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Obeah Mon

Eyes invisible

In the blackness 

Of dry sand

Mountains

Of dry sand

Drifting 

In the quiet

Of empty time

Stirring senses

Alerting passions

Moving shadows

And date palms

In the motionlessness

Of blue pale sky

The sun is gone

The moon is present

A flickering

Of light

Is gathered 

The Ocean Air

For those that don’t know 

Quenches the thirst

Evokes sadness

Washes the memory

Sometimes I take a break

Just to open the window

And saturate my sinuses

Searching for the salt

And fish death

Imagining navigators

And drunken seafarers

Pine top pianos

Rusty iron shapes

Wanted Items

Antiques and old stuff

Metal signs

Old bottles

Indian baskets

Coins

$$$Highest$$$

Price paid

German WWII

Military items

CLASSICS

50’s, 60’s, 70’s

Mustangs

Muscle Cars

Ford and GM

Old toy trains

Sailboats

Condition

Not important

De Pump Na Work

De well dry up mon

De ras clot well

Go fok

Bwai

Me a vex 

Me fe show you mon

Itright here

Y’ a smell dot

It a burn up mon

Fe true

What ya say?

De well gon dry sa

Love is longing
For souls belonging
I will be near you
I will protect you

Though times keep changing

And rearranging

Stopping starting

Pulling and parting

But the blossom 

Keeps growing

In the bosom of darkness

It’s glowing

And the heart is all knowing

The will to love

Trinity Lake
Dry heat

Dirt dry

Completely saturated heat

Shale sharp sliding 

Down steep embankment

Into the mud

Along the shore

There is

A buzzing 

Zzerrrr ennnngg

Cicadas crouch in shadows

On spiny leaves and needles

Gliding

On the waves of heat

Across deserts of dirt and scree

We look out across the water

At the steep embankment 

Shadows blossom 

Maroon and indigo

Afternoon daylight bursts into flame

While the depths 

Of the translucent water

Are filled with

Emerald and jade 

Central Theme

We voyage as 

Conscious beings see

Hear as told 

Conscious beings dwell

We voyage as 

Conscious beings see

Hear as told 

Conscious beings dwell

Make the river 

Go and still 

People up the river speak 

And so they know

Make the river 

Go and still 

People up the river speak 

And so they know

Hardest trip the watcher sees 

And still he feels

The lovers’ kiss 

Is darkest rarest night

Hardest trip the watcher sees 

And still he feels

The lovers’ kiss 

Is darkest rarest night

We voyage as 

Conscious beings see

Hear as told 

Conscious beings dwell

We voyage as 

Conscious beings see

Hear as told 

Conscious beings dwell

pistol shot

dark and hot

hit the target

make the mark

break the spine

eyes are crying

living dying

beast is lying

near the edge

hearts keep trying

swimming darkness

into the deepness  

form is shadowed

breath is lost

   after 
 golden  threads of   mourning

   amid  muddy, sul furous ruin

    though ts   blank

  strip ped by skin and flesh ex isting

 bags and   water

      carried  through out fire

im pressions of heat 

   breathing  as thmatic

   out doors is  indoors 

     con sumption   is obsess ive     chaos

                  gathring opportunists

       stalk  for    movement

    plastic action figures 

    argue    like  mice

a  child    prays

take me to a  far off  field of  wheat

          sit    me   down 

  beside   a quiet tree 

I would like to be the man 

Walking on the dirt road 

In brown clothes

To work

Early in the morning

In the vague light

The ground a  cold desert

The sounds of passersby

Rush in the distance 

Like a steady canal 

His rhythm a reflection

Of his breath 

Slowly moving

Against the drone of darkness

And plagues 

Of dry thought

You are not 

My child

You are a child of your own accord

Free to be and do and act

Yet as you progress

You will realize

That I am inside

Not through my own intentions

But through the permanence of blood

I walk with you

And know 

That I am an angel

Who constantly prays

For your good fortune 

Winds and wings of thorns

Defeated opponents

Forced to stand guard

Dry hard skins

While soft and ever changing beauty 

Recedes

Into the deepest pools of memory

The color of which

Is lucid turquoise

Still 

In a dark landscape

Of fiery earth

The poor seek change

They desire economic freedom

Just as I

I who have 

And yet am plagued

By my own distress

Burdened by social debt

Desiring further capital

Gathering and borrowing

Purchasing and paying

Transactions

To fuel

The fires 

Of war and discontent

Dudu du du Dudu duDu

The birds in de trees

The trees in de ground 

The ground in de earth

And de earth go round and round

De earth go round and round

While the trees in de ground

If you listen very careful

You can hear de mighty sound

We moving in rotation

We moving in de ocean 

We moving in de middle

Of a whole leap a motion

A whole leap a motion 

Take a strength and devotion

Got to give thanks

As you swimming in de potion

Look to de sky

Look pon de land

Look at de wrinkle

In de palm of your hand

When you die

Right at that moment

Try laughing 

As hard you can

Let the child inside out

Would it be possible

Would it be disrespectful to God
Would it jeopardize your chances 

Of salvation

And eternal peace

I can only guess

It would take you

Straight to the source

Should I Mention

Nothing much happened 

To me today

I stepped in dog shit

