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Sacred Name

You speak and sing in all your days
The Sacred Name of the One. 


You cannot help yourself, 
For that Sacred Name 
is in every moment in your tongue 
and on your lips, 
whether you choose to listen or not.

Each word is a prayer, 
each song a hymn, 
each movement a dance, 
of thanks and of praise 
for the astonishing fact of existence.

All are accepted equally, 
without regard for apparent form 
or source,
or content, 
for God knows their true meaning 
and their true origin 
in the piece of God that you are.

She fills your senses 
with the endless beauty 
and boundless blessings of Creation. 

He gives you the consciousness 
to experience it. 

Your eyes are filled with the ravishing beauties, 
your mouth with the succulent tastes, 
ears with the glorious songs, 
skin with the sensuous touch 
and nose with the heady odors 
of the Kingdom of Heaven.

How you experience them is your choice, 
for which freedom be grateful as well. 


Without it, 
all else would be nothing.

Exercise your choice of surrender,
Acceptance and gratefulness.
And live in Joy all your days.

2006

It's Alright

It’s OK, you know

Really, it is

Not in the way I say it,

Lost in another’s pain,

Knowing the words won’t help, 

That the pain has to be.

Until it has run its course.

Done its job.

Moved on.

To reveal what needed to be burned away

And what underneath needed to be seen,

To come out of hiding.

The words seem so little to offer

To fill that aching space.

But how else do I show my presence?

She knows that I am there.

But I need to reassure myself

That I am here, real, present.

I know that presence is the gift,

But how can I know if I am enough.

I’ve heard those words myself, of course.

I remember I appreciated the intent.

I don’t think the words themselves

Ever helped, eased the pain.

Sometimes, they made it worse,

Broke through numbness to awaken

The pain anew. Am I doing that

To him now?

I don’t want to cause pain.

And yet,

And yet,

The brighter it burns, the cleaner. 

And perhaps the sooner done?

The ash from the hotter fire better food

For the new growth of Spring?

I don’t know.

I can’t know.

So I do what is sometimes hardest for me.

Be myself, as best I can.

Do what I do, and what I am.

And funnily enough.

That’s always enough, 

Although I am seldom sure of that.

It’s OK, you know

Really, it is.

Well, no; He’s still dead.

Unlikely to return to this life.

And no, Jennie won’t ever walk again.

And a mother came to the end of her strength,

Throwing her baby daughter off a bridge

Prevented from following 

By a well meaning stranger.

No, I don’t mean it didn’t happen.

A man lost in the torment

Of being who he is

Will shoot two, or three,

Or a dozen strangers,

Then himself.

Seven dead, two critically wounded

Three treated and released

One in surgery

One in a coma. Perhaps for life.

No, I don’t mean it won’t happen.

Which wound is deepest?

Death?  Injury?

Unconsciousness?

Who is injured most?

Victim?

You, who witnessed,

Uninjured in body,

But changed nonetheless?

I, who was unaware,

Neither witness nor participant?

I, who will read about it

And shake my head?

It’s OK, you know

Really, it is

Not because those things didn’t happen,

Or don’t matter.

Not because other things won’t happen,

Or won’t matter.

If things don’t happen,

It isn’t life.

If they don’t matter,

That’s death.

March, 2008

Dear Moosie

Only the path matters.

And of this path, only this step.

Nothing lost,

Nothing found,

Nothing taken,

Nothing gained,

Nothing held,

Lasts

There is no beginning.

There is no end.

There is only now,

And the story unfolding.

Love the story.

Live the story.

Love what is, 

And feel joy.

Love what was, 

And feel pain.

Love what is to be.

And feel nothing.

JOY!

12/13/2008, Camp Meeker

Choosing Life

I tell myself

I must be vigilant.

I must lock the doors.

I must guard the gates.

Lest pain

And suffering

And loss,

Enter and rob me

Of what I have.

Or was it someone else,

Who told me this?

Someone who practiced

Their own advice

And so became

Dry, and cold,

Distant and joyless.

I choose to throw open

My doors

Gates

And Windows

I choose to risk

What may go out

To gain

What may enter.

12/13/2008, Camp Meeker

Why Are You Kneeling?

The Beloved asks:

Why are you kneeling?

Why would I want a child

Who can’t stand up,

Serene and happy,

Strong and Free?

Do you not know 

I made you in my image?

2009, Berkeley

Sunset View

It’s true,

Of course,

I could watch sunsets

From those rolling lawns.

Those Underneath

Could only watch

The sunsets if they

Sat up.

I drive by the gates,

Time after time.

Will I one day think

That the sunset to my side,

Past the Golden Gate,

Will soon be

My last?

That my last Sunset 

Will be a trip

Through those gates?

Sunset View?

No – never yet.

Much of my family,

My history

Lies there,

Bathed by sunsets

Over those lawns.

Grandfather, beloved.

Grandmother, hardly known, feared.

Step grandmother, much disliked.

Father, something of a mystery,

Stubbornly insistent on death.

Wife, She tried,

But couldn’t stay.

Brother, Silenced,

I suppose, by

One mistake.

Mother, the one 

Who did it properly,

Dying on her terms

Full of love.

I never visit.

I sometimes think

I should.

But really,

When I have been there,

I’ve found no one home.

All are more alive 

In my heart

Than this place 

Of the dead.

2009

God Struck

God struck

Voice stuck

In a rut

Running out of streams 

Of sound

Do they mean?

Signify?

Sometimes,

It seems they may.

Caught in a web

Of thought

Briefly flashing

Something …

Maybe even something

Almost

Sorta

Like what I thought

I meant.

Wait a minute!

Do I even know 

What I meant to say?

Only sorta,

Kinda

2009, Berkeley

Where are you?

God

Oh my God

Where are you?

Ooooh!

You startled me!

I thought to find you far away.

Yet here you are,

Pressed up against me,

Waiting only for me

To feel your presence,

Recognize you,

And invite you —

Inside.

They say where two are gathered, 

You appear.

So what of one?

Me?

Yet I find you present

In my solitude

I guess together,

We make two?

11/1/09, Berkeley

Zlogic

Logic and Science

Can help you find the

The needle in 

The haystack.

Intuition and

Synchronicity

Can help you find the

Things Heart and Soul need,

Usually not the things 

The mind Seeks.

When you find

The Needle

‘Cause it pricks your finger

Upon first sticking

Your hand in,

Ask what’s needling you

Until you know

The meaning of 

The prick,

And the blood.

The immediate thing,

Experience,

Is only the finger

Pointing at the moon.

Look further.

12/19/09

Do I bore you?

Do I bore you?

Does it sometimes seem 

I sing always

The same song?

If you listen

Not with your ears,

Seeking understanding

In the mind.

But with your heart,

Letting the truth

Beyond words,

Seep in.

Then will you know the truth

And join with me

In the One song,

Joyfully,

And in full voice.

2010

Blink

Less time than the blink of an eye.

Less opening than a pinprick.

Manage only such,

And the Beloved

Will enter  and

Fill your Heart and Soul

To the size of all that is.

Yes, that’s all it takes,

A pinprick, for a moment,

To find space for all 

The Love that is.

2010

In Every Time and Every Place

In every time and every place

In every voice and every sound

In silence and 

In the spaces between words,

The truth of the Beloved whispers,

Shouts, Roars and giggles.

It tickles ears, seduces eyes,

Cajoles heart, teases mind,

With Love, Joy and a Truth

At once so infinitesimal 

We tend to miss it,

And as large as, larger than,

Any Universe we can imagine.

2010

Whispers

I want to sit on your shoulder

And whisper in your ear

The secrets of the dark places

You think the dark places are dangerous,

Places of terror,

Full of scary things, Monsters,

Things that go bump in the night.

But they also hold the secrets

Of your origins,

How you started out,

What you left behind

That you need now

To become what you can be.

Maybe that’s scary,

But wouldn’t you like to know?

I want to sit on your other shoulder

And whisper in your ear

The secrets of the bright places

You think the bright places 

Are too bright and hot.

You remember Icarus,

And those blinded by the Sun.

But they also hold secrets

Of what you are made,

What you brought with you

That you hide

For fear of what you might be.

Maybe that’s scary,

But wouldn’t you like to 

Be your full self?

I want to sit behind a screen.

As people go by, 

Engaged in the world,

I’ll tell the secrets

Beyond light and dark.

Let them waft out where everyone 

Will walk through them

Breathe them in, unknowing,

So their souls will be fed.

So one day, they will wake up

Knowing what they didn’t know 

They knew.

2010

 Big Al

I met one of my inner figures, 

Complexes, whatever. 

He has operated 

Throughout my entire life. 

He's been unconsciously 

Governing, modifying 

A great deal of my behavior 

Without conscious decisions

· often in spite of them. 

I met him in a very direct way this week.

I met “The Procrastinator”, 

As Ego, the conscious ”I”, 

Would call him. 

That is not how 

He sees himself. 

It turns out that 

He sees himself as a hero, 

A champion of my Intuition, 

A brave opponent 

Of premature closure, 

Suppression of imagination, 

Of stuck patterns, 

Foreclosed possibilities.

He knows I can't 

Reach my full potential, 

For worldly accomplishment, 

Let alone within myself,

If I limit myself to reason, 

Planning, repetition,

The use of techniques 

And processes 

Learned from outside.

Never anything more,

Nor less, than before. 

I even find that

Something which 

Has never, ever, 

Worked before,

Often has more appeal

Than something new.

I've named him Big Al.

He seems content with that.

Now that we have come

To meet in consciousness, 

We can work on creative, 

Constructive ways 

To work together.

10/14/2010, 8/2022

Silly Ideas

Do I imagine a God

Of such limited resources

That my God must be

Niggardly with me?

Withholding what I need

Because there isn’t enough?

Do I imagine a God

So short of Love

That my God must

Give me less love

Than I need?

Than will make me whole?

Is it not more likely

That the lack is in me?

That I am not yet able to recognize

The limitless gifts I already have?

Is it not more likely

That I have not yet fully allowed

My love to grow big enough

To know the love in which I live?

March 11, 2012

Work and Play*

Beloved friend

Endless companion

Help me to find

The so called work 

That is play

Help me to find

The rest that is in

The movement of play

Re – Creation

Help me to play with my 

Body, Mind, Soul and Spirit

Help me to remember

That play is the creative force

That remakes the world 

Into Your image

Let me find 

Rest in that place

Where You dwell

August 12, 2012

· Dedicated to Interplay, Phil and Cyhthia

Rest

When I release

All the things

I Must do

For fear of God

Of Parents

Of Teachers

Of community

I find that the rest

Is no burden at all

And leaves me

Time to rest

August 12, 2012

New Born

Each morning

I am newly born

From the magical

Land of Dreams

Naked 

Innocent

Unknowing

Unknown

Formless

Limitless

In possibility

Newly aware of

Vulnerability,

I hasten to don

The old cloak

I fashioned

Long ago

2012

Nut

The night sky

Came down

And filled my eyes

With dark.

She took me then

To those places

That have never seen light.

Those places

That cannot be seen

Or visited

With eyes filled

With light.

So I experienced

For myself

That half

The beauty of

The universe,

Is unseen,

Unknown,

To those blinded

By the light.

That jealous light. 

2012 

I awoke this morning 
As the Moon’s light ebbed.
Before the light of the sun 
Was more than premonition.

I had three words - 
With a poem attached.

The Gravity of Love

Where am I?
Have I lost my way?
What am I to do?

The mind has only questions.
The heart has only answers.
They come not in thought.
But only in what we love,
And what we do out of love.

Vision is of no use.
I must use emotion,
Feel my way.

Questions ask for light.
The heart may move outside of light.
Is it love? Intuition?
A question without meaning. 
Here, where there is no light,
It is emotion that moves through the dark.

Unburdened by questions
The heart moves forward unerringly.

The answer to darkness
Is not light.
It is to respond
To the pull
Of an unseen shore.

12/8/2012 
In The Dark

I go into the dark to find
Those delicate things
My soul needs
That are, as yet,
Gossamer, insubstantial, unformed.
Not yet able
To live in the light.
They may first need infusion with love.

These lines too, 
Like that of which
They try to speak,
Are not, they think,
Ready for the light 
Still …
Here they are.

To the background
Of sweet, gentle snores
They have come
To answer.
To feed me.

In the words of others
I find beauty,
Truth,
Solace,
Understanding.
The words that arise in me
Come from finding my way
And finding words to describe it.
However less they may be
Than that from which they arise.

Is that true? 
It doesn’t matter.
They have come.
They are here.
Come from the unseen,
Unseeable dark.
They brave,
In all their imperfection,
The dangers of the light,
Bearing gifts from
The unknown.

The light is grown.
The dark ebbed quietly away. 
Leaving me, like flotsam
From a mysterious land
Stranded on the shore
Of another morning.

My beloved stirs, thrashes
Briefly, into another position.
Makes an inchoate noise
Impatient perhaps,
Unready as yet, like me,
For light so soon,
to be so bright.

It's odd.
We were asked
To maintain silence
This morning
Until breakfast
Is that why so many
Words have come?
Anxious to waken me, 
keep me awake, 
to give them voice?

Raw, disorganized, unfinished,
They will be organized. Some will
Fall by the wayside.
Some be polished,
Replaced by others.
Formed into something
My mind and understanding
Think is more acceptable.
Will that make them better?
Perhaps
Perhaps not.


Perhaps it was all just a ploy
To get me to watch the sun rise
Sun is on the tops of the trees now.
Soon, it will be on me.

Like the Moose, 
words are only pale reflection
Of that from which they arose.

12/8/2012

Flow

If I look to everyone

I meet for what they

Can give me,

I end up spiritually

And emotionally

Constipated.

If I look to everyone

I meet for what I

Can give them,

I end up spiritually

And emotionally

Drained.

I am meant to be a river.

If I dam the flow,

Part of me drowns, while

The rest dies of thirst.

February 24, 2013
Irony

Words, words, words

I inhale words like breath.

As though they provide the oxygen

I need to live.

Words, words, words

I exhale words like breath.

As though I can send out

What the world needs.

Silence inspires without effort.

Silence is a gift I may take in.

Silence is a gift I may live.

Silence is a gift I may offer.

Silence is not a lack of sound.

Silence is not a lack of words.

Silence is a way of being,

Inside.

11/10/13

Buddha on the Road

When I met the Buddha on the road,

I didn't have the heart to kill him.

To kill such Innocence

Would take a great deal of Heart.

