
Hi Pop, 
 Attached as comments, are my suggestions. Take or leave as you like. Though I write 
them directly, I realize they are simply my opinion not gospel. If you have trouble reading the 
“comments” let me know and I’ll resend as plain text. 
 
/JP 
 
1.  DESIGNER'S BREW 
  
This distillery mind of mine is active again,  
taking grains of things seen and heard, 
brewing something new, some spirit substance 
ample in head, bitter to the tongue,  
placing it on the bar to be sampled by  
God-knows-who.  It's not my taste,  
some may say, rejecting out of hand that 
which rose from fiery logs, curled through  
narrow tubes, settling in the collecting vat 
of experience, was bottled, capped, distributed,  
stocked openly, my name on it.   Some 
may shrug, desiring something with vintage 
attached, unwilling to drink my less subtle,  
harsher ale.  Some will prefer lighter sustenance. 
But there are those who will smack their lips, 
nod appreciatively consuming my designer's brew. 
Those discerning, exuberant connoisseurs 
are the audience I ferment for. 
  
2. NIGHT     
  
Untorn and yet not whole, 
this mothcloth sky, unpatched by cloud, 
pounds forth its heavy fist of focus. 
Clear sharp lines of trees  
loom large and more than tree,  
waiting for dawn to change their mein 
to something not sheer line and black, 
something more a tree. 
  
3.  PITY     
  
Pity the stars and cloudless sky, 
the moon and hulking hunks of rock. 
Pity the whiteline roads that lie 
beneath our feet.  Pity the clock 
that ticks our moments into days, 
the sun, the grass, the stream 
that grinds the pebbles into sand, 
the haze that lines the valley and the pines  
that rise on mountaintops.  Pity 
the waveweary weeds of the sea. 
Pity the wind that flails all day 
against the cliff, the drops of rain 
that splat upon the ground,  
the snows that melt in the spring 
and the rose. 

Comment: This isn’t very crucial, but I 
thought “it’s not TO my taste” might scan 
better, but that’s a crap shoot. If READ 
slowly enough, with an emphasis on my  
rather than taste, “it’s not my taste”  
works just fine. 

Comment: I like the shift to “settling” 
here, as opposed to remaining in the past 
(i.e. settled), but it might therefore 
warrant a change in punctuation (say a 
dash, or parenthesis, instead of a comma). 
Otherwise, it’s a little tough on the 
parsing once you get to “was bottled…”. 
Alternately, if you like “settled” you 
could just swap that in, or add something 
like “then” just before “was bottled”. 

Comment: Maybe may here again, 
instead of will , since you just had 
unwilling  above, and will follows again in 
the next line. 

Comment: I really like this poem. It’s 
classic Norman Pearl. And though I like 
the sound and feel of “focus” in this line, 
I don’t know what it means here. Is there 
another word that fits, without disturbing 
the power of your alliteration? Or can you 
add another line in here that clarifies your 
meaning? I begin to see the link between 
“focus” and “clear sharp lines,” but 
maybe you could strengthen it with an 
extra line here. 

Comment: The MS-Word spell check 
shows the spelling as mien, with the 
meaning you intend here. I looked it up in 
my OED, just to double check. They 
show mein as an obsolete spelling of 
mien, for which there is a complete entry. 
So, I’d go with the majority and switch to 
mien. 

Comment: Beautiful, Dad. I love this 
poem. It’s perfect. It reminds me of a 
poem I wrote years ago, which though on 
rereading it could use some editing, out 
of sheer ego, I append it  here. ☺ 
 
I Weep a Tear (5/30/89)  
 
I weep a tear for violin strings 
that never caressed a child's ear  
with their voluptuous song. 
 
I weep a tear for 'cello bows 
that never kissed their 'cello strings, 
and for the horse whose hairs strung there 
could never grasp the notes they bear. 
 
I weep a tear for metal cold, 
that never was hot, and never wrought  
into a trumpet, horn, or flute. 
 
I weep for trees whose wood  
shall never know an oboe's shape 
nor never feel a child's breath 
as only recorder's do. 
 