I spoke 

And was spoken to

I was polite

I did my job

I watched the waves at noon

Unfold and march 

Upon the sand

The wind billowing

Curtains of spray

Out the window of the sea

begin

throw out all the work clothes

dirty up the mind

wear the hidden costumes

wait for time to stand still

sift the sand with the tips of fingers

that love to touch 

dance face to face

with shining hair

cleansed by orange light

sing 

very softly

as the music beckons you

to wake up
to your shifting senses

like the winter sky

when darkness 

penetrates

let time be unmeasured

assume you are floating

walk the earth

as a drop that rolls

yet is not absorbed

look with emptiness

the skin on the surface

pulls in the raw energy

gather the deep radiation

color, texture

let it play its way

around the universe

of your mind

your sanctuary

it will set you free

from waste

I was thinking of someone

And judgments arose

Almost uncontrollably

And I realized 

That thoughts are broadcasted

Through waves and currents

And signals are picked up

By the hairs on your head

In your eyes

In your ears

On your skin

You may believe in evil

You may believe in prophesy

I believe in the eternal medicine

And strive for the wisdom

To direct its command
In conscious method

Hippie Hope

I’m sitting by the window

With my head in the radio

Words spring out of it on top of me

I’m  unprepared for the atrocity

Manufacturing a philosophy

As a medicine for the lost at sea

Where time is in a partial freeze

And office minds in mystery seize

Upon their instincts needing air

They walk a block around the square

And if it rains they shall not care

A little water cleans the air

Life under the stars
Starts in the womb

Of your beloved

And by the grace of God

You are made whole

And can bear your eyes

To see more clearly

The whole of infinity
Go to the top of mountains

Go to the bottom of mountains

Go all around the mountains

Go where mountains

Have dissolved
And where mountains

Will one day be

it is

a painting

where shapes flow

in abstraction

and rhythm

and chaos

and contemplation

Poetics (politics)

Is what happens (to you)

In the immediate (world)

And how you respond (to it)

Angels are inside you
Tiny but with great strength

Like veiled shadows

In the dry wind
Born of the beginning

And passing on
As a caravan

Of ancient feathers
Now they rest beside you
Moving and building fires

While you who laugh

And cry and feel
Are so responsible

Yet so out of control

When the wind blows 

Watch the shadows 

As they move upon the walls

The colors change
Slowly as in a film

In that moment

You may hear the music

Of a flute

Or solitary percussion
A lime
Is a good remedy

My friend

For many things

A head tired from thinking

A chest pain

Too much breathing

A throat sore from talking

And a good cup of tea

Is very nice

Taken on the front porch

As spring breezes 

Bring change
Man

Sitting on the cold ground

In the morning sun

On the merchant’s doorstep

Staring downward
As the crow

On the sidewalk
Picks up the scraps

That have been left behind

By Him
The Lord of beasts and men

And prairie grass

That bird is you, man
One without a course
Without solidity to go home to

Cast out 

Into the wilderness to survive
Breathing the gases

And particles

Of ancient stars

Sipping the tears

Of prehistoric oceans

H ealth is a fine thing
A n apple a day is sweet medicine or
P rostrate yourself before the Lord
P lay in the fields as
Y eah to all who believe
A ll’s well that ends so
S ip from your cup of peace
A nd defend your foals while
H ave you seen the glowing shadows
O r smelled the onion sauce that cooks the meat
R ely on your instincts as
S ampson killed a man with a donkey jawbone yaweh
E ek out a living
for those of you 
that don't know
driving to work
in the pouring rain
listening to charles mingus
with a cup of coffee
is f*****g beautiful
Ali Farka Toure

Aymon
Are you seeking glory

Or is your teacher

The barking dog

Aymon

Are you seeking glory

Or is your teacher

The barking dog

Do not believe

Your heart Is not

Waiting for 

The Mahdi

Do not believe

Your heart Is not

Waiting for 

The Mahdi

I want

to speak with you

what is it 

you wish to ask

I’m not sure

what words to use
let’s start somewhere

how about in the trees

with nature

beside the creek

where a million voices begin

the birds are breathing 

with small lungs

and talking 

through tiny lips

light cascades

through the leaves and branches

I am smelling dense plant matter

oxygen, newly created

I see clouds of small creatures

dancing about

gathering what they need

to move forward

and in so doing

can relax

and pass away
moving 

from place to place

hearing

the ground

as it is compressed 

by the weight

we reflect
and offer

our insights
cupo del mundo 

futbal is a child's game really

which makes it so special

it is full of not knowing and creativity and catharsis

and then it becomes like politics, really calculated, sick

but very emotional

i love it and yawn at it

but not like the ocean 

the ocean is without nationality

the ocean is never a victim of a bad call

i imagine myself as a wave

life 

as a continuous flow of waves

beautiful disturbances

building, or moving, or rolling, or 

crashing

releasing whatever was being built
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