Somewhere between

The nature of my heart, 

And the perfection 

Of his innocence,

Was created an impasse

Through which we

Both walked, 

Unharmed

When we meet again

We'll laugh

At this story.

2/23/14

Emily*

Dearly Beloved,

Heart of my heart,

Soul of the Universe,

I know you require 

Nothing of me.

I know gratitude

is sufficient response

to your love.

Today, my gratitude 

Has form.

I am grateful for those beings who,

However briefly,

However long,

Have enriched

And enlivened

My life.

One of those brief

Novas, who changed

My life for the better.

Recently left this life.

Thank you, Emily

For the movement,

For the fluidity,

Thank you for the wisdom

Of embodiment,

Separate from mind,

Separate from rigidity.

I am grateful for your presence

Which still informs me.

All That Is,

Let this specific gratitude,

Today,

Stand for the great,

Endless, inexpressible

Gratitude I hold

In heart and soul,

For your blessings.

4/27/14

* Emily Conrad, founder of Continuum.

Immeasurable

It's easy to fall into

The habit of applying

Measures to everything.

And indeed, so many

Of the things of everyday life

Have measurable qualities

Size,

Quantity,

Quality

Value.

Yet many things 

Have no measures.

Gratitude just IS.

I could say my gratitude,

Were it water, would

Make the earth one sea.

If it were a tower,

Would reach beyond

The Moon.

And so on, and on.

In doing so, I would

Lose its essence,

Stray from its truth

My gratitude has

No measure,

But that it is.

5/25/14
Farewell

Look for me not
Where my body was buried.

That body was borrowed
Through the grace and generosity
Of the Earth, Mother

I returned it,
With deep gratitude,
When my time with it
Was done.

Look for me in the clouds,
in the trees, flowers, animals,
In flowing water, even stone,
In the eyes of your beloved.

Look for me in your heart.

 Angel Dreams

I dreamt I was an angel.

I soon discovered that,

Being an angel is nothing like

Being a human,

Or a bird,

Or a superhero.

Being an angel

Is being a different form of energy.

Not unlike our ideas 

Of love, and compassion, 

But more.

There is no form to an angel. 

I am without Form or substance.

Whatever humans see 

When they become aware of me, 

It is their own best attempt

At finding a way

To conceptualize 

Things beyond their comprehension;

Too large, too strange,

For their consciousness.

Some see me as another human,

Come to aid them,

Or as a human like figure

With wings,

Clothed in light,

Others see me dark,

Call me Demon.

Others only 

Feel my presence

Seen or not,

In whatever apparent form,

I am here.

You are as blessed 

As you choose to be.

2013, 2015

Good News

You came as you are

You are as you are

You are more than sufficient

More than mere success

You are a blazing glory

You are surfeit

God and the Universe

Lie back, groaning

From the Glory

The Gluttony

Of having created

Of containing

Of becoming

You!

Modesty in not becoming

For such a being.

Immodesty is not possible

For such a being.

Be yourself.

The Universe celebrates.

All prophesies

Are fulfilled.

2014

Last Hope

I am the Wolf

I am the Lamb

I am the Lion

I am the Dove

I come in Peace

To wage War

I wage War

To bring Peace

I am the Four Horsemen

Come to bring you

That peace

For which you pray

We are the ones

Who can cross 

The moat,

Destroy the walls

Of the castle you built

To keep yourself safe

From the life for which

You pray, endlessly

We are your last hope

2014

Muddling Through*

Whatever I do

Whatever you do

Muddling through

Is right and true

You needn't work

To get it right.

You are,

By your nature,

As a piece of God

Already perfect.

If anyone tries 

To tell you how,

To lead you to believe that

What comes out of you

Is not right

That you are 

Not perfect, 

They are working 

To lead you astray

If anything you do

Does not feel right,

Stop - Pay attention.

2014

* Thanks, Carol

Searching

Why do we assume that

Our Heart's deepest desire,

Realization, Awakening,

Is like a misplaced 

Set of car keys.

If I search long enough

And hard enough,

I'll be able to find them;

They will take me from here

To where I long to be.

What if they are more like

That pair of glasses, 

Sitting on my head

The whole time I'm

Searching for them?

The clarity of vision I plead for

Is already at hand,

The Journey is no more

Than realization, remembering

That I already have all I need.

That I already am all I need.

That I am already There.

1/4/2015

Today

Some days, I delight

In the dance and play

Of words,

As they arrange themselves

In beautiful,

But pale,

Imitation of the 

Forms and nature

Of the world,

Of God,

Of those I love,

Those who love me.

Other days,

I skip the words

For the direct experience,

Beyond the reach

Of words,

Today is such a day.

The Fool

The Fool is the new thing,

The invitation to leave the familiar,

To abandon the shadow of the past,

To abandon commitments I slipped into

That no longer serve me,

Ideas of who I should have been,

Should be, should become.

The Fool is the old thing,

Asking again for my attention.

Asking me to dare to be foolish.

It's the thing I didn’t dare,

The thing I let fear, shame,

Uncertainty and the unfamiliar

Push aside.

The Fool is the oldest thing,

The thing that started all this

In the first place,

The thing that knows

Where it was headed.

The Fool is the thing that haunts me

In dreams, In the dark hours,

In the times that should glow with life,

But seem empty;

The thing I’m afraid I lost forever.

The Fool is the thing 

Not yet imagined.

April 2, 2010, Jan 2, 2012, Feb, 10, 2015

The God View

To imagine that God

May be angry

Is to imagine a God

No larger than oneself.

Allow yourself to see

As God sees

Understand as God

Understands

You too will find

No anger in you.

Your thoughts can't 

Make God small,

They may only

Make you small.

2014

The Passion to be Free

I have gathered all these things

Together, into myself.

Anger, Fear,

Insufficiency.

All the endless ways 

Of being Broken,

Less Than,

Unloved,

Unable to Love.

If I can find the strength.

Wisdom, Fire,

The Passion to be free,

I will be Me,

The Problem of Perfection

If I expect – require,

Perfection in myself,

How can I accept others 

Who are imperfect?

If I require perfection,

I end up alone in a boat

With someone

I can’t tolerate.

First draft, 3/10/13

The Thing Is

They say you can’t live there,

In that place where the intensity is beyond words.

That place where the light is so intense,

So pure, that I think I will disappear into it.

I say I let myself go.

But I’m one of those who say

You can’t live there.

And I’ve made this secret pact

With the me I think I am.

We’ve agreed to pretend

That I’ve let myself go

While holding onto a secret string,

A line attached to the normality

Of me.

Of a world less illuminated

Than the sacred.

Safe, somehow?

The thing is

The voice in the golden light

That pierced my eye,

That went to the center.

The voice that is no voice,

The clarity that is not sound,

Said they are wrong.

And how can I not believe it,

I must be misinformed,

Or perhaps simply afraid.

I can choose to pretend

I’m too small.

I can try to ignore it,

Pretend it means something else.

But really, being there,

It’s impossible not to know

That this voice can’t be wrong.

There are endless names

That have tried to encompass it,

But that thing, that nothing,

That Love, that Creation,

Is Truth.

The thing is

It didn’t tell me how.

And my imagination could only struggle

And fail

With the idea of that Place

And this place

With that Presence

And me,

All together

For more than a short time,

A fleeting time of unlimited Joy.

Grace,

In the occasional time and place.

The thing is

Once planted,

The seed grows.

Unbidden

Unknown

In the meeting of the incompatible,

In the heart of paradox,

Is the only place where

The third thing,

The new thing,

Can grow.

In the dark and confusion,

As the years pass,

As the paradox becomes familiar,

As I start to grow comfortable

With spending a little time There

And a lot of time here,

The paradox starts to dissolve.

Holding the two long enough

To ease the fear,

Becomes comfortable, 

I start to find that

There is here, 

And

Here is There.

That’s the thing.

Together

Passion and Stillness

Reside together

In the fire

In the deep, cold well

In the emptiness

Between the Galaxies

In the fire

At the heart of stars

We of embodied consciousness

Think how Passion could

Consume the Universe

In unbearable heat and light

How Stillness could

Quiet even the heart

Of the hottest star

They seem opposites

Attracting at various

Times and places

Each of us

Those more aware

May see them as

Two sides of 

One coin

But even this is not the whole

truth of this pair.

In themselves,

They are one.

Moose, 2014

 Quiet Inside

Once I sat quiet inside

I don’t know why

Perhaps I forgot to stay busy

Wise forgetfulness

In that quiet moment,

I heard a small sound

Curious, I opened the ears of my heart

I don’t know why

Perhaps I forgot fear

Wise forgetfulness

With ears open,

I heard the voice of the One,

The One beyond naming

Spoke into my heart

I have loved you since before the Earth was created.

I have loved you since before the Universe existed.

I have given you always your heart’s desire

Before you could ask

I ask nothing in return

I love you in this moment

Beyond the limits of your imagination

To the limits of your soul

At this moment, you have everything You desire

I ask nothing in return

I will love you in every moment of the future

Beyond any limits, to the end of space and time

I ask nothing in return

There is no way in which you are not loved

There is nothing you can do to change my love for you.
I knew this to be true

And I answered

I have often forgotten

That you have loved me since before the beginning of time

When I remember your love,

I know that I am made of gratitude

In this moment, I know your love

And know gratitude to match your boundless love.

Open — A Song

Open

Open

If I am open,

When I am open,

There is room in me.

He arises, fills me.

I am sun, wind, clean, clear.

Open

Open

If I am open,

When I am open,

There is room in me.

She comes in, fills me.

I am flowing, damp, deep and rich.

Open

Open

If I am open,

When I am open,

I am not alone.

Empty is full.

Dry is a river.

Desert becomes dessert.

Open

Open

I will be open.

2014

Obligations

They come every week,

The Garbage Men,

The Recyclers,

The Composters.

I feel I have failed;

If I have not put out

Enough for them.

Like I'm not holding up my part

Of some sort of bargain.

Mid 2014

The Grasshopper and the Ant

(The full story was 'simplified' for Aesop

Before Disney would have done so.)

The correct first two lines of the 

Grasshopper's song are:

"O, the world owes me a livin'

There's doxies need a swivin' "

His fiddle was, of course, 

His giant hind legs.

With which he called 

In the Grasshopperesses

Whom he assisted 

With their needs.

He also cultivated other habits

Common to worshippers at the 

Temple of Hedonism.

As it happened, 

He hit it big on the ponies.

So as fall crept into the breeze

Into the color of the leaves. 

He headed south for the winter.

As winter spread 

Its grip on the land,

The Ant was waiting.

Sure his profligate friend

Would soon be at his door.

Longer and longer 

. . . the wait stretched out.

When it became clear that

The opportunity to help 

His starving, freezing friend

With the things stored up 

With such effort

Was not going to occur,

Nor the chance for a well earned

"I told you so" and 

Lecture on the value

of Thrift, Labor and Sacrifice.

He fell into a deep depression.

The colony collapsed.

Moral: We all need each other.

And sometimes mistake which

of us are in the most need.

Or: It's all a crap shoot.

Live your life as best you know how.

2015?

Fenris  ( Stalemate)

I am the Wolf,

Slavering at your door.

Your doorstep is wet 

With my anticipation

Of the taste

Of your unused flesh.

I'll splinter that door,

The one you never dared open,

Let alone walk through

I'll bring you the Dance of Death,

For which you have longed

These many years.

I'll enter like a tornado,

Gobble you up,

Send the walls flying.

Ending the stalemate

Of Fear

And Longing.

I will leave your bones.

I am you, come to save yourself.

What might grow on those bones now?

[Norse mythology is full of gigantic, terrifying beasts and mythological creatures but the one beast that stands out amongst all is Fenrir, the giant wolf. Here is all you need to know about Fenrir:

Fenrir, sometimes also called Fenrisulfr (or Fenris in its short form), is a colossal wolf with abominable strength. ]

Snake Oil   (Abandon Hope) 

Hope is a huckster

A con man,

Seller of snake oil.

Let him in,

He’ll settle into your favorite chair.

His promises of wonders of the future

Will mesmerize.

Soon, you’ll be hanging on his every word

Waiting on him hand and foot.

Ignoring your present life

Your work,

Family and friends.

Let him stay, and he’ll 

Settle in, occupy all your

Time and energy, 

Until the next visitor is Death.

So, show him the door.

It won’t be easy.

Wrestling may be involved.

Leave the imprint of your shoe

On his ass, as he tumbles out,

As the door slams.

Head back to the kitchen,

Where you’ll find

Life, Love,

Beauty and Serenity,

Playing cards at

Your kitchen table.

They’ll help you stand up straighter,

Without the burden of the future

On your shoulders.

They'll teach you to laugh,

Out loud,

Without restraint.

You ask them, 

“What will happen to Hope?”

“He’s not real, just a chimera,

a figment of your imagination.”

"His visions are always less

Than what exists in a present fully lived.

Far less than a future present

You may also live."

Good Grief

Charlie Brown had it right

“Good Grief”, he told us

Over and over again.

He set the example;

Grieve the broken kite,

Let the small 

Burn away the loss.

With Grief satisfied

Ashes of its fire

Blown by the wind

Washed away

By the rain.

Life becomes sweet again

All the sweeter,

For the Grief

Fully experienced

All Grief is like that,

Necessary to experience,

In it's time.

Necessary to release.

Guilty Pleasures

Guilty Pleasures are reliable.

They will always point out the places

Where your true Self is in conflict

With the voices of parents,

Family, teachers, priests;

All those who would make you into

Something other than yourself. 

Take away the Guilt,

And the Pleasure will transform

Into something 

Astonishingly creative.

Harriet’s Wisdom

If you ever meet a piffler,

Dance a Jig.

And don’t forget to get 

The number of his rig.

Look him up.

Find out where he spouts.

Bask in the glory of

Every silly story.

If you ever meet a piffler,

Dance a Jig.

Love vs. Lover

(Eco-Love)

If you’ve loved and lost,

Don’t be confused;

The person who’s gone

Isn’t coming back.

But Love stayed

And will abide

With you,

If you don’t 

Throw it out

With the trash.

Recycle.

Recovery

No you don't!

It'll do no good trying to hide.

There's no well deep, dark, 

Damp enough

To escape my eye.

No shroud can hide

The shine of the gold

You hold.

Yes, I threw it down your well.

I was young.

With all the burdens

Life put on me,

I could not carry it. 

Now is the time

Of redemption.

I will chase you to the ends 

Of Earth, Heaven, Hell.

Untiring, relentless, unavoidable.

