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The Paper and the Pens Will You Miss Me?

| haven’t been talking to my old friends, the paper and the pens. ) ' )
Will you miss me when from my body my soul is gone,

When | lie in the ground and from my bones my flesh is torn?
So, Hello dear friend, the paper and the pens. Will you even remember my smile, my laugh, my face

I enjoy talking When my soul leaves my body to float with the stars
far from here in distant space?

But [ think it is time we sat down and talked again.

For they listen attentively when | open up to them

They never let me down just like a real good friend. Will you remember that | was an artist

You see, they remember every word that flows past my lips. When my works have turhed to rust,
And every word that flows through my finger tips. When they have crumbled back into the Mother Earth
From which they came?
For it’s ashes to ashes and dust to dust
And they always listen to all my heart’s content.

Of all the stories of what I've done, and where | went. Will anyone remember that | was a poet

They re-tell the story of what theyve heard, Whose canvas is a blank piece of paper

- . And whose tools are his mind and his pen?
never missing a single word.

B T ceito grow in size Will you remember the words in the book | have written,

right before your very eyes. When the words turn weathered and fall off the pages
But what is fact and what is fiction? They let you decide. and are tossed about by the wind?

As they take you on their wild ride ) ,
To never be spoken by my lips again

with my last dying breath all | ask is this;
They leave that up to your mind as | say goodbye with a kiss
and your eyes to see will you remember me my dear friend?

Through what is thought and what is mere reality

Yes | think it’s time we talked again
my dear friends

The paper and the pens.



The Promise

When | was young |
Remember looking into the mirror
Trying to envision the man | someday would be.
And [ thought | knew it all,
But how wrong | was | would soon see.
For somewhere along the road of life
| took a wrong turn,

And before | could get back on track 10 years | had burned.
When | was a young man | remember looking
Into the mirror at what | had become

And the feeling of disgrace
From what the years of partying had done,
And at the lines it had left on my face.
| felt lonely though | had many friends.
But sometimes people are not really happy:
They just pretend,
For | was unfulfilled with the life | was leading.
I felt like my soul was cut and | couldn’t stop the bleeding,
But | felt true in my heart at what | was needing.
| got down on my knees
And | asked God for a wife and a son
And | promised him that a good man I'd become.
And | remember the day for tears | wept
And as for the promise, that’s one | kept,

For | said to myself, “This is it,” and that’s a fact.
And that's the day | quit, and I've never looked back.
And | grew stronger as each day would pass,
Patiently, for anything worth living for rarely happens fast.
But as | stand here before you today
In the presence of my son and wife | can't help thinking back

to the promise that changed my life.
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DeStiny

| don’t know if you believe in destiny
But last night | got the strangest feeling
That what I'm doing how was how it should be
Destiny
When all comes together which you've worked so hard to achieve
And once you know the feeling
[t's one you'll never want to leave
Destiny
When you just didn’t think you had it in you
But you stuck with it and you made it through
Ten thousand times it felt like
It was life versus you
And ten thousand times you met the challenged. ...
You made it through
Destiny
Some like to call it fate. Some think theyll always have more time
Some let their surroundings dictate, then resort to a life of crime
Destiny
Some like to call it fate
But let me tell you destiny just like time
waits for no man
Let me tell you each and every one of us just like mine
You have your fate in their hands
And in the end you may see
That it wasn't, just,

Destiny.



Tag New Ye o

Another year has come to pass
I don't want to sound like | am bragging And as | grow older they seem to come and go so fast.
But there was a time when | went out tagging For it seems just like yesterday that | was back in school
And it sure seemed like harmless fun Teasing girls and acting like a fool.
To tag a building, not get caught, and run Spring days when nature broke free
Of a long, cold winter’s lock
Skipping echool and skipping rocks
Running free without a care
Down at the tree fort where girls beware.

I'd tag the wall with my name
And they would repaint the wall
It was like a game

I'd tag the wall again and again Sleeping out looking up at the stars
To show everyone where I'd been Yet too long for girls and cars
I'd treat the wall just like it was mine See, all that really mattered to me were
And I'd do it all the time Fishing poles and bows and arrows
I didn't see the crime Catching frogs, shakes and sparrows.

Bicycles, baseball cards and caps
Hawk swings and treasure maps
Climbing trees down at the swimming hole
Spring had broken pushing aside the cold.
To grow up, we just couldn’t wait

But as | grew older and out of tagging
New kids kept on bragging
See we didn't see the crime
Until the day the house they tagged was mine
And then | saw things in a different view

And | ask you this For, to be a man seemed so far away.
If it were your house wouldn’t you? But for a man, child, you soon would be
Longing for your childhood memories.
You see, I've worked hard to own my home Now a man, you pass the woods where you would play
For many years I've walked alone But you don’t stop, for there just isn't enough time in the day.
For | didn’t know how things could be And the swimming hole, it’s since run dry

When like a piece to a puzzle | fit into society
So | look my friends right in the face
And say let’s try to make the world a better place
And every now and then | still brag
But it’s because 'm teaching you rnot to tag.

