate lives inside me,
closer than my own breath,

muse of my muse and has always been with me,
even when | was not,

whole until itself, radiant, free,
snuggling in its wrinkled pajamas with infinity.

This marriage of myself,
this loving the love that loves
is not a rejection of the world,

nor is it a denial of the passionate glory of loving another.

It is, quite simply,
the recognition that who and what | am
were made for each other a long time ago,

best friends, lovers,

the pauses in this poem,

not so much holding hands,

but being held in the massive arms
of the nameless One

who animates us all.
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Frost on a Window

Poetry:

frost on a window
just before it snows.
Looking through it
changes everything
you see.
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The Slightly Overweight Museum Security Guard

He stands there barely,

a kind of slow-moving piece of performance art
just a bit off stage,

not completely understanding

the apparently fabulous shapes

in the next room

recently described in The New York Times,
though he is, indeed, dressed for the part.

His hands, lightly clenched behind his back,
hold no brushes, no paint, no cloth.

His eyes, unsure of much

here in this large white room,

stare off into somebody else’s distance

while the rest of him,

curious for the moment,

wonders if the tuna fish sandwich
his wife packed for lunch today,
will be quite enough.

Now he is leaning up against the wall,
now he is not,

now he is not leaning up against the wall,
now he is.
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| Have a Geranium

| have a geranium

or maybe it has me,

sitting there as it does

at the far end of my kitchen table
like a Buddha,

its tight buds

just beginning to open

and completely indifferent

to whether or not

| am in the room.
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The Impulse To Listen

Beethoven,

the first time he realized he was deaf
still listened,

what he heard was far beyond sound,

more like the place where sound originates.

You can call it music if you like,

but the real symphony is playing
inside the impulse to listen

even when there is nothing to hear
and no one on stage

to applaud for.
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Jazz Men

There’s a billion jazz men in my blood
blowing their horns for love.

They’ve been out on the street too long

to wonder what the hell is going on,

for in their freedom,

in their utmost respect for recklessness
they know that life is but a high note

held above the head for anyone who listens.

Happy to be playing on a night

when others less fortunate than them

are recovering from day jobs,

these jazz boppers restore all integrity

to the underground club that is my body

here in this nether world of friends and future lovers.

| sing with them!

| dance!

| tap my soul to the beat of their incessant drumming!
And though they do not need to look at me, they smile.

What | see | cannot say,
nor can this this midnight review redeem the essence

of what it is these billion molecules of madness in human form demand.

This is the form of God before your eyes!

This is the moment of majesty!

Die now and find what wakes the sleeping beauty of your bones.
Die now and live!

Jazz men, play your horns and drums,

pound those keys so the vague interrupters of eternity
can finally get up and dance and

forget themselves once and for all.
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Jazz men, play yourselves —
wind through the leaves, water over stones,
echoes off white bones.

Hey, you God-intoxicated bluesmen of the space
between day and night, | love your song,
your scream for no one in particular.
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The Season of Perpetual Birth

There are times | simply cannot help but sing
in this the season of perpetual birth

where even stones are blooming and

roots grow deeper,

winding through darkness and fire.

I’m drunk again on air alone,

monkey at the end of my Lord’s string,

child whose heart, helium-filled, is released,
soaring past wires and clouds.

Suddenly my skin’s too small!

It does not fit!

My blood has turned to coffee

and | haven’t touched a drop,

the world’s become my waitress,

but there’s nothing else | want

and so | call her over, granting freedom to order
whatever she wants

here in this fantastically fluorescent night of arrival.

Let a million moths die in the light of our eyes!

Let a billion caterpillars molt in our shoes!

We got the beat! We got the beat!

And the much-talked-about path is only the street
that brought us all here,

here to the world as saloon in a studio town
where God is endlessly shooting glances at me,
singing “Dance! Dance!”

Leaping, | fly from my chair,

pull trees from the ground,

breathe, breathe,

breathe from my toes

until this whole life becomes pure inspiration.

42



| Live Next to the Post Office

| live next to the post office

in a one-bedroom apartment

just three blocks from where Mike Tyson

trained to become the heavyweight champion of the world.

If I turn right and walk to the end of the street,
| end up at my favorite cafe

where | drink coffee and write.

If I turn left, | end up at the river.

There | sit on a park bench and do nothing.

Children and dogs walk by,

ducks quack,

and the ripples of the river, ever so slightly,
rise and fall.
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Milkweed

Have you ever seen a puff of milkweed floating by
on your way to somewhere or other?

Lighter than air it seems to be,

imported from dream. It catches your eye

and you, for the moment, completely forget
where you are going and where you have been.

You lean forward and reach,

wanting only to hold the milkweed in your hand,

but as you do (and have done so many times before),
the wind of your reaching

pushes it further away.

More reaching does not help,
nor does doing nothing.

And then, somehow, someway, somewhere,
the rising tide of your own breath

finds a way to move your hand in space,
exactly where the milkweed

is just about to go.
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Two Kinds of Poetry

Some poems

are little more than thoughts,

the kind of packaging you might
find around your house

after a quick visit to the mall

where lots of things you didn't need
you bought.

