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SOME DAYS 

 

Some days 

there is fog 

that rolls 

down the hills 

and pours 

like great waterfalls 

off the land 

to disappear into the sea 

and you can drive 

in and out of fog streams 

and see a line in the air 

where sunlight turns to shadow 

behind hills 

 

 

 

 



 

 

STUCCO DESERT 

 

Stucco desert 

roads leading in and out 

stuck at the beach 

stuck in a hole 

stuck on a leaf 

stuck in a frame 

all those places I never 

got stuck 

down along the cove 

dark nights 

stars behind clouds 

stuck in a fog 

it’s not that we’re not all crazy 

so we got stuck along the way 

forgot to put it in gear 

ran the whole thing down to the plate 

it’s just that 

all I ever got out of it was a bad feeling 

she’s stuck in a hell everyone gave her 

ever the innocent one 

ethical 

but in everybody’s business 

mind your own  

or you’ll get stuck in a jam 

Tu Pac blasts one out from his self 

life in a cell 

all those gray walls 

if a wall doesn’t change 

someone is stuck 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



if it moves 

you think you’re not stuck 

so we’re stuck in front of the set 

walls closing in 

the place shrinks 

if you’re not on the bus 

you’re not in the kitchen 

empty frying pan 

all those catfish jumping around 

stuck with a past full of Popeye and Olive 

child grows up and forgets to be a child 

starts running the show 

drill sergeant in the crib 

and nobody’s moving 

so back to that sweet time 

when you only had to be barefoot on a beach 

dunes and the dawn 

and more time to kill than you can remember 

same as it ever was 

tore up about the same old news 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I will always have 

boxes and chairs 

boxes like I’ve never  

moved in 

chairs like where 

          are all the people 
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21
st
 CENTURY BLUES 

 

She’s got everything she needs 

she’s an artist 

she don’t think twice 

we go on about our daily bread 

redwoods decorate the landscape 

man on the side of the road 

paints the river and surrounding hills purple 

purple  (looks good in purple)  

I whiz past  

up the hill 

happiness abounds 

except for the depressives  

who are mad about everything 

willingness and surprise  

hot days take a toll 

but we push on 

tired of the same old holidays 

feel like leavin’ here for a place with other things  

                                                        to celebrate 

more and more of my friends are becoming  

                                                   Buddhist  

or moving to Australia 

I want the reciprocal 

anti-matter trapped and held for brief moments 

things that go poof in the night 

or is that bump 

we may wake up to film of Baghdad again 

Baghdad could be our next vacation wonderland 

we need new frontiers 

only minutes away from the leap off the cliff 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



can’t get it can’t see past tomorrow 

know where your money is 

know who your friends are 

try making rash decisions 

go out with a smile 

the whole goddamn place full of new cars and 

     trucks 

we got stuff    makes us big 

dance around the edges  

never face facts 

hundreds of thousands march in Florence 

to stop a crazy man who wants war 

we laugh again about Belushi and Ackroyd 

but our taxes pay for bombs 

out damn spot  

November haze over the vineyards and  

Mount Jackson 

the road along a river that history could have  

                                                   made Russian 

thus the name 

they would not have liked this climate  

too cheerful here even in the dead of winter 

here where heroes die a sudden crazy death 

and villains mask as the guy next door 



 

 

Day’s long labor  

wades into evening 

time flies draped in light 

this day rests on a clean breeze 

and a late paper 

he has to get into his bat suit 

to go out on the town 

a week with only my work 

I plant ruby chard  

bring home a lily and an azalea 

chisel applied to cement 

sheet rock trail on the stairs 

get familiar again with hammer and nail 

walk the little paths and watch the sky 

this angle    that 

the new fence the old fence 

someone new in the white house  

get down the webs  

make a new mess of the old mess 

and wash a window or two 

bright doorway onto garden 

so different from a few years ago 

surprised by my return to the ground 

 



 

 

