Poetry

I've included some of my poetry for a couple of reasons. First is to show how
important it is to integrate the Feminine into our adolescent boys. Although boys
worldwide are raised to be tough, part of the initiatory process is to help reintegrate
the Feminine to temper the Masculine. This, of course, creates a healthy and
balanced individual.

Secondly is to offer glimpse at how the Feminine can be used to HEAL the
Masculine, and that it is never too late to allow the Feminine, or anima, to reappear.
Adolescent boys are too often removed from the healthy masculine, which | believe is
deeply associated with our 50% divorce rate and other male related cultural problems.
And thirdly, | never ask adolescents to do something that | won't do or haven't done
myself.

Most of the following poetry came about as | struggled to bring the Feminine
back into my adult male life, and to integrate it and overlay it onto all my cultural boy
training. Too many teen boys are ashamed and fearful of the Feminine, because it
seems challenging to the Masculine. Some of the most common male teen insults, or
disrespects, involve attacking the other boy's masculinity (i.e. girly-man, queer, pussy,
fag, you're gay, etc.) lt's critical that our teen boys come to trust the Feminine will
help make them better men, have better relationships with girls and women, and will
make them caring and compassionate fathers.

Many boys, even the most difficult, often write poetry to express their
emotions, and | strongly encourage that. The following poems are in the sequence |
wrote them over a couple of years, with the notable exception of the first, Trade
Secrets, which expresses the dilemma | faced when [ first "discovered" poetry, and
how the Feminine paradigm battled against 40 years of cultural training. | apologize
in advance if some of the terminology | this first poem offends anyone, but it was
ultimately important to be honest about where | come from. Enjoy....

Trade Secrets

J'm not suPPosec{ to write this poem.

]grew up n Nevada, hunting and CamPing.
] worked in warehouses with other }3095 and men.

| can do Monday Night Footba”, including the mandatorg Buc{weiscr.
| hated [Howard C osell and secretlg loved Muhammed Ali.

] never read Poetry, nor would ] ever consider writing it.
Might as well watch ba”et, orlisten to opera.

]nsteacl it was: Qpicic, throw me the ba”, ]’m open.
Let’s gogeta beer (ori12),and a gir] (or two).

]F ] want culture) ]’” get wine with a cork.

(ontinued



Foctrg, they said, is for sissies. Besic}es, | don’t understand it.
]ns’cead they gave me the sports section and the comics.
Jve lived in the land of Sports ]”ustratcd,

And blessed them when t%eg came out with swimsuit issues.

]’ve been to Fie]d & Stream, Go]{: Digest and Fenthouse.

Theg made me read some poetry when | was younger,
Bu’c l made sure theg saw ] wasn’t interested.

] knew someboclg once who wrote Poetrﬂ, but l never told anyone.
| may have to take it up, though,

Tl’ﬂ’s gir] ] saw in Flagbog says poetry is a turn on.

Foetrg didn’t flow with my life.

| couldn’t find words to rhgme with Pizza or cheeseburger.
]’ve lived where every otherword is a swear worcl,

And ilcgou had a Prob]em with that | could Probab]g kick your ass.
Wlncre | came from poetry didn’t get you laid, two hours of begging did.

The food of poetry is wine and cheese and bread.

thre | grew up, you wouldn’t dare eat Pizza with a fork and
You can’t cut a sandwich in half no matter how big itis.

You never drink beer from a glass,

And you eat the hottest peppers with a smile.

Foetr3 allows and encourages one to cry.
In my old world, i{:gou cry, you die.
Stop that crying right now or |'ll give you something to rea“g cry about.

Go ahead and keeP crging like a babg hcgou want to act like a sissy) .

]Fgou’rc going to cry, l’m not going to Plag with you anymore.

We managecl to sneak in some accePtable Poetry.
T wo, four, six, cight! Who do we apprcciate?
Your eyes are like starlit Pools of somcthing or other.

Tlﬁe imPor‘cant part was, you couldn’t rea“g mean it,

Or erjog it.

(ontinued



Foetrg teaches the art of communication between the sexes.
But we asked: Docs a hamburgcr come with that shake?
]Fgou loved me 5ou’d let me.
Can ] buy you another beer?
Does that mean a b]owjob’s out of the question’?

