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Home Alone 
 

The sound of rain on the roof  

just as my head hit the pillow 

 

sat through two light changes 

she was still very much on my mind 

 

debris jammed up against 

the bridge pilings after 

 

the last high water 

bank of fog laid in 

 

among a hillside of trees 

peeking in just above  

 

a sheer blue curtain 

fir and redwood march 

 

out of the mist duck call 

rises from the shrouded river 

 

early dark of shorter days 

and late lifting mornings  

 

the gingko has dropped  

all its leaves but two 
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Procrastination 
 “Procrastination is 90% of reality” 
 

Into a leaf swirling wind 

tiny bird bounding over gusts 

joyful outstretch of wing 

 

the quickest way to becoming  

a messiah is to 

deny you’re one 

 

search for guitar pick somewhere 

on cluttered desk 

bright idea  

bubble’s slow leak 

 

out at the fuzzy edge 

beyond the reach of care 

 

pure inspiration comes at a cost 

as if a ghost in a room  

bathed in conversation 

 

unraveling of the thought process  

little chemical sparks fade too quickly  

tenuous connections fail to fall into  

a pattern that can be easily acquired   

normal process of the living mind to 

be able to address the multifaceted  

levels of conscious existence so that 

what was never grasped unique to itself  

a wave crossing vast blue liquid space   

as with thought none are the same  

and all the same wash at my feet 

 

cleverness not always appreciated 

common wit ensnared the assembled 

I am not someone else 
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I have time off (whatever that means) 

no longer a productive member of society 

I have become like dark matter 

necessary to the existence of the universe 

but just not fashionable 

 

 

 

 

 



 

4 

 

 

Controlled Substance 
 

I’ll pay for this in the morning 

pronounce myself in the first person 

beyond a region known as the instance 

 

“this must be remedied” I say to myself 

understanding perfectly  

what I mean 

 

carry on 

lair of the liar 

liar of the lair 

lala lala lala la 

 

just waiting for something to put me 

in a good bad mood 

I request vigilante action 

I must find my soft chewy center 

 

life can crush you like an old 

aluminum beer can if you let it 

private heartaches  

should stay that way 

slowly savored like a hard candy 

with the half life of plutonium 

 

I build on such effects 
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Gone Ape 
  

               Part memory part prophecy 

               the inference of the possible 

               with the improbable 

               implied by the syntax of the future 

 

               I could possibly be right! 

 

               ah the wonders of science 

                              render everything  

               to its lowest  

                     common denominator 

               that should explain 

                     a craving for bananas 

 

               being upright will become     

               more of a social distinction 

               if it hasn't already 

 

               and the insinuations of pedigree 

               regain their pervasive sway 

 

               everywhere you look 

               the inclination is to narrow down 

               your waist your hips legs rear  

               diet income family thinking 

               while being breast-fed  

               on the pleasure principle 

               that the longer we live  

 the more we'll spend 
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Frank Aflame 
 

Frank aflame 

very Dionysian 

 

old friends 

you truly are 

now old 

 

and how 

 

does one ever really need 

a reason to be paranoid 

 

it is an honor and at the same time 

numbing 

  that I have breathed 

  the same air as you 

 

flute and tambor 

call up ecstasy 

 

I’m not interested in making 

any more enemies than I already have 

I just want to sit under this tree  

(what’s that screaming?) in peace 

 

that I could live and breathe  

the spirit of poetry 

  as you have 

 
  IMPOSSIBLE! 

 

the moving finger writ large 

on the soft tissue of my brain 

 

my simple sacrifice 

wine for blood 

it goes down easier 
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my primal nature 

satisfied all the same 

 

then there’s the big scary question 

when 

I roll out of bed 

shiver 

but it’s not only 

morning’s chill 

 

days marked off toward the final one 

shouldn’t they count for something 

  

the wine god the god of ecstatic product 

                             the pain behind my eyes 

my natural abilities I question 

a romantic landscape  

jagged peaked 

that I should clamber up every one 

in a dialogue of salvation 

this is as far as I go 

heaven in the distance 

the most extravagant of self indulgence 
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Bubblegum Frog  
 
   The Indian has a message for my youngest son. There would be a potluck 

after the work party to restore the old hotel. "That goes for you, too, 

General," he said to me, "you could bring a crumb cake." At the old hotel, 

my son was perplexed by something that he had no word for. When I 

looked at it, I saw that it was just a wad of old bubblegum on the lip of an 

old cabinet. On closer examination, I saw that it was a wad of bubblegum 

shaped like a frog. I pried the bubblegum frog off the wood surface. My son 

insisted that it really was a frog, and he was right. The red frog began to stir. 

