
SPELL          (poem for electric guitar & voice) 
 
 
The war is over. 
Let the war begin. 
 
Let the happy where the sad roads meet 
sing songs of love to lovers lost in sand. 
To time    that gives birth to babies 
born as men. 
To men made by mothers, alone,  
in the runaway dark. 
Sounding like bells. 
 
Let the forgiveness fall down on its knees 
and beg. 
Bring bad luck to beggars    banished from bread. 
Feeding fire of forget-me-not flames 
virgin of heat. 
 
The war is over. 
Let the war begin. 
 
Let the eyes of guns go blind 
in boathouses 
and girls beneath bridges sell sex 
to the red in no one’s flags. 
And riches turn into rags 
that scrub no floors. 
Or stash death in someone’s veins. 
 
The war is over. 
Let the war begin. 
 
Let the wise ones laugh in oracles     at the truth. 
The weak wail at walls while 
the germs of genesis take over 
the empty rooms in tears. 
Claimed as abandoned land. 
Now that    the war is over, 



let the war begin. 
Be bad business for    the death of stars. 
Be Romeos cruising the sunset with 
their blue guitars. 
 
The war is over. 
Let the war begin. 
 
Let the sound of big drums 
do the dirty work and deed to the wicked 
unlearned to laugh or 
fall in love with the sky. 
Let the sour breath of banks go sweet 
as the sugar in cane. 
Let the new horse rise from the battlegrounds 
mulched in bones 
and  
be broadswords better than bombs. 
Be bribery to those that are rich 
sleepwalking the empty hall of dreams. 
Halls full of sadness,    of screams. 
 
The war is over. 
Gone home to harlots and red rooms. 
Gone back to weeping mothers    and empty wombs. 
Let the war begin. 
Born virgin to the lips of wind 
blowing mad horns.    Blowing hell 
‘round the roots of trees    leveled by storms. 
In this bright darkness. 
This world of forms. 
 
The war is over. 
Let the war begin. 
 
 
 
 
  



JEJUNE 
 
             after Bill McKibben 
 
Big. 
Lacking maturity. 
Lacking significance. Dull. 
Lacking nutritive value. 
Rambling spills and deluges. 
Crops withered and washed away. 
Herbicides named Warrior, Extreme, Prowl. 
Engineered corn named Reactor, HeatShield, RayFighter. 
Who are the real terrorists? 
Big Coal. Big Oil. 
Underground explosions. Pipelines spraying from the ocean floor. 
High oil prices mean more organic gardens. 
Public transportation.  
Walk to work.  
Pace. Pace.  
 
Slow down. 
Smaller. 
Not only beautiful, but steady. 
Local. 
Close to home. 
Better solar panels than a power plant. 
Better Fortune 500,000 than Fortune 500. 
What we can save. 
Maintenance is the mantra. Like a man 
Who grows old and begins to alter 
The color of his hair. 
350 parts per million. 
Clean air. Clean water. 
World peace. 
 
Place. 
Work. 
Fresh knowledge and old wisdom. 
Peahens not peacocks. 
All our eggs in one basket. 



Diversity. 
Leave room for eggplant, too. 
Not youth, but steadiness and stability. 
Relationships, not affairs. 
Work horse, not race horse. 
Long-lasting. 
Hunker down. 
Dig in. 
Edible gardens. 
A potato on every plate. 
A Buddhist on every block. 
Monks and nuns. 
The human network. 
Judi in Hungary, Wa-el in Beirut, Samantha in Johannesburg, Ely in the Congo, Govind in Delhi, Abe 
in Malaysia, Aaron in New Zealand, Paolo in Quito. 
Ladakh to the Great Barrier Reef. 
Process. 
Similar battles. 
Keep fighting. 
Architecture for a new world. 
That can survive. 
All that’s green. 
May it continue…. 
Lightly. 
Carefully. 
Gracefully. 
Again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



PEACE WILL COME          (song for organ and voice) 
 
 
Peace will come. 
Peace will come one day. 
When the mothers of lions lie down with the lambs 
and the fathers of governments give up their scams 
and the cops they lay down their guns, to pray -- 
    and peace will come    one day. 
 
