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DEDICATION
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To all who have been my friend.

To all who have loved me

To all who have cared.

And more of the same!
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“Don’t let your throat tighten

With fear.  Take sips of breath [life]

All day and night, before death

Closes your mouth.”

Rumi
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And so my scribbles are in this book. For some years I

purposely wrote one poem per week (not all of them were

good nor in this book) Other times I wrote when my muse

inspired. Yes, I believe in my muse, for she does work hard

sometimes and other times ignores me totally.

These are poems of my life and ponderings. Poems of love

through the years. Poems when love was lost, shoved away

and walked away. Poems of thoughts while living on

an island, living on a sailboat, or kayaking. My thoughts put

into poetic form about special people in my life, special

places, and special times.

Really, just my thoughts scribbled.

I hope you will be inspired to allow the blessings

which envelope you each day to touch you.

“Until that day comes, I choose to dance.  I choose to get up each day and listen to the music in my soul, and dance.  I dance alone, I dance with others; but I dance.  Then, when it all comes to an end, I will be satisfied that I danced and that it was ALL great while it lasted.  

Then, I will walk away to find other music and dance another movement to what is happening in my soul.”

THH

“You could get mauled by a bear and die.

You could get bit by a snake and die.

You could fall off a cliff and die.

You could get gored by a bison and die.

You could get struck by lightening and die.

You could get shot by a hunter and die.

You could get attacked by fire ants and die.

OR

You could stay at home, sit on the couch, eat potato chips and die.”

from Outside Magazine

You choose to live your dreams, and how to live; forget about the dying part!
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Sips of Life
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“Taking sips of life” each day

Sometimes whole draughts of life

Many times sip of the succulent wholesomeness

Beauty, satisfyingly fulfilling

Life

Walking

Observing

Really looking

Seeing small specks

Layers of sand in a dune

Wondering of the many waves which built it

Searching for Orion, Mars, Venus

Keeping track of moon phases

Pausing to listen to the surf

Checking tide times

Watching birds

Looking for dolphins
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Collecting shells, leaving some for others

Watching the winter sun arch lower each day

Dancing to music

Reading, imagining

Planning, building

Hoping

Looking beyond now

Sipping each day from this vast river of life

Taking profound joy at the feel of the liquid

Sloshing around me

Feeling the tingle of cold refreshing of the pleasures

Of life coursing through me.

“Passion needs courage and risk.”
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Beach
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I thought I loved the beach

Shelling, wading, sand music, sunrises, sunsets, waves

crashing continuously

But I have been wrong.

I love the water the beach is the edge of my love.

As I walk the beach, I look beyond the waves to open water.

I find dreams are of the water, boats, dolphins, waves

slapping hull, birds on the deck, sunrises, sunsets from the

bow, the rhythm of the rise and fall of the ship on the sea.

I will return to the beach

As the avenue to what I deeply and truly long for.

Open water

Blue water

Freedom of dreams fulfilled.
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Alone
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To live alone is grand

I am rarely lonely

The house and all are mine

I share some, keep some and have what I desire.

Music is what I desire

Quiet is special

I go to visit family and friends

The banter, chat, knowing someone is near.

This is quite comfortable

Someone to talk with, share coffee, discuss events, hug.

Inwardly I am torn.

I thrive in my solitude and cherish it.

But the companionship is comfortable, easy, and pleasant.

When I leave the home of family and friends.

I fight back tears.

Not tears at goodbye for those I love

But tears and some quiet at walking back into my solitude.

My aloneness for then I do feel lonely and little.

If I allow myself to dwell on these aspects too much

I become small

And unable to live my life as I desire.

So I jump into my life feet first,

getting all wet again with my music,

singing (with no one to hear), putting my stuff

[which I enjoy being around] where I desire.

I look around in my life and know that living alone is grand,

full, my place.

“Rescue me from those who would seek to destroy, harm, reek vengeance or hurt me.  So that my life might praise God is all things.”
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The Church as Community
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The church is a body of individuals

Individuals forgiven by God,

covered with the Blood of the Lamb

But individuals nevertheless.

Men, women, people, seekers, those on the journey

Doubts, problems, hurt, baggage of the past, sins, pleasures

Desires to follow God, struggles, stumbles, pray-ers

Listeners, talkers, learners, hypocrites

I look at my fellow journeyers and see men and women

With similar desires after God and

similar failures in their desires.

But we are each on the journey “further up and further in”

Walking, helping each, touching each others’ lives

Living, communing, growing with, in, for, about,

in spite of one another

A community of those on the journey

None are perfect

All have words to say

All truly seek God

All are hypocrites

All are saints

We need each other: to love, hug, encourage, rub

abrasively, comfort, learn from and simply be with.

People journeying, trekking together towards Jesus.
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“Become what you believe!”

“Live generously!  Live broadly, expansively, openly.”

“Life is so wonderful; full of hope, here and beyond.  All all the dances yet to dance!”  THH
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Reaching Beyond
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I try to reach beyond myself, my environment

Stepping to help needy in the community

Speaking to help others do their job better

Touching lives and perhaps souls

Sharing some of the life I have with others

This all sounds good and proper.

But I am hindered.

Not by fear or lack of time

Not by lack of opportunity or setting

I hinder me

As good as reaching out sounds, and is

And people would be helped

I am a most selfish man.

I want nothing to hinder my course

I do my job well, I research and plan well

But all my free time and resources I want to focus towards

boating
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Sailing, water, outdoors, my focus

So, as good as reaching beyond myself is and might be

I only reach for a line to jump into a boat and sail.

“Live loud.  Live wide.  Live tall!”

“No one is more likely to make a mistake than the man who acts only on reflection.”  

LC

“We must have courage to be upon our ideas, to take the calculated risk, and to act.  Everyday living requires courage of life is to be effective and bring happiness.”

MM
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January Ends
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The year’s beginning ending

Moving to the short month

The month before Spring

This month, a warm month

Projects completed

Ready.

Plans made

Prepared.

Heart touched

God [in mercy]

Dancing in moonlight

Learning the stars

Dreaming ahead.

“Trust your hunches.  They are usually based on facts filed away just below our conscious level.”  

JB
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Full Life
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Life is full of joys, plans, hopes

Several weeks, months ahead I plan

Sailing, kayaking, ocean, lakes, rivers

Sunshine, outdoors, rest, smiles

Sitting by a campfire

But as much as I long for these coming days

I do not want only to wait

I live today, this day

Enjoying stars in early morn

The sun breaking orange, yellow, red

over the dark mountains

Talking, laughing

Squirrels barking, blue sky, a breeze across my face

Lives to touch, them touching me

A walk, moon, Orion with Jupiter

A comfortable book

The warmth of bed with soothing music.
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I Sit to Write
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I sit to write

I want to write

My mind is blank

Like between two songs on a CD

There is life in my soul

My heart is full

At all my life is, will be, even was

But just now there is naught

So my pen lies down.
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“You have first an instinct, then an opinion, then a knowledge, as the plant has root, bud, fruit.  Trust the instinct to the end, though you can render no reason.”

RWE
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