Then there are poems that sanctify
the celebration of pure feeling,
what lovers experience

on a lazy day

after a long, slow embrace

finding themselves

wordless, stunned,

and dancing on the ceiling.
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Beneath the Tree

This is a piece of paper,

it used to be a tree,

birds lived in its branches and sang,

in the winter it stood naked, just like you and me.

If I had known you then

before we both had lives we called our own,
| would have kissed you more than once
beneath its cool September shade.

| would have read you poetry,

the songs of saints who longed for God

and nights when darkness was the sword
they carried by their side.

Small deer would come and stare at you,
wondering in their strange and silent way
how you became so much like them,
living in the city as you did.

You’d turn to me and smile,

half here and somewhere else,

heart about to open

like the mouth of one whose mother’s breast was near.

I’d suckle you, but don’t know how,

feed you berries cooled in snow,

wipe the sadness from your brow

and just when you were thinking it was time to go,
take your hand and hold it,

proof that even if we had to die,

the time we loved was all we ever had to know.

Your heart,

(the place no man had been, the prayer you are,
your Master’s twin), would fly

and | would meet you there beneath that tree
drunk with love and majesty,



Unsure of who | was

or what you were about to feel,

you’d pull your knees against your chest,

lean further back against the trunk,

moving as you always were towards roots
and the mystery that called to you

just beyond the man now child at your breast.

I’d want to tell you everything,

the ache, the need, the quaking God within my bones
that like a sudden thunderstorm from Mars

releases me from all my loneliness and pain.

What shall | do with my hands here?
Touch you? Pray?

Pluck something from the sky

that you might finally recognize the feeling
most men hide from you

in fear they’d never love again?

Could you take it — my looking at you,

the adoration that moved me to hold you in the first place?

Would you look the other way

or wish I’d leave so neither you nor |
were left to interrupt eternity,

the refuge of a perfect life

beneath this perfect tree?

I’d do my best to take my cue

and look beyond your eyes,

but finding nowhere in this world to rest my gaze,
I’d circle back again

beneath the shade of my eternal longing.

The rest?

A masquerade, pure escape,

a pilgrimage away from you,

the one in human form who called me here
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and wasn’t sure

and isn’t clear and doesn’t know

and cannot say what both of us long ago
completely understood.

Was there a nest above our heads?

A cloud? The moon?

Was the light reflected in that lover’s sphere
once stolen from the sun?

| take your hand,
| kiss your lips,
| hold you and am gone.

And then?
A small deer speaks, your Master grins,
the dance of love begins again.
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The Holiest of Prayers

Standing on the edge

of this moment’s infinity,
aware of only the fact
that | have yet to learn

a single thing about love,
| give up once again

and turn myself in

to the invisible police

of men gone missing,
not quite sure

if I have been kidnapped
or escaped.

Maybe this is why

| bring you tea tonight,
in silence,

the holiest of prayers
no one will ever hear.
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A Six-Pack of Kabir
#1

There is something that cannot be said

and | am not saying it.

If | try to whisper it into your ear,

please slap me,

| really have no idea what I'm talking about.

#2

| once wrote a poem no one read.

No one read it because | wrote it on a leaf
and sailed it down a river.

How | got there is a total mystery to me.
All | know is this:

somewhere a fish is eating my words.

#3

| just drank a six-pack of Kabir,

perfectly chilled it was, no glass needed.

| drank straight from the bottle like a baby.

I’'m told the bottles will be recycled --

that they're worth something,

but | don't believe it.

Why should I?

After drinking Kabir tonight there's nothing left to believe.
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What Singes Must Sing

Do not interrupt eternity, my friend,
leave no footprints for others seeking paths,
the veins on the back of your hands
make no sense whatsoever,

why are you trying to figure them out?
Life isn’t fleeting, nor is it slow,

your mind is.

Stop flinging prayers at God

like sparks from a fire tended too long
in fear the flame will die.

What singes must sing,

shrivel and plunge

unhindered into the fire.
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Here Comes Another Motorboat

It is Sunday.

| am sitting here

on a wooden bench

watching the ripples of the river
and some rocks and trees.

The sun, 93 million miles behind me,

is making it easy to see my own shadow on the path
between the river and my hands

as well as the movement of my pen on the notebook,
fishing for something to say.

A motorboat goes by,
but none of the clouds overhead.

Somewhere on this earth
someone is taking their last breath
and someone is taking their first,
someone is getting married

and someone is getting divorced,
someone is making a fortune

and someone is losing theirs.

This is the way of the world:
now you see it, now you don’t.

Here comes another motorboat.
There are two people in it waving at me.

It is moving much more slowly
than the other one only minutes ago.
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There Is an Infinite Amount of Poetry

There is an infinite amount of poetry
in each and every drop,

an infinite always-being-written book of psalms
in each and every breath.