She has beautiful books 

you ought not mention newspapers 

say nothing about it 

make good the damage 

immortality is constant 

when I saw that you were crying 

I almost understood you 

starts and stops 

can’t get it going 

it’s always this way 

too many wild iris 

not enough of May 

down to the beginning 

where we all start 

 



 

 

Breeze talks 

birds and bells 

of all the trees  

the bay speaks loudest 

like this morning 

a goose honks  

somewhere 

green helicopter 

behind the movie house 

and 50 motorcycles 

leaving town together 



 

 

Cat sleeps on and then rises for birding 

the blue butterflies on the purple flowers 

dark moss on stone 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Last of leaf pushed from porch 

comfort of gas in the tank 

no need to go out 

little Buddha cat shows the way 

watch bird at window 

stay put 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Now I remember 

it’s just sitting down with it 

the cat stares up from a book 

then grumbles to the door 

always like today on the highway 

trains and wrecks 

there must be something better 

everything a place at least 

but no there’s always 

the scattered death among the living 

there’s nothing more to see 

a red Canna bloom 

time like a lake breeze 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



EDIZA 

 

Moonlight fades the stars 

Lake Ediza at night 

the Minarets reflected 

in the waters 

black peaks  

white snow 

we have come 

and cannot leave 

now into the third day 

I try for Iceberg Lake 

turned back by a steep snow chute 

a creek in high water 

you can only step into  

the water for a few seconds 

I think of Heraclitus 

all day  

all night 

water voices 

we are stuck on the wrong side of the lake 

the wrong side is really the right side 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



It was a good night 

and a great dawn 

windless and cold 

frost on the bag 

I am on a ledge 

great mountain amphitheater 

the moon and Venus 

in early light 

it’s a long walk to water 

so I save snow in a pot 

in the still air 

the slopes begin to melt again 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Better now 

still a little cough 

but enough energy  

to go rake leaves 

inside a little brown spider 

in the kitchen has kitty 

on the war path 

 

Lakota elder explains their troubles 

 

we painted our faces 

they called it war paint 

we beat on our drums 

they called them war drums 

we danced they called it a war dance 

we were just celebrating 

 

now in this century 

the many millions of us prepare to celebrate 

the lines are up at Wal-Mart and Best Buy 

nobody’s dancing 

we need to go dancing 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                   

 

 



In this hard rain 

I take it slow 

the town siren blasts 

the sound of things blowing over 

I check for leaks 

go out to help things drain away 

closing the bathroom skylight 

I find a black widow 

she’s been living all this time  

over our heads 

the storm tells me  

the wonderful days are over 

we river folk worry 

about flooding again 

I hate to do the laundry 

in a good storm like this 

too much water 

thrown at a drenched world 

we should go dirty 

eat off paper plates 

a neighbor is throwing out a plastic trike 

another child’s motoring season ends 

we return to huddling by fires 

 



THIS PLACE 

 

This place 

of pampas grass 

and pelicans 

 

today 

shades of gray 

and green 

 

this place  

where river 

finds sea 

against rock 

 

this place 

of mirrors 

broken by one 

lone sea bird 

 

striking its tracks 

across glass 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Mail piles up around 

another Saturday 

mow the grass 

some basketball 

then the fog moves in like a lid 

the TV on if we’re home 

like another resident 

maybe that’s who all the mail is for 

stand around and wonder 

who dropped those gloves 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ON RETURN FROM CATHEDRAL LAKES 

 

I find myself 

more beautiful today 

washed 

clean clothes 

hair silky again 

after three days alone 

in high Sierra gardens 

it is the feeling of clean 

but more 

the face is more pleasing somehow 

I have done 

what I set out to do 

and with a perfection 

climbed granite slopes 

to mountain vistas 

trudged through ice and mud 

forded meadow streams 

watched each daylight hour 

from start to red glow in the west 

captured first star light 

and moon rise at dawn 

all this 

and stood on a ledge overlooking earth 

in song at sunset 

woke in the night 

to the clarity of a perfect universe 

no filters 

no mirage 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



              

