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WATER W ND WOCD
Sonme W nd Wordi ngs

The wi nd speaks
In trees and seas,
Wi speri ng,
Sonetinmes roaring
Peace, peace, peace.

| called on Patty in the late afternoon. | had been invited
to a beach party and was to neet everyone at Patty's. Her nother
opened the door. | glanced at the handkercheifs she held over
each hand and then at her black hair in which nunerous grey
hairs were trying to hide. Her snmall dark eyes greeted ne wth
suspi cion. She asked nme what | wanted. She had startled ne when
she opened the door. | wasn't prepared to neet a spectral figure
dressed in black with white skin stretched over the bones of
it's face. Her eyebrows had been painted on. | then renenbered
that she had been burned in a fire. That enbarraced me. | didn't
know how to act. Haltingly, | asked if Patty was there. She said
that she would see and asked for ne to please step in. She left,
| eaving me to close the door. She never returned.

| walked into the living room and found ny way to a |ow

| evel bookself. It lined the whole wall but came only up to ny
knees. | saw a whole Ilibrary on Yoga. | was |ooking for
sonething in ny life, and the books seened to call to ne. |
picked up one of the books and started reading it. It was
conparing nen to peacocks. Cccasionally, | |ooked up to see if
sonmeone woul d cone.

So this is where the gypsy lives, | thought. The 1living
room was short on furniture. | guessed you were supposed to sit

on the book shelf. There was a man's chair and a rocking chair
and that was it. There were two closed doors to the left.
Persian rugs covered the floor, and needlework covered the
chairs. There were swords and shields and flags and oriental
pai ntings covered the

wal | s.






Patty was the wtch with her dark hair, dark eyes, and
olive conplexion. She was always telling your fortune by | ooking
at your hand or using face cards. Al the time | knew her she
would tell ghost stories in our youth group at church. She
finally came in and said that | could read sone if |I wanted. She
wasn't ready to go yet, and she would be right back

She didn't come back for a long tinme, so | sat on the floor
by the bookshelf and read a couple of chapters describing human
personality. Now and then nmy thoughts went to Patty. She had
hairy arns and legs and a little of a nustache, but | didn't
mnd. Al of that was just part of her warm sonetinmes bubbl ey,
sonetimes neloncholy personality. The dark black hair on her
arms was soft, just like that of a baby's. If she hadn't been
two years older, | would have asked her out. | had always wanted
to know what it would be like to kiss her. W kept aloof, but we
remai ned friends.

Patty canme in just as a car pulled up outside and honked
its horn. She was now ready to go. | had to put down that book
on yoga. It left me with a great yearning, so | swore | would
return to Patty's one day and read all those books and discuss
themw th her, but...Il never did.

The car was an olive green sedan, and early fifty's ventage
wth streanline design. It was pretty crowded with Snoaky Joe in
there. He wasn't fat, but big enough to where Ceo had to sit on
his lap. Patty sat up front and tal ked back to Ceo all the way
to the beach. | had to sit next to ny little sister (by one
year), but at least, | got a wndow seat on the right, right
behi nd Patty.

The sunmer was war m

The wi nd was warm

| let it push against ny hand.
My hand pushed,

The wi nd pushed,

Strand by strand

Agai nst the stream

Hopi ng ' gai nst dreans.

My heart ran through the w nd.
My fingers touched

Patty's hair touched ne,
Little gentle strands.

Patty started and turned to ne wth her wde smle and

asked if | liked the beach. | said that | perfered to swmin a
pool, that | didn't like salt water. She said that there was a
pool

behind the pallisades if | wanted. | smled with a lunp in ny
throat. | had lied. | said that | hadn't brought ny sw nm ng

trunks. Oh, she said. As our conversation was really weak, when






Cleo interrupted, it ended abruptly. Patty went back to talking
with Ceo as though she had never stopped. | stuck ny head out
the wi ndow i n hopel ess year ni ng.

The wi nd bl ew ny thoughts
Qut like a conet's tail,
Trailing out beyond the car.
The wi nd dazzl ed ny thoughts,
Lit them

Carrying themvery very far
Enoti ons bill ow ng,

Caught up like a sail

Caught ny breath away,

Took nmy hopes away,

Aski ng what you are.

Folly Beach palisades and concessions was to the left of
the open beach. The buildings remained at street |evel jutting
out hal fway between the high and low tide water lines. A cenent
bul wark i nterruped the two.

I wal ked along the wooden planked wal kway from the street
to the boardwalk with the gang. They stopped at the first open
pavilion where Rock'n'Roll nusic tried to pierce the heavy
bl ackness of the night which nostley emm nated from ny heart.
Everyone started swinging to "Alley Ooop"..."Ri de yowa D nasowa
Alley." Being the odd nunbered person in the group, | didn't
have a dancing partner (I didn't want to dance with ny sister as
when we were younger), so | walked out, smling at that silly
song. | love it now, and sonehow, | have always associated it
with Ceo, ny back-up heart throb

The boardwal k ran al ong the bal ustrade, and where it ended,
there were pilings that stretched out into the waves. Here at

this junction, | sat down on top of the cenment wall and | ooked
down at the dark rocks below. Even darker forns dashed agai nst
the sea wall, retreated, revealing the jagged rocks, grew, rose

up and dashjed their watery heads against the wall again and
again in a continuous ramm ng and breaking apart. The noise was
enough to drown the nusic behind ne. The salt spray in the air

was strong enough to cover the snell of popcorn and cotton
candy. There in the dark on top of that wall, | listened to the
sea.

Dashi ng agai nst the wall,

Driven by wind and sprite,

Dashi ng agai nst the wall,

Splashing me with sprite's bereivnent;
Dashi ng against th'enbittered gall
Breaki ng sentinent's conceal nent,

| listened to the w nd:






The sea calls to ne, sings to ne,
Retreats from ne;

The sea calls to ne, whispers to ne,
Retreats from ne;

The sea calls to ne, entreats ne,
And | cone, | cone, | cone.

The sea calls to ne, sings to ne,
Retreats from ne;

The sea calls to ne, prays to ne,
Retreats from ne;

The sea calls to ne, entreats ne,
And | run, | run, | run.

The sea calls to ne, rings out to ne
Bi | | owi ng surges of foam

The sea calls to ne, brings out in ne
The nmessage: "no nore to roam"

The sea calls to ne, reaches out to ne
The [ oving arns of hone.

The sea calls to ne, whispers to ne,
Retreats from ne;
The sea calls to ne, whispers to ne,
Retreats from ne;
The sea calls to ne, whispers to ne,
The words: "ny son, ny son, ny son."

Dashi ng agai nst the wall,

Driven by wind and sprite,

Dashi ng agai nst the wall,

Splashing me with sprites' endearnents,
Dashing into a foany braw ,

OQpening ny heart's revernents,

| listened to the w nd:

Spray and m sts,

Bl ack forns rearing,

Ni ght-tide bliss,

W nd- song appeari ng,

Dashi ng fathons down ny soul
Sal t-sea ringing,

Bl esse’' d peace

I's the wi nd-song singing.

