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Broken Clock 

by Dave Barber 

It's the same story 
Young man, wet floor 
 And your hand punishing- 
  
 I'm listening to the wind sound 
Before each strike lands 
Trying to ready myself- 
  
Swish, Pain, Swish, Pain, Swish, 
Pain. 
  
Not looking at your face, 
Twisted up like a demon 
Contorted in anger, 
  
My foolishness, 
The Clock has stopped, 
Hands hanging limp 
  
No sounds except a whimper 
Followed by her 'shut up" 
  
From the other room 
She's talking to herself 
As I lay down, hurting, 
  
 Feeling the burn of raw flesh- 
 leather's impression 
  
 Back,  Arms,  buttocks. 
   
 The sound is still with me 
 The feel of the pressure 
   
 Sinking into my sleep 
 Curled up- 
 



 

Cycles 
by Dave Barber 

 

  

I let it go.  Waves throw it back 

White bodies and twisting vines 

Wrapping on hollow trunks and 

slopes 

Black ocean foaming at the mouth 

Can't wait to return. 

 

A Flower blooms, fades, dies 

And the seed wanders through 

The shade to sun, stones covering 

one by one until it can't grow 

The heart of what they covered 

 

Ants dissemble a moth 

A morsel at a time 

Carry it by me, 

I'm weary of seeing them. 

 

You break, rise up and crack 

Glance away and then return 

Forgetting to call 

Only I don't 

It's back again. 

 

  

 

 

 

 



 

Casting Stars 

                              by Dave Barber 

 

 

   
 My daughter has plastic 
 glow-in-the-dark stars 
 glued to her ceiling. 
  
 She's named each one, 
 telling me: 
  
 that's one is Brian 
 and that one Dog - 
  
 See, it's further away 
 because it's mean. 
  
 For seven days, 
 She cast them in place 
 and called it good. 
  
 Her own universe 
 without planets 
 wasting time revolving, 
  
 without other bothersome 
 life to worry with. 
  
  

 



 

Clock Stop 
by Dave Barber 

 

 

  

Each time I step 

Into my backyard, 

It seems different. 

 

Yes, yes, the roses are there 

And that peach tree 

Looking more sickly each day 

 

But it's all different. 

The clock in the bedroom 

Has been stopped for weeks. 

 

It's always late now to read 

Rest or relax. 

(So, I'm told) 

 

And I'm spending too much time 

Worried about being remembered 

Casting stones into the future. 

 

  

 

 



 

Sequences 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

 

No Use 

  

 Piano books, tennis racket 

 Forgotten junk mail 

 Tossed on our dining table 

  

 Pieces of life moments, 

 Scratched in time, 

 Our table, lost its real use. 

  

 Resting place for fragments, 

 Too hurried to slow, 

 Too stressed to remember. 

  

 What's buried under stacks of junk 

 Maybe family meals together, 

 Ripped open, contents dropped. 

   

 

 



 

Promises 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

 

Promise 

  

 If you promised 

eighteen years would flash by, 

 Blond to gray, 

 Would I say yes? 

  

 If you promised, 

 Joint aches daily, 

 Until medicine becomes our fair 

 Would I say no? 

  

 If you promised, 

 Loving would be catch as catch can, 

 A few moments when the earth 

spins down, 

 Would you say yes? 

  

 If you promised, 

 Months away in broken dreams, 

 You'd help pick them up, 

 Would you and I say yes? 

 Text of poem 

 

 



 

Work Pieces 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

 

Work, love, memories 

sunrise              sunset         start 

over. 

sleep                   exhaustion  sunrise 

sunset                 Restlessness  

 



 

Odd Hours 
by Dave Barber 

 

Odd Hours 

  

 It's one AM 

 When I'm most myself 

 Even surprised at 

 The thoughts leaking 

  

 Out between the ticks, 

 Groans to the next 

 Hour awakens, My 

  

 Shadow driving inward toward 

 Three Am. The last  

 Thorn is pulled and I 

 Apply a downy mass 

  

 Resting on the Sandia 

 Mountains, they're beautiful 

 Now at 5 Am. My gaze is 

 Caught in my throat and 

  

 Soft cold air touches my skin 

 Before I have to form 

 Words and be 

 Someone social again. 

  

  

 

 



 

Waiting the Summer 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

We walked summer mountain stream 

 Carrying more conversation, 

 Refreshing trees and valleys. 

 The sun mild and early 

 Only waking from slumber. 

  

 When I asked bout love's 

permanence, 

 Our hands together, you pulled 

away, 

 Shaking your head. 

 Your eyes not hiding your thoughts 

 I read them clearly as the waters. 

