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Tenderness and Mercy (Jay) 
 
 
Tenderness and mercy 
Falling upon me 
In tiny perfect drops 
As if they were a thousand 
Bubbles of air to 
A dying man 
 
And how can I thank you 
When all I have to give 
Is my soul made pure by you 
And one invisible 
Piece of God 
 
Which I lay upon your altar 
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Uneasy Peace 
 
I have the love that loves to love 
Look into my heart 
For a moment, once 
Gaze upon the hope and frustration 
Bittersweet lingering sorrow 
The ache that never departs 
My heart is held together by its wounds 
The times I’ve struggled to speak 
And no one listened 
With never a glance for me 
From the time I was born 
Those who should have loved me 
Did not 
As I marched to an unknown drummer 
Thinking I had awakened in my youth 
Only to live a life full of regrets 
Love ran harsh and wild in torrents 
Each lover dearer than the last 
Until I grew to an uneasy peace 
Without a chance to become anyone’s  
      darling 
Now I know what I need to know 
After searching so long inside me 
For the answer that finally appeared was 
To be alone 
My hope and my anticipation wasted 
For I have the love that loves to love 
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The One Before 
 
A partial moon gliding through black  

moving clouds 
Mists in the shadows of dark doorways 
A tiny speck of light caught in your eyes 
All become blinding golden sunlight 
That ennobles you with a marvelous  

patina  
The sumptuosity of gold 
Golden wealth, golden allure, golden  

power 
I am blinded by the you I cannot see 
And you slowly quietly fade away 
Until you are no longer golden and  

no more a shadow 
Until you exist as a vapor, a thought 
A passing feeling with roots so deep 
That I have to forget you to exist 
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Clouds 
 
From within a framework 
Of roiling indigo clouds 
Emerged a triumphant golden 
Half-moon 
Things change 
People do not always become 
Who we had hoped 
They would become 
Answered prayers 
Often produce inner turmoil 
Rather than contentment 
And unfortunately, truthfully 
Pain always accelerates 
Inner growth 
When we allow 
Ourselves to hurt 
Without bitterness 
Or regrets 
But with the promise 
Of more than survival 
Tomorrow 
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Truth 
 
I know I have existed beyond  

my time 
I have lived too far on the other  

side of youth 
I have learned more than wisdom 
By lingering beyond my chosen moment 
My once rich ripeness 
Is now tinged with decay 
I have abandoned lust 
But I have not given up on hope 
Lovers have become illusive 
While I remain solitary 
For none of them ever knew me 
For more than a moment 
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My Hymn to the Ancients 
 
The Egyptians lived their lives  

with the ever-present hope 
that they would be reborn 
after death 

Each moment was, for them, a 
disciplined ritual 

Which they thought would enable  
them to live forever united  
with their gods 

Their veneration of Nature 
Their conviction that each facet  

of the world must have order 
Their delight in children 
Their appreciation of beauty 
Shows us a reverence for their  

earthly existence 
Yet today we do not value order 
We do not revere Nature 
Most of us do not believe that  

our lives in this world 
Could grant us a perfect  

life after death 
The mystery of the Sphinx 
The immensity of the pyramids 
The endurance of their monuments 
Is the Egyptians’ unspoken  

message to us 
They believed that to speak of the  

dead 
Was to grant them life once more 
Can any soul be extinguished 
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As long as that soul is remembered 
When enough generations pass, 

the average man is forgotten 
Though all of us have the  

ability to live forever 
Not simply in recollection 
But united with God 
In His domain of perfect order  

and perfect love 
So that our earthly pain,  

anguish, and sorrow become  
imbued with a holy worth 

For what is life without hope 
It would be the endless  

barren sands of Egypt 
Without the Nile 
Without the enduring grandeur  

of the ancient monuments 
Without a single memory of  

Nefretiti who was called 
“She who walks in beauty” 
Though we can still see her today  
If we try hard enough 
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Searching (Kenny) 
 
Although I waited too long 
To discover my sexuality 
I do remember 
The first time 
I tasted a man’s body 
The first time 
I kissed a man 
A man, who possessed me 
Who tenderly made love to me 
Until the sun rose 
He was a tall blond god 
With a deep rich voice 
Who revealed to me 
The person I had always 
Wanted to be 
Yet, I realized all along 
That I had been searching 
For sweet Michael 
Who killed himself 
When he was sixteen 
For in every man 
Made beautiful 
By my love 
There was never enough 
Of him 
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Understanding 
 