When you finally turn to me,

The shining face

You have been hiding

Will be the Gold

In which we 

Glory.

Let There Be Dark

Let there be Dark

To inform the Light

Bless the unknown

For bringing new wisdom

Love requires separation

For fulfillment

Bless the one who brings

A precious piece of darkness

To nourish our Souls.

Calling the Dark

I live in the Light,

The light of consciousness.

Sated, but not full,

Not whole.

I follow the golden threads,

Seen in odd moments,

Thinking they lead to

What is missing,

What I need.

I look for their ends 

In this world,

But, like rainbows,

The ends are elusive, 

The gold unclaimed.

What I need is 

What I left behind, 

What I left in the dark.

The threads lead

Into the Dark.

I have need of things

I cannot see.

I have need of things

I cannot name.



11/23/19

 A Little Song*

I used to think

I could have control

Of all my life,

Steer where I would,

Decide what I could do.

Now those days

Have passed

And today I know,

It's all mysterious mayhem.

No matter what you do,

You can never know

How it all comes out,

Until you've lived it through.

It's all mysterious mayhem.

No matter how you try,

You just can't see

What it's all about,

Until it's time's gone by.

It's all mysterious mayhem.

No matter what 

you might prefer,

It will continue on 

Its own mysterious way

It's all mysterious mayhem.

No matter what you say,

The Universe

Can't hear your plea

And continues on its way.

It's all mysterious mayhem.

No choice but trial and error

In a place of random chance;

Meaningless until it's seen

In your rear view mirror.

It's all mysterious mayhem.

No matter how you wish,

You'll just can't know

What's down below,

Until you become a fish.

It's all mayhem delirious.

But just you wait and see

Surrender to the delirium

Stay in the here and in the now.

Surprise! - -  tranquility.

* Make up your own melody, 


Intro, quiet, slow, maybe wistful, even elegiac,


Verses, bouncy, cheerful, about to take the new amusement park thrill ride.


Verse one ends up, verse two, down.

Moose, - Fourth of July, 2020, Aug 2, 2020 – Berkeley

Hidden in Plain Sight

It is not what it seems.

The story you have been told,

Is not the deep story.

The story you tell yourself,

Is not the deep story.

Attune your eyes to see

Your ears to hear

Your heart to feel

Beyond

Behind

Beneath

All you have ever 

Wanted to know

Is hidden in plain view

In the stories all around you.

All that you have ever wanted to be

Is hidden in plain view

In the story of the 

Life you have lived.

All mystery is clear

In the life

That you are living.

If you awaken, 

Look and listen,

Touch

Taste

Smell.


Berkeley, 12/22/19, 7/26/2020

Light Rain

All beings, colors, everything. 

No early or late, 

no there or not there, 

no hurry, no words. 

Each knows their place 

without thought, 

both inside and outside of time. 

Both kinds, all kinds of being(nesses) 

are together, all one, all distinct.

In the circle that is not round, 

we pulse and wave, 

with all the colors that are 

and those that are not.

I can hear the rain.

There is a place 

that is not a place, 

that is everywhere, 

at a time that is not a time, 

that is everywhen. 

All are here, 

all are elsewhere.

It is all gardens, 

all gardens come from it, 

all gardens create it.

I went to look at the drops of rain 

in the blue pool, in the mist. 

I didn’t have to, but I did, 

so I had to, or not.

All these words 

say the same thing, 

which is all things 

and which cannot be said. 

The bed has never 

been so perfect, 

the touch of the sheets 

so sublime, 

the air so ambrosial; all perfect. 

I am perfect. 

You are perfect. 

The still point 

is the same as 

the infinite variety 

of the frenetic world, 

universal activity.

We are the dark. 

We are the light. 

We are the crack 

that connects them.  

Without beginning or end, 

neither here nor there, 

light and dark, 

endlessly inscrutable.

I can hear the rain.

In the space 

between being and knowing, 

between intuition and thought, 

I slide toward cognition.

I can hear the rain.

The Koan is the 

finger not extended 

to point at the reflection 

of the sun on the moon 

in the water of life.

The rain caresses me.

The rain has gone. The sun shines. The grass glitters. Golden light.

Dream, 3/19/2021

Ride the Wave

Surfers have a cord

That attaches their board

To their ankle.

When they fall,

Tumbling, Churning,

End over end,

No up or down,

They can follow the cord,

Find their board,

Climb back on top,

Ride the waves again.

Tether yourself to

Your True Self,

Your Soul.

When you fall off,

Start spinning,

Churning,

Lost in the chaos of life.

Use your tether to pull 

Your Soul to you,

You, to your Soul,

Get back on,

Surf the Wave of Life,

In perfect balance.

- Moose, 12/4/21

Strings

I’ve got my hands full

Figuring out what I owe

Myself.

Let alone delivering it.

I can’t possibly deal 

with what others might 

think they owe me.

I’ve given things

With strings attached.

I see that was a mistake.

Not the giving,

The strings.

I release all strings.

You may think to use them 

To make a cat’s cradle,

To wrap a gift

To play with a cat.

But they are sticky things,

Always gumming up the

Love we are meant to

Be sharing,

Trying to restrict Compassion

With knots of conditionality.

I recommend burning them,

Letting the incense of their smoke

Bless your gift.

Your ritual,

Of the release 

Of all obligations.

I gratefully, lovingly,
Accept all that is given,
Including nothing,
As payment in full,
That leaves me sated.


3/5/22

Here

I came.

I saw.

I was amazed,

Undone.

By the beauty

By the Awe – Full – Ness

Every time I put off my blinders,

I am undone.

What have I done 

To deserve

Here?

Now?

I am one infinitesimal part

Of the Great Play.

Dancing to the Music

Of Infinity.

I am All

And everything,

Every single thing,

Rock

Sky

Virus

Flower

Teddy bear

Grizzly bear

Angel

Demon

Lover

Beloved

All are in me,

And so

I am a part of All

3/6/22

Fire

In the heart of the Dark
Is always the Fire. 
Without the Fire, 
We would never be able 
To be really alive 
Not able to act, 
Always cold and depressive. 


The price is that 
The Fire will always 
Lead to change. 
Whether we experience that 
As Destruction 
Or as Transformation, 
Is our own choice.


Sept. 2004

Dirty

A little boy fell in the mud.

When he went home, 

His mother washed him,

Put him in clean clothes.

Life went on.

He learned to clean himself up. 

Life went on.

Sometimes clean, 

Sometimes in the mud.

At the end of a long and eventful life.

He died, at peace with the things 

Many call good and evil.

Afloat Together

They both lived on islands, you see. 

So it is not surprising 

That they should on occasion 

find themselves in water.

As it happened, 

They both found themselves 

In rather deep water 

At the same time.

Surprisingly, 

As they floundered, 

Out of their depth.

In trouble,

They found themselves 

Near each other.

They found that, 

Clinging to each other,

They floated,

And did not drown.

The End

When you see the guy

With the sign

“The End Is Near”

Fear not.

With any luck,

The guy with the sign,

“The End Is Here”

Will be along shortly.

Follow him,

For the End

Is the Beginning.

Universal GPS

No map,

No problem.

I don’t know 

Where I may be going,

Whether I may

Already be there.

Or even if there may be

Such a thing as place,

If movement exists.

Going Somewhere?

Path implies destination;

Something that is not here,

Not now,

Is desirable, 

Desired. 

The moment I say 

I am on my way, 

No matter where,

I have left the present 

For the future.

The moment I say, 

I am going, 

I make myself 

and now,

Inferior to, 

Less than,

Some ideal 

That does not exist. 

This puts me 

In the position 

Of possibly being 

Less than.

Less than

Other people. 

Less than

What is expected,

Less than

What is required.

Less than

I could be,

Less than

I should be.

Possibly less than

Becomes probably

— Less than.

Probably becomes certainly,

Less than.

Misperceiving what I am

What I have,

Here, now, 

Is to abandon myself 

For a phantom.

Limits

Just beyond the

End of knowledge,

One tiny, impossible

Step,

Lies understanding

Just beyond the

End of language,

One tiny, impossible

Step,

Lies communication.

1/16/22

In Orbit

In orbit around

The Ultimate,

As long as we

Fly forward

We stay in orbit.

If we slow down enough,

Should we dare,

We fall in.

What is the Dark in the Light?

2/18/22

Fallen

Broken off leaf from a succulent. 

I pick it up,

Take advantage of some prior event. 

The size of the palm of a childs’s hand. 

One side of its once bilateral symmetry pristine, 

A bi-curve that nature creates with ease 

And I dare not try to describe with words. 

How can I say green? 

What might that mean? 

There are already too many names 

For green, 

Yet not enough to cover the ground.

The other side has had a harder life, 

A brown “scab” lining missing parts. 

Concave, of slightly uneven 

Color and texture, 

where life has happened to it. 

Soft, a lttle spongy, 

Almost like a soft eraser. 

Still sensouous, but moving toward fluidity. 

Edges covered by very small, 

fine, hairs or soft spines.

Face looks like a leaf. 

Face down, it could be 

The carapace of 

some sort of turtle. 

Perhaps a mold or fungus.

It says:

“I got there by growing. 

A seed fell, found soil, 

The sort of dampish, 

foggy place it liked, 

adjacent to family, 

grew and pushed me out 

in to the world. 

We are profligate, 

Dropping leaves as we get larger. 

That was my fate. 

Had you not picked me up, 

Or should you put me down again, 

Far smaller creatures will rot me, 

Turn me back into soil. 

In not so long, 

I will again be 

Part of a plant, 

The one from which I fell, 

One of my family, 

Or another entirely, 

Perhaps some in each. 

We are profligate, 

But waste nothing.”

 A Little Secret

Is,

Isn’t.

Isn’t,

Is.

Complicated

Is small,

But too big for my mind.

Simple

Is big enough

To fill my heart.

Beliefs

You believe it

So it’s true. 

I believe something different, 

So that’s true,

Too

We could argue 

About the differences, 

Delineate them in

Excruciating detail.

Or  —

We could go to Rumi’s field,

Eat strawberries, 

You with yogurt, 

Me with whipped cream,

Drink chilled champagne, You,

Pinot Gris, Me

And  —

Marvel at the differences 

In the shapes 

We see in the clouds.

Charlie

And Lucy,

But which of us

Might be which?

Meanwhile, Rumi is 

There, too

Drunk on 

A beautiful new flavor, 

A tasty new color, 

Blueberry juice staining his robes.

Getting Through

Frontal Assault

Never Works.

The Walls are tall, deep

Straight, smooth, true.

Follow one along

To its intersection

With another.

An inner corner

Is the weak point,

The soft spot.

Where Faith encounters

Faith.

Where dogma crashes into

Dogma.

There is hidden the 

Secret Door,

Into the Infinite.

Affirmative

Always say yes to the inner.

If that seems likely to

Cause trouble in the outer,

Find a way.

The answer to the outer

Is less simple, reliable.

Follow your heart.

Never say no for reasons

Not of the heart.

Fallen Tresses of the Forest

Hag’s hair

Gray, green,

Curly, soft, springy,

Slightly scratchy.

Hermit’s beard

Granite gray,

With hints of green.

Overlapping scales.

Hard?

Soft, not scratchy.

Elephant

You puzzle me.

You say I owe you an elephant?

I don’t recall ever offering you an elephant.

Or perhaps you believe 

You gave me an elephant?

I was certainly not aware 

Of receiving an elephant.

The only elephant

It appears there must have been is 

An elephant in the room with us

When we have been together.

An elephant composed 

Of the mismatch between

Your expectations of me

And my understanding of

The exchanges between us,

Of your nature

And mine

As it happens, I don’t have an elephant.

To tell the truth, 

If I did have an elephant,

I wouldn’t give it to you.

Like with like 

Like with like 

Is what I like.

Until one day,

Perhaps I dis.

I like to unlike,

Not like, not alike.

Until one day,

I dismiss my dis.

Do I miss my hearty dis;

Dislike my new made dis?

I’ll tell you this.

I’ve quite lost track 

Of what I dis and 

What I miss.

I’ll also tell you

Life is sweeter,

When I don’t dis,

Dis or Dat.


Moose, 3/22/22

Onions and Black Holes

Imagine that the Universe,

Yes, All and Everything,

Is like a black hole,

In the center of

An onion.

The astrophysicists measure,

The mathematicians calculate

Everyone speculates.

No one agrees

Whether they exist,

Or not, nor just what they 

May be.

Mystics know,

It is only black from outside.

Mystics visit,

Walk the liminal edge 

Of the event Horizon,

Slipping, with great,

Careful skill, 

Over and Back.

If you wish to catch them, 

You must be quick.

Their footsteps disappear 

Into the damp sand

As the gravity waves

Wash across it.

At this edge,

Knowledge is infinite,

All encompassing,

Literally incomprehensible.

The stories they bring back

Will vary, wildly,

Sometimes seeming

To directly contradict 

Each other,

Even themselves.

Expressing 

The inexpressable

In words 

Is impossible.

But that’s our job.

The further out you go,

From that edge,

Through those layers,

The more understandable

The stories become,

As well, unfortunately,

As narrower,

Less complete,

More contradictory.

Religions, cultures,

Political systems,

Blah, blah, blah,

Throw Truth bombs

At each other.
Secure in the knowledge

That the Other’s truths

Are not.

Wars, torture,

Slavery, genocide,

Unspeakable acts.

All from

Blah, blah, blah,

Do you live in the thin, 
Dried out, papery, 

Outer skins of the onion?
Does your soul call from the depths
For you to join it?

Take the chance.

Clarity

Great Clarity is needed

When in the middle,

Where we live

Our embodied lives.

I need the strength

To stand firm against

All pressure,

When I am right.

The ability to gracefully

Admit when I am wrong.

The wisdom to know

When ambiguity

May not be resolved,

Must be accomodated.

The patience

To bide my time.

The compassion to 

Forgive myself

And others.
I Am Blessed

I am blessed,

Beyond reason,

Beyond the unreasonable,

Beyond even 

Ridiculosity.

As the wind plays through

The vast range of colors, 

Shapes and textures

Of the trees,

Each moves in its own way,

Each reflects light in its own way

A glorious symphony

For the eyes.

Birds, the same.

The variety of sizes,

Shapes, colors,

Ways of flying.

Perching, eating

Create a living, moving

Tapestry that beguiles

Nothing we have made

Holds the Majestic grace of 

The Ravens that drink 

At our fountain.

And the plants,

Oh the plants,

The sights, shapes,

Colors, smells,

How they feel,

Taste.