  

 The stream froze in place 

 Colors running into the red hills 

 Trees went gray and sank 

 Mountains black and fallen. 

 Like birds taking wing into the 

night. 

  

 Since then, keen lessons on love 

deceit 

 Have played through me as single 

notes 

 Written out full and clear. 

 I didn't see the coming in  

 Short pieces and neutral tones. 



 

  

Feeling the Rain 

  Ah, the rain  
  Rests lightly  
  Tickling 
  I replant 
  Life in pots 
    
  Smiling Drops 
  Hiding sorrow 
  Welcome gray 
  In the bright 
  In the quiet.



 

Day's End 
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Day's End 

 

I wanted to write in my chair 

And ride the day down till 

It was exhausted and gray. 

Then put it away 

Soothe my mind with a warm 

Bath in candle light 

As if that the most ancient light 

Could cover me with it's flickers. 

 

But I couldn't. 

There was homework to help on 

Television to share in and 

Mail, of course mail, 

To sort and care for. 

So the chair must wait. 

and soothe 

 

  

 

 



 

Gentle Knife 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

 

   

 My father held my hand 

 To exact the tiny wooden 

 dagger wedged in tight 

 His hand a tight vice 

 His voice low  

 And still. 

  

 A moment of pain 

 And the pressure was gone- 

 A measure of tenderness 

 Somehow transferred 

 A silver tear 

 Removed in an instant. 

  

 Mom was rough and harsh though 

 Shaking the knife blade 

 Or the belt if I yelled 

 I'd rather suffer 

 Rather than face 

 Her hands. 

 

 



 

When Growing 
Chances 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

 

  

 If you could grow a heart, 

 what shape and size 

 would it be? 

  

 A thing built from scratch 

 buried deep in your eyes, 

 blinking for a moment 

 in sweet measured beats. 

  

 A came-and-visit heart 

 dolling out rewarding like 

 monthly checks- 

 Is this the last one? 

  

 Gee, that much! 

 or issuing a club card 

 yes, faithful member 

 with the right password. 

  

 Losing, was that in the rules? 

 No just sitting, just proving 

 you could build it, growing it up 

 out of thin air. 

  

   



 

 

 

Horizons 

  

 Western painting,  

 Converging lines that spell a  

 Point where reality fades to guesses 

 And Even the simple break of  

 Color can't decide the outcome. 

  

 Funny,  

Japanese painting lack this 

 Maybe because they 

 Can't see the changes or where 

 Any points fade or maybe  

 They don't concern themselves with  

  

 Outside the lines. 

focusing on the shallow, 

translucent tones and 

 barren cherry limbs hanging over 

 waters, a single koi circling  

 reality to a fixed point. 

 



 

Worry 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

 

  How could I worry 

   Listening to the shaking leaves 

   Tumbling, tossing, 

    

   Decaying to give 

   Back what they had 

   Recycle recycle 

    

   Is that the only word you know? 

   To shift, change shape, 

   Reform into new. 

    

   I can smell 

   Your engines working 

   Overtime for winter. 

    

    



 

Watching Winter's 
Game 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

 

We gathered cones, branches 

Breaking the fragrant pine 

As powder snow fell 

 

Soft on our mind 

As the steps of the hare 

Out for a stroll. 

 

His ears high antenna 

Frozen for a moment 

In beams of sun. 

 

We knelt and watched 

As he turned to go 

Against the white glisten glare 

 

And wondered where he'd 

Spend the night in cold- 

Find the food to survive. 

 

 

 



 

Morning Haiku 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

 

Waiting to see 

the morning sunrise, 

Missed it! 

  

 

 



 

Naughty Haiku 
by Dave Barber 

 

 

Through the window blinds 

of her pink bedroom 

she dresses! 

  



 

December Poem 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

 

This morning, 

the sky was painted 

a most beautiful rouge- 

a soft pink lemonade 

we drank while we waited. 

It was sweet! 

(inside of course) 

  

matching color 

would be difficult, 

temperature of light 

shade and texture 

and taste of our heart 

painted like this. 

 

 

 



 

Dreaming 
 

by Dave Barber 

 

 

I could wake from a dream 

that was so real- 

your body dressed in black lace 

heaving and moaning, 

you breath growing short 

and your breasts bobbing like buoys 

in our ocean of desire! 

God, riding those waves of up and 

down! 

it would be so good! 

  

But I’m awake, 

and you bid me 

turn off the light 

you’re tired 

and my heart 

is still beating fast. 

  

  

 



 

  
Thank you for reading my work!  I 

hope this was a safe place to land.  If 

you have questions or comments, 

please send emails to: 

 

dbarber59@comcast.net  

 

 

 

 