Most of my dreams have occurred  

while I was awake 
Through them I discovered my  

identity 
And approached an acceptance of myself 
Which compelled me to find the  

one man 
Whom I could please and understand 
Who would, in turn, please and  

understand me 
While we became two parts of one whole 
But such pleasure and understanding  

has only happened to me 
For several intense unforgettable moments 
Only to quickly slip away 
While leaving me emptier than before 
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The Seed 
 
Sometimes after I fall asleep at  

night 
Familiar faces beckon to me  

to approach them 
To trust them enough to laugh  

with them 
I have never considered myself  

worthy enough to join them 
My failure to make a connection  

with the kind of people who  
attempted to befriend me 

Is the most overwhelming regret 
of my life 

My only means of escape from 
my existence as a grim 
barbarian in a strange world 

Would have been through suicide 
or through death by my 
parents’ hands 

Perhaps I would cease to be 
because my heart had 
been neglected and starved for 
so long 

Yet within me germinated a 
dormant seed of reason 

Allowing me the realization that 
order and goodness 
ruled somewhere 

But how was I to get there 
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Inner Dissension 
 
Our hearts 
Can be soft and pliant 
Like kissing lips 
Or edged with 
Barbed wire 
That cuts and slices 
Separates mortal flesh 
And kills 
Causing another person 
Needless pain 
Can never 
Ease your own pain 
What inner dissension 
Comes from words 
That not only 
Should remain unspoken 
But should never 
Be imagined 
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Who am I 
 
Who am I 
That I speak so precisely 
With tones modulated and soft 
I am a child of faith 
A hesitant defender of the 

weak 
A man who would turn upon 

himself 
Rather than acknowledge 

the existence 
Of the evil he is often pulled 

into 
A man of sensuality and  

passion 
Who often remains alone 
Someone who prays that 
Love alone could somehow 

redeem him 
Someone who knows that 

usually only 
Men’s thoughts are lofty 
For very few men 
Could ever return to me 
The respect, dignity, and  

compassion 
I feel that I must  
unquestionably extend to  

everyone 
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Boundaries 
 
From my grandmother’s fourth storey 

attic window 
Way up high, and tucked within a 

niche of the peak of her 
red-tiled roof 

I could gaze down unseen 
Upon a miniature world contained 

within itself 
I could look beyond the blue sky, the 

clouds, the horizon 
To a world beyond my limits and  

boundaries 
To a world that didn’t turn upon itself 
A world with no visible edges 
A world that just continued on and on 
Away from what I had come to know 

and fear 
A world where I could invent my own  

identity 
And be myself rather than someone’s 

son, grandson, cousin, or nephew 
Someone other than the insecure, 

shy, anxious, fearful child I was 
Who had been created by his 

tumultuous family 
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To The Savage I Will Not Return 
 
I choose to walk as a barbarian 
In this, the land of the savage 
Where men are said to be free 
Not to walk in beauty 
Not to listen to voices that resemble the tinkling of 

hundreds of tiny silver bells 
Not to respect one another 
Not to avert one’s eyes in modesty 
Not to await God’s presence in silence 
But instead to push onward 
To struggle fiercely 
To snatch, grab, and hold on to 
Much more than one’s allotted share 
To curse unwanted innocent babies birthed from unsatisfied lust 
To experience the shallow and the tasteless 
To feel so much that one can no longer feel at all 
To simply not care about anyone or anything 
Free to have no beliefs, morals, or ideals 
Free to live a life that would have ended in suicide 

in happier times 
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To My Young Brothers (Sam J.) 
 
To the young and wayward 
We were young once 
We believed we were omnipotent 
We thought we were invincible 
Perhaps all young people perceive 

themselves to be inviolate 
Before age grants them wisdom 
Before the moment when 
What was once gratifying 
Becomes a source of regret 
Regret turns into self-loathing 
Nothing remains pleasurable 
The road not taken 
Becomes the only way out 
As the pressure to give more 

than to take 
To leave a lasting mark on the  

world 
To be remembered fondly by 

those we have loved 
Suddenly becomes an unattainable  

goal 
Then it is time 
To sift through motives and 

actions 
As the leaves fall from the trees 
For after autumn and winter 

comes spring 
After heartache and sadness 
Can come self-reliance and  

purpose 
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Calmness, resolution, and  
compassion 