The rolling hills

Of my homeland,

Endless shades of green,

Winter and Spring,

Tan and gold,

Summer and Fall,

Shapes as fateful

As any siren.

All these things

And the Sky,

The Earth,

Cloud, rock,

Sun, Moon

The endless forms

Of water,

Are the wine

Rumi advised us 

To drink

Until we fall 

To the ground 

In drunken stupors.

A Dream of Expansion

This morning,

I awoke with

A dream:

There is a place

Where huge, endless

Numbers of words

And phrases

Are stored.

Packed together 

So densely

That none can be 

Really heard,

understood.

I carefully select

Individual ones.

How?

Do they call out 

To me?

Do I hear them

With an inner ear?

A mystic’s 

Sixth sense?

The choice is unerring.

I place each on

A special dish

Where it may

Expand,

Hydrate,

Blossom,

Into its full

Potential.

I have been happy,

Plying my craft,

Listening,

Bringing the words 

That appear in me

Into life on a page.

I asked for no more,

And yet,

Here is the Gift,

The explication of

The Poet’s work,

Of the Mystic’s

Calling.

I am undone

Filled beyond

What I thought 

Were my limits.

No one told me

It could be like this*

* Line stolen, with gratitude, from Julia Vinograd.

That’s Annoying

We’re really good 

At physical boundaries.

If a neighbor and I disagree

About what’s his

And what’s mine,

Surveyors use their instruments

To resolve the matter.

Einstein was right,

Time is Nature’s way

To keep everything 

From happening 

At once.

What he didn’t say

Is that space is 

Nature’s way to

Keep everything

From happening

In one place.

What he didn’t know

Is that psychic boundaries

Are Nature’s way of keeping 

All of us pieces of God

From being One.

If I happen to be 

Psychically powerful

And am not sure,

Don’t keep track of 

What’s me and 

Who’s not me.

I am likely to cause

A lot of trouble 

And distress

In those around me.

By doing so,

I cause a lot of trouble

And distress

For myself.

Lusting After Love

Gotta love lust.

Without it, 

We wouldn’t be here.

Lust, desire for the

Glorious physical

Engagement of the

Material bodies

We are blessed to inhabit.

Lust, reaching for the

Oneness of our

Source, for the 

Ecstasy of encounters 

With the One,

While playing 

In the fields of 

The world of 

The material.

Lust, too, for

Love,

For being seen

For who we truly

Are.

To be appreciated,

Accepted,

Valued,

For our warts

As much as for

Our glories.

(More?)

Loving Flow

Loving Flow

Natural Ease

Open Giving

Open Receiving

Not Withholding

Not Forcing

Seeing True

Being Me

Creative Silence

Radiating

Burgeoning

Nature provides the model.

It Sprouts new growth.

Buds appear,

Become flowers,

Leaves, limbs.

Early signs, intimations,

Flourish, filling every space

With new growth,

New wonders.

Spotted fawns,

Speckeled eggs,

Kits of fox,

Weasel, raccoon,

And yes, Skunk,

The seed has no idea

If it will become 

Glory or weed

To our judgement.

It knows only how 

To become its

True self.

Wood Sorrel 

Does not aspire

To become Redwood.

It doesn’t even 

Know to be thankful

For the Redwood’s shade.

Nor to sorrow when 

The tree falls 

And sorrel  withers

In the bright sun.

Camomile doesn’t 

Envy hyssop.

Camel and horse

Are each complete,

Perfect, in themselves.

Neither has 

Any Opinion

Advice,

Salvation,

Damnation,

Shame,

Or Praise

For the other.

Might we not learn

From Natures model 

How to Burgeon, 

Grow into glorious

Natural selves,

Unburdened by 

Comparison, 

Expectations,

Of ourselves,

Others of us,

Ours of others.

How much lighter

Might my life be,

Unburdened by the need 

To help others become

What I would like

Them to be.

Something other

Than themselves.

 Lighting Options

It’s better to ask the dark 

What blessings it holds 

Than to light a candle.

Which God?

I honor the One who enters

When my eyes are closed

And my heart is open.

By the Way

Any God

Or Goddess

Without a sense

Of Humor

Is False.

In the Hands of the Muse

I thought about this

As a collection title.

But really, isn’t that

A bit precious?

Besides, it’s not at all

Like our relationship.

She swans about,

Like a Flower Fairy, 

All gossamer garments

In vivid pastels

That may not have names.

Voluptuous, Sexy

In a vague, floaty way.

Or perhaps that’s the 

Energies around her.

What surrounds her is 

Something like

Images, Feelings,

Experiences

Of the senses.

Only all mixed up,

Swirling around,

Morphing into and

Out of each other.

Like rainbows

On drugs,

Making love

In the air.

Impossible 

To define, separate

Pin down.

So that is, of course,

My job.

My net is diaphanous,

Almost immaterial,

So it may extend

Across the boundary,

Into the place 

Where She lives,

To capture some 

Small part of

Her aura,

As it sweeps by.

Like the fantastic

Fish of the deep ocean,

What I catch 

Immediately starts to 

Fade, wither.

I must catch it 

In words

As best I can

Before it is gone.

Things That Go Bump in the Night

Things That Go 

Bump in the Night

Should be your delight.

If you are fortunate enough

To meet Cerberus,

You need to give him 

The Password

The Password is 

“It’s me”,

But you must really, really 

Mean it!

If you don’t,

He’ll just mess about,

Being nasty and scary,

Making a terrible mess

With his slobber,

Until you are scared

Away.

Or get bored,

And leave.

Bribery doesn’t work, not

Since Demeter fooled him.

But — If you mean it,

Really mean it,

He’ll tear you apart

And eat you all up.

You’ll regain consciousness

Re – formed,

With new eyes.

As Medusa writes

At the table in the corner,

Putting her deep truths

On paper,

Her snakes calm

And diminish.

It helps that she has

A Room of Her Own.

Do you remain unstoned

In her presence

Because you can 

know something of 

“What Women Are”

without freezing up?

Medusa’s sisters

Run the feminist

Bookstore and

Tea shop.

Their pastries

Are what you imagined 

To find in Heaven,

Only better.

The Minotaur runs

The china shop,

Who else?

He also paints miniatures

Using a hair or three

From his tail.

Just don’t call him

Ferdinand,

That would decimate

His stock.

Hades happily tends

His garden of plants 

That both cure

And kill,

Particularly effective

When Persephone

Helps.

Zeus runs a school

For wayward girls,

Ares the professor

Of standing firm.


Scylla and Charybdis

Teach the use of

Labia, to take in

What is in need

And bear

What is Needed.

Hera is off on vacation

Likely in Ibiza,

Likely with Pan,

Leaving Dionysis

To mind Olympus.

The furies split their time

‘Tween tending their 

Vegetable garden

And eating bonbons,

As humans are quite

Adept at creating

Their own sorrows.

Appollo is the

Watchmaker

Who automated 

His chariot, 

So he may

Forget about time.

The Poems of Dreams

The poems of dreams

Are less well

Behaved,

Less ruly, Bent, 

Broken, even,

Than those revealed

In the light.

Awk—Birds

The poetry of dreams

Demands I meet

The Stranger

As naked as it is,

Un belted

Un laced

No longer

Buttoned up.

I should be clothed

Only in silliness,

As the beauty of logic,

The comfort of reason,

Don’t work here,

Where un-reason,

Rules.

Where Silliness

Is the only reliable

Fingerpost

Pointing the 

Way.

Believe Firmly in Nothing

Believe firmly

In Nothing.

Hold all other 

Beliefs lightly.

Keep grains of salt

In your travel bag,

Next to your

Portable Outlaw.

Pack isn’ts

In case of –isms

Like garlic 

For Vampires.

You’ll need no 

Wooden stakes.

For one thing

They’re too heavy,

Which is warning

In itself.

They are only fat,

Rigid –isms

In disguise.

Indeed,

Beware all rigidity.

It’s only useful

As firewood

For destruction 

Of itself

And its cronies.

The Phoenix

That arises 

From those ashes

Is a glorious,

Wonderous thing.

Enjoy it fully.

Let its glories 

Fill your senses,

Send you into 

Paroxysms of 

Ecstasy.

Then, before

Is feathers dull,

Music cloys,

Flavors go flat,

Odors become rancid,

Dances stumble,

Let it go,

With thanks.

Held tightly,

A Phoenix becomes

An Albatross,

A burden, a weight,

That prevents movement.

Ecstasy devolves

Into distress,

Freedom becomes

Immobility,

Compassion is lost

In condecension,

Passion in morality

Clarity of vision,

Lost in compromise.

A true Phoenix 

Takes pride in

Humility,

Tastes music,

Hears colors,

Sees through,

Feels wonderful,

Mixes metaphors.

I must await 

The next train, 

To my station,

Still just out of sight,

Until I can coax

This one to leave.

Next!

My Muse

The Raven spoke.

I was used to its raving.

Still, “Nevermore!”

Is unsettling,

“Never again”?

What is?

Has been?

Is over?

There will never be

Be more?

This is all

There is?

Here,

Now?

He’s like a 

Writing desk

Because he

Invites me,

Well . . .

Leaves me 

Little choice,

But to translate

His cryptic

“Nevermore”

No matter how

Imperfectly,

· Evermore.

Awk Bird

Someone young,

One from whom it

Might be expected,

Brings something new,

Big, noisy, awkward,

Like a Raven,

An Awk—Bird.

Those in charge,

Elder, settled,

Are upset, and 

Turn to another One, 

Also young,

From whom they expect

Something old,

Known, comfortable.

What he brings up 

Something old, allright,

Thought extinct, in fact,

Dodo, Moa,

Mea Culpa?

It is, of course,

So much more awkward,

Awk—Bird, 

Than the first;

More upsetting

To those Settled.

This occurs 

Where elders,

Dons of OxBridge,

High court judges,

Eccliastics,

Mediæval courtiers 

Politicians,

Old men,

Flap about in 

Black robes

Hiding who knows what

Beneath them.

Apparently new,

Or thought extinct,

The things I need

Are Awk—Ward.

The Shadow knows, but

Lacking larnyx,

Cannot articulate,

Only Intimate,

My intimate Muse

Fevered dreamer,

I am not.

 Jesus Clothes

We imagine Jesus

With long hair,

Loose robes,

Sandals.

That’s what 

He was like 

When I walked

Beside Him

On the dusty path

Below the olive trees.


We imagine this,

Not as history, but

Because that’s 

As much as

One may wear

In This world,

While still connected 

To That world.

This is a dream,

So that’s metaphor.

A fully clothed,

Buttoned up person 

In This world,

May be metaphorically

Naked, there,

Rolling in the grass,

Wearing only a diadem

Of daisys and bluebells.

The face shown the world

Mediates what of 

The inside

May be seen.

Here, serene is 

Not riotous.

There,

They are one.

Remember

The mystery

Written down,

Explicated,

Remains a mystery,

The translation

Incomplete,

Inadequate,

Necessary

But flawed.

Even if I know 

The pointing finger

Is not IT,

Neither is the quavering

Reflection in 

Algal slick on

A pond

At which the

Finger points.

It is but the

Pale, distorted

Reflection of the

Moon’s reflection of

The implied Sun.

To avoid immolation,

We must make do.

The Anatomist

The anatomist

Piths the frog,

Penetrating its

Brain with a 

Sharp instrument,

Setting its soul free,

In order to investigate 

The mysteries 

Of its body

The Muse, God

Gods, Godesses

Pith the Poet’s 

Brain.

Unlike the frog,

The Poet brain

Survives,

Though never

Quite the same,

As though it’s

Both Here and

Over There

Or perhaps,

There

Is Here.

Morning Light

Through the vagaries of 

Some small opening

Stray reflection,

A tiny ray of sunlight

Briefly illuminates

Monet’s landscape,

Revealing a face in

Leaves against sky.

Whose face,

I do not know.

Getting Ready

Getting ready to

Start a dream.

Waiting in the wings,

As it were.

There’s Me,

And Me, what?

A ghostly glimpse

Of someone else,

But there’s only 

The two of us.

Oh, I see,

There’s a mirror.

My reflection is of

A serious face

Slightly drawn.

Dark, wet hair

Plastered against the

Side of my head.

Looks like a woman,

How, why?

Oh, no beard

Or moustache.

Different nose, too

More acquiline.

Different eyes,

Different “I”s

Who is she?

Who is me?

Carol

Sing like an angel.

Eat like a hobbit.

Nap with impunity.

Honor the ducks 

Who Raised you.

Love enthusiastically.

Laugh with no restraint,

Like a five year old.

Run with the wild joy

Of a newly grown tiger.

Have sex with wild abandon.

Soar like a phoenix.

Ignore any distaste, 

Disapproval or fear 

By those living life less fully.

The more Carol 

You become,

The better off

The world is.

New Wine

The old wine is gone.

We hold onto the old,

Empty wine skins

As though they still

Hold the secret 

Of getting drunk on God.

Are you worshipping

Something empty?

Are you still attached

To the larval form

You left long ago?

Acting out an

Old part that is

Tired, empty?

The new wine,

Is ready,

Waiting . . .

Sense Less

All these words,

I’m drowning in words

That follow logic,

Pretending that by

Making sense

They tell truth.

The only ones 

I can breathe

Are those 

That make

No sense.

One song

There is only one song.

I know a few,

So very few,

Of its verses.

Do you know any?

Might we sing 

To each other?

Endarkenment
Send me no more Light,

Please.

It’s so bright around here

That I can’t see

The Dark.

The mightiest tree,

The humblest leaf

All start in the Dark.

All are rooted in 

The Dark,

Or they can’t stand up

Light gives them the energy

To grow,

Dark gives them

Their substance.

So their spindly,

Insubstantial,

Light driven 

Stems 

Don’t fall flat

On their faces.

Neither mighty tree,

Nor tiny plant,

Whatever I am,

My sustenance

My substance,

Comes from 

The Dark.

Talk With the Dark

Hello darkness, My old friend

I’ve come to talk to you again.

About the things that

Can’t be seen in light

About the things that

Walk the night

The ones that know

Light never, ever

Makes right.

In their world

Wrong may be right,

Right’s often wrong,

Neither is either

For long.

It’s here where, 

Exhausted by that

Feverish light

Order welcomes it’s fall

To Chaos’ darkling call.

It is here,

In the Dark,

Away from the 

Pervasive judgement

Of the Light

That out of Chaos

Rise new forms.

The new things,

The things that

Could never

Have been imagined

In the Light.

