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Sound Never Sleeps

From the depth of blackness

Out of the shadows of the night

I am awakened by the murmuring of objects

Sand and rocks and grass

Moving beneath the pressure of my footsteps

Dancing to the rhythms of the wind

Singing to the setting of the moon

And from this resonance of movement

I am reflected

Earthbound Force

I am a magnet

To some I seem to push

To others I pull

The energy is generated naturally

From earth’s gravitation I am created

I am significant as a channel

Insignificant as a power source

I preach consideration and awareness

To connect, you must first respect

No Catchy Lines

Speaking softly

Directing wind currents

Sound vibrations

Like a violin

I play these strings

Melodic and discordant

They leap

From mountain to ghetto

From outer space to inner space

These noises

That echo off objects all around

Are reflections of myself.

Shredded Redwood Bark

Falls from perch eight stories high 

Feathers silently downward

Through soft muted shadows

Through dust filled sunbeams

Lands temporarily on curled fern

Drops more permanently to forest floor

To be with others of its kind

And merge gracefully 

Into earthen resurrection

God is a family
A gathering of moving forms

Grounded stirring expanding dissolving

Collections of colors and chords

Brothers sisters aunts uncles

Newts and licorice bushes

Curling furling whispering

Nonsense pure wisdom

Woman and children

Beloved irritating comforting

Moving within our neighborhood

Soccer team pumpkin patch

Local community singing celebrating

Functioning within landscapes

Fellowships of forest creeks

Extending into vast open spaces of sand

We communicate, trade

Every heart beating to the rhythm

A gospel of symphonious union

Collectively we

Humanity

Meditating collaborating disonating

Concentrating on the truth

I myself seek agreement

On Bending Trees
I go I eat I sit I dream

Floating clouds in swift jet stream

Cars buzzing like frantic bugs

Move through space

Spitting, coughing methane gases

Plants and people

The omnipresent will to grow

Through the cracks

Slow and steady

Air, rain, wind, dirt 

Methane Biomass

Electronic jelly

Molded by gravity

Welded together by bending branches,

Leaves of egg carton paper

Rolling over surfaces

Burning vegetable fuels

Sun derived

Lubricated by mist gray ghosts

Most of these words

I write while sitting on the shitter

On folded scaps of paper

With miscellaneous pens

The walls are blank

The tank is empty

The mind is washed

The Second Day of Fall

North rescinds back into the cave

Damp chill of gray and gray surrounds

Old crow stands and waits

Black oak leaves furl and float

Some sleep upon the dried up earth

We are dry

Thirsty for winter’s tonic

It will come

Soon the Arctic’s cold

Descend and blow

Waves to pound the battered shores

Trails of foam to float above the endless silence

Scented fumes of smoking chimney pipes

Crisp morning stillness

The subtle mixture’s sweet delights

Fall’s pilgrimage a new beginning

Circles circles

Autumn reminds me of the circles

Turning back the clock with old reminders

Bringing friends and families together once again

Prayer to

The dharma, the natural law which governs all things real and imagined.

The sangha, the community, of whom I am an inheritant and provider.

The buddha, the enlightened one we all seek to become.

Returning

Come with me my friend

Beyond the angled corners and faded exterior

Through the dull diffusion of afterthought.

Come to where not knowing is regarded with rejoice.

I will guide you along crumbling pavement

Dampened by smell of morning drizzles.

Around quiet coves we will roll.

Up and up into the mists we shall climb.

I will guide you back to waters’ emergence

Into a sanctuary of natural tension.

Numero Uno

Awash in morning glow

Dreams shaken off like sand

This landscape pulsates

Moves to the steady music

Of energy, and death, and unending joy

Numero Dos

As death dissolves

And sorrow recreates

Muscles become mucous

Bones are crushed to dust

Blood melts into the sea

Numero Tres

From cave to cathedral

To computer chip

Mind desires to know more

Little is heard of heart’s truth

Drumming in the distance.

Out of the Mist

Wooden totem boats 

Carved from massive slabs of fallen redwood

Decorated with sculpted heads of animals

Painted with brightly decorated motifs

Gliding buoyantly through reflective waters

Paddled with honor and debate

Come quietly in spiritual pursuit. 

Wooden Vessel

 I am in love with the idea

Of a small sailing vessel

To take me across the sea

To float me over the mysterious ocean

The giant abyss

Even death

On this dream I have built my cars

And trucks and trains and aerospace machines

But however complex they may have become

They are still built

Upon this primitive desire

To go beyond

In a wooden boat

Into the sea.

Observed by Energy

I can’t deny I am controlled by instincts

To survive

Hunger for nutrition

Awareness of movements mannerisms

Sometimes I am devoured

And no longer capable of creative thought

I succumb to gravity

Into the Night

I’m preparing myself

For a spiritual journey

I’ll one day embark upon

Across the seas I will float

Into the wilderness 

I will descend

Forgetting what I once was

Entranced by the possibilities

Haunted by the memory of truth

Grasping for reunification

Praying for solidarity

Morning News

My small thoughts

Are no big news in the Times

Broadcasted only in my soul

Even my family does not know

But as I write

This cloudy morning

I am as I always have been

A rhythmic magnificent beast

A father of children

A manifestation of beauty

An offspring of immense historical data

My records are played

Within my heart and mind

I am moved by their kaleidoscopic melody

Inspired by their superlogical verse

I gather strength

And move into

Another day.

Blasé foggy complacency

Not knowing what step to take next

Lacking self motivation

I try to be kind

I try to be helpful

In what ways I know how to be.

No one likes a controller

Everyone likes a leader

Who leads by doing

With action 

With the understanding of what is right

With the drive to pursue truth







