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I write
and speak
those are my art forms 

when I’m at work
sitting at my desk
forming my thoughts
and you 

who are you?

my friend

you who talk like 

out of the radio

you listen constantly

to the point of no reason

while enveloping me 

completely

and I am saturated 

by your paternal love

my desire is cleansed 

to its purest moment

if I were to be buried
it would be in an unmarked grave

somewhere between 

new hampshire and maine

in a quiet place
where deer and birds

forage

I would like it 

when they walked all over 

my buried bones

and through the earth’s 

magnetic force

I would whisper

innocence
to soften existence
I would rather

to be a monk
than a sorcerer
now 

maybe not forever

I would still like to scream

animal sounds

in someone’s ear

but not now

today I am tired

my eyes are half shut

and I am praying

for everyone’s

well being
your children sing
and play football

on the dirt outside

while afternoon haze

dries your cottons

your hair is tied back

your apron has stains

through the window

you pause to look

and breathe air into

your maternal chest

world cup fans
mikhail gorbachev

openness

kofi anon

reconciliation

brazil, francais, ghana
diverse societies
long time ago

frederick douglas 

sojourner truth

freedom fighters

love in their hearts
truth in their smiles
worked to give us this gift

of openness
and nelson mandela

how much

the world has changed

come again
otra dia
what should I be doing

my heart is beating

my mind is half asleep

I am not real sharp 

but I’m ok
how are you

let us try to improve
our condition

people

families

and trees 

and birds

I will let go 

into the mighty force

and breathe its subtle power

tiny abstractions 

and grand finales

in between 

there are opinions

business dealings

and small talk

meditation
it can be as it is

with words

with thoughts

it is natural to think

also there is awareness

of texture

and gradients of light

depth of sound
the movements of muscles

feed feelings

memories of long ago

and deeper understanding
of others

who are also conscious
but not of you

compassion

will give you the power

to see that 
they are really 
no different

soy socialista

I do not believe 

in upward mobility

from working class

to middle class

to wealth

to nobility

desire for improvement

always

but at whose expense?

I believe we are all equal

all our basic needs 

are the same
we can greatly gain

from being humble

to the notion of work

and receptive 

to the benefits

tolerance provides

I caress you 

with my eyes
I imagine your beauty

before it travels

the space

between our souls

and in so receiving

the energy is charged 

with the anticipation

and excitement 

of meeting 

its admirer

someday
I imagine

going deep

into the trinity

hiking up massive rocks

bushwhacking gullies

with a pack

of survival essentials

sleeping bag, matches

oatmeal, powdered milk

tea, dried fruit

and finding an overhang

I would draw

on granite wall

with charcoal

and colored chalk

practicing transition

from ego to id

immersing into

the hitherto

I’ve turned off the radio

emptied the desk

opened the window

just cars moving by

the quiet is inside

if you are interested 

you can look

but you may never find

regardless

it is a noble quest

fish swim

in ancient silence

unremorseful

bwai

you know say

everyone is different

some pick cans

out of the trash

hoping for a cigarette

others deposit checks

for $1628

and dream of

the tropics

while still others

jump out of gmcs 

with big truck tires 

spilling over the curb

swaggering to the beat

of modern youth

I write poetry

by the bush outside

it keeps me irrational
during work hours

little moments

with myself

conversations

I might have had

had you been here

send citizens
to fight foreign wars

and apply political pressure

to open oil resources

that will invite foreign investment

of multinationals

who will extract

and transport it
to local markets

where cheap gas 
will be processed and sold
to fuel big cars

and trucks

and to transport 
imported goods
for corporate retailers
to sell to citizens

the county fair
is a lonely place

on a Sunday night

when most folks have left

the band plays

to empty seats

the smell of week-old grease

and cooked sugar

and animal livestock

drift with the fog

while the lure 

of the carnie lights

and pulsating calliope

beckon and deter
childhood macabre
I’m not bullshitting
I am a poet

I am a f****** poet!

believe me

you may not

but your grandchildren

may figure it out

by that time

you and I my friend

will be resting
in the ground

contemplating

the immortality of dirt
begin 

by inscribing letters
lines and curves

on very thin sheets 

of wood and cotton

look to change

the chemical balance

and become

more aware

of the life force

the energy force

Allah 
all around 

give thanks

and meditate

six times a day

as we are called to do

in this beautiful garden 

luxury is waning

temptation will drift away

sound reverberates

disappears
into the sea of matter
explore the interactions

search for meaning
the early morning
pale warming sky

of late summer

is washed 

with hanging lavender cream

while full moon

sits transparent

and draining low tide bay

exposes dark red mud

and darker navy pools

of ocean life

it’s sad

so many of us
are lost in luxury

the Dream

has many subtle trappings

they are hard to see

when one is blinded

by the moment

we might try fasting

and being observant

of the suffering

underneath
terrorism

is just another word

for war

one group
trying to intimidate

dominate

or annihilate

the other

seeking revenge

trying to take control

of assets and territories

and establish 

cultural security

anger and frustration
can tear at the synapses

permanently scarring

the fragile connections

that bridge the highways

of the mind

and can cause 

permanent disability

or lead one

to seek alternate routes

journeys into darkness
a million men 
would have fallen in love

with you

had it not been

for me

and so I am left

with the immense responsibility

of bestowing you

the vast riches

of my universe

that you may discover

it is I 

who indeed 
belong to you
let’s get back 

to green beans

eggs

salmon

and fruit shall we

TOO MUCH THINKING


resource management

cost analysis

hummers and 

oil wars

if you break it all down

we need movement

sure 

but slow

time honored
awareness

can take you farther

than any rocket

invisible

protected from fame and fortune

by lack of marketing

no one knows I’m in hiding

I am not ashamed

you will someday find me

through the persistence
of these words

they will never make mountains
but they will never stop trying 

until you hear

I have total and utter compassion
for parents and children

you’ll never know how hard it is

until you’ve lived a parent’s life

and children

Jesus

with the world today

growing up into this chaos

I don’t know how they do it
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