Can lead to self-acceptance 
and self-respect 

Although when reaching out to others 
One must first clasp his  

own hand 
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Late at Night (Adam) 
 
I was raised 
in a time 
when everyone’s dreams 
were unrealized 
 
When fate and destiny 
and emptiness 
clung to us 
like tarnish on silver 
 
When we all thought 
that everyone else 
had to live 
the way we wished we could 
 
None of us 
ever got what we wanted 
none of us 
ever broke free from failure 
 
And sometimes late at night 
we still wonder about 
what could have been 
if some of it had worked 
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NT (for Dr. François) 
 
I touched the soul 
of a child 
for a moment 
I granted that 
little one 
all the love 
I could muster 
and forever, thereafter 
he knew 
that he actually was 
himself divine 
a true piece 
of God grew 
and emerged 
from within him 
and carried him away always 
to fly 
on wings of pearls 
and diamonds 
and on tears of joy 
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Autobiographical Poem 
 
kicking and screaming 
would indeed 
be the title 
of my autobiography 
for I have been dragged 
through the mud 
until at times 
I have lost 
my patience 
and my temper 
but I have always 
tried to have a sense 
of humor 
and to be 
a gentleman 
I have always tried 
kicking and screaming 
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Bergen Avenue 
 
Don’t tell me about 
brotherly love 
or the milk of  
human kindness 
because I know 
all about it 
since I tripped 
and fell down 
and a stranger 
helped me up 
and asked me 
if I was okay 
and another stranger said, 
“Papi take care.” 
as I said before 
don’t ask me about 
brotherly love 
or the milk of 
human kindness 
because I know 
all about it 
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Moved 
 
I met a handful of people 
In a medium-sized room 
That had a brass chandelier 
And a simple marble fireplace 
 
The object of our meeting 
Was to participate in a working seminar 
That would empower us 
To reach out to prospective parish 

members so we could ensure 
that our communities would 
survive 
 

Two of us were New Yorkers 
I thought we were a little more direct 
Somewhat more to the point 
Perhaps a bit more smartly 

turned out 
 
I suppose I might have been correct 
After all, I certainly believe 

in my rector 
And I’ve finally learned 

to hold myself somewhat 
in my own esteem 

To grant myself a fraction of the 
respect that I always give 
to other people 
 

However, just as no star shines 
brighter than another 
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As all kisses are sweet 
Most souls tender 
Jesus’ grace constantly renewed 
 
The seemingly ordinary seminar 

participants were suddenly 
transformed 

Into magnificent beings 
Of great allure 
While my rector, Cooper and I lost none  

of our cachet 
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Emerson 
 
And if I might 
Be blessed for 
Just one night 
And God would reach down 
And touch me 
With His mighty hand 
All I would ask 
Is to feel His touch 
To be satisfied 
To be content 
To learn what 
I must learn 
And could that 
Possibly be 
Just to be with you now 
Each moment a perfect pearl 
Strung on a string 
Of other perfect moments 
Passion, desire, reality 
Our dreams given life 
Born of the fearless trust 
We grant each other 
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Emerson II 
 
You were the sweetest rose 
That was never picked 
As you walked into the room 
I was held by time 
Suspended by wonder and passion 
And if I am ever asked do I desire more 
My answer would be no 
If I could always remember the moments 
We spent together 
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Identity (Patrick) 
 
In every atom 
In every part of every atom 
In the solid pieces 
And the empty spaces between 
With every joy 
Behind the sorrow 
That always lies underneath 
Mixed within 
The substance that holds me together 
And the pain that pulls me apart 
Will always and will ever be 
Some of you 
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Tepid Water (Sam C.) 

 
This is what you have been missing 
This is yours to have 
If you want to touch me 
You must let me touch you 
Open your eyes, loosen your brain, unfold your 

heart 
Extend your fingertip, your forearm, your arm 
Moisten your lips and make them compliant 
Allow me to touch your lips with my lips 
Two boiling cauldrons can make a hell of 

a stew 
Or a bouillabaisse 
If you will allow it 
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My Love for You (Patrick) 
 
My love for you 
Is always between us 
Is always constant 
Beyond passion or pleasure 
I shall always be 
The good nurse 
To your soul 
And you will cease to want me 
To desire me 
To give me worth 
Yet I will never waiver 
Few will ever perceive 
The absolute strength 
My love represents 
Long after you have forgotten me 
And the embers of your passion die 
My love will still surround you 
And keep you safe 
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M M 
 