There is milk and honey everywhere,
milkmaids, magic, and gypsies

who steal your heart,

then give it back

ten thousand times infused

with secrets

that take far more than a full moon
and a lifetime to decipher.
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Letting It All Down

There are women in the world with long hair

who like to put it up, twirl it and stack it and swirl it
high on top of their heads, clamped and clipped,

held sometimes in place with long sticks or pins

or multi-colored bands that come five to a pack,

or maybe on a Sunday afternoon just a simple red scarf.

It takes many shapes, their hair,

a bun tightly wound and worn just before a formal affair,
perhaps a concert in the drawing room

or on a more casual day

a kind of waterfall splashing just for fun,

strands of silky hair going this way and that.

The reasons, if you can call them that, are many,
perhaps it is a summer day

and the back of their neck is way too hot

or maybe it's simply time for a new look,

a subtle shift of personality,

here in this world where time is passing.

| really don't know,

and yet, without a doubt, there is a moment
amidst all the changes in the grand opera of life
when the woman lets down her hair,

letting it fall to the place it can fall no further from,
nothing propping it up, nothing holding it in place,
no style except the one she was born with,

wind playing with each strand

or, if the air just happens to be still (as we all long to be),
simply laying there, at rest,

done with everything,

nothing on her list.

54



Prisoner of Love

| am a prisoner of love,
completely captive,

bird whose wings wish only
to fan the face of his Beloved.
What need have | to fly?
Where in this world can | go?

Bound with the invisible thread of devotion,
| pace my inner courtyard,

rave silently beneath a local moon

and wait for your return.

To call this a jail is a lie

when all | want to do is

crawl further in,

dig my tunnel deeper to the one
forever guarding me.

A prisoner of love! Yes! That’s what | am!

Howling at the half moon,
screaming for the full,

| turn myself in,

keep turning myself in and in and in

to the only one worth being alone and in love with.

Why dream of other times and places
when God himself is knocking on your door?
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The Great Mystery

Here is the great mystery:

my thirst is quenched

as much by my longing

to have it quenched

as it is by the waters to come.
Tell me, oh digger of the well,
which do | drink first?
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Unmade Bed

Throughout history and even last Thursday,
some very wise people

have asked some very wise questions.

"Is there a God?" for example,

and "How did the universe begin?"
and "What is the sound of one hand clapping?"
just to name a few.

Early this morning, just after my first cup of coffee,
| asked another:
"Why make my bed?"

| mean, really, why?

After all, I'm just going to get back into it tonight,
I'm not married, so my wife certainly won't mind,
no friends will be coming over later for dinner,

so they won't think | don't care enough about them

not to make my bed,
and besides, there are a lot of unmade things in my life —
my mind, for example.

In fact, when it comes right down to it, | don't always know
what I'm going to do next

and sometimes | do nothing
which is not always such a bad thing.

My plans for next week don’t yet exist,

and a lot of my poetry, with its rumpled sheets,
blankets and pillows going this way and that,

is not always in place.

And hey, didn't the universe begin out of chaos
with all those swirling nebulae not yet fully formed.
So why should | always make my bed, eh?



Come to think of it, | like the way | feel
when | walk right by it, wondering if it’s OK

for me to go an entire day without making my bed.

| like the feeling of swirling nebulae inside me,
me making my way to the living room

or maybe my nearest cafe.

But please, | beg you, don't get me wrong,
my sheets are clean, they really are,

| washed them just last week

and the sunlight

newly entering my half-opened window
somehow manages to find its way
past the curtains to my bed.
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Centrifugal

| want to get centrifugal with you,

spin to the edges

of the outermost orbit of who you are

and there open a small café with no name —
muffins rising,

the most comfortable chair in the place
always empty, always ready

for whoever the next person is

to walk through the door.

Music is the language there.

When something needs to be said,
the person closest to the piano,

plays.
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Off the Coast of Love

My wife tells me

| should pay more attention to details,
the house, the car, the lawn,
there’s a thousand things by sunset
that need to be done.

She’s right, of course,

it’s true.

If only | wasn’t floating

three feet off the ground today
caught in the updraft

of a single gaze from you,

spinning like a thousand cyclones,
off the coast of love.
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Golden Nomad of Ecstasy

Alone beneath a full moon once again,

| gather together all | can give:

milkweed, tears, a bouquet of cold fingers

and the awful silence between too many promises.

Everything else is a dream —
a glove dropped and awaiting your warm hand.

Won't you break this bubble of unknowing?
Won’t you end this masquerade?

If you don’t come and claim me, Lord,

from this fantasy of loving you

what in the world will happen to me?

Will | wander forever in this unwritten scripture
like some parable of faithfulness,

seeing you in others’ eyes, but never in your own?
Will I live? Will | die?

Shall I ride the undertow inside me

back to the shell of our first meeting?

My heart was a desert then, my body a stone,
but you, golden nomad of ecstasy,

you burned the world away in a glance,
spoke to me like thunder and turned

my beggarless wandering into pure dance.

Today, slightly confused and needing a mother,
| find myself leaping —

leaping from earth to sun and back again,

not in search of you, no,

because of you.

61



Sometimes Late at Night

Sometimes late at night

when | am sitting,

pen like fishing rod in hand,

| feel a prehistoric pull

deep beneath the dark waters of my heart.