Foetrg explores the &eep re]ationship between men and women.
But l heard women are here for the tai(ing,

that ‘no’ rea”g means ‘yes’, and the more the better.
The Per‘Fcct woman, tEey sai&, aFtergreat seX,

T urnsinto a six~Pac1< and a goocl cigar.

T he erotic and the exotic can be touched ’chrougl‘x poetry.
Man, she had ]egs up to here!

]’” leave the curtains open so you can watch me do her.
Bet you she’s got brown niPPIes VS. Pink ones.

Fuck her if she can’t take ajoke.

W!ncre ] grew up, Poetry could get you kicked out of the club.
Latelg ] share male secrets with women.

Not the usual secrets, but the unspokeﬂ ones ] am
Not suPPosc& expose, like the fact that

]’m not suPPose& to write Poe’crﬁ.

9/1/94

With that introduction to the world of de-feminizing boys, let's move on.
Remember, these are written to the Feminine within me, not to some
person in the real world. That anima projection is a midlife crisis,
projected onto a woman rather than being integrated within:



Rcstless Niqh{:

] went to sleeP, searching Forgour scent in the clothes you had worn.

] wasn’t sure if what ] thought was you was rca”g you.

T he search was bliss.
8/5/94

Meeting the Divine Anima
As ] sat,

Growing and closing at the same Precious moment,

] withdrew and ] reached out.

Theg backed me into a corner, and my
Heart hid inside omcgou.

]t lives there now, sharing space between
My fortress and your love.

PBalanced Precarious]y, closed in and
Feeking out;

A little bog finds solace in a woman's heart.

8/4/94

Fain is a Doorway

] touched 5ourxcace, and you touched my heart.
| looked into your eyes, and you saw my soul.

You gave me your hear’c, and with that came
the power to break mine.
]‘m caPtivated with someone ] can't keep,

Who makes me feel love and Pain, and for the
first time, makes me feel.

8/5/94



Discovering Poetry

My heart is so full ] cannot speak.
W}'lcn ] touch the dcpth omcgour Iovc,
| find mgsehc waiting tlﬁerc,
Hoping onb to be touched and felt by you again.

Foctrg is a new tool, a means ongving
Sound to the Feelings and
Fee]ing to the sounds in my heart.

My soul is reaching out Foryouj
Knowing you, too, are reaching out from your hiding Place.
Our souls and hearts cmbracc, intertwine and merge,

Keminding us of our past, and of our future.

Foctrg is a new gi}ct, a means of giving,
Substancc to the bodg of the soul.
8/6/94

That Flacc

Just the tlﬁouglﬁt of returning to @ Place;

So sacred, so Private, so hidden, so guar&ed.
Just the thought reminds me

OF what used to be there.

M say it's that Place wherejoy resides, but
] on]g seem to recall Pain being there.
T hat's where Pain lives, too, tl‘leg say.
Where then, ] asi() isjog?

Before we came here this time,
] gave you the keg to that Place.

When it’s time, we agrccd, you would

Opcn the doorl had locked mgsehC out of.
(ontinued



You came as you said you would, reminding

Mc of the Pain stored so carcFu”g there.
Ancl when you touched my heart,

] Foundjog.
8/7/9%

] watched the clock stand almost motionless
As l waited for the moment when ] could
Fina”g talk to you.
As | Fcignecl interest in the evcrgdag
(Conversations going on around me,
] recaPtured the gee]ing of the
Last moment we l‘lac{, and more of me

| _eft the conversation.

] backtracked s]ow]g and carmcu”g,

Savoring every bittersweet moment
We had shared.

] slowlﬂ began reviewing my life with a new
Set of eyes called a !'reartj

And used this new vision to see

What my future could be or should be, or
What it mig]ﬂt on]g be, without you in it.

Thisjoumey through our past, my past,
and my future, took a lifetime.

As ] glanced up, the clock had Fina”y

Movecl, ticking off another Precious second.
8,/10/94



| osing T ouch

| know you’re in tlﬂcrc,

| get glimpses as you pass ’cl'lroug}‘l sometimes.
]t’s like those wide Peripheral images you think you see,

bu’c they never seem to be there when you rea”y ]ooic.