You kept 
my soul safe 
for me 
you took care 
of me 
when I couldn’t 
help myself 
the trust 
and faith 
I had 
only in you 
 
and Mark 
 
undid my living death 
and preserved me 
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To My Beloved Friend, MM 
(with whom I’ve never slept) 
 
True love, my best friend 
Never goes away 
Never dies 
It just goes 
Around the bend 
And sneaks up on you 
When you least 
Expect it to 
And a true friend 
Unfortunately 
Is always better 
Than someone 
You sleep with 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

31 



Mark (my other best friend) 
 
Where are you 
Markie when I need you 
When I just have to talk to you 
You’re having sex 
Drinking good vodka 
Listening to great music 
Hanging out with your friends 
Why do you have a cell phone 

and never answer 
You live the life 
Any four people dream of 
Wild as you have always been 
Behind those green Irish eyes 
Lies the heart and soul 
Of a Buddhist angel 
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Sasha (my AIDS buddy) 
 
Dear Sasha 
My only friend 
When I had none 
Markie was in San Francisco 
MM was in Amsterdam 
I hadn’t gotten to know Ivan 
Carlito died a long time ago 
Patrick took cover five years ago 
Brian is barely a memory 
I hadn’t found a parish yet 
Because of you 
I held on 
And made the best of it all 
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To David 
 
You were always so sweet, so kind, 

so solicitous 
You were the brother who did not abandon me 
The son who did not hate me 
The sister who did not scorn me 
You were younger than me 
Street fashion to my haute couture 
Artful disarray to my disciplined 

perfection 
You stayed up all night 
While I went to bed early and 

awakened even earlier 
You never gave me a moment’s worry 
Or threw your pride at me 
You always proved to me that I 

was worthy of your respect 
We never argued or fought 
What a deserving match we made 
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To Carl 
 
Don’t ever think 
wherever you are 
which is where every good man 

goes 
that your body is decayed 
your grave unmarked 
or your heart and your soul 
your beauty and your wit 
departed 
for you will live on 
in the finest parts of me 
and I swear to you 
that I will make certain 
someone worthy who comes after 

me 
will keep you alive 
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Remembrance 
 
Dear Carl 
You died so suddenly 
You were so young 
When you went away 
And death 
Didn’t save you 
From the ravages 
Of old age 
Or the wear of time 
Because you were one of the few 
Who would have 
Only gotten better 
And I still 
Miss you so 
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Doubts 
 
Whenever 
I have doubts 
about my purpose 
here on earth 
or that good 
will eventually  
triumph over evil 
I remember 
not often enough 
that beautiful Carl 
loved me 
from the first moment 
he saw me 
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Michael 
 
Michael 
oh my Michael 
my God 
I loved you so 
and I 
didn’t know then 
that I could 
love a man 
oh Michael 
come back to me 
let me heal you 
death is never  
the right way out 
until your time 
truly comes 
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Tania 
 
Tania 
You are even sweeter 
Than your peach cobbler 
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To Carlos 
 
The promise of love surrounds my soul 
The warmth of emotion envelopes my heart 
There is a new sparkle behind my eyes 
The birth of a kiss is upon my lips 
The fostering of the hope that 

you might care 
Swept in and out of me 
Like a great gulp of air, a tense  

racking cough 
Because the realization that I might 
Actually be good enough for you 
Just barely crossed my mind 
And forged a tenuous connection 
Between my brain and my heart 
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To Jay R. 
 
With words of profound passion unspoken 
I come to you 
With a respect so great 
I come to you on bended knee 
Awestruck and distraught 
Completely undone 
My very essence impaired 
Stimulated to a degree 
That being in your presence 
Compels me to become foolish and awkward 
But it is complete love 
That has stupefied me 
And I cede all my expectations to you 
If I am in any small way 
Worthy of your notice 
For the slightest nod of your head 
The smallest glimmer from your eyes 
The beginning of a smile will suffice 
For true encouragement would indeed cause 
My frenzied heart to quit beating 
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To Jay R. 
 