Something from the bottom of the ocean floor ascends
and rises in my blood to gulp the morning air

and stand.

| have hooked it, this deep diver of my soul,

or rather, it’s hooked me,

its eyes or arms or scales still unseen

as the undertow of this strange casting

pulls me further out to sea.

| cannot let it go, | cannot reel it in,

this mystery guest,

half boot, half treasure chest,

half many-headed creature from a dream.

| close my eyes,

stare deeper into its dark home,

past froth and wave, past sudden foam
to free this creature of my soul.

| am not the one who brings this creature in,

though | feel the pull and watch it move upon the deck,
first ray of morning light

illuminating the now familiar outlines of its form.
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This Longing, This Ache

This longing, this ache,

this pulsing of the deepest part of who you are
is the reason why you’re here.

Do not confuse it with desire,

desire is wanting what you don’t have,

longing is wanting what you do.
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Rumi and Kabir Bowling

| have been to the place where Rumi and Kabir
are bowling all night long.

They are rolling perfectly round balls

down a perfectly polished alleyway,

laughing at the sound of the pins

falling down again and again and again.

Every time they bowl a strike even when they miss,
which is often,

their aim wandering in fabulously random ways
around this grand interior space.

Rumi orders a shot of Red Eye, Kabir a Bud Lite,
their clinking of glasses

some kind of esoteric temple bell ritual

neither of them understand.

They keep drinking and laughing and drinking again,
knocking back the elixir of their late-night bowling life
and muttering under their barely moving breath

about the strangers outside

returning from yet another night shift.

Rumi opens his mouth to speak, but nothing comes out,
Kabir, long beard flecked with foam, orders a second
and then a third as if the world was on fire.

Rumi looks over his left shoulder,

more pins fall down, leaving a perfect 7-11 split.
Kabir, knowing he never has to write another poem
to prove himself whole,

leaps from his chair

and hurls himself down perfectly polished alley,
arms outstretched, moving at the speed of lite
beer.

Bang! Both pins fall down,
like cedars in Lebanon,

64



like Adam from grace,

like trees in a forest with no one near enough
to know if anything has happened or not,

no one except Red Eye Rumi,

now swiveling in his chair like a madman

and pointing at the door.

A small man, in a starched white uniform, enters,
many keys hanging from his belt.

'II

“Hey, you two! What are you doing here? This place is closed

Rumi smiles, tilts his head back
and speaks into his glass, now megaphone for the moment.

“I beg to differ, my good man.

This place is not closed. It is open!

If it were closed, we would not be here.

Open it is! Wide open!

Like the Red Sea,

like a window on a summer night,

like the eyes of a young man upon seeing the most
beautiful woman in the world walk across the room,
her body the perfect mix of spirit and flesh.

Open, | say, like a book, like the sky,

like the heart of one not yet disappointed in the ways of human love.

Go about your business, friend,
and leave us here, two happy hieroglyphs of love.”

“We have a perfect game on Lane 23!”
intones a disembodied voice over the PA system,
“A perfect game!”

Rumi and Kabir pull over another chair,

pour another drink

and beckon to the man in the starched white uniform,
many keys dangling from his belt.

“Good friend, come closer, come drink with us, come now,
the night is still young!”
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After Listening to You

After listening to you,

I’'m moving much differently today,

more like the wind than one on his way,
more like the river with nothing to say,
more like the prayer than needing to pray.

How this transformation happens is a mystery to me,
| do nothing, but have everything, | work and | play,
sitting alone in the room of myself, a newly crowned king.

My heart is a milkweed and you are the breeze,

me standing taller now that I’'m down on my knees,
receiver of a fortune | never knew was mine —

one that's been waiting for me since the beginning of time,
You see (and you do),

| have nothing to measure and nothing to measure it with
here in this place of pure being,

breathing pure pleasure.

Can it really be this simple? Can it really be

that after all these years of searching for the holy grail
the holy grail is me?

Maybe that's why babies smile and old monks laugh,
maybe that's why the two of us are one,

you my better half.

Some people get this on their death bed,

some by almost dying, some know it from their birth,
some get lost in trying.

How simple life is!

There is no bell to ring, nowhere to go,

nothing to bring, no seed to sow.

The flag is not moving, nor is the wind

here in this place where a thousand grateful angels
find themselves dancing on the head of a pin.

LISTEN: After Listening to You v.1
LISTEN: After Listening to You v.2
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My Uber Driver

My Uber driver, | just found out,

sings in a Mexican rock band,

80's covers, Spanish only,

that's why he asks me to sit in the front seat with him today.

If I sit in the back, he explains,

the state police will impound his grey Toyota

and he will never get to gig again.

They will keep his car for two months behind a barbed wire fence
next to a field where many dogs bark.

35,000 pesos it will cost him if he ever wants to see

his vehiculo again.

As it turns out, the regional governor
owns the local taxi company —
100 shiny green and white cabs.

That's why the state police, in leather boots,
stop Uber drivers in my little town,
but only if their passengers are sitting in the back seat.