Roari ng, breaking,
Loud nonents achi ng,



Wnd sea-saga is
My soul vibrating;
Dashi ng, dari ng,
Calling ne:"leap!"”
Brave deeds naki ng,
Calling for peace.

Dashi ng agai nst the wall,

Driven by wind and spirit,

Dashi ng agai nst the wall,

Splashing me with sprites' retreiving,
Dashi ng agai nst ny inner sgaw ,
Awakeni ng ny soul's renenbering.

| listened to the w nd:

Wthin the roaring,

The dashing is silent,

Wthin the dashing, the still;
Wherein the foamng is small

Li ke puffs,

Wthin the heart, the fill;
Wher ef ore the singing voice

For us,

Wherein the spirit, the thrill.

| didn't see Patty much after that. She did visit me in the

hospital though, and |I |love her for that, even if she did make
me laugh so nuch | alnost split my stitches open. | had ny
appendi x renmoved, and it really hurt when | |aughed. | spoke to
her at church a couple of tines...told her that | was going to
join the Rosicrusians. She warned ne about that, and that
shocked nme. | didn't understand her stance, know ng her interest
in eastern religions. | heard years later that she had noved to

South Anerica, had been married, and had a little son.

My famly noved to Hanahan from Charleston into a housing
section known as Forest Lawn. The place was the |ast remains of
an old southern mansion. The mnmansion house had 1long since
di sappeard, but the old church and the Negros renained...and the
trees renained.



Beyond t he nei ghbor hood grocery,

To the west of the old stone church,

| took nmy dog to go ronping,

Hoping to find a new berth.

Most of the area was thick and foresty,
Some was thick with swanp,

But | took ny dog Johnny

Behi nd the ol d stone church.

There was a field of horses,

For gal |l opi ng, ronmpi ng and roundabouti ng;
There was a field of horses,

For covorting behind the old stone church.
| took nmy dog Johnny to go covorting,

| took ny dog Johnny

Behi nd the ol d stone church.

There were trees up agai nst the south side,
There was a fence up to the north;

The fence held the horses in,

The trees held their worth, the w nd.

The wind sang in the trees;

My Johnny ran anoung the | eaves
Crisp on the ground,

The horses woul d t hunder across,
And the trees cheered in the crowd.

We talked to the w nd;

W yell ed and barked and | aughed;
Li ght ni ng, our sword, we weld,

Sl ew t he dragon and hacked

Down i nmagi nary foes of w nd,
Shrill, pale and wld;

We fell our enem es

"Till tired and fagged,

W rolled over and over,

We rolled over and over,

Untill we lay as dirty danpen rags.
The wi nd tal ked back,

H ssing through the trees;

W |istened as the wi nd

Spoke through their |eathery |eaves,
Russel i ng, tossing their heads

In a | anguage of song;



Ages ago, Wien | was a little boy, ny father would take

famly from Roswel |

We gi ggled as we wat ched,
G ggl ed on and on;

W gi ggled as we wat ched
The dance and the song.

The trees tal ked to the sky next,

O where they were parched and dry,
Stretching their necks so high

to reach the rain.

The sky heard their crys, and

The cl ouds covered the sun;

"The day is not yet done!"

The sun yel |l ed back in pain.

The sun conplained to the sea,
"See how they treat ne

Who gives themlife and joy?
What gl ee can this madness give?
Way spoil ny reign?”

The sea boiled in angry synpathy,
And vapors fed, in a nock synphony
The sky, the sun's only dread.
Hi s anger fled though

As he spied through the clouds
The boy and his dog enthraw ed
By songs sung in the boughs.

Then he gave a hearty | augh

To see the frisky pup

Pick up a scent

O a bear or a rabbit

And chase around and around

In a habit of despair

And fl op down.

Rai n poured down gl eefully

Upon the trees and pl aynat es;

A chorus of w nd-dong weld up in
Deep gratitudi ous wel cone,

Weepi ng and screani ng swayi ng,

G eystoke's thunder, |ightning playing,
Gandol f's fol ks seem ng com ng

Qut of the dark bushes;

Hor ses brayi ng, charges wet w th nud,
Made the little fol ks run,

Run home, run...run wet with fun.

and head west to the El Capitan. There,

t he



found enchantnent above everything | had ever experienced...the
snel |l of pine and reverence.

| wal ked in a cathedra
Made of pines,

Made of spirit entw nes
Soul - maki ng | ooki ng

Up to light and life,
Eyes sear chi ng,

Rays bendi ng,

Pei rci ng pi nes, arching,
Over head | ooki ng,
Looki ng for feelings

I nsi de nysel f.

Trails led to brooks where we feasted on fried chicken and
pot at oe salad there anbung the pine trees snelling |ike ancient
tenples filled wwth incense. There was one little brook we went
to where the waters splashed across the flat rocks.

The waters spl ashed over stones,
St ones for stepping,

Stones for tripping,

For gay | aughing and sl i ppi ng;
The gay waters spl ashed

St one over stone over stone,
Ti ckling, spontineity bidding,
Hand- spl ashi ng dari ng,

Foot - st eppi ng danci ng,

In the waters prancing,
Getting nyself all wet.

My father said, "No son

W have to go son

No tinme to |l et your thoughts
Drink fountains deep,
Beauti es keep,"

My father said,

No tine...

No tine..

My soul in shock for mne
The sl eepy spl ashi ng brook
Anmoung t he pi nes,

Savi or to ne;

A tree and a brook,

One | ast | ook at bat hing
And cl eansing ne. ..



No tine...No tinme

And they dragged ne off,
And | cri ed.

So nuch beauty in waters flow ng,
Beneat h trees going,
Trees grow ng,

Mendi ng Nature's heart
But not m ne.

My heart had to wait
Until a future tine;

One nore fountain

Fi ndi ng i nspiration,

One nore di sappoi nt nent
Provi ng nmy under st andi ng.

How old was |? Fourteen, fifteen, when | was in Boy Scout
Canmp? Mother had told nme to go and buy nyself a couple of frozen
chickens from Harold's Cabin around the corner from where she
wor ked as a beautician. | bought two little ones. | thought that
the trade mark was "Squib". They were rather expensive, but
Mot her let nme have them anyway. At canp, they were quite tasty
roasted over an open fire. | had built ny own roticery out of
sticks and built ny ow fire as the Boy Scout Handbook
i nstructed, but then the strangest thing happened. Sone of the

boys started conplaining, saying that | was breaking the canp
rules. They told nme that | was supposed to have brought a gas
stove with nme to cook on. | thought it totally strange to go to

a Boy Scout Canp and not be able to practice scouting! That fire
was a reflection of the fire in ny heart when the boys chided ne
and made fun of ne for comng to a Boy Scout Canp to practice
scouting. | felt that I had so nmuch to give and to share wth
the other boys, but they were always cutting nme off, and cutting
me down.

| found a spring of holy water.