Peace will come. 
Peace will come one day. 
When lover meets lover unafraid in the night 
and the monger of races gives up the fight 
and Christ comes to Earth, but to stay -- 
    is when Peace will come    one day. 
 
Peace will come. 
Peace will come one day. 
When farmer and factoryman together turn to the earth 
and the living outnumber those dying since birth 
and a sweetness outlasts the scent of decay -- 
    is when Peace is going to come    some day. 
 
Peace will come. 
Peace will come one day. 
When rockets and weapons are no more for war 
and nations rejoice that no man is poor 
and there are words which we don’t have to say -- 
    is when Peace will have arrived    one day. 
 
Peace will come. 
Peace will come one day. 
When a lie is the truth and the truth does not lie 
and the one who is watching no longer a spy 
and the greedy escorted, away -- 
    is the promise of Peace that is coming    someday. 
 
Peace will come.  
Peace will come one day. 



When the earth and the air are not what divide 
and the difference of skin only something, inside 
and as brothers and sisters we rave -- 
    that Peace, it is coming,    one day. 
 
Peace will come. 
Peace will come one day. 
When religion is taken away from its books 
and the sacred is a whole lot more than it looks 
and to stand in awe and ignorance    is to play -- 
    then we’ll know that Peace is on its way. 
 
Peace will come. 
Peace will come one day. 
When there is no need for singing nor neither the song 
and the chorus of numbers has long since long-gone 
and only branches from wind in the trees they do sway -- 
    is when Peace will have, finally, come one day. 
    Is when Peace will have, finally, come    to stay. 
 
 
 
 
  



MAY IT CONTINUE                                                  
               poem for voice and Native American flute            
 
May the brown earth and the green leaves 
thrive in color and in grace. 
May it continue. 
 
May the clear air and the cumulocirrus clouds 
be there in the sky and in each breath, always. 
May it continue. 
 
May the water made of sweet minerals and salt 
in small streams and large rivers 
flow forever and forever flow to the seas. 
May it continue. 
 
May the sun shine warm and bright 
and the moon give light at night--shinning from shook foil. 
May it continue. 
 
 
May the beautiful birds of Hawaii and  
the luminous parrots of Peru fly far and fast 
and may their number grow. 
May it continue. 
 
May the deer and the elk, the antelope and the ibis 
move and migrate, leap and lope across plain 
and wooded plateau. 
May it continue. 
 
May the whale and the dolphin and the manatee 
swim deep in dark oceans and lagoons     and sing. 
May it continue. 
 
May the elephants forever in families roam, 
trunk to tail, trumpeting bliss. 
May it continue. 
 
May waves of warm frost linger in bush and blaze 



that puts fire in the peat of loam. And let lick cry from ripe vine. 
May it continue. 
 
May the rose climb through 
the cold murmur of morning dirt. 
May dark mulch coax tendrils from sleep. 
May it continue. 
 
May wild words come flying from green coils and  
may each breath rustle through the beard of  blue moss  
in the sound of song.  
May it continue. 
 
 
 
 
  