But most of all I whimper softly 
to know that somewhere in the world 
outside 

... [1]



  
4.  GRIEF 
  
Even now, mornings come. 
Summer butterflies, dumb 
beauty bugs rip the sun 
and tear the tear from me. 
  
And I shall be a blast 
of winter coming fast 
and fast shall fix them fast 
and freeze their fickle wings. 
  
5.  IN ONE PACKAGE, THE WORLD 
  
In one package, the world, 
wrapped and ribboned,  
on the corner, waiting. 
Will I do?  I asked, 
heedless of the heaven's 
warning thunderclap. 
She regarded me disdainfully.  
I shrank.  Sorry, I mumbled, 
stumbling on my way. 
Wait, she said,  
you may do yet. 
  
6.  TRAPPED 
  
This desert of my mind 
cracks like a dry lake 
crisscrossed with hexagons of thought,  
each thought separated by unbridgeable 
crevasses, each doomed to remain 
within its borders until 
some far day in which 
merciful clouds blotting out the sun, 
pouring rain like mourner's tears,  
shall melt those remorseless rims. 
  
7.  STRANDS OF TIME 
  
Riding the ridge in Canon City, 
Colorado, that thin, winding road 
built by the sweat of the state's 
prisoners; almost afraid to stop, 
get out, look at the vista below. 
I stopped, stared at thin bands of time 
exposed on that ridge, 
  
almost not believing I was looking  
at millions of years, strands revealing 
the birth of one-celled life, emergence 
of the shark, cephalopods, the giant ones, 
the rise of T. Rex.  I thought I could 
see their demise in an inches- thick  

Comment: Nice. Very hard, tough, but 
true. I’m glad it’s not longer. Moments 
like this should pass quickly. 

Comment: Mysterious. I like it. 

Comment: Strike thought in this line. 

Comment: Strike each here. 

Comment: I like the sentiment, images 
and ideas. There is a lot of potential here, 
but I it needs some more work. 

Comment: Is it Cañon City?  



black stripe, stood there awed 
  
by such a revelation, although 
I'd assumed its significance 
because that's what it looked like. 
I wondered which line gave rise to 
my ancestors, finally returned to my car,  
overwhelmed by my ignorance 
of this rock that gave rise to me.  
  
8.  MY FATHER 
  
With his paste bucket, scissors and long table, 
my father was a menagerie.   He could measure, 
cut and paste wallpaper like a stalking eagle  
snagging prey.  He'd fold the pasted sheets, graceful 
as a swan, carry them like a pelican, bill filled with fish, 
match the seams with the eye of a hawk. 
  
Like a shark, he never stopped moving, devouring 
his prey on the run.  Then, like a salmon swimming 
upstream, he'd seek out the next obstacle 
to conquer.  A bear of a man, he worked alone 
with the singularity of purpose of Moby Dick sinking 
Ahab's ship, relentlessly charging until the job was done. 
  
9.  TIME'S DEAD 
  
Time's dead.  I've drowned it. 
It'll no longer dictate to me.  
I can take a bath  
whenever I choose, eat 
when it suits me.  I can 
  
defecate, urinate, sweat, grunt 
and sleep whenever I please; 
don't have to suffer those 
damned birds clattering in the  
morning.  I've silenced the crickets. 
  
The moon will perpetually bare 
it's pocked face to me, 
the stars stand in perpetual,  
random brightness.  Except for me, 
all stand like statues or  
  
occupy some subway train, forever  
waiting in that musty tunnel.  
Planes are suspended in air. 
Manhattan's taxis no longer weave 
through dense Park Avenue traffic.  
I'm totally undisturbed in this  
frozen universe, no longer intimidated 
by that dictator of punctuality, 
free to explore new depths, 
no longer touched by death. 

Comment: Colon instead of comma? 

Comment: I like it. I hear it read with 
the voice of Friday from Dragnet. 

Comment: This is good. I like what 
you’ve done with it. But I don’t 
understand your choice of 5 - line stanzas. 
(I’m assuming the last 10-line stanza is an 
oversight). It’s a little distracting, unless 
you think it adds something. I’d say 
either make the breaks correspond to 
some break in the text (like between 
stanzas 2 & 3), or just keep it all in one 
stanza. 