Times have to change but you still don’t know why.
| guess we're all just part of a grand echeme
And maybe things are meant to be.

And as | sit thinking that nothing lasts
Another year has come to pass.
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Safe At Home
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Every spring they come back to the fields
Where the seeds of their youth are sown
To the baseball diamond where memories are made
And old friendships rekindled, it's a lot like going back home
For year after year you see the same familiar faces
Of the friends and the coaches you've known
And year after year the parents always
Remark, “My how our children have grown!”

And on a bright sunny day the words “play balll” are echoed
Through these fields as a little boy steps up to home plate.
With a look of determination etched on his face,

To send that ball aloft, he no longer has to wait.

He bites down on his lip,

As he swings the bat with all his might.

Then a ping fills the air, as the sweet sound of contact
Sends the ball soaring into flight.

The heads of the crowd all turn at once
As the ball rises over the fielders and bounces for a hit
And a loud sigh from the crowd arises
As the ball passes by the right fielders mitt
And as the little boy rounds the bases
Heading for second and then for third.

“That’s my boy!” from the stands
Year after year has been known to be overheard.
With the helmet almost covering his eyes
The coach waves him home as the boy rounds the bases.
And a roar heard ‘round the park arises from the crowd
As a smile adorns mom and dad’s faces.

As the boy runs towards home,

The ball is relayed to the plate.

The catcher attempts to make the tag,

Allis silent, as the call from the umpire the crowd awaits
As the dirt settles into a cloud of dust,

That now covers the little boy’s face.

A mighty roar breaks the silence
As the umpire throws his arms apart, he yells out “safe,!l”
Safe at home, yes son, you're safe at home.
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What if all that it took was to walk away from a
fight
For both were smart enough to do what is right
It takes a man to walk away from a fight
Even if he thinks it’s a fight he will win
[t takes a man to walk away
For he realizes that for one of them, this could be the end
5o he walks away, tension lies
He walks away and no one dies
For really, is it worth dying for your piece of turf?
You mean, this side of the street is all that we're worth?
Or this jacket and those pair of shoes
| think a life’s worth much more than that
[t's something | don’t want to lose
No, I'm not going along with the flow
For | am alive, | have dreams, and | want to grow
And | don’t want somebody saying,
“what if...” and we'll hever know
What if all that it took was to walk away from a fight
Remember, it takes a man to do what’s right
| could have, | should have, | would have
| don’t want to live my life with regret

I want to live a life I'll never forget.



For Whom the Bell Tolls Heart Of a Ll on

For whom the bell tolls

You don’t know their names
Junior high school butterflies were floating inside him on the day of the race.

At the starting line amid, to him what seemed to be giants,
As you turn the pages of the newspaper Stood this little boy who seemed so out of place.
As the starter’s pistol raised and fired,
The giants pushed ahead and strode confidently into the lead.
And the words appear just with different names Amidst the frenzy it took all the strength he could muster
To fight his way out of the pack, and from the giants, to finally be freed.
For no one but he knew the size of his heart.
The one that was now beating furiously moments after the start
Titme and time again As he raced, oh he ran, well, he ran like the wind.

Step after step the pain rose. Still he pushed on, pushed on from within.
Lonely runner with innocence, determination and fatigue etched on his face
| read these words and my heart sinks; | feel my mind tire Running for his life to prove to all who he was

To answer his dreams of finishing in first place
Fighting the odds, this young boy ran with tremendous pride
another life cut short , a child that never harmed and never hated Though small and frail he stood, beat the heart of a lion inside

By his fellow man, in essence by his brother And on that fateful day he ran with the grace and speed of a young gazelle
Young, proud and strong he ran,

Not yet knowing this would be a race that some day to his children he'd tell.
| still can’t understand why we have hurt each other Every ounce of energy he spent as his heart raced the sweat soaked his skin
Yet each step he took only seemed to stoke the fire from within.

He looked back as one by one the giants faded away
Yet fear not for you've lived a good life Growing now smaller than he as they couldn’t keep up the pace

Til the last one faded out of sight
With a look of exhaustion and bewilderment etched on his face.
Then came a moment, a magical moment, of inner peace

All you know is that it didn’t toll for you today

Headline reads, “Death toll in Baghdad tops 200 men,”

in different newspapers, and with different faces,

From different homes and different places

“Innocent child killed at his birthday party by stray gun fire,”

Another innocent child killed suspected gang-related

Different nationality, same race, look around, the human,

For whom the bell tolls some day it shall toll for me as it will for you

Instead rest assured for you did all you could do
For you've made a difference in others lives the time you were here

and to thy own self was true When others’ panting and footsteps were no longer heard
Just the sound of his own footsteps, a beating heart, rhythmic breathing
And an inner voice saying, “You can do it,” is all that he heard.
Filled with promise and hope, looking out through virgin eyes As he crossed the finish line this day, not coming in first, but in second place
A smile that emulated from deep within his soul
Shined through the pain and exhaustion, for he had given his all
And ran his best race.