Not today, however.
Today, | am sitting in the front seat with Edmundo
like his best friend.
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The Falcon and the Falconer

| am the falcon,

you are the falconer,

always | am coming back to you,

my soaring skyward just a strategy

to gather speed for my ultimate return.

How you have trained me is a mystery —

the way you’ve tamed my restless heart.

It is not with fear; | do not fear you,

it is not with food,

there is prey enough for me everywhere | fly.

More it is the way you offer me your arm,

a place to land, a second skin,

scented with the wild musk of one who waits for me,
what | would be if | would be a man.

It is a wonderful game the two of us play —
this coming and going, this circular ballet.

Each time you loosen the loops around my legs
and signal me to fly, | remember

what it is to rise for the first time.

It is here | find my rest, my home.

Untethered, still | do not move,

needing only to be close to you, my Falconer.

It is this that beats my wings, releases me to sky,

rides the unseen currents of the air

and though | notice other things:

the tops of trees, a cloud, a nimble rabbit on the ground,
all I see is you, holding out your arm to me,

even as a thousand other falcons overhead,

each within your view, circle closer,

spiral down, descend,

yet still | know that | am next

and this is the perfect moment of my return.
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This Nothingness

There is nothing to do

and nowhere to go,

nothing to say

and no seed to sow.

This nothingness

is not the absence of anything,

nor is it the presence

of that which fills the space

upon realizing

that all of this is exactly as it should be.

If you must,

think of what I’'m saying

as an open window in a faraway house

that nobody owns.

What you see when you look through it

is yourself looking through it,

that’s all.

If you're lucky, you will feel a breeze

and notice a deep blue sky behind your head,
perhaps a bird or two.

Otherwise, there would be nothing to write about
and the emptiness you would feel,

out there, all alone,

would make you think

you were actually

missing something.
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| Pray at the Altar of Your Lips

| pray at the altar of your lips
and there, sip sweetness
from your breath,

inhale the perfume

of your hair,

enjoy the way

the evening air

subdues you once again.
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Cruisin’ with Rumi

On a bone-cold February afternoon,

23 miles from home in a rented car,

| listen to Rumi, 800 years gone from

praising everything that breathed,

my heart racing with him through towns with no name.

Lights are flashing everywhere, especially behind me,
not white like those that lit up Rumi’s eyes, no,

more like red, the kind that signal stop and oops

and maybe | should slow down and pull over.

Rumi on the 5 CD-changer is unconcerned,

his monologue of love making perfect sense

as | see a large man of the law approaching

and reach for my license,

not the poetic kind,

but the other one with the bad photo,

even as the uniformed man now standing tall by my door
beckons me to roll down my window

and announces, like a small-town accountant

wishing he was home for lunch with his wife,

my speed, which he informs me, was 20 over the limit,

Rumi still holding forth beneath an ancient Persian moon.

He has kind eyes,

my sudden companion in his well-pressed uniform,
kind eyes and a smile that speaks of long winters
keeping roads safe for travelers like me

who somehow must have missed the sign

about a mile back,

veiled as it was by that old willow tree

and the last few rays of light finding their way
past the steepest hill in town —

the one where all the kids go sledding,

kids, as far as | can tell,

who have never heard of Rumi,

the officer of the law or me.

71



The One for Whom It All Makes Sense

| have written a thousand poems for you
that have never left my room,

they fill the pages of notebooks

stacked high on a shelf

no one can reach.

Orphans they are, beggars
afraid they are not noble enough for the King,
would never make it past his guards.

| make a vain attempt

to dress them up,

disguise their ridiculous origins,
but still they smell bad.

Even so, there are times late at night

when they think I'm asleep,

| can almost hear them talking to each other,
conjuring ways to make it to your court.

Oh, the arguments they have! The brawls!
The lunatic moments of staking their ground.

Some of them actually believe

that all they need is a shower and a shave.
Others, unsure of who they are

or might have been,

insist on practicing, all night long,

their perfect way of greeting you.

Of course, there is much to be said

for these backroom bards,

these arm-wrestling vagrants from another world.
Indeed, if | was dead,

my slightly deaf biographer after paying his due respects
to my dear, sweet wife,



would borrow them just long enough
to search for pearls,

find the perfect turn of phrase,

the sudden storm of brilliance

even my harshest critics would have to praise.

He'd think of clever little titles for the tome,
describing in his mournfully halting way

the "man who left his muse too soon"

or some such thing

that might make you wonder

why | never gave these poems to you —

the one for whom it all makes sense
even when it doesn't.
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Disguised As Myself

Disguised as myself,

nowhere to go,

| look into the mirror

of your perfect radiance

and there disappear once again,
the mask | am gone,

the long journey done

breath the lover,

I've been looking for

all these many years.
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Arrive by Already Being There

Arrive by already being there,

go nowhere and reach your destination,
don’t travel light, be light!

If anyone asks you for directions,

don’t think about it too long,

what you say really doesn’t matter all that much,
your words will rarely take anyone anywhere,
even if you think you know the way.

Look!

Over there!

Off in the distance!

