
Cerca Trova 


The orange blocks lay flat,

The egg spins upright,


The dome will never fail.


Behind the image seeks the truth,

Behind the image seeks you.


Humanities secrets, 

Painted on his back,


Seeker of good.


Clues in the war,

Preserved between brick,


Painted in blood.


Cerca trova 

shouted behind enemy lines,

As the clues stood sounded,


For a thousand years,

Seek and you shall find. 




The Last Orbit 

I saw you, passing the orbit,
Lighting the sky with blue eyes,

Tangible taste on your lips,
Lacking emotions.

Feeling the lines on your hand,
A smile bigger than Orion,

Hair caught in the atmosphere,
No feelings.

I saw you circle the moon,
Happiest of oceans,
Legs like redwoods,

Face of an angel. 

Pray patiently,
Abandon the night,

The decent gentleness,
You drift slowly through my mind.



BLUE 
  

How does this apply, 
If I surrendered all I knew, 

All I have ever done, 
With the sky all colors, 

Before the feeling blue… 
  

I escape before your midst, 
I’m possessive as I watch you, 
Your mistakes are beyond me, 

For you wish no one knew, 
The color fades to blue… 

  
So now it’s bright, 

With our future in mind, 
I use imagery to capture, 

the heart and past times… 
  

But as I start to paint, 
Something clouds my mind… 

  



 I start thinking of you, 
As the brush strokes the canvas, 

The only color I paint turns to BLUE…  



Perfect World  

Imagine a world beyond 
this one, 

Imagine a world with 
unexpected fun. 

A world so immaculate 
clean not one problem. 
Poor and richer existed 

like no other. 
Evaporated with no 

levels set, 
Clear minded thoughts 
not a murder exist yet. 
A world so deep no 
worries as you sleep. 

All creatures so 
kind, 

All purity in the hearts 
and mind, 

Fantasy becomes a day to 
day reality. 

Not a dream 
unanswered, 
Not a prayer 

forgotten, 
All thoughts so 



real, 
Not a single fruit gone 

rotten. 
A whisper is unheard 

of, 
All secrets not 

kept, 
Love and prosperity 
comfortably leapt. 
A world in such 

delight, 
Candle lit dinners with 
dessert on all minds. 
Mud like whipped 

cream, 
And time is so 

pleasurable it seems. 
If you take a look and 

search deep, 
Then you will find this 

world I see. 