Come to me on the silent 

soft wings of an angel 
Quickly race to me on the  

feet of Mercury 
Place your voice close to 

my ear 
Allow me to bask in the rich 

cognac tones of your 
particular speech 

For the sustenance you bring 
with you 

Is surely nourishment for my  
hungry soul 

And each time we meet 
I am truly reborn with nobility 

and grace 
Completely baptised with passion 
Immersed within a wonder 
I never, never want to abandon 
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To Jay M. 
 
Walk gently with long strides 
Into the dark night 
With no regrets 
No bitterness 
No envy 
For what you never had 
With a half-smile 
On your lips 
And with a glow from within 
Your eyes 
Never lose your hope 
Your anticipation 
Or the sweetness 
That has always 
Been such a part of you 
For now you know 
That you will finally meet 
A lover with whom 
You can truly be yourself 
With no reservations 
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My Romeo 
 
What would it take 
To win my heart 
It would take someone 
Whose innate faults were worthy 
Someone who is not ashamed 
To be overwhelmed by his passions 
Someone who would emerge 
From indifference and rejection 
Without a broken heart 
Unscathed, wiser, and more trusting 
Someone who would cross 
A room full of handsome strangers 
And end up in front of me 
Noticing no one else 
While deciding that he 
Had always been destined 
To meet only me 
Someone whose sweetness 
Alone would disarm me 
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Be Mine (Jay M.) 
 
If beauty were a good 
That could be bought or sold 
If time, for me, had only 

begun 
When I first saw you 
If innocence were truly mine 
If truth were mine innocently 
If in gold and jewels I had 

a king’s ransom 
But all that I have 
All that I can give you 
Is a heart first come alive 
When I met you 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

45 



Supplication 
 
Oh God 
If only Thou were flesh 
Now, so You 
Could reach down 
And touch my shoulder 
Grasp my hand 
And whisper resonant 
Words of comfort 
That only I 
Could hear 
Instead of constantly 
Making me prove 
My faith in You 
By my supplication 
Until the living of 
My life 
Becomes so utterly 
Incomprehensible and painful 
That my sole reaction 
To this confusion and hurt 
Could only be 
To seek your mercy 
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My Desire 
 
Every day 
can be 
Christmas Eve 
if you 
believe it is 
and 
no one  
can love 
you  
like 
yourself 
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Folly 
 
So what was it like 
Exactly to fall in love with me 
You said that I 
Was the best sexual partner 
You’d ever had 
I did try to unlock 
The door to your heart 
To give you all 
You ever wanted 
And even more than 
You knew you desired 
But my folly made you fearful 
Caused you to mistrust me 
Accusing me of the crimes 
You’d already committed 
Because I loved you too much 
More than I loved myself 
And as the old saying goes 
To love another 
You must first love yourself 
But I didn’t 
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Old Men (Gerry) 
 
Oh God, I’ve actually learned something 
From all the years of unsatisfied struggle 
For all the times I tried so hard that 
No one could estimate my drive 
And the ride is not slowing down 
And I’m not getting weaker 
The power within me grows and grows 
Picks up like an avalanche 
It just takes longer to lay siege again 
Because I have even more forces 

to collect and to direct 
Will anyone ever realize the love 
That can be found within an old man 
An old man who had never been fulfilled 
I’m not less than young 
I am more 
I have patina, wisdom, finesse 
I know what I want 
I am not fickle 
The veil of perfidy does not cover my eyes 
I can be grateful 
Perhaps the only one who could understand  
Is another old man 
And there aren’t that many left 
They are rarer today than fourteen- 

year-old Apollos 
I do have the love that loves to love 
It will consume me not soon enough 
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Lillian, My Mother (Peter Madison) 
 
My mother was one of God’s finest children 
As most boys’ mothers must be to their sons 
Only now do I comprehend 
That her private passion was her music 
Which she gave up 
Because other people didn’t pay enough attention 
Or listen closely enough to hear the perfect beauty 

that was there 
She was, after all, first a mother 
Then a wife, who died when she was fifty-two 
When I was fifty-seven, my singing of Schubert 

in our church choir 
Taught me for the first time what she had always felt 
For she returned to me as I was singing, and 
Only then did I truly understand her love 
Which she chose not to abandon, but instead 

to make more private 
So she could use her heart to guide me 
She breathed once again during our performance 
Yet I could only give inspiration its due briefly 
As Peter and I sang  
And our voices floated to heaven 
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My Mother 
 