There’s a small boat on the river

and white clouds in the sky!
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There Is No Door

| could tell you that my Master
is the one who opened the door,
but that would be a lie,

there never was a door,

| was never on the other side —
we were always in this together,
my Beloved and I.

If you call the realization of this Oneness,

the opening of a door,

then | guess we have the beginning of a long poem here,
but since I’'m in a really good mood today,

I'll save you the trouble of hacking your way

through a love drunk’s excess of metaphors.

There is no door!
Never was, never will be.

The knocking you hear

is only the sound of your own heart beating.

The One for whom it beats has always been with you,
so what’s all this monkey business about a door?

LISTEN: There is No Door
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The Beautiful Sadness of Longing

There is a beautiful kind of sadness —

one most people think they shouldn’t feel,

that needs to be celebrated,

or if not celebrated, then at least welcomed

like the evening’s last beggar at your door.

This sadness is divine

the experience of what most people consider to be an absence,
but in reality

is the presence of the divine longing for the Beloved.

It would be easy to conclude

that this feeling is a disconnection from joy,

an unfortunate amnesia

that would make an easy target

for well-meaning givers of advice

to quote from their favorite scripture,

but | am not talking about this garden variety of sadness,

| am talking about another kind —

a holy melancholy that sculpts, deepens and refines from within.

Like the dusk that follows day, it is not devoid of light —
only another shade of light.

Yes, it is darker, but so what?

Isn’t it the darkness that allows the stars to shine?

When a human being is in the presence of their Beloved,
it is easy to feel joy.

Like leaving home in the middle of a storm
it is easy to get wet there.

But when the Beloved departs

(ah, the paradox, the late night debates,
does the Beloved ever depart?),

an uncomfortable feeling arises,

the moon is full, but you are empty,
thirsty for something to fill you again —
the only thing to drink a bucket of tears
and you cannot find the handle.
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Off in the distance you hear a cello.
Is it sad or beautiful?

Drawn by the music, you follow, feeling your way,
singing silent songs of praise
and wondering if what you hear

is the sound of your own voice or your name being called.

You know and have always known

that the Beloved has left behind the world as a gift,
but you do not want the gift.

You want the Giver.

LISTEN: The Beautiful Sadness of Longing
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Three Lines, But Not a Haiku

There is something
that is nothing,
and that is everything to me.

79



The One Who Teaches from Within

| want to tell you about my Master,

the one who teaches from within,

that like a heartbeat longing to be heard
becomes the twin | never knew | had.

Him! That one!

He is calling me,

not with music, that would be too easy,
but with longing — that’s his choir!

| cannot describe this man,

my words only exclude,

limit by defining.

Better simply to say “the one | love,”
answer to a prayer much too subtle
for anyone else to hear.

Him! That One! Keeper of the flame,
who | am, was, and will be

when there’s no one around to remember my name,

why you like candlelight,
want a child, dream —
the one with no other master plan but love.

| have met this man, or should | say, observed,
struck dumb by his simplicity

and the unspeakable glory of seeing

what these eyes first opened for.

LISTEN: The One Who Teaches from Within
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There is a Poem | Will One Day Write

There is a poem | will one day write (but this isn’t it),
that will describe without a wasted word

what my heart perfectly understood

the moment | first met you.

Like a still pond on a clear day,
you will be able to see your face in it,
and if you are thirsty, drink.

What you will see there

will amaze you, astound,

so much so, you may end up

removing all of the mirrors from your house
and singing all night long.

Yes, | know | am writing about poem that is not yet written,

but so what?
Don't people speak of a God they’ve never seen?

Trust me,

the poem | speak of is coming soon,
or if not soon, then later,

or if not later,

then | guess this poem will have to do.
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On Eating a Very Big Piece of Tiramisu

| am thinking about last night’s tiramisu
and how big a piece it was

and how insanely delicious and

how | told myself | would only eat half
and how it was large enough, it seemed,
to feed an entire army

and how it might have just

set a new Guinness World Record

for the biggest piece of tiramisu

ever served in a restaurant, anywhere.

It was at this precise moment in time

that | found myself looking up at the stars

in the middle of the night

on my way back from the bathroom to my tent

here in the Australian outback —

a land once inhabited by an indigenous people
whose name | cannot pronounce

and whose children probably knew

how to make long pieces of rope

from the leaves of massive trees that no longer exist.

Suddenly, the piece of tiramisu
| almost devoured all of last night
didn’t seem that big anymore.
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Reading Between the Lines

| just read this entire book of poetry
and was amazed to discover

that what | wanted to say

never actually made it to the page.

Odd.

| thought | had written it down,

| even have memories of it

late at night, alone in my room,

with only the moon

and a few wolves howling inside me,
but | couldn’t find it anywhere.

Gone. Completely gone.

Oh sure, there were lines,

but they were more like those you find in a bank,
lines that barely moved, filled with fidgeting people.

| think somebody must have stolen them
when | was out to lunch.

