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In the Moment 

 

When I write poetry 

putting pen to paper 

finger to keyboard 

times pauses for the moment 

tick tock tick... 

and my world stops spinning. 

 

In that brief microchasm of time pain ceases, 

stock markets crash through glass floors 

without making a single sound, 

the heartless corrupt the mindless 

with green backs and fool’s gold, 

frozen gazes set on false idols and altars 

and I begin to think.. 

 

I see inner-city kids imprisoned 

in jails while sporting colors, 

red for "help me", 

blue for "save me", 

and confined in communities they call their 

ghetto 

not to be confused with Hitler's confines 

both equally damning, 

both equally self-torturing, 

both equally wrong. 

 

When it comes to those that have 

 

 

 

 

their money flows alongside blood and 

sweat. 

I am still surprised 

to see entrepreneurs go to school for 

business degrees 

to get a dream job that will stay a dream 

and a barbie doll wife, 

all tits and no substance 

only to achieve nothing 

and lose everything. 

 

It is not freedom 

or the lack of freedom 

that is to blame. 

Freedom is a smoke screen 

and as the light of day beats down 

slaying shadows in the moment 

it slowly evaporates, 

a little more each passing minute of our 

lives. 

But even in death freedom has disappeared. 

St. Peter has just installed scanners at 

Heaven's Gates, 

maybe I'm not going to Heaven after all. 

 

See when I write poems 

I live in the moment, 

I see into the future 

and learn from the past. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Side B 

Journey of a Poet 
 

Journey of a Poet 

 

I remember when I use to be both 

free within worlds created in my mind 

and 

free in the painted dimensions on my canvases. 

I was free to be me 

or at least that is what I told myself.  

But that life left me, 

and so my memory, 

whether or not it is true or false, 

has followed closely behind. 

No matter how fast I run 

I can't escape from knowing 

that something inside me has died. 

 

A year and some months ago 

this life of mine changed. 

and I need the electric shocks of spontaneity, 

not unlike CPR, 

to resuscitate my life, 

my desires, 

my art. 

 

But, at this moment, 

in my mind, instead of art,  

there is a chasmic nothingness, 

a no place void of somethings 

slowly becoming no-things 

where there should be swirls of colors  

flowering upon a canvas of creativity.  

Somewhere deep within the poet I am, 

lies the poet I should be. 
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