] can’t seem to be IﬁereJ and in there with you too.
Having found you, rediscovered you,
My fearwas | would lose you, and a]tlﬂough | domt think you’re gone,

] can’t seem to find you, and ] feellost.

Tl’lis cmptincss follows me !atclg,
Agreat cloud passing overhead.
Casting a shadow on the greatest

Light Jve ever seen.
9/1/94

]:aﬂing

]t’s been ages since ] last touched you.

Fourweeks }33 the calendarin this rea]itg,
A lifetime where ] live.

| feel you cirhc’cing away,

Leaving an ever increasing chasm in my heart.
] tossed a stone in that cleeP hole the other clay;

Jt still hasn’t struck bottom.
9/2/9%



Lost

Tlﬂcrc are P!aces where things go when thcg’rc lost.

Socks from the drgcrl the $20 bill you’re sure you had 3csterdag.
The things you can’t seem to lose

E_nd up in thatjunic drawer haunting you.

T he worst, though, are those things that are so impor’can’c
And Precious that you put themina sPecia] Place,
And then you can’t recall where that Placc is.

]’m afraid ]’ve done that with you.
9/4/ 94

T he Message

At first ] thought the message was for your benefit.

From somewhere cleeP inside mgse]” was told

] o contact you, to hold you and your vulncrabi]itg.

Fora long time ] didn't understand the message.
My lﬂcar‘c, unaccustomed to inner communication,

Kcspon&ed with fear and trepiclation.

| sought intcrmcdiarics, those who understood
Voices from the heart.

Theﬁ Pointed out your Pain, your openness, how Fragile you were.

| know, | said, that's what draws me.
So in my comcusiom ] tried to put into words

A message that was pure emotion.

] stumbled through those attemPts trging to exPlain
Whg ] was driven to contact you, connect with you.
Your heart smiled and quictlg listened.

(ontinued



SIOW]g t!"l@ message became more c]ear and
{:CWCF WOFdS were ﬂecessarg.

Soon, our hearts spoke and there was no sound.

Fart of the message came from that other world that
f“]appens before we are born into this life.

For a moment we touched that other time, and understood.

But then the message became biggcr, and we
Bccamc dwarfed bg the immensity of it.
]t secemed to grow, and again ] stumbled to follow it.

This message was no longer linear like a statement.
]t came in width and depth and from all sides,

Envc!oping and cncompassing us.

How sharP a line we walked trﬂing to
Focus on the growing message.

[How close we were to Fa“ing off this world.

You were a mirror, although ] couldn't see myself.
S Y
Ancl ]; ] was an open book Forgou to read.
] looked begon& you, through you, Fo”owing the message.

Ancl slow]9 ] realized what the message was.
lee message was the Divine, the Beloved,

And the message was forme.
9/5/94~9/14/94



Octobcr
This Fccling omcgou is like October in the mountains.
A’c once warm but somehow cold also.

]ndian Summer, time to prepare for the upcoming changes.

Octoberis nos’calgic. We sit and dream
of what we did not do this year, and

HOPC we will get another chance with next year’s birth.
Or we reflect on what we did, and what it all meant.

This year is dﬂing, and once again,
A part of me goes with it.
A time of ]onging and bittersweet, | crave this time oF}jear

And this Feeliﬂg, Clreacling them both.

The leaves clﬁange to beauthcul, different colors;
Caused }33 chlorophgl’s retreat from the cold.
Mg heart has the same defense.

Some say we are in the autumn of lhce,

Which could also mean it’s almost winter.

Lately, when ] touch your memory, l think of Fa”,
Ancl wonder where 3ou’ve fallen to.

9/18/94

Waiting,
] don’t understand what the ho]clup is, where you’re hiding.

You came to me First; touched me, tcmptcd me, teased me.

| resPonded; Jve waited this
Whole life for you to come.

(ontinued



That’s your divine feminine, tlneg said,
Mirrored in that other person.

Make it safe cnoug}n, wWoo hcr, flirt with hcr,
And she will come to you.