Later as we made our way down the length of the trunk of a huge fir that 

topped the log deck at the lumber mill, my son pointed out that the frog was 

following us. "Be thankful that it doesn't have those little vampire teeth," I 

said. At the end of the log deck, the red frog hesitated and I picked it up to 

bring it with us. It transformed into a pink infant on whose head was a 

beaded skullcap. I marveled at the way the swirl of beads caught the light 

and dazzled me with an incredible sense of well-being.  

 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

9 

 

 

 

Self-Portrait In A Funhouse Mirror 
 

Words from  

the cloud 

 messenger 

“please remove your head” 

 

after I relieve myself 

I think 

 that’s a relief 

 

I’m actually very funny 

despite appearances 

that I have a hair up my ass 

 

so what if I do 

I can laugh about it 

 

can’t you take a joke 
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Probability Wave  
 

A crow flies past the window 

back and forth  

lost in the fog 

  

I do all the bad things  

early in the morning 

so I can redeem myself  

the rest of the day 

 

had I only known 

the unpredictable in my life 

so predictable 

 

as a butterfly  

in love with 

flowering spring 

showered in petals 

 

I’m mostly where I am 

but  

there’s a probability 

that some  

nonzero  

part of me 

is out there  

beyond Andromeda 

 

herding the shoes 

to one side of the room 
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Common Cold 
 

Bamboo dewdrops  

uncomfortably cool  

on my fevered skin 

an imperceptible drizzle 

marks the day 

with sheer curtain gloom 

columns of smoke billow 

bright bands which 

knit into the mass 

of a dark conifer forest 

ragged undersides of clouds 

raked across barbed peaks 

empty themselves  

on the drear landscape 

that my head feels stuffed 

with cotton or old socks 

does not contribute much 

to diminish this perspective 

oh ache groan moan sniffle  

sneeze watery eyes nothing  

tastes right confined by 

a virus so simple  

it defies cure 

trying to cope with  

the holiday mess just 

a dream of myself like 

the fog that envelopes  

the trees I mix with 

pins and needles 

in this appendage or that 

real sit-down weather stare 

out the window and record 

the slow movement of nature 

eons in seconds pass 

as they always will 

just the bug in me  

makes it seem like forever 
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Easter Morning 
  “I thought I’d lost my pen 

   but it found me again” 

 

Lengthening shadows 

arouse me from my daydream 

blank page insomnia 

what am I doing! 

I’m reading Philip Whalen 

when I swore I would never again! 

his songs induce imitation 

  slavish I might add 

(see below) 

it’s the birds who are happy 

I didn’t cut down their trees 

or I imagine them happy 

(I can’t be happy I have a sore back) 

flittering and fluttering 

among the piney woodtops 

they have a spectacular view  

of my wisteria iris and forget-me-nots 

among the lush greenery of spring grass 

yellow soon enough 

  this is California after all 

another drought  

another decade 

I work in the garden oblivious 

and thankful 

I don’t have to wear an Easter bonnet 

though maybe I should as my wife advises 

the little bald spot 

at the back of my head is getting pink 

it’s shaped like an egg 

a look in the mirror says I should 

maybe trim my whiskers say hello to Harvey 

the world falls around me 

it’s mostly paper and words some dust 

sawdust leaks from my ears 
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termites! 

lead me to those fumes 

(“smoke” in French) 

