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Instant Delivery

Time rolls on

Like a volcano

Erupting and cooling

And generating life

Within the very ashes

Of her sorrow
People are afraid

Of nature

They gossip

When they should be

Chanting 

Pretty Tall Tale

Early to bed

Early to rise

Fish like hell 

And tell big lies

There was a man from Turkey

A train porter

He worked 'til the age of 100

Lived to 125

Someone asked him once

What his secret was

His answer

Dates

The Treasure Is Buried

In the minds of the many

If only we could find the moment

To teach ourselves to

Breathe again

No more moving forward in time

No waiting for more brightness

More shade

More dryness

More water

Complaints do you little good

Our individual flavors dissolve

Into the soup

Of stars and dust

And layer upon layer

The treasure is buried

Deep within

In the morning

When the ground is cold

And we go rolling on

I am content to sit

And listen

Not speaking

Only laughing 

At the simplicity of impermanence

In three words

Things fall apart 

Big Reality

The truth is

No one knows what 

The truth is

We all know what

The truth is

Assimilation

Learning something new

Is a voyage 

Into the madness

Where strange riddles

Beautiful and confusing

Are brought to order

In a context and language

One already understands 

Yes I

Atom

Zz

Eye

Within 

An I

Kamchatka

Golden tiger

Silver loon

Roam the earth

And kiss the moon

Picture

Sit

Draw something

An object

Without concern for outside appearance

It is a meditation

A practice

Of focusing

And being part of something

Greater than your self

Awareness

Concentrate on who you are

That deep part within

That is wild

And untamed

And still living off

The life force

The river

That flows through time

Without control

Give Back

The friend that feeds

The dog that bleeds

Knows that dog

Has dire needs

Of life and death we are a part

To mend some one

So one's own heart

Genetic System

Encrypted in the blood 

Of every beast

Is the miracle code 

Of creation.

It tells the story

Of animal people.

Don't be fooled

By shiny illusions.

Your place

Is in the bones

Of your ancestors

Upon whose 

Ashen earth

You dance.

Science

Magique Afrique

Teach me how to speak

Walking by your side

My darkness cannot hide

Blackened, charred, and burned

From the countless fires we have learned

Through enchanted shadows we ride

On adolescent dreams we glide

Parasuthra quasi mantra

The stars of my body

Are weighed down by force

Drugged by some potion

The camels’ spit seeps into the ground

Black scarebs pass below

Bickering they battle

In lines upon thorny branches

All I can do

To quiet my mind

Is write in verse

And walk the beach

At midday

Riding the waves

With my eyes

Yoda

Animals prey upon each other

Yes, but that is for survival

What about war?

No war was ever fought for survival

But control only

I live in a country that has control

Control is like a tree 

Holding on to its leaves

In an early autumn breeze.

We grasp

For intangibles

Feelings invade circumstance

I sit and wait

When will I sit and be

Age of Neo Chivalry

Knights in their shiny steel armored vehicles

Endless battle for submission

Defending the sacred cross

Raising the righteous flag

Slaying the heathen

With inventions

Of superiority

In the moment

Of folly

There is confusion

When all knowledge is lost

And every security

Is nullified

I am floating

Without control

We are suspended
Eventuality

Is just a matter of time

And condition

We ride it out

The best we are able

We do our jobs 

While remembering

The captain is just an elected official

It is the wind

Who is ultimately in charge 

Feel the power

The raw force

No words can know

All told

One can only offer

Work and prayer

Who am I

Through tranquil waters dark and deep

Gabled by the sunlight's keep

Swimming with family close beside

Endless movement marks my ride

I speak a language known by few

Ancient tongue by vocal flue

Graze on microscopic fish

Swimming in a watery dish

Marking time by sound and season

Surfacing my only reason

To see the starlight glowing pale

Floating on I am a whale

Cayman

Talking to your imagined friends

Pirates and princesses

Monsters and magicians

In your room

While I make dinner

And listen to the news

Your heart beats faster than mine

Time must seem slower

As you search 

For sanctuary

I am a true believer in time

Like falling sand

It shapes my being

As do the people 

That work around me

To improve 

Our condition 

On this earth

Is all that matters

Endless search

For nothing

Desire's force is strong

But empathy is also unending

Compassion keeps me connected

To humility

Liberation

Is only for the moment

A snapshot

In a sequence,

One movement

Can capture a lifetime

Business plan

Oil paintings

Murals

Large urns

Water colors

Illustrations

Songs

Short stories

Poems

Recycled houses

Wooden surfboards

Old cars

Vegetable gardens

Kilns

Orchards

Cheese rolls

Are the bestest things

That I like

Where's my cookie?

Daddy that's enough

I gotta go

C'mon! Let's go!

Please?!