T o touch 3our1cee]ing, and remember your depth,

| have to go to that longing, wanting P]ace, ancU'ust stay there.
Good, theg said, for the word is the masculine and

The geaming is the feminine.

] write you Poe’crg, and long Foryou,
Ancl long some more.
You still haven’t come, and ] dor’t know where to g0.

J'm homesick, and uncertain which of us is trging to get home.

9/26/94

On September 28, 1994, my daughter was born, prompting this next one...

The T raditional Cigar

Becker broug!ﬁt a bottle of port and cigars to celebrate the birth.

(Good cigars; three dollar Prazilians.
Somewhere a]ong the way cigars became traditional, although most of my
Frien&s don’t smoke so my last one was blue bubble gum.

The night lured us outsic{e, and the beach called us ]:)9 our new names.
f:atlﬂcr, Gochcathcr and Grandxcathcr, each in our new role
For the very first time, wa”dng toward the water with
Our celebrator9 cigars.

We toasted the night and the water and each o’cher, and
Mostlg my new baby girl who insPired it all.
Wc rolled the smoke around in our moutlﬂs, savored it and

Watched it clisappear, casua”g ﬂicking ashes as we talked of new life.
(ontinued



T he next afternoon, Pecker and | sat outside in rocking chairs,

Drini(ing c%eap beer and smoking exPensive cigars.
We talked of the world, old and new, and | thouglﬂt if this is what

OH age will be likel | wor’t mind at all.

| recalled other cigars from other times:

Rum Crooks we though’c migh’c getus buzzed,

Cheap, foul sme“ing types that have their own Iong tradition in Pokergamesj

Ancl tl"’OSC occasional ones shared around various campxcires.

] Probably don’t aPPreciatc good cigars as ] should, but l’ve
Come to realize cigars are one of those things men do together.
Likc this night, we met and shared space for a short whi]c, cnjoging our
Masculinitg, and the fact a babg girl could bring us all togetl'xer.
10/7/94

The Chasm

]t’s like you're cvergwhere within me,
But nowhere at all.

T}nere‘s this incredible void; | feel you wa”o'ng high along the edgc
While ]’m waiting )Coryou at the bottom.

J've heard the most dangerous ’ching in the world
]s to try to leap a chasmis twojumPs.
But 3ou‘re not of this wor]cl;
You're from that other side where the Divine lives.

] dwell at the bottom of the void,
A black hole where notlﬁing escapes;
Not sound nor liglwt, notlﬁing real nor imaginarg,
Ancl certain!y no emotion.

(ontinued



| look upwar(i a small speck
Feeking into your vastness.
Wondcring if ]’m too small to see or

]Fgou‘re too large to touch.

10/15/94

Dancing with th_c Divine

As a young man, or Pcrl'xaps more accuratelg an older bog,
] stood slow~&ancing in the dark,
And dreamed of kissing her for the first time.

Fee]ing ultimately alive while scared to death,
] often turned my head from side to sicle,
Hoping our ]ips miglﬂt accidcnta”g meet in Passing.

For the infinite time that short song P]aged,
Timc stoppcd as ] dcspcratc!g searched for the courage
To risk, to gee], to love, and be loved.

Ccrtain she also wanted to kiss, | was too
Frightened of rfjection and terrified of my growing lnardncss;
] could not stop it, nor did ] rea”y want to.

Now, S50 many years ]ater, ] realize we weren’t alone.

You were there. You were that Fee]ing, and you were that moment,
And ]’m still c]umsi]y trging to kiss you.
10/17,/94



T othe Point
Chasing the Divine [Feminine,
| write poetry, trying to describe

How you make me feel and what you do to me.

As ]’ve searched for all the ways to tell you how ] Feel,
| realize now J'm simplg Qir’cing
With the ultimate tease.

From my encl, it’s simplc: ] love you.
Bu’c l dor’t know how to tell you, or

Where to tell you, or even who to tell.
10/26/94

On [Hold
You’rejust a Fee]ing;
thrc does a Fec]ing live?
How do you follow a Fecling’?
How do ] contact you,

And where do ] find you?