  
10.  PICTURE OF MY WIFE 
  
There's a picture of my wife 
on my desk.  She's been gone 
six years.  Her ashes  
lie in a closed vase  
on my mantle. 
  
It's not a big picture, 3" x 5", 
framed in wood, glass  
over the photo, but  
she's smiling at me 
as she did most of our time. 
  
She's in a brown seat  
on a commuter train,  
red hair piled high,  
small earrings dangling,  
wearing that white turtleneck 
  
With the blue, crushed velvet  
jacket.  I just cleaned the glass 
and dusted the frame, 
wishing to jump in, hold her, 
tell her I love her. 
  
Beyond those, there are two others I might try to squeeze in.  
  
11.  THE OLD MAN IN THE MUSEUM 
  
Entering free, thinning gray hair proclaiming his eligibility, 
the old man slowly climbs the stairs, stopping at the Pieta,  
sensing his mother's comforting arms, her fingers in his hair, 
his wife holding their newly born, white-blanket-clad son 
with that surprising mop of black hair, listening to the 
suckling sounds, recalling the short-lived joy of being a 
husband and father before the doctor advised against 
having another child;   he grasps the brass rail, breathes 
deeply, wheezing slightly, shrugs, enters the room of  
summertime scenes, sits on the barble bench, 
eyes drawn hypnotically to the gaily clad family at picnic  
in the park, pondering days full of smiles, his son  
and he playing fetch with their dog before it went blind 
and was put to sleep, rises, pauses at the young man 
running, cheering as his boy wins his first cross country 
race, smiles proudly at the scene of cadets throwing 
hats into the air, visions of his berobed son, mortar board  
in hand at high school graduation, propels himself  
quickly past the Civil War scene, recalling when Viet Nam 
took his son, cringing at the thought of the missing parts 
of the boy  fertilizing rice in the soggy fields of that far off land, 
looks longingly at the couple enbracing by the fountain, 
experiencing anew those happy days with his wife, stares 
wanly at the disfigured Venus, left breast missing, reflecting 
on his wife falling victim, so soon after putting their son  

Comment: Yes. 

Comment: Very interesting. I like it. 
I’d like to see it marked out though, into 
stanzas. (Was that your intention?) It’s a 
bit intimidating as one big block of text. 

Comment: Should this be Piet á? 

Comment: Do you mean marble? I 
looked up barble in the OED. It’s defined 
as a diminutive of beard, or an obsolete 
spelling for barbell. Not that I doubt your 
vocabulary. But it could be a typo. ;) 

Comment: Okay, this one IS a typo for 
eMbracing, no?  



to rest;  he shudders, grips his can tightly 
rides the elevator down, walks wearily to the exit, 
eyes tearing in the bright sun, walks slowly home. 
  
12.  SUMMER'S FINAL SECONDS  
  
Summer's final seconds 
filter insect images 
of almost aging 
through a child. 
Motion lumbers low against the street,  
footsteps fall and echo. 
Through the mist moves time, 
child and man.  
 

Comment: what can?  

Comment: Too compact for my taste. 
It seems a fragment. I’m not quite getting 
the story or the images. 
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Beautiful, Dad. I love this poem. It’s perfect. It reminds me of a poem I wrote years ago, 
which though on rereading it could use some editing, out of sheer ego, I append it here. 
☺ 
 
I Weep a Tear (5/30/89) 
 
I weep a tear for violin strings 
that never caressed a child's ear 
with their voluptuous song. 
 
I weep a tear for 'cello bows 
that never kissed their 'cello strings, 
and for the horse whose hairs strung there 
could never grasp the notes they bear. 
 
I weep a tear for metal cold, 
that never was hot, and never wrought 
into a trumpet, horn, or flute. 
 
I weep for trees whose wood 
shall never know an oboe's shape 
nor never feel a child's breath 
as only recorder's do. 
 
But most of all I whimper softly 
to know that somewhere in the world outside 
there lives a soul (if one can so live) 
that never touched an instrument, 
nor heard the sounds of heaven. 
 
For if there ever were a god, 
my god would sing to everyone! 
 

 