The things 

That now

Rise, 

Strong,

Amazing,

Free.

Changing the Light, 

Itself,

Into something new.

Hidden Treasures

I never knew 

I had it in me 

Is my refrain.

Every time

Some Leviathan

Rises out of

The depths

Every time 

Some Medusa

Walks in through

A door that isn’t there.

Every time 

Jetsam I tossed

Overboard

When I thought 

I was Sinking

Washes up on

My shore.

I See them through my

Lens of prejudgment,

Without really

Paying attention.

I’ve forgotten that

Jonah’s suffering 

Was because he 

Didn’t notice the sign,

“Ninevah Express”

on the cetacean bus.

I’ve forgotten that

Perseus couldn’t have 

Inherited his throne

Without her snakes.

I’d forgotten

The treasures

I abandoned.

Whether I think 

I like it or not,

I accept with joy

Your welcome.

I am endlessly

Grateful for

The gifts Darkness

Lavishes on me.

Complain though

I may!

 Interesting Times

Would  I prefer an

Uninteresting childhood?

In early adulthood, 

I believe,

Someone told me about

The ancient Chinese blessing

“May you live in interesting times.”

And how it is really 

A curse in disguise.

Surely, I would have 

Been better off

Had I just let

That girl poke, prod

And tease me.

Otherwise,

Seven year old me

Would not have 

Had to stand alone

In front of the principal

Proclaiming that

I was not wrong,

I will not appologize,

No matter the 

Consequences.

And there I am again,

I front of the same desk,

Singing the same tune.

I could have done without that,

Couldn’t I?

“Got a quarter, man?”

Asks the big bully

As I leave the gym.

Surely, I would have been

Better off without him,

Could have happily gone off 

To my next class.

I would not have

Had to answer,

“Yeah, but I won’t give it to you.”

Nor respond to his threat,

“You’re bigger and stronger

than I am, but I will fight as hard

as I can. You might even get hurt.

Why take the chance?”

No, a quiet life, without that,

Is what I needed, surely.

The “health” plan refused

To do another scan

So soon

To such a young woman.

Symptoms worse.

We went elsewhere,

Colon cancer,

Too late,

As it turns out,

Already spread 

To adjacent tissue.

Surgery, chemo, radiation.

Bad flu catches her and our son

Rashes weren’t enough

Expression of his angst.

Arm vessels have failed.

I am lying on top of

A three year old son,

Holding him down on

An examining table,

Whispering in his ear

To calm him as

Nurses try to get 

An IV needle in a foot vein,

So this sudden, vicious, 

Asthma attack won’t 

Suffocate him.

Four years, waiting

To see if the other shoe

Drops.

Thud.

On a creek bank,

“Mom told him she 

wasn’t going to die.”

I say, “She had to say that.

For her, not just you.

But people that sick

Often die.”

Thud.

With considerable difficulty,

Both in holding a seven

Year old son In my arms

And in saying 

Over a grave,

The few words

I’ve managed to write,

That chapter ends.

The one as a 

Single father begins.

Oh, yeah.

In uninteresting times,

I would have avoided all that,

Still married to my ex.

No, wait, that falls on the 

Interesting times side.

Or, let’s say,

No cancer,

Or a cure.

Would I now be married 

For 45 years?

With un-interesting

Times, I suppose so.

What would that be like?

Would I have taken the turn

Inward, toward Spirit,

Soul, the Divine?

My closest brother,

In age and affection,

Has become a specter.

This strange creature, 

Made of only skin, 

Sinew and bone.

Smiles for a photo with me,

Moose and grimace.

He talks about how 

He will go on with us

Into the future.

He dies peacefully

In his sleep that night.

As I dance my way through

My eigth decade of

This living business,

These events are only the

Lower of the lowlights.

But what about the highlights?

Does living in un-interesting times

Damp down the highs,

As it smooths out the lows?

As that blessing/curse is

Neither ancient

Nor Chinese,

But British in origin

About 100 years ago,

I suppose it envisions

A life with only ups,

No downs?

I don’t think I can 

Realistically imagine

The life I might have 

Been living, 

Be, living,

Had I not lived in

Interesting Times.

I do find it hard

To imagine it as 

Better than 

The one I have lived

And am living,

Apparently a fit vessel

For words from

The Divine.

Here, now,

Is worth ten thousand

Times the apparent 

Woes.

Next time around?

Interesting Times,

Please!

No worries,

That’s all there are.

In a Name?

A place without a name

A name without a face

Which is real?

Is one more real

One less real?

Both?

Neither?

When Adam gave 

Them their names,

Aardvarks and Zebras

Were not changed

By the naming.

In the presence

Of its beauty,

Call out “Azalea!”

It will not respond.

The naming 

Only changes us.

Creates us?

It Is What It Is

It is what it is.

Whether I wallow

In panic over it.

Whether I ignore it.

Whether I fall into

Ecstasy over it.

It is still

What it is.

It remains unmoved,

Unchanged, by

My reactions,

My feelings,

My indifference,

My joy or sorrow.

Oh My God!

You mean 

I am free?

Free to choose

How I will live?

Unjudged?

Without blame,

Shame,

Or Approval?

Yes, Beloved.

Your only chains 

Are those you

Forged for yourself.
It Wasn’t What It Was

It Wasn’t What It Was,

At least not what

I remember it was.

Sitting with my mother

And two surviving brothers,

Reminiscing about

The past, about

Things we experienced

Together.

A very warm bath in

Nostalgia 

As long as none of us

Pick at the considerable 

Differences

In our memories.

Four people,

Who were all 

There for these

Events,

Four related, 

but apparently

different events.

Even a video

Would be less

About correction

Of memory

Than about 

A current experience

Of the unreality

Of memory.

It’s value would be in 

Showing me

That the memories

I have included in the

Story of my life,

Defining

Who I am

How I became 

What I am,

Or imagine myself 

To be,

That no longer serve me,

May be safely revised,

Perhaps — Gasp

Even abandoned.

Toe the Line

There’s a rather

Delicate line,

Impossible 

To define,

Between

“It would be nice if,”

And 

“I’ll be devastated If not.”

We may substitute Optimism

For Hope*

But that’s a tricky business.

If I am optimistic that

My great desire

Will come true,

I’ve simply changed 

The name for 

My fervent Hope.

True Optimism is

Understanding

That whatever happens

Is the best thing that

Could have happened.

Something of a tautology,

And yet True.

Deeply true.

If that doesn’t’ seem 

To be so, It’s my job

To find the blinders

Of prejudice

And expectations

Not my own,

Deepest,

And tear them off.

* Thanks, Paul Valery

 Strings, Too

I’ve got my hands full

Figuring out what I owe

Myself.

Let alone delivering it.

Wandering around,

Inside,

It’s like being in a 

Giant cat’s cradle,

In an attic.

No, wait a minute,

These things are sticky!

More like a spider web.

I might never

Get out of here.

Oh, wait,

I see,

They all come 

from outside

and connect

To much of the stuff

Stored up here.

What happens if

I pull on one?

Can’t pull it in

From outside.

But, I can pull

Hard enough 

To break it free

From the box

It’s attached to,

Strangley familiar,

As though I

Remember it

From childhood.

When pullled free

The string shrivels up

And disappears.

The box, too, 

Starts to fade,

Becomes translucent,

Disappears.

Maybe I can 

Clean up this attic

And get out

After all!

It’s trickier than 

I thought.

Some things are 

Like the first.

Others are 

Very difficult

To detach.

Even then,

Some seem 

Unaffected

When detached.

Others become

Almost transparent,

Ghostly presences.

I do manage 

To clean out 

Many of them,

Leaving clear areas

And paths to get out.

I feel lighter, somehow,

As though

A weight 

I didn’t know 

I was carrying

Is gone.

I’ll go back in

And clean up further.

Once I get more 

Out of the way,

I’ll be able

To investigate

The things

Not connected

To strings.

What treasure

Might I find?

Demon Lover

I’ve been warned to 

Shun the Demon.

Not banish, but

Keep at arm’s length.

Keep a weather eye on

So she can’t pull

Some nasty trick

On me.

But —

Like the supposed

Evil tricks of demons,

I’ve learned 

To be wary of voices

That warn me off

Of things inside me.

I’ve learned

That

Demons

And

Angels

Are the same.

It’s my own prejudices

That cast them as

Malevolent or

Benevolent.

Welcome Demon,

My Friend,

My Lover.

What gift have

You brought me 

Today?

What curtain that

I have not been able 

To see behind,

Do you have 

Your hand on?

What magic 

Do you unveil?

A New Reformation

When Jesus

Is not God,

Not Christ,

No more God’s child

Nor less,

Than you or I.

Simply one of

The endless messengers,

Course corrections,

Sent over millennia.

When there are

No prayers

Of supplication

Nor of praise,

Only thanks,

From a full heart.

Gratitude for life,

Gratitude for the

Endless blessings,

Both those recognized

And those I missed

Or misunderstood,

Gratitude for being 

Part of all this.

When no altar

Is elevated

Nor decorated

With the symbols of

Any religion

Or religions.

When there are 

No serried ranks

When those who speak

Wear no vestiments

And walk among us.

Then,

Oh blessed day,

Will I be able

To sing and dance in

Spiritual community.

October 23, 2022

Destiny Rides Again

Destiny only exists

Behind me.

Although I may feel like

The point on its arrow.

The truth is,

It has no more idea

Where it’s going

Than I do.

Inevitability only arises

After the fact.

The Seer, Sage,

Enlightened One

Seeing ahead clearly,

Sees a vast view of 

Tracklessness.

Beautiful,

Full of promise,

Unmarked.

No road, track;

No faint trail.

No signposts.

Stepping forward, 

In whatever direction

You choose,

Or that chooses you,

The next step appears

Barely in time for 

The foot to fall on it.

Thanks to Beryl Markham

It Wasn’t What It Was, Too

It Wasn’t What It Was,

At least not what

I remember it was.

Past not as simple events,

But as imagined motives

For events.

Imagined motives that

Somehow manage

To believe that 

The actions of others

Are somehow,

Entirely,

About me.

Destiny, Too

The meandering,

Dusty, foggy

Road taken to 

Tomorrow,

Now, today.

Appears in my

Rear view mirror

To be a wide, straight,

Clear highway.

The rough, leaning,

Falling down,

Markers at junctions,

The fingerposts without

Fingers,

Appear to be clear,

Well marked signs,

This way, Pilgrim.

What Do I want for Christmas?

The Hatter may have been right

When he told Alice

“Your hair wants cutting.”

Her hair does not desire,

It simply has not

Been cut,

Is not shorter.

Worse would be,

To Lack, 

Be in need of

Something not there.

But I cannot want

Cannot need.

Want and Need

Are without meaning

To a Soul.

My true nature is 

Ineffable, incomprehensible

To a human consciousness.

Suffice it to say

I am complete, whole

And cannot be any other way.

Yet you ask me what I want

In celebration of a 

Spot in time,

A Holy Day.

Might I suspect that

You are the one in want,

Without something

You desire, 

Perhaps deeply need?

What might you want of me?

As I am one, indivisible,

You may only want Me,

All of Me.

To have, or imagine,

One has less soul than

Makes one whole,

Is a painful state.

To imagine 

One has no soul,

Seems an insupportable 

State.

As I am always here,

Closer than your skin,

The solution is a matter

For you to resolve.

I may be of help:

At your Holy Day dinner, 

And other times,

Set a place for me.

Serve me food and drink;

I have little appetite

For material sustenance,

So small portions

Suffice.

Sit down in your favorite chair.

I am in the place where

Your guests sit.

Close your eyes.

Talk to me.

Listen,

Inside.

I love you beyond measure.

I am incapable of judging,

Of keeping track of

Naughty and Nice

Whatever those

May be,

If they exist.

My compassion 

Knows no bounds.

I am incapable of 

Boredom,

Impatience,

Repugnance,

Disappointment,

Of any emotion

But Love.

Let me sit next to you

On solo drives,

On boring or anxious waits.

Be still, and I will

Hold silence with you.

Give me all your

Shame,

Failed hopes,

Being misunderstood,

Feeling less than,

Not measuring up,

Every burden that haunts

Your wakeful nights.

I will accept it all,

Without judgement,

Hold them in Love,

Without limit,

Until gray turns to gold,

Weight transmutes

From burden

To blessing

Eventually,

You will know

We are always together.

Merry Christmas!

Happy Solstice!

Celebrate Mithras’ birthday.

A seed must be in the earth,

Damp, dark,

In order to germinate,

You, too may be in need of

The depth and richness

Of the darkest days.

Something Fishy This Way Come*

All these fish!

Smaller than sardines,

Shorter than anchovies,

More perch shaped, 

But much smaller.

That silvery, shimmery gray, 

Specked with black, 

Above white bellies.

Accident? Spilled?

Intentional? Thrown?

Mostly dead, or near it

Except for a couple

That may be

Hanging on.

A few stepped on?

Squashed?

But what are they doing here,

On this small area?

What are they lying on?

Sparse, green grass

And exposed dirt?

Something else?

But most of all,

Why are they here?

Why am I here,

Looking down at them?

Am I to 

Clean them up?

How might I  

To clean them up?

Or are they all leaves?

Leaves and Fishes?

*A dream, circa 12/11/22

Green Solstice

Poet after poet of the lands

Of four seasons

Laud their winters.

I grew up, and live,

In a land without snow,

Free of “icy blasts of winter”.

None of Robert Frost’s

Frozen lakes, and woods 

Filled with snow. 

Just before this

Winter’s Solstice,

We drove through the

Gentle, voluptuous,

Lines and folds

Of my land.

Marveling at the 

Transformation from

The “Golden” tan

Of the dry season

To the glorious greens

The rains bring.

There are more shades

Hues, tints, lights

Textures and 

Shadows of green here

Than are dreamt of

In any philosophy.

Like anything remote 

From the natural world,

These words are only 

Faint shadow of the 

Experience.

I tingle —

Goosebumps,

At the memory.

Marjorie Daw

Teeter Totter

Bread and water.

One up

Other down

Smile up

Frown down.

Smile and frown

Then upside down.

Soul on one side,

Feather on the other.

How will I fare

In the balance?

Naked heart

Outweighs 

Naked brain,

Leaving it 

Up in the air.

The artist meant,

I must suppose,

To keep us on our

Moral toes.

Or must I credit 

Something subtler;

Heart firmly grounded

In Red Earth Mother,

Brain soaring up

With Blue Sky Father.

