                         
                     Moments
Sage burns in an abalone shell

Smoke spirals to heaven
My thoughts are on a mission 
For things to think about

There are many stories to write 
But this hummingbird has me on its wings
What happens now will not happen 
Again as it is happening

I will not be remembered sitting here

Caught in this cross-fire of solitude

The smoke spiraling to heaven

Will not ascend this way again

Shadows moving across the ground

Have neither tongues nor eyes
                                          The Pain of Forgiving
Do I forgive the Great Mystery
For taking dad when I was ten

Mom when she was forty-eight?
Do I forgive dad for those first sips

Of beer when I was five 
For drinking that night of the wreck and dying?
Do I forgive heaven for the manna of prosperity
That failed to rain on us?
For the dingy houses, hand-me-downs, ridicule
Shame?
Do I forgive the boy I was 
Crying without tears for attention
That only made matters worse?
Do I forgive the teacher who slapped
My face for laughing aloud

And the principal who paddled 
My rear-end half a dozen times

For defending myself from bullies?
Do I forgive the teacher who pounded
My crown with his knuckles

Sending electricity throughout my body

For dozing off in his-story class?
Do I forgive the cops for their brutality 
Batons that rained on me 

For my activism against social injustice
Welts that lasted weeks?
Do I forgive myself for decades  
Of drunkenness and drugs
A dozen car wrecks and hospitals 
De-tox, recovery centers and jails

For scuffles in rage and shame
For pain I caused my mother and family
And people I hurt along the way?
Do I forgive the illusive American dream
For the invisible borders of hate and bigotry
Bad breaks, disappointments and closed doors
Which have shadowed my life?
The pain of forgiving

Howls

Rains

Flowers
                                               So Much for Crystal Balls
My boyhood buddies, a few still living 
I haven’t seen for decades 
I wonder if they remember
Dipping in the canals like pollywogs
After toiling in the summer fields
Or pedaling around on our Stingray bikes 
On Sunset, Westside, Longview and Rose

Out where the hawk, the quail and crow 
Still put on a show?

Can they remember shakin’ a leg 
At the Portuguese Hall decked-out
In platform boots and polyester shirts
To the jams of the Rhythm Blenders
Or recall cruising downtown Merced

A car full of Santana sounds

Coming of age through marijuana eyes?

Do they fret the wrinkles spreading
Like plowed furrows on their faces
Or their hair turning white as snow? 

My boyhood friends
Descendents of a prospect - less rural town

Let us re-unite to celebrate
We have made it this far 

Farther than prophesied

By the local upper mobility 

Soothsayers declaring with 
Their obscure crystal balls:

Little brown boys will amount to nothing
                                                                Innocence
In September a soft rain 

Seeps into mother earth

Bone dry all summer

Cool air stampedes 

Through a dusty screen door

Tramples across my face

It’s quiet within these dreary walls

But for the spirited chatter

And laughter of children 

On a playground down the street
So many roads yet to travel

So many lies yet to learn

So many things yet to forgive

So many dreams yet to die

Wet behind the ears
                                                                     Whispers           

For decades of Sunday mornings

At the break of dawn 
In Livingston through rain
Sunshine, frost, fog 
She walks a block
To Saint Jude’s universal quarry
Grandma Delores 
Bless her soul

Seeks rest there

Prays for the family 
Knees nailed to a lonely pine pew
Whispers Hail Mary’s
Rosary slipping anxiously 
Between arthritic fingers

A bench to herself

For the first Mass

For the homely, lonely

Long suffering poor
As an organ eerie as all hell

Moans music from a darker age

Grandma Delores walks a block
To tithe and pay 
To light tiny candles 
In blue colored glass

Whispers Hail Mary’s

Until there are no more
                                                                 Crimson Eyes   
At Frank’s Corner 
Men who knew dad
Drank into delirium 
Blacked- out 

Hard-time lives 
There then not always
They slurred
Stories about dad
How tough he was

How good he was

How…
Short stories for there was
Only so much to say
For a life cut short
I watched their souls