You were so beautiful 
I loved you so much 
You were an enchanted princess to me 
I always wanted to be complete 
I wanted to make you happy enough 
So that you would not be compelled to drink 
So that you would no longer need to retreat 
Into your private world of unconscious pain 
From which I guided you in and out of 
The world the rest of us inhabited 
Suddenly I became a man and your protector 
While never actually being young or old 
I had become a vessel 
Created for you to fill or empty 
Until your drinking finally killed you 
Before that day and after it 
I found intimate strangers 
To take your place 
Until I had endured enough pain 
I started living my life for myself 
But my failure to make you happy 
Cloaked me as smoke surrounds fire 
Ensuring that fear and regret 
Rather than trust and hope 
Permeated my every moment 
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Mother 
 
You were a sublime pianist 
A truly great beauty 
A wealthy woman of such vivacity, 

tenderness, and charm 
That only a tall handsome war 

hero could be your husband 
Both of you loved too hard, too deeply 
You demanded from each other 
What you could never give to yourselves 
Passion lit both of your lives 
Unquenched longings were slaked 

by liquor 
And both of you decided to create 

a child 
For whom there could be no place  

in your hearts 
Who would become the source of 

all your pain 
And the receptacle of all your bitterness 
Mother, you never lied to me 
You shared your faith in God 

and your belief in Jesus 
Christ as the Redeemer 
with me 

You forced me to attend church 
and Sunday School 

From which I turned away 
When I found no answer there 

to our family’s problems 
To which I returned when life, 
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itself, wronged me more than 
you did 

And so if I could speak to you  
today 

I would assure you 
That if you could have given me 

only one gift 
That if you could have done 

only one thing right 
Giving me my faith 
Was the only fitting legacy you 

could have left me 
Sometimes when I feel 

brilliant or loved 
I forget who I am, and I 

think I am you 
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Daddy 
 
Little hearts break so easily 
Little hearts mend so quickly 

sometimes 
Little hearts somehow grow bigger 
And little minds become older 
With memories that become hard 

to forget 
The truth of it all remains 
So horrible that little boys 

grown large 
Sometimes forget to remember 
All they know 
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How Would You Feel? 
 
And what would you say 
If I told you mommy strangled 

me last night 
How would you feel if daddy 
Broke your skull like he broke 

mine 
Try to remember how you felt 
When you first held a newborn 

baby 
And make him your own flesh 

and blood 
Seed of your loins 
Egg of your womb 
Would you try to kill him 
Like they tried to kill me 
Or would you love him 
And hold on to his tiny fingers 
With all your might 
And try to shield him 
From the cold night air 
And the wild barbarous hate 
That grows inside some men’s 

souls 
Tell me how would you feel 
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What You Chose To Do 
 
You were most of all, so big, so large 
So grand and wise 
Always one step ahead 
Always on top 
Always the winner 
You could become 
Exactly whatever was desired 
And more 
What did you choose to do 
With your power 
Your spoils 
Your absolute control 
Over life and death 
Love and hate 
You chose to pick 
One tiny little child 
And engulf him with your polluted 

lust 
Cover him with the vile 
And make him forever a stranger 
To himself and to other people 
What you chose to do was 

unspeakable 
And so sometimes he cannot 

speak at all 
What you chose to do 
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To Hugh from Sandy 
 
I remember that first day  
Of therapy 
Sixteen years ago 
When my earnest young therapist 
Asked me 
To describe how I saw myself as 
The severely abused and  

sexually molested child 
Of two violent alcoholics 
I told him in a soft and 

modulated voice 
That I pictured me, then as 
A blond seven-year-old boy 
Who had an empty round hole 
You could see through 
Where his heart should 
Have been 
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Abel Tasman (To Hugh) 
 
Why didn’t you ignore me 
Instead of tormenting me 
Beating me 
Hating me 
Making me the reason behind 
All your pain 
Didn’t you have any mercy 
Any understanding 
For the life you created 
For the little boy 
Whose veins flowed with your blood 
Whose face mirrored yours 
Whose nascent soul reached out to you 
For the smallest scrap of compassion 
And all you chose to give me 
Were days of constant drinking 
And nights of your passionate loving and  

hating 
While I constantly shattered in your 

presence 
How could two people so in love 
Be filled with so much hate 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