A fountain flow ng freely down
Fromthe knees of several trees
Huddl ed t oget her cl osely, bendi ng;
| worshiped the Father.

| erected a sign:"Sacred Spring."
They tore it down,

Threw it to the ground, they did,
When | had shown them

What | had found.

"You silly ass!" they chi dded,
"Can't you see there on the grass






The true sign?" rang their voices,

When all | sought
Was to guide them
To beauty.

What drove ny heart

Li ke ny ancestors' art

Who, by divining

Sought fountai ns of healing,
Canme with images providing
Signs of faith show ng

The spirit of the spring

The little thing they wanted?

* k%%

What is it in flow ng water
That rests and heals the man?
What in the flow ng song
Making rest it says "l can”
And the man feels refreshed?

If such inspiration is given

To thirsty souls who drink

Wth their ears and are quenched
Just listening to fl ow ng

G istening nountain persperation,
Turning their eyes towards Heaven,
Is it perhaps a nenory...that man,
Setting fountains anmoung the trees
I n open parks and wal kways hear

M ghty rushing waters...a voice,
The m ghty voice of Ahnen

And not understand?

*k k%

| had spent four years in the navy, |eaving ny hone near
Charleston, South Carolina and traveling the South Seas.
Afterwards, | went to Brigham Young University, living with ny
not her and brother Timthere in Provo, Uah. | fell in love with
that town that had irrigation water always running down the city
streets. It was nountain water flowng in the showdows of
nountains a few city blocks away. | could sit on the curb of the
street and put ny feet in a nountain stream

| often sat on the curb under a tree
Wth the gutter running beneath ne,



And | could | ook at the water,

Cl ear nmountain water rolling,

Rol l'i ng beneath ny feet.

The waters tal ked;

The breeze whi spered | eaves above,
And | drunk the dregs of deep thought
Running in waters through the gutters
Down the street in sheets of veil.

Li ke flags ny thoughts were caught

By cars and strung out

Like a conet's tail.

| often thought of marriage. There in Provo, not long after
we arrived the Church built the Provo Tenple. | went there
often, praying about who | should marry. | came out of that
experience with a strange inpression upon nmy mnd. The answer to
ny prayers was the nane of ny younger sister Sherry who |ived
with her husband Dave Redford and her children in Portland,
Oregon. After becom ng depressed, | dropped out of school. Part
of that depression had to do with wanting to be narried. |
called ny parents who were then living in Amarillo, Texas and
they allowed ne to nove down there and live with them M dad
and | were always arguing, and ny depression turned into an
enot i onal si ckness, which, of  course, ny parents didn't
recogni ze. My nother prayed about it after two years of what she

called constant arguing, and invited ne to go live with ny
sister Sherry up in Portland.
My nother knew it. There in Portland, | net ny wfe. She

had known ny sister for years. My Sister had been her Ma Mid
teacher in the Miutual | nprovenent Association on Wdnesdays when
ny wife was only fifteen years old. Her nane was Rene' Pfund

half Swiss. Her father was a second generation Anerican, though

full Swiss, and old enough to be...no, older than her
grandfather, so Rene' grew up being part of the older
generation. Her social life still consists of the elderly. (Her
cousins are old enough to be her fathers.)

| married Rene' in the Provo Tenple for tinme and all
Eternity. After living in Portland for six years, we noved to

Provo. There were a great many things | wanted to show Rene' and
to share with her. One thing was Rock Canyon righ behind the
Provo Tenpl e.

| took nmy wife up Rock Canyon
Wth God's tenple in veiew,

| took ny wife up Rock Canyon
Just we two.

We foll owed a bubbly brook

Up the canyon,






A bubbly brook

Fl owi ng down to God's tenple
To renew

Qur breathing with trees

In breezes,

Fram ng skys of bl ue,

Blue flowing in waters' harbor
A canyon strewn

Wth alters to God.

We ascended up agai nst the brook
To Cod,s alter;

We ascended up to a stone

Cut wi thout hands;

W felt its nmassive presence
And felt we could not stand
Wthout its supportive efforts
M1l enial grand,

GQuardi ng there

The waters fl ow ng

Wher e peace and rest

I nvited us

To lay upon the alter

Qur heavy burdens bare,

G ving us refreshnment finding
Al'l the grinding

Daily life stopping,

Resting upon that

Rock of Life.

In the shade of a tall white tree,

We greet thee, oh bubbling brook

Who took all our stains downstream

In bathing us with thy pl easant voi ces,
Most choi ce sounds sprinkling

Resting in our ears wthout fear

On the Rock of our Lord.

Wat ers sparl king, reflecting,

Wi spering breezes concealing

In the trees above

In soothing lull abyes

By doves cooi ng,

Make us dream dreans as Lehi's,

Ri ght eous prophet of Jew sh wast el ands,
Si ngi ng songs of know ng God's hand

To |l ead thy people to saftey.



Thou wert a dreaner and a visionary nman;
God gave those dreans to thee;

Thou drenpt a heavenly plan

And wote for all to see:

A fountain of water,

An iron rod,

A path leading to a tree.

Are all the breezes that bl ow
Through the trees

The sane breeze that whispers
From Lehi's tree so bright
Saying "Love nme with

Al'l thy m ght,

And I will lift thee

To soaring heights

To see ne"?

Do all the pure waters

That trickle down from

Snowy nountai n heights

Cone first fromLehi's fountain
To tell of God's mracle,

How God wi Il quench our thirst?
Do physical waters quench

What the soul thirsts for?

No, but to spiritual waters

And to Lehi's tree we soar.
Under the Wihite Tree,

There waters fl ow

And breat he partake of

Heavenly breezes.

God's love in | eaves in breezes
Wi spers "Bel ei ve"

Means being in | ove,

And, 1oving him

From trees and breezes

And rushi ng wat ers soundi ng

G ving rest aboundi ng

A living fountain in our breast.



SOVE OTHER POEMS
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3rd week Aug 1964

THE WH TE RCSE

A fragrance so soot hing

As to be

The breeze of pleasure

Is that of the white rose.

It is the fountain

O joy and | oveliness
Surrounded by fern and fl ower
And flat rock.

Al'l is enclosed

By | eaf and tw g;

The wat er thereof

Is a crystal flow

O all that swells the heart.
Yet agai n,

The fragrance is soft Psyche
Who cones to bathe there.



ATTI C PEARL

Through space was | |ingering

Wth the world beneath ny feet,

When sonet hing si ezed ny breast,

Caught ny eye, and broke ny heart-beat!
"Twas a bead.

Some child had dropped it there,

Sone child, while playing,

Had dropped it to a dirty floor.

| raised it up fromthat attic del ayi ng,
| raised it up, replaying

The dreans of a child

Filling the attic.

Al breath stopped...'twas a gem..

A gemall round and white...a pearl
Wth glittering hue while catching

Sun and soft-lined |ight.

But nore...a hole through it I saw

A scar, a mark of use.

What might, | nused,
Could It have been used for?
But Joy!

Dawn rising through that hole,
"Twas a soul,
And all shadows renobved.