The good lines were definitely gone,
though | did manage to find a few
interesting spaces between the lines,
really good spaces, open spaces,
spaces that seemed as if

they were just about to be filled

with what | really wanted to say,

you know, the good stuff --

like the moment when your child,
thrilled you have finally returned home,
runs headlong into your arms.
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Free Is a Fundraiser

If you have received some value from “Free,” | invite you to make a donation to my favorite
charity, The Prem Rawat Foundation (TPRF) — a simple way to translate whatever inspiration
you may be feeling right now into some very practical results. The Prem Rawat Foundation
advances dignity, peace, and prosperity by addressing the fundamental human needs of food,
water, and peace. Based in the U.S., TPRF initiatives are funded by the generosity of donors
from over 50 countries. Guidestar and Charity Navigator give TPRF their highest rankings for
transparency, financial accountability and leadership. Donate here.

“Breathe-in experience, breathe-out poetry.” — Muriel Rukeyser
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My Poetry as Songs

These days | am experimenting with turning my poetry into songs. What follows are some
demos I've created with the help of an Al app (“Suno”). The music that accompanies my lyrics is

in the process of being upgraded by real, living, breathing musician friends of mine. When these
upgraded versions of the songs are ready, | will post them here.

Today is Where You Live

All You Need to Do is Breathe

Free

There is a Song | Will Sing One Day

The Only Thing You Need to Do is Be

Here’s the Problem with Reading Rumi

It’s All Foreplay

Watercolor

There is No Door

If You Only Knew

The One Who Teaches from Within

“I consider myself a poet first and a musician second. | live like a poet, and I’ll die like a poet.” — Bob Dylan
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https://suno.com/song/2bc90675-fbb6-4eed-ba2f-8a218546260e
https://suno.com/song/4ad2c406-da73-412b-ad39-af6831c2012a
https://suno.com/song/59e6703d-8778-48ba-bbdc-228073bd8276
https://suno.com/song/49d7c352-2e6d-4c23-a0d0-6634cbfee5ee

Request for Feedback

As with most things in life (including you and 1), this collection of poetry is a work-in-progress. In
time, | will make changes to it here and there — perhaps swap out some poems, add more
spoken word, videos, and songs, and tweak the graphics. | may even create a paperback book
version down the road.

If you have any feedback or suggestions for how | can evolve this PDF, I’'m all ears.

More specifically, what would you like to see in the next edition of “Free”? What changes do
you suggest | make? What additions? What ideas do you have for how another 100,000 people
can get access to this PDF? Or a million?

Thanks, in advance, for whatever feedback you might for me.

If you want to become a part of my ongoing “poetry tribe,” please let me know and I’ll get back
to you with some suggested next steps: mitch@thegiftofpoetry.com

“Poetry is a tyrannical discipline. You’ve got to go so far so fast in such a small space; you’ve got to burn
away all the peripherals.” — Sylvia Plath
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My Books, Blogs, Websites & Online Groups

Books

Unspoken Word: Love Longing & Letting Go

Storytelling for the Revolution

Storytelling at Work

Full Moon at Sunrise

Awake at the Wheel

Blogs

Medium

Unspoken Word

Storytelling at Work

Heart of the Matter

Heart of Innovation

Websites

The Gift of Poetry

Unspoken Word

Storytelling for the Revolution

Idea Champions

Mitch Ditkoff

Free The Genie

Face The Music

Facebook Groups

Unspoken Word (poetry)

On Being a Creator on Planet Earth

“Poetry is the liquid voice that can wear through stone.” — Adrienne Ric


https://www.amazon.com/Unspoken-Word-Love-Longing-Letting/dp/0996912258
https://www.amazon.com/Storytelling-Revolution-Ultimate-Uprising-Insight/dp/0996912223
https://www.amazon.com/Storytelling-Work-Moments-Reveal-Business/dp/0996912207
https://www.amazon.com/Full-Moon-Sunrise-Poetry-Heart/dp/0615737498
https://www.amazon.com/Awake-Wheel-Getting-Rolling-Uphill/dp/1600372953
https://mitchditkoff.medium.com/
https://www.ideachampions.com/poetry/
https://www.ideachampions.com/storytelling/
https://www.ideachampions.com/heart/
https://www.ideachampions.com/heartofinnovation/
https://thegiftofpoetry.com/
https://unspokenwordbook.com/
https://storytellingfortherevolution.com/
https://www.ideachampions.com/
https://www.mitchditkoff.com/
http://www.freethegenie.com/
https://www.facethemusicblues.com/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/5334027843333058
https://www.facebook.com/groups/379533035780304

For Your Reflection

“There are a lot of people in this world who live their lives hoping to be told where to paint.
They’re saying, ‘Give me squares | can paint in or wash with water. Just don’t ask me to
create something myself.” But we've been given the opportunity to express ourselves — to
paint beautiful pictures with the strengths that we have inside. Each new morning, we can
choose to be the most fantastic version of ourselves. Ignore the numbers. Paint outside the
boxes. Paint what’s in your heart. Paint the most dazzling version of who you are.”