58 



Love 
 
You thought you were granting me a blessing 
You thought you were giving me a  

magnificent gift 
After all, your father had given you the  

same present 
A present you may have also given to  

my mother 
How you must have anticipated my birth 
Because immediately after I was 

born, you began molesting me 
In the name of love 
You knew you could not let anyone know 
I, however, was trusted to keep our 

secret safe 
A secret so dangerous and volatile 
That my first recollection of it 
Was forty years later 
After your death 
When I remembered 
Your exact words to me 
On the occasion of my fifth birthday 
When you said, 
“You’re old enough now to get me into  

trouble, so I have to stop.” 
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To Some Middle-Class Social Workers 
 
What can your life mean to you 
If you do not have a kind word 

for anyone 
What value do your possessions  

hold for you 
If you cannot share them 
What can a kiss mean to you 
If you have no warmth in your heart 
How can you feel a caress 
If your fist is clenched 
You choose to remain aloof and alone 
Imprisoned within a fortress of 

propriety 
Instead of believing in the inherent 

goodness of other men 
How bleak the interior of your 

heart must be 
I ask you why you do not allow  

yourself to feel happiness 
Since my foolish heart is so  

full of joy 
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Integrity and Compassion 
 
Sometimes my parents used to hurt me 
There were times later on when I 

didn’t have enough to eat 
Or a place to stay 
Or someone to talk to 
Finally I ended up completely alone 
A stranger to myself 
With nowhere to go 
Incapable of asking for help 
And I reached a point in my life 
When I couldn’t go on any longer 
I gave up because 
I could not find any solutions to  

life’s problems 
I decided not to continue 
Now I cannot feel that way at all 
I cannot believe that I ever felt 

so alone 
When anyone else stumbles down 

that short road to nowhere 
I do my very best to help and  

to care 
Because they are me, and I am them 
We are not without worth or 

identity 
Sometimes I become confused 
And forget to honor the subtleties 

and niceties of polite society 
Because survival, concern, and  

empathy 
Are more important to me 
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Sunday and Friday Night Meetings 

 
Your voices were the softest that I have ever heard 
Your eyes were the kindest that I had ever seen 
I could not hear all that you said 
Old memories and constant fear separated my mind from my body 
My spirit remained unfeeling 
I arrived early 
I left immediately 
I spoke to no one 
When I first met you 
I realized that I did not have to remain alone 
I knew that you had spoken the truth 
The unspeakable could be spoken 
Our secret could be shared 
I saw some of you smile 
I heard some of you laugh 
I was won ever by the sweetness and innocence within you 
Perhaps I could learn to love and respect myself enough 
To realize that those same qualities were also a part of me 
All at once, for the first time 
I had discovered my own kind 
I allowed myself to hope 
That one day I might smile 
Laugh and find my place in the new world I was entering 
Where together we could find love and understanding 

 beyond our wildest dreams 
I was not able to approach you and embrace you yet 
But I wanted to 
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Waiting 
 
You asked me what was wrong 
You asked me what I had to 

say for myself 
If I didn’t answer, you hit me 
If I did answer, you said I 

was talking back to you 
Then you hit me 
You told me you hit me for 

my own good 
You told me you hit me because 

you loved me 
You told me you hit me because 

I deserved it 
You hit me, and you hit me again 
You hit me when you drank 
You hit me when you didn’t drink 
When you were drinking you 

couldn’t remember hitting me 
When you were not drinking 

you couldn’t remember hitting me 
I have never forgotten your 

hitting me 
Although I did learn how to 

outsmart you 
I learned how to show enough fear 

to satisfy you 
But not enough fear to make you 

continue hitting me 
I learned how to separate my 

mind from my body 
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I used to watch you hitting me 
from the ceiling 

I didn’t feel any physical pain at all 
I learned how to be vigilant and 

numb at the same time 
I grew up with welts, bruises, 

cuts, broken bones, and  
concussions 

Which were a gift of your love 
for me 

My first memories were of  
confusion and pain 

Although I was not confused about one issue 
I knew I would never hit anyone 
I knew I would never allow 

anyone to be hit 
What a brave strong man you 

were 
You were a war hero and a 

college football player 
What an adversary a six-week-old 

baby must have been 
To cause you to throw him across 

the room 
To let him bounce off the  

wall 
And land on the hard tile floor of 

the kitchen 
Because he cried 
You have been dead for two 

years 
I still wake up in the middle 

of the night 
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Waiting to hear your screams 
of anger 

Listening for your footsteps on 
the stairs 

Waiting for your angry fists 
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Teacher 
 
