
Almost immediately after Sam died a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions stirred inside of me.  One day, 

sitting in a chair feeling sorry for myself, a stream of words popped into my head.  I jotted them down on 

a piece of paper, and as soon as I was done writing the first couple sentences, more words kept coming.  

As strange as it sounds, each poem below was written this same way.  I don’t feel as though I wrote the 

poems at all—they more or less just came out of me.   I do not claim to be a poet—I know absolutely 

nothing about poetry.  For those who do, I suspect that fact will be painfully obvious.   All I know is how I 

was feeling in the days and weeks following Sam’s death, and these poems are really just a “stream of 

consciousness” borne of those feelings.  Perhaps they will also stir something in you.                                                                                                                             

John Jeffers 

A Thousand Times I Have Failed 

A thousand times I have thought and longed to hear the Answer bounce off the walls 

of my mind. 

And a thousand times I have failed. 

A thousand times I have peered under the Veil to catch a glimpse of truth I could work 

with. 

And a thousand times I have failed. 

A thousand times I have read from the Books for clues to the mystery shrouding my 

thoughts. 

And a thousand times I have failed. 

A thousand times I have walked the House looking for the ghost that plays with my 

soul. 

And a thousand times I have failed. 

It is not from want of trying nor aversion to toil which snuffs my Light. 

It is not math or science or religion or Faith which makes me foam for want of 

nutrition. 

Nor does the din from broken Crucibles of knowledge taunt my intellect.  

Perhaps it is not my lot in life to sift grains of sand in search of Gold. 

I have not the capacity to understand the answers that sit at the tip of the mountain 

of Majesty. 

A thousand times I have tried and a thousand times I have failed. 

 



Call of the Lark 

Can you see what I see? 

A gently pressed path, with wild flower lining.  Tall blades brush our legs. 

Under canopy of tree we softly walk, mindful but steady.  

The birds and butterflies, the bees and beetles; each tends their work. 

Their eyes have seen this before.  Yet no grave word is bespoke. 

Can you feel what I feel? 

Upwards we climb, dutifully obeying a roadmap that doesn’t quite fit our pocket. 

Our breaths come quicker now, heels digging soil.    

Our baby’s back lightly we touch, offering only support. 

Sometimes we stop to catch our breath, look around; but my heart gets in the way of 

my eyes.   

Can you hear what I hear?   

The call of the Lark.  Pray—it is too early for this melody.       

There is so much yet to do; so much yet to see and say.  Must this morning come? 

I cannot bear to see the sunlight today.  Its heat threatens to melt me to stone; its fire 

wants to consume my soul.   

I fear there shall be little left of me.  Save love of what was and what remains glorious.   

 

Candle on the Mantle 

A candle on the mantle, gathered pictures old. 

A minyan at seven, all your stories told. 

There never was a boy whose star shined as bright. 

10-20-13 at 6:31 your Rocket Ship took flight. 

Some things have changed, still more never will. 

Put away little cups, pass over the pill. 

Your smile, your laugh, winsome personality; 



Just some of the things to last an eternity. 

Your fight is over, ours just to begin; 

The darkness that took you, a cancerous sin.  

That spirit that drove you we have in our heart. 

Today we renew, our journey to start. 

 

Clinging to a Tightrope 

Ah, another suspended thought;  

Clinging to a tightrope stretched across the mind; 

Caught in the middle over a canyon. 

To move forward, relief; agony, to look behind. 

Hear the drips of guilt collecting in puddles below. 

But wait, here comes another; lighter this one.   

Oh, see how it saunters, until the winds of change blow. 

Night and day, do these particles travel. 

Bumping into each other.  Destinations unknown.  Ports of call empty. 

How weary is the captain of this ship. 

 

Dragons in the Dungeon 

Dragons in the dungeon, creepers in the mine; 

Vipers in the pit, hissing in rhyme. 

I know your true calling, I’m onto your game; 

You can’t keep a secret, you can’t hide your fame. 

You’ve been around the block, you’ve had your affairs; 

Spreading your word; putting on your airs. 

Now you’ve gone too far, claiming youth as your prize; 



You’re headed for trouble; gonna get cut down to size. 

Calling your bluff, ending your reign; 

No more victims, no more pain. 

The devil is dying, terrorist soon to be gone; 

The memory of the children is going to live on. 

 

Four Legs and No Arms On a Watchtower 

Faint beats steady.  

Four legs and no arms on a watchtower. 

Townsfolk trade and sup. 

Distant smoke hovers, curls of gray.  

Glancing eyes raise then settle steady again. 

Hoofbeats clatter, heads cock, ears turn. 

Whispers travel, heads nod, gaits quicken. 

Eight legs and four arms on a watchtower. 

Distant drums beat louder.   

Bare shelves, mercantile wilderness. 

Unnatural clouds heavy and thick, tainted taste and smell. 

Labored thoughts unspoken.  Floorboards worn thin. 

Twelve legs and eight arms on a watchtower. 

Murderous gongs course deep.  Flickering light, scorching heat. 

Burning lungs.  Pitch and noxious.   

Sickening stench, seared flesh.  Mad stares.  Frozen in time.  

Dead silence.  Four legs and no arms on a watchtower. 

