Common Wisdom

Poems

Fall 2000

Madagascar

Messages sent by ageless mariners

Sand and turquoise spirits

They sing love songs in Portuguese

Enduring endlessly 

Poverty and romance

Blending into spiritual liberation

What is necessary will come

Freedom = justice

You can get what you really need 

To learn and move on

Refugee

A Filipino mother torn with grief 

Where to hide? How to defend 

Against her passive, violent US husband

Or to leave her only, dearest child

In the end

In streaming tears

She runs so far away

Hoping to begin again

But in her heart 

The scar will never mend

And broken American dreams

Will haunt her every day

Quick Question

Trying to focus

Concentrating on non-control

I am sucked inside the hurricane

Where chaos screams madly

Looking into the mirror

I search for the everything

Inside of me 

What If 

God was an animal

Watching over you 

Like a big black bird

And judging everything you done

To see if it were true

Or just a lie

Don’t hide under your pillow

No rich men up there in heaven

Keep your poor brother in mind

Death is only a step away

Man you better pray

Surfer’s Dream

Long, waving hair

Tossed by ocean breezes

A flash of white teeth

Tan bare backs

Simple single fins

Pocket rockets

Wooden longboards

Old cars and vans

Maintained with affection

Families of people

Living in shacks

Fishing boats

Lying on the lawn

Acoustic guitars

Sleeping dogs

Treehouses

Simple words

Combined, formed

Into complex ideas

Unique combinations

Linguistic variables

Of British origin

Bathed in pastoral visions

Descendant of seafaring Norsemen

Breathing magic into fire

Building swords of steel

Forging ahead, panting, singing

Dark, heavy spirit like a cloud lifting

Suddenly breaking open

Flashes of genius

Then dropping down upon the earth

Praying to a merciful beggar

Asking for forgiveness, repenting

And afterwards

Building crosses, effigies

Of despair and hope

Looking seaward, skyward

Braving elements

Crossing rivers, boundaries

Always marching

Seeking freedom

Snapdragon Wind

Billowing westward

Soft and giant

A gallant stead galloping

Across the hills

Tempest

Fury

Boiling above 

The textured vibrant earth and sea

Heavier than a thousand Gibralters

Lighter than a grain of sand

Pushing

Pulling

Massaging the land

With the weight of struggle

Iron Land

Upside down I stand

Along this iron land

A force I’ve never seen

Pulls all of my being

I dance along the surface

Scattered with bits and pieces

Of impermanence

I am alone

I grasp for expression

I question my own philosophy

I mimic my father

But all these thoughts are just diversion

Truth knows 

How I am slowly pulled apart.

Every Grain of Sand

Is a mountain of truth

Every word I speak

Flows like a stream

From somewhere

Near the spring of innocence

After Dinner 

Sunday evening stroll

To the country market for ice cream

And licorice sticks

Stormy October night, rain flurries

I. my wife, and two sons

Move together in unison

Holding hands on the way back

The youngest says

The dark’s not scary.

It’s beautiful isn’t it. I say

Yeah, it’s beautiful

Staring down at streetlamp glistened street

I watch a giant shadow

Sweep over vast plains, crags, and crevices

There’s so much going unnoticed

A heart can only watch and wonder

When it will be set free

