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A WHISPERED LONGING
Poems 

1998-2000



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 mumbling

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 cycle

A gospel of symphonious union

Collectively we

Humanity

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.

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

Dos

As death dissolves

And sorrow recreates

Muscles become mucous

Bones are crushed to dust

Blood melts into the sea

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

An ancient 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 multicolored 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.

Sands from the Sea
Poems 

2000

Gatherer

Truly truly truly

Like the lips of the wandering minstrel

Speaking to the meditating dirt

Like one who watches the night sun

Who gathers the evening chestnuts

And slumbers within a pile of fallen Oak leaves

Waves of Inertia
Pushing pulling 

Mass moved by desire’s force

Parched earth dancing

Leaves quaking in the breeze

Water sparkling

Projecting trance inducing cinema

So many single notes

Harmonize in one gigantic chord

And Then

There is me

Me who observes

Thoughts spinning wildly

A myriad of opinions

The mind

Giant sponge

Black hole of time

Twisting random sequence into logic

Bless 

Bless all of you around me

Bless those in their houses,

The people walking in the streets,

The animals crawling underground, 

The plants growing through the cracks

With a pontiff’s kiss I send you well wishes

To nature’s now society

The law shall be ever standing

The people and the land

United and committed

Seeking simple truths

Looking toward future reality

Moving, hesitating, deciding, moving

Rolling on

Gliding upon infinite ball bearing wheels

Floating in a river of ancient blood

Reflecting imagination

Bending light into elliptical visions

This knowledge is nauseating

My pulse quickens

And then I am filled

Saturated, I must empty myself again

Freedom

My behavior is uncontrolled

In natural motions I move

A beginning, middle, an end

Followed and always following

Truth my creator, my assassin

Guided by logic, courage, compassion

Ruled by earth, sea, sky

Reflections
White on sand, paper

Tiny grains of rock and pulp

Glistening in the starlight

Heat radiating through the emptiness

Pulsating out in all directions

Pain and pleasure melded in one

Amalgamation, always shifting

Re-forming like these words

Upon my lips they change

As from my mind they are born

Because of this I am thoughtful

And seeking truth I search to empty

Letting go of pieces

Free to be the puzzler

Senseless time stop wonderful

Echoes ageless as the sea.