Sage walks to the center,

Straddles the Axis Mundi,

Steps over the plank

Sits on it,

Forcing it level.

Heart returns

From one side,

Brain from the other,

Restoring balance.

Plank, now level,

Transforms into wings,

As the Master,

Donning goggles and

Dashing white scarf,

Flies into the

Mystery.

The Peaceful Warrior

Battle over,

Broken remnants of

Instruments of war,

Both mechanical and human,

Litter the field.

A lone warrior walks the field

Lost in the delicious

Haze of something

Like post-coital Bliss.

He says prayers

Not of gratitude

For survival,

But gratitude

For the experience

Of the battle.

When he dies 

In a later battle,

He’ll welcome the 

Coming of darkness

With a smile

And a warm

Heart.

“I’m coming Home!”

Stranger?

The Sci-Fi alien is

Less alien from me

Than my ancient

Ancestors.

Less alien from me

Than those humans

Who still live ancient

Ways in forest

And wild land.

Less alien from me

Than the Raven,

Let alone a slime mold.

Are there aliens

Hidden among us?

Might I be one?

Sometimes,

It feels that way.

Other times, I feel

A great warmth

And affinity

For my fellow

Humans.

Duality may,

Or may not, 

Be a bitch,

But is for sure 

Confusing.

Bosom Buddies

Ever have friends,

Family, partner,

Who are just comfy,

Happy, simply hanging

Around with you?

Where your life is better

For their presence?

That’s the kind 

Of relationship

That the God(s),

Goddess(es)

Are most comfortable with.

That’s the real 

Problem with all the

Lord, King, Christ

Savior, Son ‘o God,

Messiah,

Talk in Christianity.

It promotes a poor

Quality relationship

With the Divine.

1/2/2023

How Was Your Day?

How Was Your Day?

Well, this happened,

And I didn’t much like it.

Then that, which 

Was definitely Bad.

Then again, this other, 

Good thing, happened.

Sun,

Rain,

Hail!

Bad coffee,

Good donut.

Let go of Good and Bad, 

And it's just a day.

Simply experience, 

Without judgement. 

Judgement uses up 

Mental and emotional energy, 

Leaving less for full experience.

Just a day is more likely

To be one that is enjoyed.

Oddly enough, something 

That might be judged Bad, 

When not judged, 

May be enjoyed.

Something I might 

Have judged Good, will, 

For the lack of 

Evaluation, of

Passing judgement, 

Be all the sweeter.

Friday January 13, 2023

Different Stone*

Cast a warm eye on life.

Open a warm heart to

Your fellow travelers.

Put out a welcome 

For Death.

The inevitable meeting

Goes better that way.

Feed the Horseman

Your best ale

And rich Irish stew

By a warm hearth,

On a cold night.

Provide hay, oats

And a warm stall 

For his mount.

Gratitude makes

All well.

* Rethinking Yeats end.

Chochoholic’s End

So  sad, that 

He died young.

His last words were:

“Oh my God,

That last truffle was

To die for!”

To whom was

He speaking?

Misperception

It’s all a case of

Mistaken identity.

Who do you think

You are?

Who do I think 

I might be?

You say my God

Is false.

I say no, You are

True.

Taken before a tribunal,

I am convicted of slander,

Against you.

Double Prison Breaks

Imagine my father,

The smartest man,

Ever.

The hardest working man,

Alive.

He despaired of me,

Indifferent student,

Unpaid dogsbody,

Captive audience.

He could never understand,

In spite of his great intellect,

His great learning,

Supposed cleverness,

That my mediocrity as scholar,

My failings as assistant,

My poor showing as acolyte

My insufficient Respect,

Were because those

Golden things,

Those Golden Ideals,

That great King,

That he worshiped,

That he strove

To serve perfectly,

Were as ashes to me.

Godlike as 

He aspired to be,

He could not see that

I could be different,

Than him.

Allowed pigments,

I closed my eyes,

Looked deep inside,

Painted myself on the wall.

He walked by as though 

It were blank.

When all his service,

All his worship,

All his cleverness, had

Landed him in prison,

He could only think

Of his plight,

Of his escape.

He was imprisoned

For just cause,

I, for the crime

Of being his son.

He plotted 

His escape,

I plotted mine.

As we flew 

over the walls,

across the sea,

On the wings

He had imagined.

The wings whose 

Details I designed,

Whose form I created

With my toil and sweat,

My plan superceded his.

I flew higher

And higher,

Until he could not see,

In the glare of the sun

How I pulled one pin,

A wing sagged,

Seeming broken.

Another pin, another wing.

I fluttered, helpless,

Out of control,

Into the sea.

When he flew down,

Inspected closely,

He found no body

Caught in the wreckage.

A lamentable fate, 

But deserved.

Thinking he had 

Lost his son

To youthful hubris,

To sloppy workmanship.

He flew on,

I then abandoned 

The hollow reed

Through which 

I had been breathing,

The reversed coat designed 

To look like seaweed.

I locked the wings 

Into their other form

Pulled out 

The hidden paddle,

And made my way 

Into my own life.

The Secret To Happiness

Well, really,

The Secret About Happiness.

The Secret is,

That happiness expands 

To fill the space available.

The second part is that

Happiness is everywhere,

Like dandelion seeds,

Mold spores.

The Secret means

You may run around as crazily,

Or as organized as you wish.

You may seek out gurus,

Books, maps, programs,

Retreats, workshops.

But if you are full

To the brim with other things,

It will all be to no avail.

Use the Sparks Joy

Criterion in determining

What needs to 

Relinquish space.

The other thing . . .

Happiness is not tidy.

Don’t bother to make 

Everything neat.

When socks get happy,

The drawer ends up a mess.

What About Joy?

I’m not crazy about

Fine distinctions.

With luck, this one

Will turn out OK.

Happiness can

Be contingent.

It may co-exist

With less salubrious

Companions.

It accommodates 

Contingencies,

Sometimes seems to 

Thrive on ambiguity.

It pairs particularly well

With guilt.

Joy is unselfconscious

Happiness.

Happiness that has 

Forgotten itself,

That got over itself.

Happiness often has

A shadow of sadness,

Melancholy, nostalgia,

Sorrow,

Closeted uncertainty.

Joy has no room

For anything

But itself.

Happiness has context.

Joy transcends

Context.

Joy just IS.

The Question*

Where are the snakes?

What are the stakes?

I just wanna

Know the rules.

————————

Alternative to Forty Two

You are blest with

Snakes everywhere,

So you won’t

Need to share.

Aunts in your pants

Are better than elephants.

Garlic works better

Than stakes.

1/4/23

* Of Life, the Universe and Everything.

Sitting

Sitting in a kids place waiting room.

On the wall above the toys, games

And Children’s Highlights magazines

Is a triptych.

Panel one:

Toddler in playpen,

Howling and rattling the bars.

Panel two:

Toddler in the same open field,

No limits,

Cowering in fear.

Panel three:

Toddler in large, fenced in area,

Happily playing.

Adult tryptich, Panel one:

Sitting under a tree

In a big field,

Eating lunch.

Panel two:

Lunch packed up,

Consulting compass

With no markings,

Just an arrow.

Panel three:

Happily setting off,

Following the arrow.

What we can’t know:

Whether the compass

Points to something

Or is random.

Whether the person knows.

Whether the compass knows.

What random is, or means.

What we can know:

Time spent on the above questions

Is time wasted.

Following the arrow is

All that matters.

There’s a compass like that in you.

Do you know it?

Realistic Perspective

Clop, clop, clop

Cloppity, clop.

The realist says to 

Expect horses.

The romantic 

Expects zebras.

The mystic

Expects nothing.

Will be pleased with

Whatever may show up,

Or not.

The sound is enough.

The realist is vindicated

When it’s horses.

“Expect the mundane

and you won’t be disappointed.”

The romantic is vindicated

When, the thousandth

Time, it’s finally 

Zebras.

“I knew if I wanted it enough

it would happen!”

The mystic is pleased

To make the acquaintance

Of a family of Dutch ducks

Wearing clogs.

All that happy quacking.

Advice

It’s a good idea to ask

For advice, help

In one instance,

Someone is flattered

And has a higher

Opinion of you.

Even more so

If you take the help

Offered,

Or follow the advice.

In the other instance,

You get help or guidance

Better than your own.

Win — Win

There is a map

The question is

Where are you going?

The big roads,

Well traveled,

Are red, full of

Passion, longing,

Impatient, direct.

They lead to Somewheres.

The little roads,

Lightly traveled,

Are blue, calm,

Meandering like streams

And no faster

Than the water.

They go mostly 

Nowhere much.

On the way to Nowhere

And Nowhen,

Choose blue roads 

At random

Until you come to the edge.

Jump

Who Knew?

Who Knew

It could be like this?*

Why didn’t they tell me?

Be fair now, Moosie,

They tried.

It’s impossible.

Yet, being human,

We try. 

Me too. 

Ever the optimist,

I happily blather on

About the dance

Of my life with

The Divine.

What did I do to deserve this?

* Answer, with gratitude, for Julia Vinograd, whereever she may now be.

Love for Love

I pray for something.

It appears.

I pray my thanks.

Simple enough,

Right?

Well, no.

The natural 

Flow, exchange 

Of love between 

Me and the Divine

Is now broken.

As it was, everything

I ever need

Is simply there,

Balanced by the

Flow of my

Loving gratitude.

Love begets Love

In an endless flow,

The natural circle

Of life.

As soon as I imagine

Divine witholds

Anything until

I implore it

To give me

What I ask for,

The flow of love 

Becomes conditional.

Naturally enough, I then

Withold my gratitude,

Become grudging

In my worship, until

I get what I ask for.

Heirarchary is born.

From a completeness

Without a name,

We fall into scarcity

And satiation.

The Buddha called this

Duality.

Mystics call it

Madness.

No true Goddess

Requires praise,

Adulation, worship,

Offerings, sacrifices.

Un-Earthly girls

Just wanna have fun.

Their fun is trading Love

For Love.

Try it,

It’s the most Fun

Ever.

A Good Life

Things I’ve learned, 

Through considerable

Trial and error

And more than a little

Paying attention.

A life of ease?

Learn to stick to 

Your own business.

A life of beauty?

Learn to see the

Beauty already

Around you.

A life of deep relationship?

Learn to ask for no more

Than is freely offered,

Given in love.

Learn to give 

All you can,

No more. 

Expecially,

Crucially —

No less.

Failures along the way

Are just the spice.

Sumo-ism

Mystics mud wrestle

With the Mystery.

It’s a lot like sex,

Right down to the 

Unplanned pregnancies

And births of 

Unexpected blessings.

Philosophers wrestle

With the Mystery, too.

We should admire them,

I suppose, with their 

Clean togas,

Well behaved groupies.

By limiting themselves to 

Logic and words,

They are like 

One armed wrestlers,

Doomed to lose

To their many armed

Adversaries.

Chaos

Holding the Universe

Together, in proper

Order, is exhausting.

It leaves little energy

For living a Life.

And yet, that’s what 

Most of us, 

Most of the time,

Believe we are

Expected to do.

Santa keeps a

List and checks

It twice.

Keeping track whether

We are naughty

Or nice.

Then, pre-softened

By that reward

And punishment story,

We’re Turned over

To a God or Gods

With much more 

Complex rules,

With delayed 

Rewards and 

Punishments

So we can’t tell

Their nature

Through experience.

Being human,

We naturally fail

At maintaining

The perfection,

At being something

Divinely Required,

But other than our

Natural selves.

Still human,

We naturally 

Now add obsession

Over our failures

At doing the impossible.

The burdens

We carry increase.

Then, if there’s 

Some iota of 

Time and energy left,

We can worry about

The nature of our 

Inevitable punishment.

Depressed yet?

Consider opting out.

We’re all afraid

Of long falls,

But they are the 

Only ones that

Land anywhere 

Worth ending up.

The Universe is fine

On its own.

One Into Many

Don’t believe in

What you think.

It’s untrustworthy.

What you dream

Is trustworthy,

But obscure.

Don’t believe in it, 

Either.

You may live tortured

On the rack of certainty,

Or live ecstatic in

The bosom of uncertainty.

A house may

Burn down 

In the rain.

Don’t expect the Phoenix.

Be ready to climb on

When it appears,

For the ride of

Your life.

Don’t hope,

Lest disappointment

Drown delight.

Embrace what appears.

Enjoy the moment.

Release.

Don’t be caught

Peering into

An empty box

And miss the

Next gift.

Gift horses don’t 

Have bad teeth

When they arrive,

But age quickly

The Universe doesn’t

Play the odds,

It’s moving too fast.

But the horses

All finish.

Over the betting windows

The signs read

“Abandon Hope . . .”

They happily 

Take your money

While assuring you

Whatever you bet on

Will never come in.

Back a winner

By anticipating nothing,

Celebrating whatever

Shows up.

It may all look

Like chaos.

Objects may

Be closer than

They appear.

Appearances

May deceive.

Dream, 2/28/23

Ode to Follies

At some distance

From the great

Manor house,

Set atop a small hill,

Partially obscured

By trees,

Stands what appears 

To be an open

Marble Roman temple,

Fallen partially into ruin.

The master lives

In the Manor.

The Master lives 

In the Folly.

Last night

Last night a light

Bird flew through

Your dreams.

It had been feasting

On the fruit of

The Tree of Life.

On its way through,

It shat seeds

Of that Tree.

Last night a dark

Bird flew through

Your dreams.

It had been feasting

On the fruit of

The Tree of Death.

On its way through,

It shat seeds

Of that Tree.

Tend to the saplings

Of your orchard equally

Eat the fruits

Of both

Your life will be 

The envy of all.

Tempis Fidgit

“Carpe Diem”

Seize the Day!

OK, OK, I’ve got it,

By the throat.

What am I to

Do with it?

“Vita Brevis”

Life Is Short!

OK, I’ve got it,

Fewer days left,

The more that 

Have passed.

How many more

No one knows.

I’ve already had

4,240 more days

Than my father had,

And counting.

Is that what a 

Bucket list is for?

To keep me anxious

About finishing up 

Before the Dead Line?

To keep me focused outside,

Unconscious?

Virgil warns me:

“Fugit inreparabile tempus: “

"It escapes, irretrievable time";

Or, "Time's a-wasting".

What I can’t figure out

Is what doesn’t waste time.

I know how to use time,

In the business of life,

But not which 

Parts are wasted.

A sign for sale

In Zeb’s general store:

“Time is precious,

waste it wisely.”

There are wise

And unwise ways

To waste time?