I don’t care to appear wooden 

but maybe that’s the way some people see me 

a big log waiting to be milled 

I still have plenty of bark left 

saw squeal reminder of my fate 

another sequel would have me mashed 

to a pulp and reappear as the paper 

upon which I write 

no one thinks it unusual 

I had a long talk with Mao 

I remembered when I awoke 

Capitalism versus Communism the topic 

he hefted into a heavy red coat  

when we finally got up to leave the café 

I told him he looked just like Santa Claus 

we have nothing like that in China he replied 

outside saying our good-byes 

he pointed out the rabbit in the full moon 

down the street the dogs are barking 

no really 

someone’s rolled away the stone 

and released spring from the vault of winter 

rejoice etc. 

radio turned up loud 

   through the trees 

a laugh booms ancient wise happy 

some old bird up to the country for the weekend 
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Idleness 

For my drinking companions,  

T’ao Ch’ien and Kumasen 

 

Paralyzed by the thought of all the time I want  

represented as the character for tree and gate  

as in gaze at tree through portal of mind  

also depicted as moon viewed through gate 

I keep the gate closed to have morning to myself 

 

introduce words to the lines on the page 

eventually  

someone will read between them  

 

they are singular signals that say 

either “come hither” or “go away” 

 

when all my cells  

in unison decide  

on equilibrium 

that’ll be the day 

till then thrive on the chaos of the system 

 

hair now like the graying feathers of an old bird 

no need for tonsure I’ll be bald eagle all too soon 

 

tastier than even candy one Satsuma is not enough 
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Potted Azalea 
 

Hose infusion 

  potted azalea 

 in shock 

hope it’s not too late 

  hot early fall 

 

trees are works of magic 

stones possess power 

 

“you came all this way to see me 

and I wasn’t even home” 

 

distant ambulance siren  

while I’m shaving 

I didn’t think 

 I’d nicked myself 

that 

  bad  

 

“the instant is greater than the totality” 

(said with fractured French  accent) 

the moment writes me 

I am its source and reference 

 

those photos lie 

I am not 

 those people 

 

the opportunity of the heart 

to give significance to the act 
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Words Bent On Meaning 
 

I breathe 

the trees breathe 

I breathe 

 

an announcement  

across time 

 

in that stillness 

arc of wing 

sun dapples 

 

an orange at 

mid-afternoon 

 

white wind wisped 

emerging cloud sky 

shifting light 

 

a delicacy  

unthought 
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Birthday Poem 
 

Another year 

my weight borne  

by a weary planet 

this house of cards 

 
all this time 

I thought I was driving 

a sleek dark Jaguar 

turns out it’s just  

a rusty old Ford Fairlane 

 
go with the flow 

even if it means  

going down the drain 

 

I should know when 

I’ve had enough 
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Bug Life 
 

The smaller butterflies of autumn 

 

water’s velvet quench 

 

rustic in my domestication 

domestic in my rustication 

 

Sunday muted  

by a layer of fragile high clouds 

a thread of smoke  

sews up the day  

 

I saw the light 

at the end of the tunnel 

it was a stop light 

 

of course  

there’s intelligent design   

unfortunately few have  

the intelligence  

to understand it 

 

a mass of bug life swirls up  

into the later amber rays 

 

the inexorable Darwinian slide  

into materialism  

thems that’s got  

thems that don’t   

that never changes   

thems that’s in the middle  

the sky is falling  

the earth opens up at their feet 

 

in a cathedral of trees 

our mere existence 
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Fool Scraps 
  

The joke’s on me 

 

ear ring eye weep nose plug 

mucous rising chill waves 

 

alternate hot flash 

taste buds flat as chalk 

sneeze exclamation 

 

tea steam of consciousness 

pale purple flowers glow 

fine rain mist’s dull light 

 

there is an outside 

but I am too much inside 

 

a big crumpled tissue 

the epitome of fuzzy logic 

 

next to half read what’s 

got to be the most boring 

book of all existence 

 

attention scattered 

 

I play the same dopey 

love song all over again 
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Intellectual Pretensions  

 
   You may not like me. I'm an intellectual. That doesn't mean I'm not real 

people. You might be put off by someone you can be sure is thinking, being 

intellectual, just about every waking second, someone who would notice how 

you hold your hands or lean on a table or subtly pick your nose and flick it 

away and not say anything about it but just think about it and why or what 

motivated you to act that way; that kind of person might just be scary. And if 

you shove them on the shoulder with the tips of your fingers and get in their 

face, they talk faster and use big words that are supposed to beat you across 

the brow but can be confusing if you make the mistake of listening to them 

and some can even make you madder and some make you stop and realize 

what a jerk you're being, and depending on how you feel about being a jerk, 

you either back off and apologize or you just rear back and waste the fucker. 