Morning Check

I went to go surfing at cockcrow

The wind was already billowing madly onshore

Forming desert dunes along the jetty

My truck almost got stuck; it was soft

I looked out at the cold north pacific in wonder

Of those who would dare to sail 

In small wooden boats and seal skins

I stumbled out to the end of the jetty

And climbed down through a hole 

Into the dolos

Massive concrete jacks

The waves pounded 

The air trembled

I urinated in that forgotten place

Then returned 

To the fragile surface

A Home

I want to build

With dirt and grass and sticks

And pebbles scattered in the sand

I have a dream of rediscovering

Putting used things to new use

A conservation of energy

My ambition is to be observant

To see the texture of the skin

Tiny scales, feathered shell

Heart filled with Ethiopian rivers

Grains and roots and autumn dust

A rugged woven landscape

At once becoming while too became

3 PM

Billions of moving pictures

Awash in color, vibrating light

Flashing mystical messages

I am mesmerized and stare

Finding no apparent reason

Searching I see only water

Dancing on a floor of sand

People talking on the street

Laughing, quivelling

In their houses

Seeking security, refuge, control

While I who do not know

Hide beneath the cover of the wind and shade

Listening to the sound of the stars

Floating in my heart

To Follow by Example


We still have myths


They are now called paradigms


Like rain they fall


On an intellectual society


They course though our veins


Like the languages we speak


They alter our perceptions


Like glass lenses


Yet we are unaware


Forgotten God


An atom is a universe


Hammering a drum beat of energy


Mirroring in every aspect


The external objects


It has created


Corporal God

Iron, Black

Judging without remorse

Or joy

A magnet

Of such intense gravity

Truth is envy’s greatest fear

A Beautiful Game

I watch in wonder

These giant men leaping, running

They have battled incredible odds

Focused on outstanding performance

These heavyweights who bound and balance

On oak wood boards

Sanded, burnished, waxed, polished

Bodies and shaven heads 

Coffee, chocolate, vanilla, cream, rose

Glistening with sweat

Eyes wide open

Hair cropped and curled

Dreadlocks, braids, woven, matted

Bodies blazing bold tattoos

Fire, numbers, signs, faces

I watch with pride

Teams integrating philosophy

The mighty gladiator

The gifted general

Combining strength with knowledge

Surging with the power and excitement

Of the electric charge 

As millions stare

And chant

Ecstatic cheers

I place my bet

On Shaq and Jackson

Mesmerized by their power and wisdom

I love the players who adopt integrity 

So gifted and still they honor

Their place as American heroes

Defenders of the dream

And after a series

Won by mere points and seconds

They flash their teeth

Hold each other in embrace

As if to say

Thank you

We are united by something

Greater than the game

Guiding Principle
How do I draw the wind

With this burnt Cedar pencil

There is so much more

Underneath the surface

My eyes and ears

Barely feel the pain

Wisps of fire

Buried in the ashes

Clean my heart

And once again forgive me

Angel of one thousand voices

Messenger who seeks to teach

The truth
Overcast

Whereas the sun rises



I fall into a dark cave


Clouds descend


Over my tattered mind


Leaders of the social structures


Can’t see my face


Hidden by sand and seaweed


Purer Symbols
These are the beginnings of language

Like a child I play with syllables

Their meaning interpreted 

With varying degrees of reactivity

So much is possible 

In a cloud of dust and air

Wishing I could be more innocent

Seeing the beauty through clearer eyes

Second of June

Even though the surf is meager

It shapes my character

With the Lupine scattering fragrant pollen

In the foggy breeze of summer

And a long paddle in the cold Pacific

Searching perhaps vainly

For a small moment

Within larger moments

Time stands still

And I am caught wondering

Hand-Me-Down

We use so much stuff

We can learn to live with less

Let’s fill our lives with language

Words and color and music

A haystack of possibility

Consent to slumber

Plastic, rock, wood, metal, glass

The Gamble

It’s like a deck of cards

Tossed in the wind

And blowing in all directions

Put your money on the mass

Devote your spirit to the movement

Who Is 

Rolling down the freeway

At 7:30 pm on a summer’s eve

In a boat of an old Ford truck

With 60 old tires piled in the bed

Where is he going

What is his quest

I ask myself 

As I too move on

Breathing golden wind

Drinking indigo shadows

Evening Glass Off 

Into the mystic ocean

I dive

Sun blindly blazing

Burnished copper glow radiating

Upon the naked outer skin

Underneath there is darkness

A Magical Moment

The campfire crackling

On a moonlit night

With stars looking down

Reminds me of my childhood

I am excited with wondering

How things will turn out

Letter to the World

You can’t see me too well

From the surface

My remarks are often shallow

Even arrogant

But read these words

And you may begin to know me

I am in search of guidance

Love’s magnet of truth

I am caught 

In the same game you are

I am ashamed of my apathy

I go on consuming daily

Rarely knowing

But I wish you could see

How much

I really care

Forward

Love inna mi head

Love inna mi heart

Pure kind of love

Not’ing can tear us apart

Well I keep on pushing on

Yes I keep on moving on

And I keep on ribitybity working on

And I keep on standing firm

True unity is clarity

And with clarity comes integrity

I mon build upon this philosophy

E go carry me keep me strong    

Hidden Melody

It rarely gets hot here

But there is music everywhere

The chime of the buoy

The mourn of the horns

The shifting snare beat of the ocean

The clap of the marimba wood castings

Buried in rock and cement

Of the ten million ton jetty

Morning Fish

Working class folk

Not able to find work

Scrounging on food stamps

And used clothing

Family dwellings

And cigarettes

Going fishing early

Pole cast in foggy sea

Waiting for a bite

Trying to survive

In this unforgiving land

Where beauty

Is the gift

Shifting

The middle aged man

Slowly hobbles

Pole in hand

Cap on head

Mind drifting and lost

In a cloud of fantasies and fears

Ether inebriated uncertainties

He makes his way

Back to his vehicle

A rusted gray and yellow

’76 Impala

Empress of the savanna

Encounter

Hey Jason

You catch any?