LONELY

Ah, to | oved,

To walk on a noon-lit hill,
Hol di ng her tender hand in m ne;
Gol den ring, binding us together,
You woul d be felt

Bet ween the fol ded extremties
O a hand so gentle.

To see the crystal gaze

O one felt in the heart,

To share a | augh.

Silver light, show ng the way,
You wi Il bring enchant nent

To a coupl e when seen.

To renove from her face

Silky threads of hair

And find there her smling,

To feel the flesh of her I|ips.
Pl ayful breeze rustling | eaves
On the branches over head,

You will bring us refreshnent.
To be i nbued with her grace
Unt o submi ssion

To the will of the noon;

Ah, to be | oved.



LITTLE G RL

Little girl with a ring,

Cast it off,

Let hi m go.

Little girl with starry eyes,
Shi ne on ne.

Let me know

Grape of vine,

Honey of bees;

Let me be thine.



THE DOOR

In the path of life

A doorway stands.
Behind it waits

A beautiful maiden fair,
But where is the key?



THE SONG OF SPRI NG

In the sky above,

In all glory and spl endor
Shi ni ng,

Fl ows beauty and grace

Cel esti al ,

Gving to all fornms of life,
As it reaches out and
Settles like the dew

On the cold ground

And green bl ade,

And every bough of

G een | eafed shrub.

It warns the ground,

Wil st in the boughs

Are col ored bl ossons bl oom ng.



Chri stmas week 1964
upon readi ng Ernest

Mal travers

by Ld. Bulwere Lytton

LI QUI D DROP

In an archive, silent, dark and dusty found,
Candl e bright above anci ent books flickering,
Freeing a man's soul here once bound;

And one book bei ng opened,

Gave wi ngs to thought.

Peering closer, | spied, on a page

Vel |l worn by the user's hand,

A liquid drop, a lucid neani ng brought forth.
What be this upon life's page hath fallen?
What whi spered book to man

That man's soul, enlivened, bent calling?
Gittering drop, candle reflecting,

Be thou a nenory brought so soft

The heart a touching,

O be thou a gift froma thinker's brow?
Wth thought, there flows inpressions nade,
Fat hered by sweat and tears there |aid.



4 Feb 1965

AUTUMN' S SONG

In nippy, crystal air

O sprite's frosty norning,

Frost on the ground,

Frost on the bl ades and | eaves and breeze,
Along a rustic country | ane,

| net sun and ray agl eam ng,

From behi nd bushes peepi ng,

Asendi ng to throne and ngj esty,

Robed in fleecy white clouds.

Earth was o' fire with orange and red fl akes;
Fl anes beneath ny feet crackl ed,

Wil e above in tree tops swayi ng they raged.
Down flutted sparks, and up

Rose t he neadow | ark' s song.

"How doth the sorcerer

Hi s gol den web weave?"

Hs smle on ny face I felt,
H's reply was seen, | knelt,
Touchi ng tops of trees,
Bringing glory to the | eaves
And the far side of the neadow.



12 mar 1965
TO MY DEAR BLUSH NG FLOVER

"Twas oft |'ve wanted you
My heart to pluck
Fromtine's imortal garden
In spring;

" Twas on your soft ankles
My feathered w ngs
Wanted to |ight;

Ot and | ong

My ears have heard

Echoed nel | owed pl eas forlorn,
O heart and dol or,

Your touch to be felt,

Your kiss, your care.

"Twas but a | onely dream
O dream ng al one,

O being al one,

O rock and sand,

The m ghty seas to erode.

Tur bul ent seas

At rock cliff scraping,

My fortressed soul dispersing.
In swirling fantacy departi ng,
My soul di spersing,

Being Blown into the night air
By "I don't care.”

Drowni ng strange love is protection,
But he who gives it

I s cast upon rocky shores

And scattered in all directions

Al ong t he beach

To be sand

Trodden upon by the foot of man.



Nov 1965
on Ernest Maltravers

and Alice by Lytton

DEAD BOOKS

Some peopl e throw ol d books away;
They say "they're dusty."

Cl assics they keep,

But treasures very deep

To hearts al one,

Into a bay are thrown;

There they die.

Dead books, given to the dead
Are read by fingers of mne.
The gold is seen,

And there's a | augh;

[t's m ne.

Fool s who search for gold

Are blind

And throw it away.



ERNEST MALTRAVERS AND ALI CE

Fairy voices sung to ne

In a sumrer night's breeze;

To the nmel ody | turned,

I found a book opened,

Drenched by that soft nbom ocean
That brings so fair a |ove.

And all at once!

Bot h page and story turned

As it were, into a honeyconb,

So overly saturated by that
Slicky, sticky nead,

Nect or of a neadow so inmmortal..
The flowers imortal ...

Vi ened by the gods,

Carried to nme on eternal w ngs
Virtues sweet, in oceans, fathons deep,
My m nd drugged, and drunk,

I, inatranquil sleep

Despai red not in drowning.



24 Feb 1966
THE STAR SAPHI RE

This star for you, Mdther,
From our hearts we pull ed,

And in stone encased it

For you to hold.

A star just for you, Mother,
Your pat hway through tine

And life to |ight,

Pul |l ed down fromthe heavens
Still burning bright.

Stars fill all darkness

And shi ne when soneone cares,
Each one a sun burns bright
Wth every burden you bare.

Age is but the twnkling of a star,
Which, into eternity escapes

A WIlIl-0-the-wisp into which
A d age di sent egrates.

Youth is brought to one

Who of this sunshine reaps,

And deep within the heart

Thi s possessi on keeps.

Found in the hearts of youth
s a universe ful

O sparkling stars bright,

And fromw thin our hearts,
This star encased in stone we pulled
To bring you everlasting |ight.



Christnmas 1965

THE JOYS OF CHRI STMAS

The joys of Christnas,

The enchantnents therein,
Lie not in presents given,
Nor in the | aughing, singing
Joyous Eve of Chri st mas,

But when all's asl eep,

And before the tree | creep;
The Iights agl azi ng,

The col ored balls dance
Wthin swirls of

Sparkling silvery tensile

To a mi st of colored jingles
Caught by ny eyes.

Figures in mniature unfold,
Refl ected on a red gl ass ball;
Fancy free and fl eeti ng,
Through each showy branch

They flitter and dance.

Each Christnas Sprite

And fairy there be

Comes aboundi ng with del i ght
Under our bright Christmas tree
To show they're not forgotten.



Spring 1966

SHADOWS OF TER

| renenber her eyes,

Deep pools of blue

That | drown in

Every time she | ooks at ne,

So | turn away.

Dreans of pools are m ne

| get drunk in the wine of her eyes
And sink deep in pools in dreans,
And shadows of [aughter | find.

Her voice lingers on in conversation
In an enpty room

And |ike a web froma spider's | oom
Entraps ne.

Tangl es and snares in her eyes are m ne.
Her voice, tender in the dark depths,
Depths if deep bl ue,

Wrks a spell

Voices in a whisp of air are mne.
Lost in dreans in swirls of blue

Are her eyes, tears reflecting,

My tears reflecting.