Intellectuals take some getting used to. 
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Every Day Life 
 

Shifting patterns light then shade 

faces appear in the tile floor 

benign representations by Michelangelo 

or Rembrandt the way ochre chalk 

can flesh a visage from texture 

even so stepping out of the shower 

I hardly ever look at myself any more 

mirror might as well be a blind wall 

beads wiped away vigorous toweling 

in all the nooks and crannies but never 

once stopping to examine creeping  

mottle mole blemish bruise bump in 

an endless litany of self attention 

 

a band of pale white from the skylight 

clothes one arm 

          or pivot 

     crosses the gray forest on my chest           

door jamb too blessed 

to open 

          after tucking in my shirt 

at the start of another morning 

 

I slow burn an alluring combustion 

 

what do we want for our children  

but maximum experience and minimum pain 

unlike ourselves  

     who had the adjectives reversed 

 

circumstance  

          a mud flow that sweeps me off my feet 

what was I doing there in the first place 

conga drums persisted into the night 

and square waves of a violin's plucked strings 
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I like the way everything fits together 

and gathers around the first moments of morning 

all the insinuations of the night before 

and then some 

light embraces the tips of long green blades 

and they blush  

               pale 

the air rises as a physical presence 

and disappears 

a magic show  

     no one seems to notice any more 

shadows retract to a pin point 

               along side the real thing 

my legs are at the end of my arms 

the way I'm stretched out 

insect life swarms with Lilliputian intensity 

heads for cover as every exposed patch of dirt 

suddenly 

                    BRIGHT! 

enough light to make any sensory apparatus ache 

 

even the pebbled pavement  

exhibits a disarrayed parquet 

ebb and flow of air in motion 

scatters needles and pollen 

a daily grind of wheels washes a wake of fine  

carbon dust to a struggling asphalt shore  

 

I didn't even hear it coming 

          mottled fender breezes by 

 

bridge against sky line 

sky line against sudden blue 

variegated tones of green 

     jump out 

               recede 

spiked wall of awesome wonder 
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shimmering swaying playing with the light 

sand against water against sand 

a view with sound 

peaked building broad leafed tree 

row of sentinel poplars bow to a gust  

fence post light pole stop sign 

look up river soft foliage blur  

look down river same thing 

a world swallowed by a cornucopia  

of self reflecting fractal luxuriance 

perpetual indulgence of the senses 

and in the blink of an eye 

it's all the same senseless confusion 

 

so I ache at the end of a walk 

eventually numbed by the whole experience 

I reel in my thoughts from those times 

when I shoulda woulda coulda but didn't 

too early too late too hot too cold too old 

I have a dictionary of excuses too wet 

even I am impressed 

that much motion all at once  

          makes you appreciate sitting down 

and what did I get out of it 

fifteen minutes of staring at the back of my hand 

 

I can't be wasting my time now 

and I say that with a straight face 

 

take these splotches on the ceramic stove top 

once scrubbed clean it will sparkle white 

but as is  

          framed  

           I could sell it  

to the museum of modest art 
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three white plastic buckets 

one on its side 

          across the other two 

     wild onion flowers 

trampled 

 

all of a sudden I had this urge 

to whirl a dervish 

     (I was thinking of you) 

     across the living room rug 

"is the music too loud I'll turn it down" 

snap the elastic of my joints 

twist and shout 

     "I think I pulled a muscle!" 