Who sets

The rules,

Judges what time 

is wasted,

what is not,

Perhaps how 

Wisely wasted?

Absent the undeniable 

Appearance of 

A God with rules,

An agenda,

Demonstrable Rewards 

And Punishments,

I fail to find

Any sort of list

Of things I am

Accountable for 

Finishing,

Before Vita Brevises.

As rushed and 

Anxious don’t appeal,

I’ll just continue

To engage with

Whatever shows up,

In the moment.

In diem vive.

Happy days!

God’s Opinion

If you listen,

Really listen,

At every birth:

“This is my child

In whom I am

Well pleased!”*
If you listen,

Really listen,

At every death:

“This was my child

In whom I am

Well pleased!”
Be quiet enough,

Listen well enough,

You will be able 

To hear the continuous

Litany of praise

And Love.

One day, you may

Be able to hear

It every day,

“This is my child

In whom I am

Well pleased!”

As it is said 

About You.

* Try a female voice!

( day, 2023

Help Yourself

Apparenty left to my

Own devices,

The promised help

For those who help

Themselves

Not evident,

I might think 

God is lazy.

Or, I might see

That, as God and

I (and you) are One

That the aspect

of us best suited

to acting for me

In this world,

Is doing so.

Huh!

I never, until now,

Made the connection

Between all the thousands

Of meals I’ve prepared

And my poetry.

Tasty food to nourish

Body and soul.

My photography, too.

Beautiful food

For body and soul.

3/29/23

Dis-Order

Neatness, order,

All that stuff,

Is an aspect of aceticism,

A rejection of Nature,

Mother Goddess,

Our natural origins.

Nature just doesn’t do

Neat or straight.

Recycling happens

In plain view,

Wherever it fell.

Marie Kondo brought

Us the deep idea of

“Sparks Joy”.

At first, she put it

Into the service of

Aceticism.

Then she herself

Gave birth,

Recognized her error,

And set us all free,

Each to be sparked to Joy

In our own way.

Easter, 4/9/23

Fill Me Up!

It’s not unknowable.

It may be experienced.

It may not be named,

For names are insufficient.

Words may only nibble

Around its edges,

Leaving uncertainty,

Confusion

And hunger.

Just a tiny taste

Is enough to fill 

A great hunger.

4/25/23

I Am Curious

It’s really the only

Sensible way to be.

With the future 

Unknown, unknowable

We tend to hope

And fear what’s coming.

Eliot is right.

Hope will be 

Hope for the 

Wrong thing.

He neglected to say that

Fear will be 

Fear of the

Wrong thing.

Simple curiousity,

Free of hope and fear,

Welcomes whatever comes

With open arms,

As it comes, anyway,

And that makes 

All the difference.

4/29/23

I Am Curious, Too

“Well, yes, he is a 

curious speciman”

(Spaceman?)

Even as I am one

Of billions,

Even as I have so

Many things so much

Like all of us,

Even as there are 

So many so much like me,

I am also unique,

An odd one out.

4/29/23

Extra Ordinary

When the extraordinary

Becomes ordinary,

I am entranced

By the extraordinary

Beauty, grace

Depth and fulfillment

Of what we call

Ordinary.

5/10/23

Heroic Fates

The hero ends up alone,

Standing up eternally

On a pedestal.

The heroine ends up

In relationship,

Surrounded by family,

Community.

She spends her nights

In a warm bed

Next to her lover.

Pigeons do not

Shit on her.

It’s heros who say

We are born alone

And die alone.

Heroines are born

Into community,

Live in, create

And maintain community

They die in warmth

And Love.

Perhaps it is the inability

To have, sustain,

Warm, intimate

Relationship

And community

That drives them

To become heroes.

Killing in the name of love,

Rather than loving.

Killing in the name of 

Political entity

Rather than being 

Part of community.

5/10/23, 6/28/23

My Job

Mystics have it easy.

All they have to do 

Is find a precarious

Balance of illogic,

Irrationality,

Even madness,

Against sense, 

Logic and linearity.

Poets have to 

Put it into words.

A Lamentation of Poets

Using heart and head

To lift broken body.

To crawl, then stagger,

Forward into the

Unbreakable darkness

Unspeakable pain

And grief,

I await the

Blessed relief 

Of death.

In the mean time,

I will do my best

To seem cheerful,

Normal,

Undamaged.

Though it will, of course,

Show through.

What is this thing that

So many people have, 

Especially, It seems, 

Poets, have about 

Nurturing the

Wounds of the past?

Keeping them open,

Suppurating,

Painful.

Nostalgia

Regret

Ruefulness

Desolation

Disappointment

Guilt

Melancholy

Moroseness

Sadness

Sorrow

Poignancy

Lost chances, 

Lost hopes

Burst Illusions, 

Failed dreams.

Often, it seems as though

Carrying on under

The burden of these things

Is seen as an act of 

Strength and bravery.

Is that true?

How many of us may be 

Keeping wounds that

Could be long healed 

Open, as masks,

Protection against

Having the 

Strength and bravery

To show our selves.

To risk exposure.

Confession:

I have been known

To trot out stuff

That happened to me,

As though it isn’t

Long healed —

How rude is it to 

Parade well being

Among the suffering?

See how

Luminously sad

I am

In the midst of

Riches of family, friends,

Material abundance,

See how

Ruinously bereft

I remain.

Still alive, 

In spite of it all.

How long must 

I carry on?

Sure, I’m happy.

Well, as happy

As I can be, you know

in the face of . . .

Well, you know.

(I don’t want to

bum you out!)

And here am I

Out of step,

Lost as I am, 

Like Rumi’s camel, 

Nose to tail, 

In the riotous ecstasy 

Of existence. 

Especially of existence 

As a swinging door 

Between realities, 

Something that is nothing, 

No-thing that is 

Somehow every-thing.

Blowing about 

In the winds 

Between the worlds,

The breath of

The Divine.

Memory, History and Myth

Chicken and the Egg Plus One

As always with

A new Mythos

For a new social order,

Written language,

Patriarchy and

Hierarchy

Arose together.

Each requires the other

Yet none came first.

There’s no Fun in that Heaven

Why do you think we all 

Got so excited when

We conceived this reality,

Created it?

Because Here is

The only place

With Fun!

Why do you think 

We are all antsy 

During our celebration?

Hardly listening to

The accolades we receive

When we die, 

For creating the piece

Of Art each life is?

It’s because we’re

Eager to get in line

For the next Ride!

This is the Heaven

With Fun.

[The divine’s idea of fun may differ from your’s.]

The Fool, Too

If we were not meant

To be fools,

We would not

Have drunk of Lethe.

The angel Lailah

Would not have

Touched my lips,

Taken my 

Memories away,

Left that little divot.

Naked and innocent

I came 

Else how could 

I be anything new?

The Fool is the

Whole Point.

Be Grateful

God has no

Need for gratitude.

As All and Everything,

She in complete

In Herself.

She graciously accepts

Our gratitude

For the good

It does us.

She ignores the

Various forms of worship

Praise, adulation,

And other forms

Of favor currying,

Including those 

With nastier names.

As She neither rewards 

Nor punishes behaviors,

She just lets us 

Get on with 

Self mutilation

If we wish.

(Do you really want a God

that requires gratitude,

worship, in order

to be OK?)

(Automat as metaphor

for relationship with God?

Theology Simplified?)

See It Now?

I can feel it.

It runs through my body

Smell it

Taste it.

“An’ it please Your Worship”

It’s all made up

Pretty much everything 

You believe is made up

Either you made it up,

Or you adopted it from 

Someone else,

Who made it up.

Inclusion is Exclusion

Rituals For the Nones

It’s ALL Sacred Ground

Golden Cage

Each of the bars that

Have been created

To imprison us,

When called 

By their true names,

Turn out to be the very

Things we need

To fly free.

6/4/23

The Bars

Hope

Justice

Humility

Alien

Chastity

Uprightness

Loyalty

Perserverance

Patriotism

Obligation

Dignity

Honor

Face It

Need to see the

Face of God?

Cleanse you vision.

Look, really look,

At the face of

Every woman,

Every girl

Every crone.

To see the face 

Of the Goddess,

Look at every

Man’s, boy’s,

Elder’s face.

If your vision 

Is unblinkered,

Your eyes are

Not filtered,

There it is,

The face of 

The Divine,

Mirroring you.

6/4/23

Are You Listening?

If my voice in

In the storm

Is hard to hear.

If my voice 

In the lion’s roar

Is not in your ear.

If my voice in the

Voices of women and men

Is hard to hear,

Be still, and listen

To your heart.

6/4/23

Still Here*

Be still and know

That I am here.

Here beside 

Your heart,

Be still and know

That I am here.

Here beside 

Your fear,

Be still and know

That I am here.

Here as 

Your Love

* A song, 6/4/23

Ravelation

There is a misconception about,

That a life may become

Unraveled.

The world,

Your life,

Were always

Raveled.

6/1/23

The Temp

I’m sitting here

In the Mystic’s chair.

I don’t know when 

The Occupant

May be back.

In the meantime,

In this between time,

I’m doing my best.

And so should you.

6/17/23

Fill ‘Er Up

If you sit inside 

The Queen

Of the World,

Feeling like a little

Orphan girl,

Acting like 

An abandoned waif,

It does neither you

Nor the World

Much good.

6/22/23

Who’s Who?

I am the One.

If you crack a flea

Between your nails,

You have crushed me,

But I am whole.

If you swallow a star

You have swallowed me.

Whether you digest it,

Or it gives you 

Fatal indigestion,

I am your nails,

And the flea,

The star,

Your trancendence

And your death.

There is yet a mystery.

I do this

And not that.

There is no cause,

End, or reason.

I do what I do

Because I am what I am.

If you would know

The why,

You must ask 

The Tao

Out of which I arose.

The answer is Unknowing,

If you can digest that.

You are me.

I am you.

You are my image.

There is in you,

As in me,

Action without

Cause or purpose,

Other than that 

You are you.

Your true nature

And that of the Universe

Are one.

6/27/23

Doing My best

Consider the possibility

That everyone is

Doing their best.

In every moment,

Their absolute

Best.

Not what you believe

You would do

- Or hope you would do,

In their shoes.

Not what your culture,

Your religion,

Your beliefs

Say they should.

Simply, only,

Without a doubt,

The best they are capable

Of in this moment.

Think about it.

Take a few moments.

Calm breaths.

Think, really get into

What you were like,

How you felt,

What pressures

And emotions

Were pushing

And pulling you,

When you did 

One of those things

That you regret,

Have regretted, 

For oh, so long.

Could you, the you

You were at that moment,

Not some idealized,

Hindsight you,

Really, cross your heart,

No lying to yourself,

Have done what you

Think you should

Have done?

When you ran 

That stop sign, 

The other driver

Didn’t even honk.

But you’d bet

They thought of you 

What you think when

The shoe is on 

The other foot.

You thought, oops,

I’m better than that,

I’ll do better.

Then, sometime later,

You did the same 

Damn thing.

What if you then admit

“I’m not perfect.”

I can come up with 

All sorts of reasons 

Why I wasn’t at 

My best just then,

But the truth is

I’m not perfect.

Damn!

I’m actually

Doing my best

But sometimes,

(Often?) it is short

of my standards.

Next time some Bozo

Puts on their 

Right turn signal,

Then turns left 

In front of you,

Might they not be

Doing their best?

When your partner

Doesn’t do what 

They said they would,

Or doesn’t hold up their end

This time.

Might they not be

Doing thir best?

“Who am I to judge?”

May become a way of being,

For all of Them

And for myself.

What might a world

Be like in which

Most of us

Much of the time,

Acted like that?

Heaven, anyone?

Enlightenment

It’s all about

As clear as mud.

But . . .

Still . . .

Clearer than

You might imagine.

Clear enough.

It’s not as though 

I can flip a switch

And bright, gentle light

Illuminates everything.

More like a 

Foggy morning

When growing light

And thinning mist

Make it almost 

Possible to make out

The tree across

The street.

But then,

I know what the 

Tree looks like,

The Mystery

Is still not 

All that clear.

Clear enough.

It’s not like shucking

Off a heavy backpack,

But does ease the load,

Lighten the step.

Clear enough.

Amusement Park

Each time I buy a ticket,

Get in the car,

The attendant lowers

The bar across my lap,

As I begin yet another

Circumnavigation 

Of the Sun,

I’m excited.

With a roller coaster,

Any other thrill ride,

You know what’s coming.

You can anticipate

The loop, the drop

The slither, the water.

That’s exciting, but 

Never quite the thrill

Of the unexpected.

With each new

Solar orbit,

The best I can do

Is to anticipate

With open curiousity

The unknown

Events to come.

The trick is not in

Enjoying the 

Obvious pleasures,

Or in comfort

With the ordinary.

The trick is in 

Recognizing the

Magic hidden 

In the troubles,

The disasters,

The losses, the pain.

These are the times

When one may 

Choose to stay 

In the ashes,

Perhaps be blown away

By the wind,

Washed away

By the rain,

Or turned in to hard,

Dry sludge.

Or,

Notice the opportunity;

Transformation,

The chance to

Rebuild, to build

Something new,

Something different

Something never before

Existing.

Might you have been 

Chasing the Firebird,

The illusive 

Destructive one,

In unconscious search

For a way

To leave behind

A stasis,

A stuckness,

That is preventing

Growth, preventing

Living in joy?

From the ashes 

Of the Firebird’s

Mayhem 

May rise the glory

Of the Phoenix.

It’s your choice.

7/10/2023

Happy Birthday, Nick!

You?

You?

I never knew

It would be you,

Of all people.

Look

What I’ve been through

To get to you,

Of all people

Judged

I felt so judged

By you,

Of all people.

You!

You made me laugh

You made me cry

You,

Of all people.

I,

Have never 

Been so high

Until you,

Of all people.

I, 

Was lost in mud

Until you 

Squished down

Beside me.

Now,

Up in the sky

I have you

Of all people,

To guide me.

7/13/23

Collaboration

Sometimes,

She overflows

Some splashes on,

Flows through me.

It ends up on pages like this,

Flat, one dimensional,

Nuance lost.

Without Her heat,

His cool,

Her smell

His taste

Their song,

Their colors.

But that’s what I got.

7/14/23

The Nature of Things

It’s all random shit.

That’s about the size of it.

It’s all random shit.

That’s all ya need to know.

Song, 7/19/2023

Jarring

Weird sort of day.

Well, maybe just

Interesting.