PUT THE PEACE PIPE BACK 
 
Put the peace pipe back in the box 
and the perfume back in the bottle before it 
starts to stink where the flowers have gone 
back to become one with the dirt and 
the enlightened have gone home to medals, trophies, 
and cozy beds. 
In three days he who would be wise has moved from 
poverty to the bed of the enraptured rich. 
Flaunting his rags as if they were silk, boasting 
her bosoms like they were only the after-thought of sex 
never touched by the whoreman or the whore. 
In the mind, time has set up its tent. Has started a fire. 
Where the long lessons of age roll with the wind in heat 
face down and only an inch from the flames. Flames that feed 
the draught in the bellies of those who would have eyes. 
Like the lack of phonic in the phone or 
the lack of vision in tv, the quick and the dead make haste 
to the alter of ancient mass. To the matter that has 
dropped like dew that is excrement of ether and has somehow 
become rain. 
What workshop will be the winter without the summer heat? 
Or spring without watching the autumn fall? 
They think that they know it all! That it’s chic and 
looks good on their walls    like steroids in 
the muscled vein of their halls. 
So put the peace pipe back in the box 
and the perfume back in the bottle of ink where 
it can be used as essence or elixir for those who sacrifice 
blood for even a glimpse of truth. Truth that in a smile 
are teeth    and like the sand is to the sea, makes salt 
of the would-be wise still snoring and 
asleep in the waves. 
 
 
 
  



IF AN INCH OF ASHES  
 
                after Breyten Breytenbach 
 
If an inch of ashes is an inch of love from the fire, 
then let me be the flames. Let me be the first man to 
beat down the door of ice wanting to feel the heat. Let me 
become the mission of the flames in finding lips to leave 
my wet mark upon where no mark has been made and 
is surrounded by tears. Tears of blood. Tears where time 
takes back what time gives and has gotten from our 
wanting to be loved and being left for words frozen in fear 
like the ice age come and gone. Gone for good. Gone for 
help like an empty hand held out for food that comes up with  
only a prayer for rain. 
If an inch of ocean is equal to an inch of fire 
in pain, then I’ll take the rain! I’ll take the floods 
come again like millennia to dowse my fate. To drown the hate.  
To take the bait as if heaven were a loaf of fish. A wish. 
A wash of land leaning upagainst the sound of the sea. 
And the silence all around the ashes in an inch of love, 
in a foot of fire, in a yard of yearning in the blaze, 
burning, bright, in eyes once that 
were blind but now can see.  
 
 
 
 
  



CHORES 
 
Where will they go  
these men and women of earth?  
This man whose sweat waters grain.  
This woman  
whose milk is the strength in human bone.  
As the seeds they have saved  
from great grandparents to be given  
to children not yet born  
are eaten by the fiery incinerators of banks.  
 
How can they replace the pain  
of what their bodies have become:   
this farm  
that feeds those that rule to crush this Land.  
A million years of digging in dirt,  
now passed on as the nightmare  
of empty hands.  
 
Who will separate, now,  
the wheat from the chaff?  
 
Now there will be nothing  
but tears that go into the rows  
that once furrowed their dreams.  
What kind of food can be grown from the water in salt?  
From the lonely song of a dry desert air.  
 
Friends, think of the music gone from  
the symphony of those fields.  
The dance of breakfast  
being born there for the human race.  
 
Life out of balance  
lost like the homeless in city streets,  
like walking suicide.  
Deprived of their chores.  
  



FALL IN BIG CATALOOCHEE VALLEY / An Ecology 
                               for Wayne Caldwell 
 
For a hundred and fifty years 
only one road out of ‘Big Catalooch,’ 
dug by hand. Built on buffalo trails 
that crawl like a blacksnake on a rough-cut wall 
up Half Acre Ridge to Cove Creek Gap. 
 
In the valley the small elk herds graze 
side by side with turkey and crows.  
Sharing fields that Caldwells cleared  
on the bottoms ‘long Shanty Branch. 
Along Cataloochee Creek, the old church  
and schoolhouse stand alone like widowed ghosts 
with open doors that answer the bugling 
of the bison-sized males like Sunday’s bells. 
 
How many Caldwells, Messers and Woodys lived here 
hidden between these two old hills? 
And how many elk, deer, bear and beaver 
once called this place home? 
Now we drive by in large gas machines 
looking for graves. Spoiling for a fight 
and the crash of antlers from the rutting bulls. 
Going where the history of humans 
and the flora for ancient animals have forever been. 
From what the hell these eyes have seen: 
the subtle passing of the green. 