 

I've learned to humor those urges 

but there's more where they came from 

an endless reservoir of uncut opinion 

conjecture and sheer fabrication 

so I really don't need a tattoo 

of your name on my butt  

no means no until the next time 

I beg your indulgence 

 

safe in kind of arbitrary surroundings 

a vortex of lush vegetation 

spray of grass in one corner 

tips as sleek as minnows in shallow water 

some poppies have dropped petals 

others just beginning to unfurl 

blue haze of forget-me-nots 

masking purple stems of rhubarb 

a symphony of varied shifting spectrums  

as evening insinuates a darker shade 
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afoot across the span of time allotted light 

that flat featureless amorphous patch  

accompanied me in various lengths and widths 

never once giving a true picture of my shape  

                    for which I am grateful  

I had gone through at least as many  

emotional chemical configurations  

     the protozoa of my soul never stops  

dreams across the flux 

a spontaneous reaction to its self 

 

then everything outdoors becomes silhouette 

lamp light against the wide dusty window 

plays back a soft contour  

eye pit dark wrinkles and wild white hairs 

not even noticeable 

orange hue of artificial light 

as day gets milky before  

                    it fades to black  

I can groan stretch yawn scratch 

the bulk of tomorrow at my fingertips 

the plenty of dreams infinite seductive 

as viewed through a kaleidoscope  

shards of colored glass and mirrors 

shifting patterns light then shade 

I'd say a lot like every day life 
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Hand In Hand 
 

At the end of a cloud 

clotted day the sun 

makes an appearance 

 

that lone BBQ rib 

no one would eat 

an offering to the gods 

until tomorrow when 

it becomes breakfast 

 

symmetry in language 

balance in the soul 

the amorphous shimmering 

indefinable self 

 

the road disappears 

in puddles of light 
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Carbon Data 
  

At last selfless hero 

peace and near quiet 

 

gears turn invisibly 

in the guise of convenience 

 

appliances feed 

body and soul both 

 

worth guided by rise 

or decline of paper 

 

we have come  

a long way, baby 

 

misery pain covered 

by a facial cream 

 

values misjudged by 

confusion of the century 

 

enter stage right 

the new life 

 

everything before 

static on the radio 

 

messages arrive 

from the stars 
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                             On The Road To Damascus 

 
   Ferdinand Celine appears as a cross between Diogenes and Nietzsche.  

But with wings.  They are large brown dingy unkempt things.  He is being 

held captive in an underground cavern, chained to a huge boulder.  When he 

finally frees himself, he tosses his tormentors into the deep, a bottomless 

underground ocean that crashes dramatically just below the promontory 

where he was being held.  He has to get to Damascus in a hurry.  No one 

will stop to offer him a ride.  Every time he sticks out his thumb, his huge 

wings overshadow it.  In the distant orange haze, the turrets and minarets of 

the ancient city.  
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After Han San 

 

Mastering The Four Traditions
*
 

for Jerry Reddan 
 

A wardrobe full of clothes 

hardly ever worn 

a steady stream of folding 

green flows through my wallet 

the trees in the distance 

seem so inviting 

my door always open 

anticipating footsteps 

I have much to learn 

a fool is his own teacher 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

                                                 
* Wear rags, beg, sit under trees, shun people. 
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Questions Of Immortality 
 

Smokey ropes of gel squeezed 

from chimney tops tumble up 

into a stand of gritty pines 

 

chill morning day one new year 

fishermen practice their resolution 

along green banks of a lazy river 

 

a persistent haze grips 

the undersides of clouds mutes 

already reserved colors 

 

near a wall of shake shingles 

camellias escape the frost 

lush when all else is barren 

 

white flowers tarnish so 

soon red ones litter the ground 

with bright abundance 

 

peaks of houses seen from the bridge 

faded pastel facades recede 

into the dark surrounding foliage 

 

the colorless glare of water in 

the distance as the river bends around 

silhouetted conifers slightly askew 

 

maple clings to a skirt of red leaves 

where the road slopes away the fuzzy 

gray of a soft drizzle fixes the air 
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from Untouched By Rain 

 

                  º 

      Sun's wide low arc 

sweeps across the yard 

      snow won't last the day 
 

once you know it all 

boredom comes easy 
 

    º 

       Brown river rising 

creates islands with  

       its wider expectations 
 

snail tracks hemstitch 

the cracked concrete 
      

                  º 

       The part of myself 

I tend to deny leaks out 

       the tip of this pen 
 

please say "I love you" 

with a neon sign 
 

                  º 

       Days short 

moon and I arrive home 

       at the same time 
 

sober I drink in 

the full effect  
 

                  º 

       Put everything off 

till later must think 

       I'm gonna live forever 
 

bird on a limb 

untouched by rain 
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                                   Paydirt  
 

