Ode to Ryan, by John C. Murray
Repelled from a Distant Star

Abseiled at Birth

He Landed

On a Northwestern Edge

Gently Climbed

Down from it’s Prolific Ledge

Deep into the Burroughs

Of an Unbridled Braided Bluetaled Bellingham

I Remember

When you Walked  with Auntie Anne

Through the Oldie Harding Sidearm Door

Cross your Mom’s Ol’e Kitchen Floor

To Where

Our Eyes Met our Souls Stirred Our Hands Shook

Inside this Country Long Bridge

Of The Heart of Life

Canvassing None and All the Scenes

Taking Up Streams of Names and Notes

Rock and Rolling Through His Dreams

Never Fretting at Discord

Climbing to the Beat of his own Tambourine

Painting Landscapes with the Brush of his Eye

Trading Smiles at Base camp

For a Peace

Of that Diamond in the Sky

I Remember

Those Mountains Stretching into Watery Hills

So cold so cryptic so clever so calm

Standing like Stanchions

In Ryan’s Warm Earthly Palms

Waiting so Reverently

For the Lonely Chill to Ignite

His Fiery Bones

As Only He and He Only

Could Turn Stale Air

Into Soft Sweet Stepping Stones

Every Breath He Breathed Echoed from his Soul

Each Heartbeat Celebrating A New Ancient Goal

A New Slab to Grab A New ‘Biner To Bend

A New Chimney to Smoke A New Rib to Spank

Each Breath He Breathed Flowed From His Heart

Every Heartbeat Commencing a Brand New Start

Cherishing The Traditions OF the Watched Ramparts

Inspiring the dimensions of the Dawn’s Early Knoll

Ryan Alan Murray Triplett

A Beautiful Husband Sacred Lover

True Friend

A Cosmic Son Sagacious Brother

Troubadour

Solemn Comrade Solid Companion

· A True Original –

· An American Masterpiece  - 

