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A Morning in March 
 
A clear morning carries 
the unanswered summons 
of a lone dove. 
 
On a trail above Fiscalini Ranch 
white constellations of wild strawberry 
bloom under a host of lofty pines. 
 
Knobby tree roots 
slow the already tentative pace 
of my woodland ramble. 
 
On an open knoll, sunlit treetops 
gleam, a rupture of gold 
against a still-tender sky. 
 
In the distance, ocean’s surge 
gives voice to what can’t be said 
on days like this. 
 
A burnish of cashmere dew 
overlays a meadow traversed 
by a double track path. 
 
Of two mindsets myself 
I pass under the arc of an oak limb, 
wander within reflective moods. 
 
 
 
  



The Poem That Rises From Sleep 
 
I am the poem that rises from sleep 
to walk outside and stand 
in the shadowed hour past midnight 
because the black sea above 
is alive with far away eyes. 
 
I am the poem that rises from sleep 
to pace the hallway 
because my thoughts 
are crowded with doubt. 
 
I am the poem that rises from sleep 
to search for the perfect thumbnail 
of moon that lingers over the mountain 
in the west toward morning. 
 
I am the poem that returns to dreams, 
trailing moonbeams 
from the soles of my feet 
to tuck among the quilts. 
 
I am the poem that wakes 
to the risk of another day, 
not knowing if night's travels 
are enough to salt the coming hours 
with leftover sparks of stars. 
  
 
  



Solitary Serenity 
 
Pencil in hand, notebook beneath 
the bridge of my wrist, 
mumble and flourish of small waves 
scrolling ashore, quiet 
afternoon contentment. 
 
Better this solitary serenity 
than an uneasy alliance 
just to fill the hours. 
I rest against a bleached log, 
examine its dark knotted eye 
that stares from a white skull, 
its shredded naked boughs. 
Sun, warm on my face, 
drives the gray wall of mist 
further out to sea. 
 
A continual glittering chain 
of cars pulses the artery of Highway 1 
just beyond my peripheral vision. 
Sunlight’s radiant path shimmers 
across ocean’s constant motion. 
Miniature craters dimple the sand 
with late afternoon shadows. 
 
Day prepares to surrender 
in a way mortal creatures never do. 
I come back to the coastal shoreline 
in search of neutrality, 
less questions, 
more enduring beauty. 
The Pacific never disappoints. 
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