I had a Ling Cod

Fuckin’ I was trying to hop around

So I could grab it

Its mouth was like this big

But it got off

But I did get a Blue Gill

Enough for breakfast

That’s good enough

You off today?

Yeah fuckin’ I’m filleting

At Pacific Choice

Swing Shift I hate it man

It’s fuckin’ hard workin’ nights

I’m gonna try gettin’ days

Yeah, I’d much rather get through days

That’s fuckin’ hard nights

Yeah Look at that left

But it’s closing out

Bring your board?

Nah, I knew it’d be shitty

Just the dogs

Maybe come back later at low tide

Late

Yeah

Here I Am Blues

Crying is catharsis

An old way

Another day

Vision keeps me moving

But these blues

Won’t go away

Transformation

In a moment’s notice

I can whisper words

And become lost

In their simplicity

Like a small child

I grasp for truth

Counting, singing

Walking, skipping

Forward

Leaving only footprints

In the mud 

Miracles Can Happen
I had a client once

His shirt said

I’m not DUM    !

I asked him 

If he was dyslexic

He said what?!

We filled out a form together

He said he couldn’t read too well

I asked him if he’d ever been convicted

He said yes

Illegal possession of firearm    

I asked any other time?

He said yes

Drunk in public

I asked any other time?

There were three lines on the form

Yes he said

About a hundred of those

Drunk in publics?

Hey man

I’m looking for a miracle

Spell

Go back now

Where that you came

To the place 

Without a name

In doing so 

Let not erase

Your history

In time and space

Midnight Money

My wife awoke me out of troubled slumber

She turned on the bright overhead light 

Out of fear and anger she indicted

Me the absent minded accountant

You wrote this bill out for $800!

When it should have been 80

What the hell did you do?

What were you thinking? 

What else did you do?

At first I defended

Then I apologized

And laughed

Hysterically

In gladness

At my own

Humanity

God in a Grape

Is God in there? he asked

He eyes laughing

At his own joke

Although only four

He’d already mastered

The cosmic riddle

It’s a Love Affair

I love the trees

They bend to brush me

I love the sand

I write on scraps of paper

I love my adversaries

My assassins

Though I am doomed

They mirror my love

In their attempts to destroy me

I watch them in loving terror

Mesmerized by their commitment 

Another Day

Lonely people surround  me

They sit at computers trying to understand

Billboards flash before their eyes

Advertising wealth and quick fix solutions

Outside I walk to get away

From a job that pays me to listen to the unemployed

I struggle down sidewalks and sit 

In my closed-in car seeking solace

I dream of dark rooms

Lighted paintings float in blackness

Some dance, a running horse, a waterfall

A man talks about his depression

A corpse melts into the earth

A child dances on the grass

Music plays, two guitars, two drums, a flute

Sound sweeps  me away to distance places

Where quiet, a giant winter mirror

Reflects my thoughts

I laugh and watch as weeds grow through the cracks

What words are these 

That make such perfect nonsense?

Dazed by days of dreary fog and dust

A blanket wraps me up in sleep.

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 is 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

Origin

Bathed in pastoral visions

Descendant of seafaring Norsemen

Breathing magic into fire

Building swords of steel

Forging ahead, panting, singing

Dark, heavy spirits 

Then, suddenly,  breaking open

Flashes of genius

Before 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 Gibraltars

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

Rebearth

I wandered into the darkness

There I could feel the warmth

Voices of those I knew

Reassured me I was in the right place

In the middle of the path was a spherical object

Pulling me forward

It became larger

Gigantic even

I could hear sounds in the distance

Of a billion animals

In a million states of emotion

All searching

To find the truth

They were all part of

A Break from Fasting

The voices of the people

Are in my head

I am moved by their semblance

Their mouths move

As one mouth

And speak in a voice

Not unlike my own

I listen and then stop

To breath

And watch the morning sun

Glisten upon moving objects

That surround

Every part of me

Dhersu and the Drum 

Dhersu had been sick for several weeks.  His mother and father worried about him and asked his grandmother to care for him.  His grandmother, Luna, in addition to being a kind, old woman, was also very wise and known in the village to be a healer.