Spring 1966

THE MJUSI C OF A BI RTH

The music of a birth

Is a whistle in the wi nd

You listen to in the breeze,

And you breath the fresh clean air
Brushi ng agai nst your face.

The nusic of a birth

Is the tinkling in the air

By water-bells nade,

As they cone down,

Ki ssing the new nother's cheeks.

Pools of mrror reflect the gratitude,
One, a fallen tear drop
One, a fallen dew drop from Heaven

The nusic of a birth,

The ushering in,

Is the trunps of thunder in the sky,
Bl asts echoed fromthe Light of GCod,
And you breath the cool night air.



May 1966

RECLAI MATI ON

The sea calls to ne each tine | visit her
"Cone hone," she says, "Cone hone ny boy.
You' ve | ost your way, Cone hone."

Al ong the beach | wal k,

And every tinme, | hear her talk

And call to ne..."The sea, the sea,

Your home is in the sea,”

She calls to ne.

Each wave's an open arm

Wth a welcomng smle behind it;

The ebb's an open door.

"The sea's your honme ny son

My son, your nother is calling,” she says.
To you, the wave cones in and dies

And does not |ive.

To ne, the wave grabs ny | egs,

Locks its jaws about ny feet

And pulls ne through a sieve.

My feet at the water's edge wadi ng
Feel s the tide consum ng, pulling nme away.
| start running and ny heart's thunping
Many m | es away.. .

| command ny feet to flee!

"Away fromthe sea!"

But I find no | and.

| sink into the swirling sand,

Wat er wave pul sing, sinking |ike |ead,
A nother's breast | find instead,

And open ar irs.

| amno nore...|l amthe sea.

The sea! The sea! Oh what ecstacy!

The sun's ny robe, the nobon's ny gown,
And the | and bows down to ne.



MORNI NG SONG

The norning cones to ne

As a shaft of I|ight

Sailing down into a forrest gl oom
My joy into full bl oom opens]

Like a flower, a dancing fl ower
Carried away in mdsummer's noon.
This | take with ne

Thr oughout the day,

And | bloomall over again

Every time |'mwant to stray.



SUMMER S SONG

In summer noon showers

Formed by white m sty clouds,
The bright orb watching

Sends sun-jeweled flowers
Danci ng and drifting down.
Water-jewels from |l eaves are dripping,
Bounci ng on the water,

D anonds shaki ng.

The different col ored greens
From cl oud and sun are born,
Turn soft and silent to the eye;
They sl eep.

The shimer of sun-lit waters
Caught in a gl oom of shade,
Through tw sted vines is seen.



ALONE ?

Al one ? No not really;

Al one only for a while,
Walk the mle.

Wal k along |ife's beach,
Al ong the shores of death;
Take a deep breath.

The air is fresh; Life is fresh.
Keep goi ng; keep living.
He is waiting there

At the end of the way,
Prepari ng the day,

When, calling your nane,
You can be wi th him again.



I NSI GHT

The sunli ght

Washes up agai nst the | eaves
As pebbles in the sand,
And the trunk of the tree
Is the base of the man.
The lilac calls

And the pineneedle falls
To fertilize the | and;
It's roots then toi

To share the same soi
Wth the nman.



OLD PECPLE

The dog was a barkin' at the door;

He wanted in.

Long enough he'd been out'n the cold;
He wanted in.

An' so he barked.

What happened to the old | ady

Whose husband had di ed?

Where was she when it was tine to eat?
The dog wanted in,

An' so he barked.

A face showed through the screen door;
It was the ol d wonan.

It was wood-dried an' scourched,

Li ke the house.

It was the ol d wonan.

She had cone to let himin.

Eyes searched fromthe door,

Sear ched t he yard;

Where was the dog?

Sad eyes barked, sad eyes scoul ded.
Where was the ol d woman?
He wanted in.



MOON MELCDY

Oh ny love and |

Are sailing in noonlight,
Sailing in nmoonlight are we;
The white orb above

I's our nood of |ove

As we sail on to Capri.

The wind at mdnight's a jewel,
A jewel full of Iight,

A jewel spread o're the sea.
Twinkling in lights

Are vallies of white,

The paths for you and ne.



MARY POPPI NS

There was sonething in the air that day
That nmade the birds fly away,

Leavi ng the cathedral steps bare.

Into the air they fled and fluttered
And congregat ed Heavenwar d.

Like drumrolls their wings were beating,
Trunpet sounds shrieking in the air

Were their voices, sweeping,

Hearlding in fairy nusic,

Fairy magic found in fairy lore.

| tipped ne head and stopped ne song
Down to a whisper.

The breeze blew, and then | knew,

"' msuch a good listener,

It has happened all before.

Soft notes of femnine type gently fel
From fl appi ng wi ngs and sceeches,

Reachi ng down fromthe clouds of doves above,
Beautifully white and whirling,

Notes of nmmgic forned in a chineny,

Born in a chinmeny, born of alittle girl.

Bet ween pavenent and starlight
Is the chimy sweep's worl d;
Bet ween pavenent and starlight
Was found the little girl.

She was all covered with

Bl ack soot and ashes,

Had been scrapping with bristly broons
And fl ately shapted brushes,

Si ngi ng of the starlight

Wi | e sweepi ng out the curds of bl ack.

Her songs she sang were nagic to ne ears,
Weavi ng charnms of fun and | aughter

What rolled a chimy sweeps gears:

Over the roof tops, over the roof tops,
Over the roof tops, step in tineg;

Over the roof tops, over the roof tops,
Marry Poppins step in tine.



"Tis an ol d wonman now (on Thursdays)
What sits down on Cathedral steps:
"Feed the birds...topins, the birds"
Are her words of charns and spells.
"Feed the birds,"” crunbs and cl ay.

We call her Poppins; It ryhms with topins,
And we take on a | augh or two.

That makes us fly when we | augh,

For we know she | aughs too, inside.

It's been said by old and young

That she's still got a song to be sung:
" Chi m chi neny, chi m chi neny,
Chi m chi m charoo,"” she will sing with you

(Except on Thursdays).

It's all done in twlight,

Up there between pavenent and starlight
Where all nmagic takes place,

Magic in twlight,

Form ng steps in starlight,

Dancing in | adylike grace.

She comes now and then to the young,
Takes them on hol i days

And 'livens their hearts with sun-rays,
Lol l'y pops and circus rings,

Starting up there behind where

St ocki ngs are hung.



26 Jan 1967
THE BLACK CQACH

Gal | opi ng gal | opi ng gal | opi ng t hunder,
Fire in their breath,

Sparks fromtheir hoofs,

Gal | opi ng gal | opi ng gal | opi ng t hunder,
Over the bridge, through the green gl en,
Gal | opi ng gal | opi ng gal | opi ng t hunder,
Bl ack is the coach, black as the night,
Bl ack as ny lover's |ock of hair;

Red is the ribbon woven through it,

Red as the blood spilt from her breast;
Shot from behind, torn from her |ips,
Spilling nmy blood into hers.