T his Feeling sits on my chest, teasing and
Taunting me like a schooiyarc} bu“g.
Enough, | say.
“Uncle,” l cry,
But you refuse to let me go.
10/26/94



] Wonclcr.,.

] wonder how soFtly l could touch you,
or how dccp]g ] could love you.
| wonder how quiet]g | could say | love you,

or how eagerla ] would say it to you.

| wonder how clelicatclg | could kiss you,
or how wantonlg l could be kissed }33 you.
| wonder how close!g | could look at you,

or hOW OPCI’!]y ] COUld giVC mysclmc to 9OU.

And ] wonder how quick]y ] would give it all up Foryou,

or how easi]9 ] could surrender to you,

H: Oﬂlg ] i(ﬂCW W}‘ICFC HOU were.

10/24/94 - 11,/4/94

T he Wind
T he air around me is quite elusive;
Odorless, weightless and formless,
]t’s too delicate to touch and impossib]c to hold.

And then a breeze stirs, hinting at the
Subt]c substance of moving air
T hat can now be felt and Possib]g heard.

Breeze matures into wind,
Absolute in it’s power and
Ability to make itself known.

T hat wind reminds me how little control | rca“g have,
For l am small lealc, riPPed from

M9 tree, and drawn inescapablg into your wake.

11,/10/94



Hard as a Rock
| was raised to be like granite;

Cold, hard, sl’xarp, unmoving and unmoved.
Be like a rock, tl‘leg said, and 3ou’“ never get hurt.

But each year, when times are at their coldest,
| ittle bits of soft, feminine moisture find

Tlﬁeir way into the smallest of cracks within the rock.

At night, the water freezes within the granite.

]t manages to expan&, and slowlg

Widens the crack in the rock.

You’ve become those ting &rops of water,
SliPPing through the cracks in my hardness,

Ancl breaking them away.

11,/20/94

Passing T hrough
Ferhaps ['m getting used to you not being here.

Emptiness and mere existence have become bed Par’mers.
A void fills that great space you created,
Tuming fulfillment into an empty vacuum.

] c{esperatelg miss that longiﬂg Fee]ing, and long for the geamiﬂg you create.
You used to break my heart every moment, toucl'ling me,

While never cluitc being there.
The hopeless longing is better than the emPtiness.

leere’s such a ’clﬁing as being too elusive, too removed.

F]ag hard to get, ] heard, and you might not get chosen.

(ontinued



Latelg the world and it’s reality come
At me like a Frcight train, relentless and unstoppablc.
J'm so busg getting out of the way, | can’t hcargou ca”ing.
Avre you ca”ing me?

Etcmitg is that time span your head can cope with
Bu’c not your heart.
When you’re near, the 3earning and craving ] feel make realit3

Worth tolcrating. | miss that ]onging.
1/11/95

The Wall QCTcars

She asked me who told me not to cry.

Evergonc, l thougl‘lt, but
Notlﬁing came out of my mouth.

W}‘lg did tlﬂcg make me hide you, burg, you, dcng you?
Wl’lat makes all those men so afraid
O]C the eminine they can't even see?
Y

| found the gate that acknowiedged Pain, and
] found the door that hides the rage.
Behind them all is the wall that leads to tears.

] cried many times todag;
A“ but one were for other Peoples’ Pain.
An acceptable loopholc, | suppose, in my training.

Fain led me to the wall of tears, but
] found no way tl'xrough.

The sadness of not knowing how to cry, made me cry.

3/25/95



OEening
thn ] Fina”y found the armor,

Admit’ced it, acknowledgcd it

] saw the Potential for softness.

Hammering away at the armor,
Slowly, methodica”y, Paimcungg
A scratch here, a small dent there.

Unable to locate the s’craPs and
(Catches, |'ve been forced

]nto trying to break in.

This armoris heavg and uncomxcor'table,

And ’'m weary of wearing it.
Besides, l’vejus’c noticed a sligl'xt tearinit...
12/29/95

Mcntor
[e was pcr‘Fcc’c: he had been }‘xomecoming king and

CaPtain of all the teams he Plage& on.

He was 25, my first mentor, and to those of us
Wrestling with a&olescence, he had it all.