 

 



JOURNAL 

 

I wrote last in February 

when the year gave birth 

there was birth here 

yet April brought death 

so I am still brooding 

another incredibly moody day 

vulnerable yet cynical 

coming down with something 

fear 

my child is not home 

so I long for her 

burning tacos 

step on the cat 

my friend tells me 

she cried all day 

while her family was away 

we blame it on solar storms 

I had only planned to write my funny line 

Vitamin C keeps your temperature down  

on hot days 

with all the things 

they are attributing to Vitamin C 

it’s gonna become a god 

then it’ll be called Vitamin G 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

 

The world takes on winter 

I go out to do the garden 

cut away the excess 

watch the trees give up 

their leaves to cover soil 

across the way 

the tree there has left 

wonderful litter 

orange and gold stars 

tossed on green 

here my new Japanese maple 

has lost all but two leaves 

one on either side 

like little red hands 

thrown up to shrug 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Winter pulls on its quiet gray 

we count ourselves lucky 

for each day we get 

a cow and a calf walk the road 

on the hill a llama stands sentinel 

black ears perked 

listens to clouds 

from behind the wheel 

I see visions 

but know nothing of sound 

here where I write 

the hum of other engines 

the trickle of water as the fridge defrosts 

oh terrible interference of convenience 

and the endless need to patch 

a night ago the wind 

and rain let us in on a secret 

our forts are temporary 

no rest inside the box 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



JANUARY 95 

 

Down the road 

I hear the hammering 

people pulling apart their walls 

and leave them on the road in the rain 

 

so fast 

from Holidays 

into flood disaster 

now suddenly spring 

 

Christmas lights still lit fence lines 

as brown waters moved in 

helicopter war zone 

and no way out 

 

inside we walk on cardboard 

make ourselves tough to stand it 

months down the road our anger will  

                                             burst upon us 

now the green is good and there are  

                                             plum blossoms 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THIS GREEN FIELD 

 

This green January field 

stretches before me 

acres to the sea 

red fringe 

the gray streak of river 

reflecting sky where 

sheep bleat 

and December lambs graze 

their first winter 

dance with birds 

bulls return to meet their children 

I stop to look back 

across these acres west 

where the four o’clock sun warms 

this last bit of land 

and these who will stand here 

as the green fades to gray then black 

stand against the dark and cold 

as though it were nothing 

and there again 

as morning decorates 

the landscape 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



The slow bees  

of late October 

take uneasy steps 

down into the throats 

of flowers 

there is still orange 

and purple 

in a garden of mostly green 

gone wild 

early rains 

have brought new clover 

to dance the path 

and wild onions revive 

here and there 

the mistake of spring blossom 

this confusion of seasons 

wild violet 

four o’clock  

forsythia 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



If all I ever do 

is get straight up in the morning 

and walk west 

if standing and looking 

at a morning sun 

I grow smart and sassy 

and chip away at the blues 

then there will be time for all of it 

all of it is all of it 

the rounded stones 

the red behind the green 

the light in the darkness 

the rounded stones 

if that’s what you have to do then do it 

with one foot on the shovel 

stand on the surface and know you are there 

right where you’re supposed to be 

later you’ll be somewhere else 

and that’s that 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Fast the road 