Justice

I see two people,

At a little distance,

On uneven ground.

Which is taller?

Abbie looks taller than Betty.

In the line-up,

Betty is taller,

But not as tall as Caroline,

Who is taller than I remember.

Which rules, the ruler

Or my perspective?

Skin

Do you imagine you have skin

Just to keep all that

Muscle, conncetive stuff

All that white fat,

From drying out

From falling out

From grossing out

Those who see it?

After Shocks

Beheading

Whatever you may think

About this word,

Appropriate punishment,

Monstrous evil,

Good fun,

Fair treatment of

Kings, Tsars

And other despots,

That’s not what popped

Into my mind when 

It showed up today.

Yes, I experience

This material world as real.

Inextricably entwined

With this body of material

Skin, blood, bones

Senses and appetites,

Pleasure and pain,

That is sensible, 

Wise, even.

But I also experience

This world as symbolic,

Often a metaphor

For the psycho-spiritual

World underneath, behind,

Linked, but also different.

So, it struck me

That, if I change the word

A little — de-headed,

It’s All About Time

(Clearing Up After Einstein)

Saint Al famously said

“Time is nature’s way

of keeping everything

from happening at once.”

He neglected to mention

That it’s also the way to

Keep everything from

Happening in the same place.

Jesus the Coatrack

Along For The Ride

Somebody in here

Really likes me.

I mean likes me

No matter what,

No judgement,

No report card, 

No disappointment,

No pity

No condescention,

No illusions.

As life goes on,

As I become aware

How much I’ve never

Been fully in charge,

How much of my life

Has been directed,

Decided, by something

Wiser than this

Tissue thin thing I call “I”.

Traveling through life

Is a little bit like

Riding in a bus,

With many varying opinions

About where to go,

What to do,

My “I” loudest among

Them, to my ears.

Fortunately, the driver, 

While listening to all of us,

Makes their own decisions

As to what’s best

For all of us.

I do love having such

A capable ally,

And do my best

To keep out of the way,

Assist in what’s to be done,

Enjoy the ride,

And, most especially,

Return the love.

9/1/2023

Clear Out That Closet

I never heard of this band,

The Sad Dads of the National,

But this description

In The New Yorker

Rings a loud bell.

For two decades, 

the band has written music 

about the kind of sadness 

that feels quotidian 

and incremental

· the slow accumulation 

of ordinary losses.
Oh! I recognize that!

I know those people!

It breaks my heart to

Watch as they build

Castles of despair

From the bricks of 

Pain and disappointment

When hopes and desires

Aren’t met by what is.

9/4/2023

Love Your Demon

The road is a Dream

Sent by the Demon

To wake me up

To the riches

I’ve hidden away

In the basement

That I try to forget.

Without your Demon,

You will need spiritual insulin

To avoid a coma.

But only a Demon

Can transform awake

Into Conscious!

Open that basement door

To let the big YOU out.

9/3/2023

No Heros

No more stories, please

About the Captain

Returned home from war

To laud his son’s

Valient deeds,

Praise his heroic death.

I want to hear the story

Of the wife who

Castrated that Captain,

Her husband, then left

Him to bleed to death,

For killing her son.

9/14/23

Carry On

It’s hopeless.

I’m like a blind man

Trying to paint

A picture.

And yet, I persist.

Like the scorpion,

I am slave to

My nature.

9/14/23

Sunset

Do we ever speak of

The horizon rising up

To swallow the Sun?

It’s all a matter of perspective.

It gets dark either way,

But seems to mean 

Something different.

9/14/23

The Roads Traveled By

‘Twas in a darkling wood

As I recall, or not,

Where my path split,

Becoming two.

Absent fingerpost,

Sign, omen, or any clue

To differentiate the two,

I waited ‘til one foot moved,

Made a choice.

Later, much later or little,

I do not know,

My path merged

With another.

In a moment of memory,

Turning ‘round, I saw

The split of the past,

Now a coming together

9/15/23

Nothing Doing

It’s Doing Nothing.

“Leisure” is a naming

To co-opt it, bring it 

Into the fold of 

Activities whose value,

Assets and flaws

Have been assessed,

Catalogued, 

Been put in a safe,

Agreed, acceptable place.

If Doing Nothing must

Have a reason,

Justification,

(Which it does not.)

Make it out to be the 

Ritual worship

Of the Nothingness 

From which All comes,

And into which All

Disappears,

9/21/23

Meaning

My body runs around,

My mind runs around,

Far and wide,

In every nook and cranny

Under rocks

Under ground.

Meaning!

I want to know 

What it means,

What everything

Means!

Is that a useful thing?

Even if, as is so,

It’s impossible.

Does my projection,

My injection into the

Raven’s eye,

The heart of a star,

The movement of

A slime mold,

Change them in any way?

Does the belief that

I know the meaning

Of these things enlarge

Or diminsh me?

10/7/23

I’ll Get You For That!

When, if, we compile

A new list of the most

Troublesome emotions,

Ways of being in the world,

Vengenance must surely

Be high on the list

Did God take it from us

Or try,

“It’s Mine, I tell you, Mine!“

Or, who was it decided

To pass it up to God

In an attempt to save

Us ordinary folks?

Someone fearful of

Being its target?

Someone wishing to

Evade its duty?

Someone wise enough 

To know how to make

Our lives better?

Many will say that the

Opposite of vengance

Is foregivness.

Wrong!

Foregivness accepts

That a wrong has been

Committed, but will

Not be reciprocated,

Avenged.* 

Beyond foregivness

Is the understanding that

No word or deed in any 

Way injures, demeans

My soul, 

Injuring only those

Who commit them.

No harm, no foul.

There is nothing

To forgive.

The only thing to return

Is the gift of Love.

* Condecension goes on that list, too

9/29/23

ajaogj

No part of the Mother

Is any more, or less,

Sacred that any other.

To compare one site

To another,

Lizard to Lily,

Rain to Sun,

Is to stray from Her

Into His realm.

She and He are

Equally important.

It is wise to be clear

About the nature of each.

Balance.

10/24/23, Chester Cathedral

Immorality

You can’t have immorality

Without morality.

You can’t have morality

Unless there is an absolute

Set of rules

And a power or authority

To enforce them.

Oedipus, 

Assuming there were no

Sanctions from Gods or men

For actions outside

Cutural expectations

And upon revelaton of his true history:

Wow, that’s a whole lot different than I thought!

Who knew that nasty bastard

Who attacked me 

At the crossroads

Was my father?

Who knew he had already

Tried to kill me once?

It was self-defense,

And I can’t say I’m sorry.

But now seeing something

Of myself in him,

And something of him in me,

Some anger management

Work Seems warrented,

Before I become him.

Jocasta, does this change 

Your feelings about me 

And our marriage? 

It’s confusing. 

I haven’t got it 

Entirely worked out yet

For myself.

But it seems I wasn’t aware,

At any level,

That you were my mother.

I tend to think our 

Mutual attraction was,

And for me, is,

As natural as any 

Other between

Strangers who meet

And fall in love.

At least the kids didn’t come out deformed. What will we tell them?

10/30/23

The Emperor’s New Clothes

Great new shrink?

Big epiphany?

Whatever.

The Emperor sheds

All the false parts of

His persona;

Becomes psychologically

And spiritually Naked.

Clothed by the 

Projections of his subjects

Onto him,

His new wardrobe is

Indeed wonderful.

Freed of the need to pretend

Who and what he is,

He grows from

Placeholder

Into great Emperor.

A child cries

“He’s Naked!”

An ancient sage replies

“Yes, and isn’t he

Magnificent?”

10/30/23

Affirmations

May I be more loving

May I be more accepting.

May I be more patient.

May I love myself more.

These are affirmations,

Yes indeed,

But, of what?

I am not loving enough,

But may become 

More loving

At some future time,

That doesn’t yet exist.

What the Hell good is that?

To whom is the “May I”

Directed?

Mother may I?

Father may I?

Goddess may I?

God may I?

I have no agency

In my own life?

I need some outside

Power to change?

How about this?

“I am loving!.”

Now I am.

Now I fall short, again.

Apply again.

Repeated applications fail?

Perhaps, like the scorpion

And Popeye,

I am what I am,

And that is an 

Imperfect, person.

What to do, what to do?

Learn to live a full,

Satisfying life

As what I am,

An Imperfect person

Who doesn’t easily

Love openly and fully,

Not what I think

I should be.

As I manage that,

I may come to 

Love myself more.

And guess where that leads?

Idea, 10/10/23, poem 10/31/23, et seq.

What Sort of Fool

Not a Holy Fool.

Certainly.

A Fool has no 

Beliefs.

Wholly a Fool,

Fully innocent,

Necessarily.

Half a Fool isn’t

Like half a loaf.

More like half a balloon.

Jesus didn’t say

You must become

Half-way like a child.

A Fool is whole-hearted.

Engages with everything

With its whole heart,

Open, vulnerable.

The Fool sees so clearly

That it can see there

Are no differences

Between Heaven and Earth

But the ones we make up.

November, 2023

There’s Something About Her

There’s something 

New about her.

Maybe not new;

Not the same,

More herself?

Or less not herself.

Perhaps she’s been

Emulating Michelangelo,

Chipping away the parts

That are not her.

I can’t see it 

In the mirror

But it would be nice

If that turns out

To be true of me,

Too.

Hand me that 

Mallet and chisel*,

Would you?

11/15/23

* Pen and paper, keyboard?

Are We Here Yet?

Not all who wander

Are lost.

Well, that’s a relief!

As far as I can see,

None of us know

Where we are going.

And few of us know

Where we are.

Those who do know

Where they are

Are those who know

Their past is suspect,

Their future unknown,

Unknowable.

Thus, they live

In the present.

Which is indeed a gift,

To know that

I’m not lost,

I’m here.

11/17/23

Be Here Now

You think about

The big things,

Work to come into

Calm, creative

Relationship with them

Even if that works,

It doesn’t Work.

It’s the little things

That nag, itch,

Poke, prod,

Pull, pull away

From here, now.

That’s the problem.

Come to terms with them,

Saying NO.

Then the big things 

Will take care 

Of themselves.

Easier said than done,

But doable,

And worth it.

11/17/23

What If?

What if,

Every time,

Every single time,

Anyone did 

Something wrong.

Every time someone 

Wronged you.

Or, witout harming you,

Did something that

Offended your sense

Of what’s OK

And what’s not.

What if, in those moments,

You turned it around,

Asking yourself what

In them was so strong

That it forced them

To do that?

Try to imagine being there.

Imagine when you’ve

Done something wrong,

Regretted it.

Then be honest.

Realize you can’t know

What went on inside them,

But know that it 

Wasn’t about you, 

Or about anyone else

They wronged.

Outrage is not

A strategy for peace, amity

Love or happiness

It hurts you more than them.

The fall from 

High Dudgeon

Is a long one.

But the landing 

surprisingly soft,

The surroundings

Unexpectedly salubrious,

The company congenial.

11/19/23

Stranger Yet

It’s all projection 

Don’t Pass It On

Don’t Pass It On

Oh, you noticed,

How I do natter on

About how everyone

Around us when

We’re young

Teaches us, 

Introduces us 

To shame

Read My Mind

Well, only the parts

Where I keep all the things 

I’d like you to intuit,

To prove you love me.

No Mistakes

You aren’t in

A position to

Make a mistake.

What the Buddha Left Out

He nailed it.

No doubt about that.

Attachments are the

Cause of Suffering.

It’s About Time

Sisyphus 

The Long Dark

A great darkness

Spreads over the land.

Kings ready their armies.

Elves flee.

All are fearful that,

If the dark wins,

If we leave the light,

It will be forever.

It’s not true,

Of course,

As Light and Dark

Are part of cycles,

In the outer world,

And in our Souls.

Meantime,

Tom Bombadil

And Goldberry,

River Daughter,

Is your intuition

In remission?


-----

Lonely Aliens

Underworld darkness,

Lightly salted,

Echoing silence.


-----

Ram’s Head 

East Tiger One


-----

Moose, you say,

What is this 

Portable Outlaw

You mention?


-----

Artists steal

But it’s not really

Theft.

The blessings of

The muses

Are for all.


-----

I don’t want to be a warrior.

I will defend to the death 

That position.


-----

It’s only logic that keeps 

Carpets from flying.

Carol:

All I want to do is sing and dance and create opportunities for people to experience the Divine.


-----

It’s not a permanent position,

Subject to change.

Any sense of Permanence

Is an illusion.

Learn to swim,

Then to breathe

Underwater


-----

In my body

Out of my mind.


-----

Asceticism is a patriarchal

Ploy to banish the Goddess.


-----


-----

Nobody gets out alive.

Some have had more fun.

~9/19-20/22


-----

It’s a party in here,

A pack of wolves

Implore the Moon

To come down.

It’s a party in here,

Godzilla, Yeti,

King Kong and

Bigfoot are playing

Dance music.

Step Lively!

June 2021?

Reliably inscrutable

Eternally evanescent.

Do you suppose that

A monk’s cell is 

In closer proximity

To God than your

Bedroom?

I suspect not.

4/10/21

Do you imagine 

That a monk

Is any closer to God

Than you are?

Certainly not!

2/1/22

Fooled by Robert Frost again

Fruit

Dream. 2/25/23


-----

Is it a drama,

Or a comedy?

3/11/23


-----

The body is not mute.

It’s language is sensation

And health.

3/12/23


-----

All intelligence is artificial,

Artifice attempting to

Express the inexpressible

Mystery.

3/18/23

What should be — IS
The destination is here.

“I made it up.”

Shorthand for

“Without looking at it or owning it,

I let some unconscious stuff

Shoot out of me

And hang itself on some

Available outside hook.”

4/10/23

We people are like

The Tardis,

Inside unlike outside,

And vastly larger.

The relationship between

Inside and outside

Tenuous, at best.

4/13/23

It’s so easy to forget that

The greatest act of creation

Is oneself.

4/16/23

How to lose your mind

Without losing yourself.

4/22/23

You, my friend,

Are like the tap

On a bottomless keg.

Don’t block the flow.

Serve it up

Without reserve.

  -------

The more important it is, 

The less likely 

It will make sense.

6/8/23

Lightening*

Is that moment when

I know “I am other”,

“other is me”

* Bright light and power

Making lighter

The Tower card.

6/9/23

Physicists don’t know why

They seek the monopole,

But I do.

Godzilla is a girl . . .

All Reality is virtual.

7/27/23

listen

to conspiracies about salmon

with gold-flaked eyes,

=======

==
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