Remember for every end, there is a new beginning,

And remember you'll battle ‘till the end, but it’s a fight worth winning

For you'll stand among the strong ,the kind, the gentle and the wise

So today | ask of you, Beating the odds he now stood amidst giants, that not so long ago, he innocently
. , . defied.
What will you do with your life Yes, amidst giants, small and frail this young boy stood
before the bell tolls for you? But what no one knew, is that he had the heart of a lion inside.



My Inspiration
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| pick up the book, that holds all the secrets of my heart
And with a breath of air blow off the dust
The black cover cradles the hand written parchment of
All the poetry that I've written for us filled with romance and lust
| gently open the cover to reveal, hand written in pen is a dedication
To Jamie, from Joseph your man, you are my love and my inspiration
| begin to write my poetry to you, and although some pages are worn and
old
Some are intentionally left blank for they are reserved for what the future
will hold
| begin to write my poetry to you and the once blank parchment
Comes to life with passion, love and desire
And some pages seem so hot to the touch
As the words seem to set the parchment on fire
| write from my heart to you, a testament that some pages are stained by
my tears
[ write from my heart to you, as if I've known you for so many years
| feverishly write as the words jump off of the pen and on to the pages with
ease
The words flowing from my mind, seem to flow like a soft summer breeze
The words reach out to you as you read them my voice echos in your mind
The words reach out to you calling you to me and telling you that you are
mine
Each page holding our memories captive telling a story of nights past
Each page holding you captive as the words draw you in
Like some love spell on you | have cast
For you are swept up into a sea of emotions, to my words you are forever
tied
You are swept up into a sea of emotions for you've laughed, loved and
you've cried
As | close the book with the black cover that holds your dedication
Let me read it to you, To Jamie, from Joseph your man,
you are my love and my inspiration.
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Life

You know, | often wonder in amazement
How special, how rare, we truly are
For man has looked back into time as he’s scoured the cosmos
And has yet to find another like him so far
To be this special and have the gift of life
So innocent and so pure and to waste this gift
Would be a tragedy for sure
To be part of a planet that we live on, yet is also living
A planet, that from the dawn of time,
That from a single-cell organism,
life came and life it keeps giving
Yes Life
So hext time it’s dark, go stand outside
and look for the furthest star
The eye can see
And wonder, is there anyone like you
Out there, as far as
The eye can see?
And you'll begin to understand
How special we truly are,
And how much love we can share
When we all show that we care.
And [ will look forward to the day | shake the hand
For some day it may be you up here
Where | how stand
You know | often wonder in amazement

How special, we truly are.

Joseph C. McGowan Studio



Re |

Joseph C. McGowan Studio

t 0s Al |

| am big, yet | am small
[ am one, yet | am all
| have power, yet | have none
[am all, yet | am one
| stand tall above a simple ant
| can do many things he can’t
| have the power to squash him if | may
Yet | choose to let him live
And he goes on his merry way
And | feel better, for | would have surely felt worse
For | choose to live and let live
As all one in this universe
l am smart, yet surely knowledge | lack
Surely | have taken and now | give back
I've come to realize how big | can be
And only a fool cannot see the forest for the trees
For as you live on Mother Earth as she floats in space
Just think of all its people and animals living in every place
For life is all relative as you can see

[t’s all relative, and so are we.

a t

Top of the World
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The top of the world overlooking the vast blue ocean
Mountains rise catching shadows in the canyons
Blue skies hide the fires that once lit up the night

The smell still lingers
Only memories left of life once shared
The land’s scars are quick to heal,
but | can feel its pain

Rain has come like tears from the heavens,
and life is again reborn
A vast emptiness of silence,
Only you are by my side

We stand like the last two humans on the face of the earth,
Watching over her beauty

Grass blown by the wind dances
The silence is broken by the wind rushing through my ears
She waits silently as | tell my story on a sunny day on the top of
the world.
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Golden Locks
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It is said that throughout time or so | am told
That man has treasured silver and gold.

He's worn it and formed it into statues that guard his palace walls
And as history’s shown he’s watched those golden statues topple as
his empire falls.

He’s fought and died and sold his soul
All in the name of silver and gold.