Prem Rawat: “Hear Yourself: How to Find Peace in a Noisy World”

Prem Rawat: “Breath”

PremRawat.com

“I have nothing to say, | am saying it, and that is poetry.” — John Cage
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How To Contact Me

mitch@thegiftofpoetry.com

Facebook

Medium

Instagram
LinkedIn

“Genuine poetry can communicate before it is understood.” —T.S. Eliot
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“A poet’s autobiography is his poetry. Anything else is just a footnote.” — Yevgeny Yevtushenko



	Some might call it dancing, I call it stumbling closer to God,  the unrehearsed falling forward into love as if the world was tipped.
	You don’t know Walter and I barely do, for the past year or so he has been hanging out down the street from where I live, usually in front of the bodega, though sometimes it was the used bookstore  or coffee shop.
	In the beginning, when I approached, Walter would ask for a dollar which I gladly gave him,  him obviously needing the money more than I did. Then he started asking for two.
	“Inflation Walter?,” I would ask. Then he would laugh, giving me a fist bump as I gave him two singles. After the tenth time I passed Walter it dawned on me that what he really wanted was someone to talk to. That’s it. Someone to talk to. Asking for m...
	That’s when Walter and I began our series of conversations: About his diabetes,  about his meds, about his ex-girlfriend who committed suicide 15 years ago.
	Sometimes Walter and I would hug each other  before either of us said a word, sometimes we would laugh for no reason at all. I think it is likely that Walter was the first person I spoke to on any given day, and I was the first person for him.
	Then, with no warning, his case worker told him  he was being moved from his low-rent housing situation to a place much further away Walter tried to explain the reason to me.  but somewhere between his limited understanding and mine, none of it made a...
	Apparently, his new place is within walking distance, though Walter figures it will take him 45 minutes  to get to the center of town where the two of us usually meet.
	I haven’t seen Walter in six months.   I miss him. Have you seen Walter?
	Rainer Maria Rilke, the genius German poet, who translated God in ways no scripture ever could, once wondered why every time he walked beneath a high window (out of which violin music could be heard) he thought it promised him a future lover.
	I do not know. All I know is this: When I die, I want to meet this man, standing as I imagine he will be just beyond the gathering of my long-gone relatives waiting to meet me.
	I don’t think he will be saying much, just looking in my direction, his dark eyes singing, his body at ease, just having released a thousand poems he never needed to write, the lips of his high-windowed lovers still unkissed, summoned as they were by ...
	Rilke will not be looking up. remembering as he was from a few years ago that beautiful young couple crossing the street before him, laughing, holding hands, but not his glance. always reserved, it seemed, for somebody else.
	But if you dared to ask, “For whom?” he would fumble for his pen, reach inside the quiet pocket of his favorite coat and find the old notebook he always kept there for precisely moments like this.
	Beethoven, the first time he realized he was deaf still listened, what he heard was far beyond sound, more like the place where sound originates. You can call it music if you like, but the real symphony is playing  inside the impulse to listen even wh...
	It is Sunday. I am sitting here on a wooden bench watching the ripples of the river and some rocks and trees.
	The sun, 93 million miles behind me, is making it easy to see my own shadow on the path between the river and my hands as well as the movement of my pen on the notebook, fishing for something to say.
	A motorboat goes by, but none of the clouds overhead.
	Somewhere on this earth someone is taking their last breath and someone is taking their first,  someone is getting married and someone is getting divorced, someone is making a fortune and someone is losing theirs.
	This is the way of the world:  now you see it, now you don’t.
	Here comes another motorboat. There are two people in it waving at me.
	It is moving much more slowly than the other one only minutes ago.
	Centrifugal
	I want to get centrifugal with you,
	spin to the edges
	of the outermost orbit of who you are
	always empty, always ready
	Cruisin’ with Rumi
	On a bone-cold February afternoon,
	23 miles from home in a rented car,
	I listen to Rumi, 800 years gone from
	praising everything that breathed,
	my heart racing with him through towns with no name.
	Three Lines, But Not a Haiku
	There is something  that is nothing, and that is everything to me.

	The One Who Teaches from Within
	Reading Between the Lines
	I just read this entire book of poetry and was amazed to discover that what I wanted to say never actually made it to the page.
	Odd. I thought I had written it down,  I even have memories of it late at night, alone in my room, with only the moon  and a few wolves howling inside me, but I couldn’t find it anywhere.
	Gone. Completely gone.
	Oh sure, there were lines, but they were more like those you find in a bank, lines that barely moved, filled with fidgeting people. I think somebody must have stolen them when I was out to lunch.
	The good lines were definitely gone, though I did manage to find a few  interesting spaces between the lines, really good spaces, open spaces, spaces that seemed as if  they were just about to be filled with what I really wanted to say, you know, the ...
	If you have received some value from “Free,” I invite you to make a donation to my favorite charity, The Prem Rawat Foundation (TPRF) – a simple way to translate whatever inspiration you may be feeling right now into some very practical results. The P...
	My Poetry as Songs
	For Your Reflection
	“There are a lot of people in this world who live their lives hoping to be told where to paint. They’re saying, ‘Give me squares I can paint in or wash with water. Just don’t ask me to create something myself.’ But we’ve been given the opportunity to ...
	Prem Rawat: “Hear Yourself: How to Find Peace in a Noisy World”
	PremRawat.com