He was a carpcnter; capablc of creation, and he

Made more money than we ever &reamed OF.

He took my brother and ] P]accs; ball games and to the CJumPs,
Sneaking us a beer now and then.

(ontinued



He had the Pencect girl]criend to my young eyes:

Puxom, l’liglﬂ heels, and sometimes she stagcd the whole niglﬂt with him.

He had the Pencect cars: a truck for hunting and Fishing,
A 57 Chevy Nomacl for all the rest.

He was the PerFec’c neighbor: craFting a dresser for my brother,
Bui]cling a mantle for my father, giving me my first down sleeping bag.

He was the Per‘Fec’c son; visiting his mom every week,

Mowing hergrass, Pain’cing her home.

[e once brought the PerFect girl to dinner at mom’s house,
Being the Perfcct son.

He excused himself from dinner for a moment,

Went into his childhood room and closed the door.

e pu“ccl out the rifle he had hidden in the closet,
Tlﬁe rifle he had cut short sometime earlier.

He sat on his old bed, swallowed the barrel end,

And inone great, loud moment, ceased to be Per‘Fec’c.
3/20/99

AEathg
]F it's our culture that's strugg!ing with aPathy,

Tl’lCﬂ why am l, the Passionatc one,
Also beginning not to care?

(ontinued



Mg |nternet Provi&er asked me how | felt
About Kosovo bombing and Kevoridan’s verdict.

C]ick here, it said, and tell us how you feel.
C]ici( there, ] thought, and tell them how ] feel?

If onl\g it was that easy. (an the &CPH’! of my
" motions, my despair, be calculated with a

MOUSC CliCi( aﬂC{ CIFOP dOWﬂ menus?

Tlﬁe written word has long attempted to
E_xPlain how we Fee], to Paint averbal Picture‘

To describe my fear, my c}ismay, my depression at it a”,

Takes all the words in the universe.

Magbc | do need more aPatlng. | have to ciui’c caring so much;
Caring about the way t]ﬁings used to be, and mos’c]g, caring

Too much about the way tlﬂings are suPPosccl to be.
5/28/99

The Mall
Shopping has become a clrug, a cultural fix to
T:l” our emp’ciness, PaciFg our l'nmger.

Tlﬁe stores tell us who we can be, and who we

Should be. [ ndless Possibilities‘

Adolescent gir]s wear their new sexua]ity like a
From dress: beau’ci}cul, sPecial, uncom]cortable;

A Powchu] new tool with no instruction manual.

(ontinued



The unspoken rules are clearlg written: look, but don't touch.
Look, but don't let me see you look. ] l"IOPC he
Looks at me. Wl’]at’s he looking at me for?

Old PeoP]e walk slowly past the shops, trying to kecp up with
Changiﬂg times and stgles. Minimum wage clerks offerto hC]P‘
He looks at lncr, Frus’cra’ced, and says “Rcmembcr when...7"

"Yes," she says, 1but that was a long time ago..."

Middle agcd parents spcncl more than theg shoulcl, trying to give
More than theg had. Theg watch bogs and girls the same age as their
ildren: making out, groping one another, and pray their kids are diftrerent.
Child ling out, groping her, and pray their kids are diff

| ike most Pcople | went to the mall looking to fill a need.
Once again, l ]eF’c, one bag n my hancl, and
Fcc]ing more cmptg than ever.

4/%/99

Return

T wo halves unite, reunite after
(nknown lifetimes, countless moments.
Toge’cher again, theg become whole;
Comp]ctc, a purpose fulfilled,

Only to be seParate& again }33
[Fear and suspicion.
P
T he desire to remain whole persists,
P

Driving them Forward, forward toward wholeness.

A risk is taken, a risk is received,

And W}"IOICHCSS returns.

4/8/99



Crging
The song broug!ﬁt Fee]ings

Unable to be expresscd in my own words.

] couldn't sPeak; the words trying to open a ﬂoodgate
O]C emotions ] norma”g avoid.

] ears came easier than words, and flow thcg did;
Crying the words that wouldn't sPeak.

The silence was Powencu],

Ancl Perl’xaps that was best.
1,/31,/00
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