But as time goes by and it turns weathered and old,

And it loses the brilliance it once did hold,

Then he who possesses tries to sell and can’t get a whole lot
And the trinket finds its way back into the smelter’s pot.
Yes, man can be foolish and cherish bits of rocks and ore
And spend his time and money on trinkets found in a store.
But these simple hair clippings | hold in my hand mean more to me
For they represent a time and a person you used to be.

They tell of a time when we first cut your hair.

You were flying a plane in the barber’s chair.

Your smile was wry and you just weren’t so sure,

But some comforting from Mommy and Daddy was just the cure.
As the barber shipped away, it was as though he had cut into time.
See, you were no longer the baby at birth | called mine.

[t had been just a year and, my you had grown.

Mom and Dad were go proud of the seed we had sown
As your golden locks hit the floor. My eyes began to tear.

[ just couldn’t believe it had been a year.
| thought, but alas, time waits for no man
As | gently picked up your curls and placed them in Mom’s hand.
She looked up at me as a tear of joy ran down her face.

| thought to myself, I'd always remember this moment as we embraced.

Yes, man will always treasure silver and gold
But they do not compare, to your curls that | hold.
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The Cage

Don’t run away. Come here. Come closer. See, 'm not a freak.
I'm human, just like you. Step right up and take a peek.
Come watch me like an animal in the zoo in my cage.

You stare at me from behind glistening metal as | unleash my
rage.

No mortal chains can hold me down as | fly free into the air,
Only gravity to contend with, for | have a leash on my fear.
Concentration in my eyes not unlike a cornered beast
As | cut my line into the wall not on flesh, but on air I'll feast.

Still, you watch me through the cage and are amazed as I'm
floating in the air
Daring to defy gravity then falling back to earth, you gasp with
primordial fear.
Sometimes crashing back to Earth yet to always rise again,
Shaking off the pain, for pain is no one’s friend

Now you see | am not a freak. | bleed just like you.
Scarred and bruised this mortal flesh how turns black and
blue.

Yet the friends | make are there for me in my time of need.
They're here to push me higher, not to mend the cuts that
bleed.

The session’s on, as you watch me through the cage
Like an animal, | feel so alive as | unleash my rage.
Don’t run away, come here, come closer, see 'm not a freak
I'm human just like you. Step right up and take a peek



45 Seconds to Glory When | 6m Away from You
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When I'm away from you the air | breath tastes stale

“Why do | do it?” you ask, well, let me tell you my story The vibrant colors | used to see all how turn to pale

of the good times, the bad times,
The sounds | once heard all seem to fall on deaf ears

And what it takes for forty-five seconds of glory.
v S For when I'm away from you the days seem to turn into years

It started back in ‘95
When | first dreamed of being the NISS champ,
Dreamed of effortlessly flying through the air
As | carved up and down the ramp.
You eee, | skate the half-pipe
And it makes me whole.
And for this, | sacrifice my body, sometimes leaving my blood
but | always leave a part of my soul.
My clothes are tattered from countless sessions
And my pads are worn and old.
My body is ravaged by countless falls
That over the years has begun to take their toll
You see, skating has become a part of me
And | must admit | do enjoy the show.
And | do it my way, and for that | was branded long ago.
That’s why they call me “Ho-Ho Joe.”
I'm not the best you've ever seen
Or the best today you'll be seeing.
But when | skate it’s from my heart
For I'll give you every ounce of energy that makes up my being.
And on the day of the contest, as 'm standing on the ramp
They begin to count me in, in 3-2-1.

Everything I've ever dreamed of being and who | am today,
Fll lay it on the line and Il roll like the dice for one more perfect run.
And if the ramp gets the best of me,

If to earth | tumble and fall,

PIl pick up my tired body from the ramp
Knhowing | did the best | could, for I've given you my all.
You see | skate the half-pipe
For it makes me whole.

And for this I'm willing to sometimes leave my blood
But | always leave a part of my soul.

I walk the city streets at night calling out your name
Under the neon light standing in the pouring rain

The wind howls as if it calls my name, and answers my call
Rain drops crash almost piercing my flesh as they fall

A million tears from lost lovers that have yet to be found
Gather at my feet in a puddle on the ground

| fall to my knees and look up into the sky, as | call out your name
Fist clenched | pound the ground

I throw my arms to the heavens, fingers parted | feel the warm rain

The water beads on my cheeks and like tears runs down my face
They seem to burn into my skin, for their paths now leave a trace

A crowd has gathered and some stop and stare
['look right through them as if they were not there

Storm clouds grow heavy and mask the light on the horizon
Storm clouds grow heavy in my heart for I'm finally realizing

That when I'm away from you the air | breath taste stale
The vibrant colors | used to see all how turn to pale

The sounds | once heard all seem to fall on deaf ears
For when I'm away from you the days seem to turn into years
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