Beautiful little hearts and souls 
gazed up at me 
from within cabochon eyes 
of unmeasurable beauty 
 
Souls born so pure 
with hearts beating so sweetly 
full of gentle trust, yet 
most certainly unready 
 
For the hurt, anguish, and anger 
heaped upon them 
in burning torrents 
from adults who knew better 
 
From adults who were also mistreated 
and tortured 
by the very people 
who should have wanted to protect them 
 
But life continues 
unfathomable cruelty triumphs 
so it seems 
yet perhaps my love made a difference 
 
Perhaps my understanding 
made it clear to them 
that their homes were not places 
from which to return 
 
And that they 
would have to collect 
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all their trust and faith 
in a benevolent God 
 
And use it to cover 
their very beings 
their tiny bodies, souls, and hearts 
and hope with all their might 
 
That even the smallest fragment 

of God’s mercy 
could protect and preserve them 
so that one day 
they too could smile without fear 
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My Brothers (The Gonzaga Group at Saint Xavier’s) 
 
The time had to come at last 
When I knew I had come to rest 
In the arms of my brothers 
Finally I could lay back 
and not fall 
When I wanted to stand 
I didn’t have to try 
Unnamed arms gently held me up 
And I knew no one could love me 

more 
For once in my life 
I had found my port, my home 
The place where I belonged 
There in the arms of my brothers 
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Dual Death 
 
I cannot cry 
My tears would kill you 
I cannot love you 
My seed would kill you 
I cannot surrender my body to you 
For I could kill you 
And all I really need 
All I really want 
Is to love you 
To love someone 
To touch and to be touched 
To feel your skin against my skin 
But the very blood 
Which flows through my diseased veins 
Could kill you 
And I will wander alone 
Untouched 
Until I meet another deadly outcast 
And we will proceed 
To kill each other 
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My Life 
 
I wake up every day 
Somewhere between ecstasy and death 
For my machina could be an Arabian 

steed 
A thirty-seven Cadillac V16 
A Packard Brunn 
Perhaps a sixty-three GTO convertible 
Or a tumbrel 
Placing me on my walk 
Through rain-cleansed forest avenues 
Or on razor blades sunk in rat shit 
I always lived fast and loose 
Wanted an adventure I couldn’t  

conquer 
And here it is 
Leading me haltingly, steadily, smoothly 

to my death 
My only constant companion a 

deadly virus 
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Modern Man 
 
Don’t ever tell me 
that the music of Mozart 
is too noble 
or the sight of a Greek column 
too beautiful 
Must your reality 
always be ugly and harsh 
to have life 
at all 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

71 



Memories 
 
Somehow I made it 
Out of the fog 
In the important areas of life 
I survived 
I’ve never understood 
Any of it 
Yet when sanity dawned 
None of the good parts 
Of the past 
Were lost 
They only improved 
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Forgiveness 
 
can God forgive me 
for all the mistakes 
I’ve made 
after I started trying 
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Tenderness and Mercy Maybe 
 
To the little gay dude 
Who hustled me outside 
The Jersey City Pathmark Store 
I apologize for being poor 
I apologize for being suspicious 
You may have been 
On the level 
So forgive me for thinking 
That you might have been 
Trying to hustle me 
I listened to you 
I cared about you 
I feel sorry for you 
And I’m embarrassed 
That I had no cash 
To give you 
No strings to entangle you 
If you read this poem 
You’ll realize that I do love you 
I do care about you 
You are my brother 
And I do know 
How alone, confused, and hurt you 

must be 
So accept my prayers 
And my compassion 
And my heartfelt felicitations 
That trail after you 
Like a breath in the wind 
One day I promise you 
Things will work out 
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You’ll be glad 
You are who you are 
But don’t wear a new electric 

blue Polo jacket 
When you hustle 
For you must never look more prosperous 
Than your mark 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

75 



My Personal Secret of Success 
(Jay, Allen, and Dave De Vore) 
 
Always leave them wanting 
Give them 
What they think 
Is all you have 
And more 
But, of course 
I do have more 
That’s why 
I’ll be 
Johnny 
‘Till the day I die 
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Thank you to my brother Bobby, to Andrew, Dominick, Bob, Florence, Cooper, Barbara, 
Michelle, Paul, Carlos, Will, Maxine, Robert and to the supporters and members of 
Positive Connection. 
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