when we drive with a purpose 

winding past boats and oyster bars 

go to where some ancient mariner stood 

today a sad fat seal 

struggles the width of the beach 

a long haul 

he waits for energy 

throws himself forward 

waits and again 

almost at water’s edge waits for a wave 

the wave won’t come 

we can barely stand to watch 

the water cruel recedes 

fat sad seal has no energy left 

stares and waits 

so many questions 

why alone 

why no happy dance when finally 

why do we go 

not wanting to watch 

back where I live 

the mail is delivered 

neighbors move in and move out 

I have come to a place of no purpose 

I am waiting 

little blue butterfly 

almost extinct 

so small 

         who would notice 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



They found the old man on the mountain 

still young his name stitched on the label of his shirt 

did he know he would be lost and found 

was it suicide 

the journey to the top of the world 

well what can you say 

I didn’t know him 

today I watch again 

as a great black bee 

tunnels into a beam on my porch 

I had plugged the hole with putty 

but the hole is back 

such a big bee 

must have quite a home in that joist 

his little world extends 

from my wisteria in April 

to some other bush in May 

I have to guess 

these bees that crowd my yard 

have some home where they hibernate 

when nothing they like is in bloom 

I can only wonder where 

they can’t all live in my joist 

out there beyond the places of the bees 

or the neighbor boys who play in the mud 

or the woman and her cats 

beyond the route I drive 

and the children I tend 

there must be some other mountain 

some patch of blue that calls 

where I can willingly go 

name stitched into the unknown 

perhaps to perish 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

        

 

 



WHERE IS THE SPRING 

             for Vicky 

 

I spend more time on my knees 

old leather boot in the corner 

we can’t get old 

we can’t afford it 

where is the spring of the spirit? 

was that when I could drive all night?  

parties 

baby in a basket 

easy fit to everything  

we used to dance 

what was that about? 

not plopped out 

give me some aspirin  

turn on the set 

she got me to church twice 

when he died and when she died 

it was the oddest thing to kneel 

say those words 

 

 

 

 

 



Right now goes all the way back to forever 

Mom comes with her newspaper 

wants me to know the latest 

light travels faster than light travels 

somewhere in some lab 

they made it exit before it had entered 

where’s Einstein when we need him 

it’s July and 2001 is knocking 

me I heard it on the radio – didn’t need the paper 

my sister – well she could already explain it 

Mom – quiet – doesn’t seem herself 

Dad likes the house in the trees 

the new garage doors 

hangs out on the chaise 

a plate of fruit and sitting outside 

not familiar to these suburbanites 

we get my sister talking about her road rage 

the Hayward Fremont commute 

a new family revelation 

what was great grandfather’s store 

now known as “the saloon” 

something kept quiet these many years 

not just a market but a saloon 

down in Jack London – Third and Linden 

I feel famous 

and why did great grandpa die and leave Marie 

raising three daughters on piano lessons 

counting pianos like counting cats 

me I put apostrophes everywhere now 

I’m very possessive and dashes 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



because I never finish but I do move on 

dropped back on the planet 

after three days really dreaming 

eyes staring at sunlight on water 

light let it travel however it pleases 

time that’s what matters 

 

 

 

 

                

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Along the road  

I have watched 

the cruel prune 

a terrible topping 

 

maples that reached  

to strangle power lines 

and out come the crews 

our preference for wire 

 

some day 

they say 

the river will cut through 

Hoover Dam 

or Blue Canyon 

 

eventually nothing stops this 

not retrofitting 

not steel or concrete 

 

this thought eases 

though I take comfort 

in the distance 

between then 

  and now 

 

comfort in the peel of birch bark 

or a stand of aspen 

  before spring 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



recognized without 

their shimmer of leaf 

the quaking gone 

till another season 

the beauty  

of new snow 

crystalline 

              timeless 

 

 

 

 

 

               

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 



SOMETIMES IT’S HARD TO START 

  

Winter’s long gone 

yet I spend little time in the yard 

an afternoon stroll 

doesn’t make me a gardener 

 

this garden does itself February to May 

and then the long dry spell 

leaves strain until the cooling 

eventually we are just back inside 

 

It’s hard to start 

sometimes you hardly get past coffee and a shower 

sometimes bed is all you crave 

lie back on a pillow and pull up the sheet 

call for the cat to sit with you  

watch the oak tree flower  

not much else is necessary 

 

the noise of water 

the sound of fire 

 



 



 

 

 

 

 

 