Luna stayed several weeks.  Dhersu drank her bitter teas and ate her delicious soups and breads.  She often told him stories of the magic creatures who lived nearby. He soon was well again, and Luna invited him to visit her house in the mountains.

Every morning at the mountain cabin, Dhersu went to the stream to collect water and mint leaves for the breakfast tea. One day, he was looking at his reflection near a waterfall, when a mysterious round object came floating down toward him.

It was a drum, made of animal hide and wood.  Dhersu picked up the drum and began to tap on it with his fingertips.  Right away, a white horse came crashing through the bush.  “Who’s playing my drum?” it asked.

Amazed but curious Dhersu responded,“Is this your drum? It was floating in the stream.” 

The horse smiled, “Yes, but now it has found you.  Come with me and I will show you how it works.”

Dhersu climbed on the horse’s back, and together they began to trot along a path through the forest.  “My name is Windhorse,” said the beautiful beast. “ Let me tell you a story.  When you beat the drum I will begin.”

The boy gently slapped the drum with his palm, “Pah, pah, pah.”  Windhorse trotted along the path.  “Long ago, the animal people lived in this land…” The horse proceeded to tell the story of how Dhersu’s people had come to be.

The boy became excited and beat the drum more quickly.  Windhorse started to run. Faster and faster the drum beat, faster and faster the horse galloped.  Soon they were moving so quickly that the forest became a dark blur.  Even the path was invisible.  

“Now stop, “ said the horse.  Dhersu stopped playing the drum.  Slowly it began to get lighter until he could see they were travelling through the air.  Below were endless stretches of forest, crystal lakes, and ancient mountains. Above, the immense blue sky.

Windhorse slowly descended down into a patch of thick forest at the edge of an emerald lake.  Dhersu slid off of Windhorse and together they walked into a clearing.

Sitting around a gurgling spring were Blue Wolf, Red Deer, Silver Loon, Golden Tiger, Green Turtle, and Black Bear.

Dhersu handed the drum to Red Deer who began to play a beautiful rhythm.   The others opened into hum and drone, purr and growl.

After a time, Red Deer returned the drum to Dhersu.  The boy beat the drum, thrum pedum petupi tum, whereupon the animal spirits danced wildly about.

Golden Tiger walked up to Dhersu and softly spoke, “I’ll take you back.”  The boy tucked the drum under his arm and climbed on the tiger’s back.  Golden Tiger leapt in great bounds through the trees, over boulders and creeks.

He came to a cliff overlooking the emerald lake.  “Here we go,” he said, and dived straight in with the boy hanging on to his neck.  

They swam through the cold water to the bottom of the lake, and into a deep, dark cave.  Inside the cave there was air to breathe, and in the back of it there was a flashing light and roaring sound.

Golden Tiger walked into the rushing light, which was cool and seemed to pour down from the sky.  On the other side was a clear, azure pool and surrounding forest.  

The boy stood upon Golden Tiger, and dived into the pool.  “Keep the drum, Dhersu, so that you can call to us,”  said Golden Tiger. And with that, he stepped back into the waterfall.

Dhersu returned to where his grandmother was gathering plants.  “I see you have found something,” she said with a sparkle in her eye.  “Yes,” said Dhersu.  “It is was a gift from the forest.”

The Potter Frog
The potter frog from Humboldt County lived inside a tin roof shanty.

Surrounding him were fields and brambles, Redwood trees, and old barn shambles.

Every day he hopped downstairs to kneed his clay and make his wares.

He kiln was built of bay slough mud, gathered after winter’s flood.

He stacked glazed bisqueware higher and higher and with a match he lit the fire.

It glowed all day, despite the showers. He checked it often, once an hour.

Finally, when it was done, he took a break and had some fun.

On Saturday, he went to town with his good friend Dennis Brown.

His set his booth up in the square of Autumn’s North Town Country Fair.

Fellow fair goers browsed about, by afternoon he was all sold out.

He took some time and hopped around.

So many goodies to be found.

As the sun fell from the sky, he packed his things and said goodbye.

He surfed that evening with his friend, 

a fruitful day, a pleasant end.
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