Two bullets fired, a father's anger,

Two bullets net their mark;

Two bl ack steads of death,

Two bl ack steads of thunder

Go gal | opi ng gal | opi ng gal | opi ng,

Go gal | opi ng gal | opi ng gal | opi ng,

Go gal l oping gal |l opi ng gal |l opi ng i n thunder



THE SPECTOR

The day dawns sweet,

The norning glides in

On fire chariots agl eam ng.

The sun rises ponpously, seem ngly,

The first breath to give, the first beat,
Gving life to the fresh fallen dew.

Maj esty and glory touch the eye

As the sun stretches through the azure sky,
Laying its gold in the news.

G assy neads grow green

And the trees all around

Their jewel ed bowery spread.

Vi ol ets and buttercups shinmer

On guil ded hill sides,

And hearts in a passion grow red.

But life's dawn passes with tine,

And tine's the sun, trailing through clouds
Oer the rafters of the sky.

The sun at noonday grows bright,

And wth a hidden |ight,

Bends down and grows nen

Like feilds of rye.

Then nmen's lives grow as jewels

And the day dawn dies

Appearing gl ooy o' er the nnors

Verm |lian touched skys with clouds

No | onger |oud in brandi shed col or

Pass on to anot her world.

The night is cooled wwth starlight;
VWiile it still and silent lies,

A spector it watches rise,

A night ruler with half forgotten m ght.
In the noon grows the ghost of the day
Still burning bright.



GO0 S ANGEL

| had a dream before | woke;
"Twas an angel's voice that spoke,
And spoke he distinctly

On the brink of reality:

"Don't be discouraged,

And take courage to your heart.
Be prepared in all things,

And God will enfold you

In his wings, and with you

He will never depart.

Step now out of your cradle,
Know ng that you

Are God's angel.



BENDI NG

Oh, that ny soul would see

The grandure and glories of Eternity,
Not that | nmay sit upon thrones

O seats of power,

But that |I m ght bend

And ki ss the feet

O ny Savi or



IN A MANGER

Si | ent night whispers,
Sil ent angel s sing,

To shepards only

I s heard

That sol etm song,
Peace from Heavan

On Earth,

Singing Good WI I,

VWi spering toward nen:
Peace, d ory,

Hol i ness born in a manger,
The Ki ng.



VELCH SONG

| didn't hear ny nost
Favorite Welch song.

| heard it one tine

In an old Wel ch story.
It cones upon ny

Menory at tines,

Li ke a ghost, it cones,
And then fades from ne,
And | forget it.

But when | hear it,

| renmenber.

It is a song to call

And it calls ne hone,
And hone |I'Il go

The last time | hear it;
"1l be called hone

By ny nost favorite song.



"ALL I'S WELL"

In a soft vision above,
The angui sh;

In a whispered sil ence
Deep

Creeps a soft and tender
Touch to tell

"All is well,

Al is well."”

In recoll ections
Sweet ,

As ny heart beats
Softly,

| hold to nmenories

A while | onger

O good tines together
And think that

"All is well,

Al is well."

Deep in thoughts

That swel I,

Enoti ons' waves
Beyond their bounds
In soft trickles spill
Some nessage snal

To tell,

"All is well,

Al is well.”



THE LI FTI NG OF A BROTHER

Wio said it? | don't know,

"Friends before are friends at |ast;"
In searching the Eternal past,

I find you there, ny friend.

MIlions of years the nortal m nd knows,
But Eternity knows no tine;

And if mllions of years before

Had our friendship |asted then,

Per haps another m | lionsof years

"Twill last in glorious fane.

For we on Eternal plains did fight,
Armin arm and back to back

Wth swords of Truth and Light

Qur eternal foe Lucifer

And sent himon his flight.

And if again we find ourselves
In battle attire on nortal | and,
And t hough wounded,

What evil ire tw ce

Not to give a hand

And |lift a brother?

Then on to Eternal dories before

In God's presence to stand,

And he w Il ask,

"Have you brought another?"

And may | be able to say then,

"1 have brought ny brother, ny friend."



Jan 1994
after Nanny's death
MOUNTAI N DEPTHS

The contrasts in nountain contours,
Mount ai n textures,

O golden light from sunsets

And shadows bl ue,

A reflection of the night

Hi dden in the rubble,

The nmountain becomng a mrror

Refl ecting the com ng swath of stars,
Stills the natural feelings.

At the base of nountains standing,
A crowning glory for man,

A tenple of our Lord

A pl ace between Eart h,

Mount ai n and Heaven's stars

Where hearts grow fond of God.

Death is a nountain

Wei ghi ng down on ne.

| see ny grandnother's body
Lyi ng there bare

O its light it once held.
She raises up

And gnashes her teeth,

And | flee.

It was death gnashing

Its teeth at ne.

" m afraid.

This one braid in

Life's twsts and contours
| couldn't face.

She scared ne once as a child.

She cane down the steps from Papa's room
| thought, to enbrace ne.

Deat h gnashed its teeth then

And | froze.



They bore down the dark nouth waiting,

And it tore nmy nouth sceam ng
I nsi de

As they cane outside from Papa's room

Papa was ol d and si ck,

And | still remenber the sickening feeling

O the dark depths of sadness

Surroundi ng everyone

As they treaded downwar d.

| dreaded their approach

As | dreaded the approach

O Nanny's funeral.

Kera cried red-faced,

But | couldn't, It wouldn't cone.
Under the earth, my flower

Pl ucked from ny | apel

Rests wth her enpty shell

I having sai d goodbye.

Wiy the tears don't cone,

And | want to run fromgri ef

Under neath ny nountain

Where there's no relief

From bl ack nout hs scream ng,

Angel s voi ces beam ng under st andi ng
As they sing their hyming

Above ny nountain covered with stars,
And | stretch nmy arm bare

Qut from underneath

Towar ds tenpl e heights.

And inside its white walls,

I find ny Nanny |iving.

There, her light shines

As she waits for ne.



A WOVAN

Li ke the sun shining
Through the | eaves
In trees,

| saw a wonan.

| saw her sitting

Anmoung sone ot hers.

Her face was brightly shining,
Li ghter than her brothers,

Li ke the sunshine seen
Through | eaves in trees.

When the w nd bl ows,

She stays shining

Through the bowers.

| see a wonan anoung peopl e

Who have fallen

Li ke | eaves in the Autum.

She stands hi gher

Like a brightly shining tower,
Sendi ng out light, love and warnth
That each may grow and fl ower.



NI GHT VI SI ON

| drove through the night

And didn't see the dark;

The red tail lights

| foll owed sparkl ed.

Every col or fed ny soul

Al'l the street lights

And store w ndows

Pl ayed agai nst my wi ndshi el d,
A shield of confort

That glowed in ny heart.