Words blend together
Mixture of tonal rhythms

Vibrate the air and the tiny bones

That rest within the head

Images connect to sounds

Characters are carved

A vocabulary is born

Though the objects themselves

Remain transparent

And ever changing

February 13

The first day of spring

Is lying in the midday sun

Listening to the breathing beach grass

And the ocean shouting

I dream of sunsets at 9

And surfing after supper

Buck Creek

Six miles in

Scoured by sand and surf

Buffered beneath the cliffs

At last this sanctuary!

Stream, falling leaves

November overcast

Storm is brewing out at sea

Hundreds of sand flies 

Search the shore

The Expense of Glory

Accomplishment

Is eclipsed 

By the dark ache of toil

Passing over the backs

Of those we’ve climbed upon

And those endless promises

Of peace and prosperity

Used in arguments

And conversation

Are as empty 

As the fearful stares

They have perpetuated

I am disillusioned 

And distraught 

At the system

We’ve created

To dominate

The quiet ones

Gravity

The living

Walk upon the bones of the dead

Leaves and sticks

Rocks and sand

Fossilized remnants

Of ancients beings

I Am An Onion

As crimson skin is pulled apart

My pain becomes pungent

The dense aroma

Is acrid and complex

Behind every curtain of molecules

My struggle becomes more desperate

My identity becomes more clouded

As I am cut into the core

I am quiet

My self is lost

My being is void

Dirt

There is something lovely

About the smell of manure

When it is close to becoming 

Dirt

I breathe it in

The richness of nitrogen

It brings me back

To rolling fields

Infinity

Breathing in

Humidity

Inches Away

Should I lose my job

Or my ability to reason

Or walk or talk

And become economically useless

Without a means of self support

I would be converted into

One committed to asking

For compassion from others

Perhaps the state

Perhaps employer

Perhaps family 

Who would in turn be challenged 

With their own capacity

To donate care

To one who has contributed

To their society

The cycle of rich and poor

Is never ending

A Man’s Dream

Four or Five Acres

Off the grid

A year round creek

Trees, grass, bushes, rocks

Near the mountains

Trails for walking

Dirt roads for riding

An orchard of fruit trees

A vineyard

Small house

Stone and wood

Corrugated metal roof

A shaded patio

Wood heat

An aqueduct of trickling water

A shaded cistern

A basement for the wine and cheese

There we can have horses

Learn to read music

Speak Spanish

Go fishing or sit 

In a cool mountain creek

Write stories

And poetry

Paint abstractly

Landscapes and figures

Make pottery

For garden and kitchen

Go hiking up the canyons

Listen to the mountain spirits

Talk to each other

Wife, children, dog, horse, goat, trees

Build

Wooden boats

Bows and arrows

Write letters to friends

Far away

Name Game

Cayman 

Cooper

Durham

Vance

Put Down Your Fork

And

Eat With Your Hands

Delroy Clarke

Friend from far away

On an island in warm turquoise sea

I’ve had dreams

Of looking 

And never finding you

I would ask the street vendors

But they would say

No, he’s not here anymore

In my dream 

The smell of mangoes

And rotting fish

Fill the summer air

Voices of children

Playing in their school uniforms

Echo off the rutted roads 

And rock walls

I keep looking

Knowing somehow

That you are still alive

Trinity Alps

Ubiquitously granite stares,

Curled pines and brush

Thrust between its cracks.

In the center,

Emerald waters

Clear and soothing,

Glitter with the jewels 

That dance upon the breeze blown ripples

Whhhhhhu

From the distance

Reflections drift 

Warm and then cool

Mountain thin air.

Massive layers 

Of rock and forest

Breathe silent ancient gray, 

Olive and amethyst

Wild Ones

Wolfdog was walking through the shadowy, damp forest late one evening, when he came upon a great, old tree with roots hanging out over a bank.  Under this knoll, the ground was dry and thick with silage

He nestled under that pile all night long, even as the storm surrounded him.

As he dozed, he envisaged his protector, the one who had revealed to him these secrets of survival.  

He awoke at dawn, stiff but rested.  Hunger pushed him to his feet.  On he went in search of food and water.

He spied Hare across the stream…

Rendering, Surrendering

Estoy negado concentrar

Mi mente nada sin direccion

Esta para la momenta solamente

Luego la brisa vendras

Y yo emigrare pecate

El desafio proximo

I am unable to concentrate

My mind drifts without direction

It is for the moment only

Soon the breeze will come

And I will migrate toward

The next challenge

Personal Statement

I am searching for invisibility

To see without being seen

I would like my work

To hide within the texture

Of social landscapes

I am interested 

In being more creative

More patient

I would be thankful  

Were my labors noticed 

As part of the panorama

As part of the ceremony

I am glad to contribute 

To a movement

Not to the embellishment 

Of my personal vision
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