   Our snakeskin boots kicked up the powdered granite covering the trail 

like a layer of white volcanic ash. My partner wore his straw Stetson at such 

a rake that the shadow of the brim sliced across his nose and bisected his 

narrow profile. His girlfriend wore a long dark overcoat. The sun beat 

down, a metallic bright glare. The berm at the edge of the fire road where it 

dropped down into the chasm below indicated that it had been freshly 

graded. The hillside across the ravine was also rock. What looked like 

vegetation was a mountain of baled hay piled precariously around to the 

steep side. Cows grazed at the periphery. Occasionally, a dark shape would 

plummet down having lost its footing. We arrived at the gate across the 

road that led to the peak. It was set between sheer declines, a massive, high-

tech barrier but with a skeleton key lock. The woman said she thought she 

could punch in the right codes on the control panel in the guardhouse. There 

were vultures on the other side, she informed us. And, we would have to do 

something about our hair.  
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Set Your Filters 
 

I love to wash the car 

pleasure mixed with trepidation 

paint will chip dings happen 

I could almost do it twice 

my affection for everything unyielding 

a triumph I must repeat 

 

the open maw of 

a butterfly’s wings 

 

poetry is the art of place 

 

I’m always trying to fool myself 

 

the wind came up  

and slammed the door 
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Briefly 
 

Light stream bathes the room 

cuts a bright swath across  

the rug the cat thinks he owns 

 

untie my laces slough off  

my boots I can feel 

the gratitude of my feet 

 

and there among the green maze 

of the overgrown mallow 

the tiniest of birds frolic 

 

as a species we are pouring  

over the edge of history  

like water over a dam 

 

afternoon fades 

the sparkling lights are birch  

leaves caught in a breeze 
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from Exile In Paradise 

 

Wind And Rain 
 

“Out here in the woods few social affairs” 

rush to town to make a hasty purchase 

the fog just flowing over the hillside 

stands of redwood and fir veiled in mist 

as if emerging from the ovens of creation 

the one walk I planned looked like rain 

phone call I made went unanswered 

family comes and goes like the tide 

shopping school friends movies and more 

keep them on the go fueled by petty 

arguments and blind ambitions 

there was a party or was it a dinner 

rush of wind and rain made inconceivable 

events over which I have no control 
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What About Tomorrow 
 

By the dappled clock of dawn 

I rise naked bleary eyed 

 

winds at the eaves wheeze a conversation 

swayed the trees hiss in reply 

mold mottled fence steams in the frost 

clearing sun beyond my morning routine 

merely an occasion of subjective individuality 

as pearls of light cling to bare branches 

 

“Hope is an inconstant joy arising from 

the image of something future or past 

whose outcome to some extent we doubt”  

Spinoza speaks from his grave on the page 

 

what matters  

complicated by success 

 

(when you think of what an isolating  

sort of existence being an artist can be) 

 

what happens  

doesn’t change anything 

 

amber wine of a late afternoon 

gone in the blink of an eye  

mist hurries dark  

silhouettes two pines 

 

at year’s end again 

resolve  

life matters 

 

the blur of days 

hard on the eyes 

hard on the heart 
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children are slow death 

(but what a way to go) 

 

oranges green tea  

won’t rescue me  

from certain gloom 

or that sudden chill  

hands held over the heater 

more wind assembles on the pale horizon 

preceded by roof battering gusts  

 

what about tomorrow 

making the case for new dimensions 

billowing smoke escapes the old chimney  

fumigates the undersides of trees 

a crack in the clouds  

leaks a clear colorless light 

old crow balanced on phone wire 

once augur of the future now just 

another creature soaked by ancient rain 

 

then gaze at the subtle clock 

where time’s measured by lines 

around the eyes and mouth 

done shaving every hair in place  

always surprised at how 

little it takes to continue 

 

 

New Year’s Eve, 2004 
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