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AN HONORABLE MENTION

A sparkling star,

immense and wondrous,

yet perceived unworthily
is only a passing vision,
distant and mocking.

But shine it does,
a thankless shine,
muddied by time and perception...

Content for an occasional spotlight,
appreciated once in forever,
if never again.

-- Matthew Christian Keener
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A MAZE OF MANY DOORS

I was dreaming then,

though not asleep,

when I roamed the halls with open eyes
and did not see.

I noticed on occasion

the careless people I walked into,
and it seemed to me

(it had to be!)

that they were headed

toward empty places I was leaving,
and I laughed at them.

(And they laughed at me!)

But I knew where my path had gone,

and I had to turn and wander on

to look for happiness that was not there
behind the doors of many colors

I did not dare

to gpen.

—— Matthew Christian Keener

1956, R %1



A STOLEN MOMENT

Once upon a cool, summer's night,

I roamed the woods so starlit bright;
Content to play the watcher's role

I watched the moon begin her flight.

As I laid down beneath a tree,

The stars shone far as I could see
And all reflected in my soul

As I in them, and they in me.

A brilliant flash, a blink in time,
My life achieved a perfect rhyme,

But soon I lost the moment's Whole --
It stole away, the perfect crime.

Then more I watched while deep in thought,
In hopes to find that thing forgot

Which faded to a distant goal

And left my pow'r of words to naught...

And even now I watch the sky

Though days and months and years pass by,
To find the light that dwarfs the sun
And join my soul with it as one.
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AS SEASONS ON THE WATER

I sat upon a rock

and watched the golden leaves

float, and spin, and race upon the water,
and gave the moment to them...

and I understood the rock.

As I closed my eyes,

my soul anchored itself

like a rock within the water,

and I watched the seasons move about me

and warmed myself in the patient joy of nature.

And as the leaves moved away from me
some stopped short upon the shore,
but others continued free

and I sent my best hopes with them
as I said goodbye.

—- Matthew Christian Keener
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WITH SILENT VISION

I watch with eyes turned inside-out
on lines of endless depth,

and scan the surface under which

the changing forms and patterns play,

as the static fades away.

The laws by which the planets move
I know within myself,

they move me on the winds of change
and hold me in the present day...

while lost in words I cannot say,
I watch the static fade away.
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WITH CIRCLES IN CIRCLES

I watch the sun repaint the skies,
but winds of time soon close my eyes
and blow the sands away...

with footprints in the sands erased,
I never noticed in my haste

the habits, behaviors,

and resteps thought new,

and circles grown larger

that always trace through.

So I sail the windblown sea
with sails high above the water
and eyes on the sky,

until they fall once more

as near horizons would implore
for my attentions

and ignore me.

—-- Matthew Christian Keener

1987, R 937



OUNSETS , TIME, AND TIRED HEARTS
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A NOeBLE EFFORT
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MOTION SICKNESS

Life devours what it needs like a rabid dog,
with desperate Passion
and the strongest, most brutal LOVE,
a screaming Love that rends the heart
and wrenches tears from fragile eyes.

Life demands Expression
and EXPRESSION demands ITSELF,
as Chaos reigns with heavy hand;
then, within the confusion,
the Many Things are thrown about;
See! Water to ice, enslaved,
or sent to vapors,
quite unable to resist.

The unborn child outlives the parents,
absorbing, GROWING!

Behold, the Maelstrom of Expression!

It pulls the strings of the Many Things

and reveals the monstrous face of Destiny!

Matthew Christian Keener
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