 

 



Golden Flowers Sway 

A bud.  A shoot.  A petal. 

Golden flowers sway.   

Cool winds rustle colors underfoot. 

Bare twigs cover themselves in blankets. 

Coldness circles like vultures. 

No.  No!  What if…?  Gone.  Exhale.  Breathe again.     

Time weaves its way through our lives. 

Tomorrow.  Today.  Yesterday. 

 

When Life Knocks at Your Door 

Just as a mare might stand in the sun with dry lips, 

     So too a hurt soul. 

Running from letters and numbers, 

     Who am I to argue? 

Where does one seek admission and what is the tuition for 

     Gentility, laughter, courage, patience, dignity, hope and love?  

Who and where is your teacher, 

     And what are her credentials? 

When life comes to knock at your door, 

     Do you open it? 

 

Memories Float By 

Memories float by like thin, wispy clouds 

Taunting the senses, drawing me inside-out. 

I shun them like a hunger pang 



As though desperate am I to lose weight. 

Anorexic thoughts mugging mental health. 

 

Guilt seeps in to fill the cracks of 

Logic shattered in pieces at my feet. 

Its damp heavy mortar solidifying, 

Weighing me down, halting all progress. 

So longing of the past and its beauty. 

So fearful of losing the only thing I have. 

I cannot bear to lose anymore.   

Come back to me my Love. 

I promise to hold you forever. 

 

Might There Be a Place? 

Might I then try 

To set my sails against the wind 

So that it takes me somewhere 

Where no pain dwells? 

When I arrive 

Might there be a tree under which 

To rest my mind  

And calm my stomach from the swells?  

I dare not ask more 

Than the land can afford 

And no innkeepers need call 

To check upon me. 



For all I want now 

Is simple and sound; 

That I might know  

Peace and harmony. 

 

 

 

On a Starry Eve I Walked 

On a starry eve I walked, 

‘Neath heaven and points of light. 

Charged atoms ‘ranged in cluster,  

Astral Sextants show me right.  

Jailed thoughts let loose to travel, 

Voyage far ’yond ken and sight. 

On course for Where not knowing, 

Boundless and free this one flight. 

Adrift in void and vacuum, 

Soul’s quest for comfort t’night. 

Through murk and myth did travel, 

Dest’ny conquered and done right.  

‘Twas all that was desired, 

When I found you, son, brave knight. 

 

 

 

 



Faith Rounds the Corner 

Faith rounds the corner, 

And there meets its match. 

Shot by a wicked blunderbuss,   

Gail force winds slam the shell.  

Tin can peeled back and sheered,  

Stripped bare and lying naked. 

The dragoon rides on, 

Fiery ego trip for the righteous. 

 

The Secret 

Deep down in the well of the earth lies a gift. 

That men search for it is proof enough of its value. 

Some say there’s a map, which can be found on a hill. 

One learned old codger, who professes to have seen the map, even proffered that the 

secret lies at the intersection of Marconi and Henley. 

Up high in the mountains dwells a precious bestowal. 

That women seek it lends it its credence. 

It’s been said that a path leads right up the mountain. 

And mighty explorers, looking down on their burning ships, appear to have found it. 

As an ardent chain can be as strong only as its weakest bond, let us lend our support 

to the tenuous. 

Perhaps the youth of today, laying claim to the treasure, will use it for the good of all 

humankind. 

 

 

 



The Grand Plan 

Who knows what grand plans have been laid? 

Those who have listened and watched can answer. 

But who can hear or see?   

Were attention or desire sufficient oh how many prophets we would count. 

Instead we stand outside at night.  

Before us a great bed in which we might soon lie. 

With black sheets drawn wide and stretched to neatly cover the corners. 

 

 

Tomorrow Never Came 

Late at night I can hear you, gentle breathes warm my heart. 

Morning will be ours, I think; new day for us to start. 

Our recipes we’ll scrawl, a feast for kings and queens. 

And contrive to deliver, to the minions unseen. 

The King he sits on his throne, so patient and so tame. 

Waiting for tomorrow but tomorrow never came. 

 

 

Where Dreams Once Stood 

Where dreams once stood 

Ambition runs thin 

Threadbare carpet 

Existence. 

Promise turned to mist 

Faith run away 



Moral silence 

Ambivalence. 

Things that should be 

Astray in space 

Timeless drift 

Emptiness. 

Hope which sprung eternal 

Thieved from inside 

Soul siphoned 

Abandoned. 

 

There Comes a Time 

When all hope is lost 

And nothing else matters,  

When time stands still 

And hearts are shattered; 

When darkness surrounds 

And grief consumes, 

When nothing makes sense 

And life can’t resume; 

 

There comes a time 

When night turns to day, 

The fog starts to lift 

The sun casts a ray; 

Your eyes can then see 



The love spread around, 

And a cause grows up 

Where kind hearts abound; 

Friends gather 

There swells a pride, 

Thoughts turn to action 

Good deeds turn tide; 

Long lying dormant 

Buried in grief, 

A smile takes shape 

Birth of new belief; 

Dawn awakens, 

Fresh ideas we don; 

Life does matter, 

His spirit lives on. 

 

 