GLORY GLORY GLORY

Gory, dory, Qory

Hal os on the trees,

On the | eaves of grass,

Shi mrering |ike brass,

The sun

In glinmrering rays shining,
G mmering rays beam ng
Hol y norni ng breat hing

Me into life

And deep gratitude.
Mount ai ns around us shaki ng,
Vi brant braking forth

I nto song:

Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus,
Thanksgi vi ng Day

| pray to thee Holy Father
For all bl essings bountious
Upon ny famly,

For warm hearts,

And childrens' | aughter
Here and forever after;
Fount ai ns fl ow ng,

@Qushing forth

I n ki ndness

And in Kind returning,
Maki ng their hearts

Warm and bur ni ng.

Holy, Holy, Holy,

G ori ous norning
Breaking forth,

Li ght triunphant,
Fri endshi p's hand
Ext endi ng foreward,
Heart's i ncunbent,
Joys benevol ent,
Handshaki ng smi | i ng,
G fts prol ongi ng

My awakeni ng

Pri est hood power

I n nei ghbors found
Refl ected in Nature
Al'l around.

be



VELSH SONG NO. 1

When the wind blows through the will ows,
And the sun cones shining through

It rem nds nme of a wi ndow,

And you, smling through my w ndow.

When the stars at night are shining,
And there's starlight everywhere,

It remnds ne of a light,

A warm candl e- i ght

Shi ni ng through your w ndow.

When ny heart sings ny songs of | ove,

And the dove of peace sings softely,

| neet you on the heather,

And all that cones together

The wind and starlight in you..

Oh, your eyes, they're full of starlight!

When t he Heavens are quick in passing,

And the Earth grows old and grey,

"1l remenber a certain angel,

A smling, singing angel,

["l11 remenber a shining angel,

Shi ni ng through ny w ndow. ..

Oh, your hair, it's white Iike an angel's!



LI FE AGAI N

Day- dawn bright and gl eam ng,
Freedom s trunpet stream ng
Through ny heart,

G ory bl azi ng beam ng,

Maj esty to start

My life again.

My heart's a song
Celebrating life
New y forned,
New y borne

On wi ngs of |ight
And chirping birds
In rain fresh air.

My song sings in buildings old,
In menories joyous,

In nmenories hoped for, renewed,
| mbued with new |ife enbracing,
Passions once felt for living
In child-like fashion
Freedoni s song

By ny own willing to live.

Pi ctures cel ebrating peopl e,
Sparks breaking into life
In the halls of nenory,

Life unfelt by ne

Al ready begun to throng,

Bl essed by gl orious streans
O sunri se.



ITISN T TOO LATE

It isn'"t too late to celebrate
The day you cane here,

Soft and cuddly,

Froma world of white

To a world where life

I s strange and heavy.

But Iife gives way to Wsdom
And sight gives way to faith,
When we listen to the |ight
W canme with. ..

To the light we were given
When but a babe



I WAI'T

Tinme flows over

The rafters of the sky
In trailing clouds.

Whi sps of nusic

Enters ny ears

And | wait.

In a bar,

The dance fl oor shakes
By thunder of a band.
How many m nutes
Becone hours show

I n fadi ng noonli ght,
And | wait.

In a snmoke-filled room
Tears formin the dark
A bl aze of | aughter
Shakes ny face.

My ears are dunb

And bruised with tinme.
Words becone | ost,
Speckl ed with darkness,
And | wait.

The noth waits

In a cocoon for the tine
It waits to be eaten up
In flames of wath

For a nmeasly thrill.
Eternity stands still,
And | wait.

Depression is the sound
In tinme with friends
Maki ng fun of | ove.

The Spirit | eaves

And hope weakens ny arns
Waiting for a friend,
And | wait.

The sun rises in a norning,
Buds spring into flowers;
The air is sweet, and

The sun grows warm

The sun grows hot, and

Fl owers grow brittle



Life grows bitter
And crackl es under the sun,
And | wait.



VEBS

G ab a web,
A sil ken thread;
Touch it...you may tear it

Webs hol d jewel s,
Dew dr ops;
Sunl i ght...through.

Little lights on
Life's |ine,
Gently hanging...sensitive, divine.

Look! A web
On your finger;
In the dew drops...you

Shake a web,
G ab a web,
You'l |l be. .. dead.

Webs torn,
Forl orn,
Webs | ooked upon...sparkling.

Enj oy a beaded web,
Chil dren rearing,
Each one, you...endeari ng.



CHRI STKEEP

Chri st keep,
Dreans to sl eep,
Happy holy day
Renenberi ng,
Festive tree

Sur roundi ng ne
Wth joyous | ays
O Thanksgi vi ng.

Snel I's of pine

O anges, appl es,
There is hard candy
I amwant to sanple
Hot ci der,

Merry | aughter
Leaves a warm gl ow
The norning after.

Gentl e togethering

Wth friends and nei ghbors,
Having the famly

Forever after,

WAt chi ng chil dren

Open presents,

Happy i n making

Et ernal togerthering.



SLEEP

A nunber of dark

But transparent sheets
Settling over ne,

Li eing on nmy chanber bed,
Softly it crept upon ne,

The ebony ghost of the night,
Li ke a heavy m st of a swanp
Settling over ne,

A corps there.
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IN OQUR FATHER S HAND

Come take your Father's hand,
And trust in himsecurely;
He'll | ead thee through

The dark filled night

And |ight thy path so clearly.

Cone, take and hold his hand,

H's child thou art so dearly ;
He | oves and wants to keep thy way
And keep thee cl ose so nearly.

H's hand is stretched out still;
He waits for thee and fairly;
Submit thy heart as children do,
H's Spirit he gives so purely.

Again, in our Father's hand,
We're givin the world of beauty;
Qur needs are net in himindeed
And Hope is given so brightly.



Feb 14, 1995

DARK FORMS BELOW

Though we wal k in dark fornms bel ow,
The nortal franme's a shadow

O bright angl e bodi es above us
Hovering, Quiding, Loving.

A perfect love is waiting above,

It's shadow we share now and only.

Li ght from above | eads to t hat
Perfect |ove.

We'll find it.

In our Spirits inside,

W have it.



25 Sept 1995
A BURST OF LI GHT

A burst of light,

And | am t hrough,

A prayer answered,

A flaming fire inside
Wanting to know

More than ever

For ever,

And | reach through
To you.

There you are

And will be

For ever.

Ages past and futures ago,
Qur lives intertw ne,
Combi ne, found alliances,
Rel i ances,

And heartaches too.

But the flam ng fire inside,
The real ne,

The real you,

Brings us to a point
Inlife

Wer e trees grow,
Fruit grows,

Tended by a Master's hand,
Bringing joy.

Li ves are not sinple.
Sinple is inside,
A gui de sought in prayer
| go there sonetines
When confusion ari ses,
And the Day Star rises
For second chances
To steer us away
To a m ddl e point,
A point of |ight
Ret ur ni ng and turning
Us to Hm..
And to each other. ..
For hel pi ng hands and enbraces,
For a |l ove as bright
As that |ight
I nsi de.






Novenber 24, 1995
Thought Song

Catch hold of a thought;
It's like catching a train
(of thoughts).

It will lead you

To sin and to ruin,

O toreign with

Qur Father in Heaven Above.

A singl e thought,

Li ke a white gl orious dove,
Can | ead your m nd

To | ook above,

To catch the |ight,

And in reverence pray,

And gain the strength

You need this day.

O, a thought can be

A bl ackened nocki ng crow,
Leading to death and carrion
Bel ow. . .

To grovel in the dirt and mre
Until you wi sh for

A burning fire

To cl eanse your soul .

Renmenber,

A thought can | ead you
Ei t her way.

So, catch a thought
Fromthis day forward:

The | ove of CGod the Son,
And faith bloonms to |ight
And joy and endl ess reward.

Renenber ,
Faith is only
A thought away.



November

24, 1995

Chri stmas Cel ebratings

One Birth

Brings Rebirth

To everyone

Who will 1isten.

And we cel ebrate

The One Life and Lives

The One Breath who breathes
Into our |ives

Joy.

And we cel ebrate the
One nout hpi ece

O the Lord,

And the many nout hs
Who sing for joy;

The one eye of Cod,

And the many eyes who see;
The One Ear

That |istens to prayer,
And the nany ears

Who |isten.



May 1996

Addendum

COCOONS

There are nany cocoons
In our lives

In which we sl eep
Knowi ng sonehow

We are confi ned.

W ever want to

Br eakout .

Wen we do,

W think we will

Be butterflies.

But until then,

We conti nue our
Struggl e for escape.
Soneti mes we struggle
So hard that

Alittle | ove

Leaks out.

Qur struggles will continue
Until we depart this cocoon
Called a nortal body. It is
Qur inner thought drives us
On, knowing warm ly, inside
In the confinenent grows us
A brighter soul to be there
And sonedays, stepping out,
W willt gracefully, unfold
Qur wi ngs, and flying away.



April 1996
My Angel Mot her

My angel not her
Wi spers

Yes,

' m gone now, but
Peace.

Angel w ngs
Flutter

Above ny face,

A breeze, saying,
Peace.

My angel not her
Sm | es

From above.

Her joy

I's

M ] oy,

And |

Feel

At Peace.



May 1996

Mbt her hood

Mot her hood i s Eternal.

It is the nitch in which
Is placed God's own gift
I n remenbrance of us all



Cct 1997

Happy Birthday April

When the wi nd bl ows down the chi nmey
And | hear the noani ng down the canyon walls
When the night stars are cl ouded over
And the blowi ng turns cold,

| turn to warm friendshi ps

And famly that | know,

And | gather around ne a gl ow ng confort
O the | ove shared, conversations,

Sm |l es and eyes of the ones | |ove best,
Sharing, giving, |laughing emtting,
Renmenbering all the fun tinmes we' ve had
At home with our famly.



12 QOct 1997
Clinmbing the Silence

Wthin the silence of the stillness
| can hear the nountains rise;
Wthin the silence of the still air
| can see the stars blinking.

Stars and nount ai ns speaki ng,

| can feel ny tinme el apsing,
Mount ai n castl es buil ding cl ouds
Above ne showing trails behind ne,
Mountains |l eading up to the stars.

Sunl i ght on nountains, tenples aspiring,
Ghostly visages of tinme come narching,
Pushing nme to mne and mne to ne,

My soul keeps clinbing the rocky paths,

And ny heart keeps singing ny songs

Gory to ny God who nade ne march

Through tine and gl ory-l essons won upon odes,
Menories | ong holding fast to hopes

Upon nountai n paths wending up to the stars.

Stars call to nme like honme, and | clinb;

They ask nme why | canme and | groan inside

My soul searching hunger for nore questions
Than answers | see being ne is nore than
Bearing a | oad too heavy to answer

Wth nere star light, but I clinb through

The tinme alloted nme; when | reach the top

In silence is Infinity... and ny sou
Fills up with the Universe rising within ne.



14 Feb 1998
WALKI NG THROUGH LI FE

| am wal king through life, and
| renenber in all ny forgetting,
that you are with ne.

| pass ny time under the stars
and | ook into Eternity,

and in all ny wandering,

you are with ne.

Born bright as a star,
| came into darkness,
| oosi ng ny yout h;
but as | grow ol d,
I find you at ny side.

Bri ght neadows of the Beyond,
where yesteryears were

our begi nning and our dwelling,
| see us together, ever |oving.



Sept 1998

For Sherry's Birthday

Between Birth and Death

Long ago hung in the bal ance

As she prized today's nonents.

She held vision in one hand

And hind sight in the other.

Crystal dream ng brought prom se

And daily drudgery a conprom se.

Caught between birth in one form
exhaustive travailing,

And death in the other

A cataclysm c rel easing,

Dar keni ng shadows brought new al |l i ances
O stars overhead resting in noonlight,
Preparing her for one nore day of sunrise
Where Spring is beginning in her heart.



Cct 1998
For April's Birthday

No Longer A Teenager

Mul ti-layered candl elights
In a soul packed down
By years of struggle

For freedom not know ng,
Yet know ng chil dhood

is at an end.

The smal |l est part of life

has ended. ..
No | onger a teenager.
Most of life
Now st ands ahead.



Cct 1998
For Qzzi e(OGswal d) and Venice Farr
married 60 years

Cel estial stars on high wait for thee

What tinme has flown since two young ones
eyed each other Wat tine is this now
that we together stand at Eternity's door
a |l ook, a kiss, and now we rem ni sce

pl anni ng our past as we do our future
t oget her of joys unsung and whi spered
| ove that remains for worlds up there
what hopes we had and hopi ng now for
God's greatest gifts started by hol di ng hands
at an alter caught between two Eternities
Celestial stars on High wait for thee.



TATUM ESTE' L
279N. 400E. #3
PROVO, UTAH
84606

Friday, July 15, 2005

Dear Editor,

WATER WOOD WND is a personal history
witten nostly in poetry. It is an out-growh of ny feelings as
a high school student trying to find his way into the world,
trying to find hinself. | wote about a particular thene that
ran through ny life fromthe tine | was in high school. That

same thene is found in Lehi's dreamin the THE BOOK OF MORMON.
have witten ny personal history like this, in poetry, show ng
that there are creative ways to wite your personal history,
that it doesn't have to be straight |aced. There nmay be others
who would wite their histories if they thought it could be fun.
| want to encourage that.

For the next part, | have shared ny
poetry with many people, sone of whom have shed tears. They
al ways say "Wiy don't you get it published?". It nay be that

t hose who are educated may |laugh at nme, but | don't wite to the
educat ed and sophisticated. | wite to the common peopl e. Those
are the kind of people who |like ny poetry.

Pl ease read through this and tell ne
what you think. Is it worth publishing? If you don't like to
publ i sh poetry, please let ne know if you |like it personally. If
you don't like it personally, can you at |least give it to
sonmeone whomyou think mght? If | don't hear fromyou in two
weeks, I'lIl send a copy to soneone el se.

Sicerely,

Tatum Este' |