Surface between drinks

To crimson-shot eyes 

For years in the hollows 
Of small town despair
                                                                 The People
March 10 1968-
Livingston Teen-Club caravans to Delano

Twelve years-old they take me along
There in Memorial Park
Robert Kennedy and Cesar Chavez 
Celebrate Mass and end 
Day twenty-five of Chavez’ fast
With a Brownie camera Grandma Lola lends me

I snap a shot of Robert departing through the mass 

Of humanity

The downtrodden

The salt of the earth

The people

The people

Shouting for justice

Si se puede!  Yes we can!
The people
Who help put food on America’s plates

The people

We  
The people
Tickling the ears of America
Americans-Hyphenated
                                                           The Years Pile Up
Spring is gone

Summer is over

And fall 
Runs its course
Time of rain

Time of leaves 

Cascading to the ground
Time of purification

Earth- mind- body- soul

Today I rummaged through 
My worldly things

In cardboard boxes out back

Gathering dust and spiders

Pictures and mementos

Speak of other times

Images of places and peoples

Haven’t seen or been to in years

Do I toss them onto a pile 
Light a match to watch them burn 
Or save them for the winter of my life
To have something to look back at

When my mind might be
Like the old ones I see:
Fog after a strong rain
                                                               In November

My Aunt Keti says I should go back to school

Get a degree

Teach Native American Studies

Just to humor her I say

I went online to check on financial aid

Maybe I’ll enroll at Stanislaus State

Or UC Merced

Or instead head back to Delta College
But I don’t want to live in Stockton again

That’s the problem with you, she says

Can’t make-up your mind 

Can’t figure things out without going in circles

But life is a circle I tell her

Round and round we go

Where we stop nobody knows

I tell her I’m okay for now

I’ll find a job

Only I know my back 

Isn’t as strong as it used to be
                                            First Street Love

Livingston 1969  
We completed helping each other build our 
Low-income Self-help homes

The Mirandas 
                         Rios

                                  Varelas 

Bocanegras

                     Lachicas 

                                    Urrutias

Lozanos 
               Morenos

                                Uribe

Chato and Sally

On First Street

Life was a ceremony
A laugh and a tear

A song and a cheer

We cried together when 

Loved ones passed on

Partied when the children 

Left to make it in the world
Celebrated holidays

Marriages and birthdays
Then time slowly dissolved the families

Until only a few of the children
Took over the homes

And thirty-seven years later

Are all that remain of First Street

Sure, the homes are still there

But the family affair 

Has disappeared
                                                               Out of Work
Fall day

Cool, breezy
Earth dewed
Smelling sweet
Leaves pile high

Workers in the fields

Harvest sweet potatoes

Gazing out the window

No birds flap wings

Life is just a sandwich

A cup of coffee to perk me up

Books within reach

I’ve read more than once

TV on the blink

Dishes in the sink

Cats on the couch

The phone doesn’t ring

When it does-not for me

Sky is gray as ash

The sun doesn’t shine
It starts to sprinkle
Rainbow on the horizon
                                            Yeah We Were

Yeah we were wild

Sure we partied hardy

Like there was no tomorrow

Back in the seventies it was what we young people did

And the ones that didn’t later on in life did

The squares the wallflowers the church kids

Blew their gaskets

Flipped out

Or burned out real fast 

Some went on trips and still aren’t back

There were always parties going on 

At the canals or in barns or in homes 

When the parents were out

There was always an abundance of weed

And there were always beer runs 

And no shortage of those of age to buy it for us

And no one was shooting at each other

Things got handled bare knuckles and that was it

Friday nights we decked out real sharp

Splashed on Avon colognes

Headed to the dances and got down

Disco here and Disco there 

In a small town this was our rec-time
To cruise and listen to eight track sounds
Clown around and get loose as a goose
Whatever was exciting to do we did


Then some went off with Uncle Sam

Some for the halls of higher learning

Some sacked out in the penitentiaries 
Some got sober or found religion

And here we are now--fatter older balder 

Listening to oldies
                                                          In The Slow Lane
Cats bask in the sun

Greet me at the door
Meow to feed them
As aunt Nena does
All twelve passersby dumped 
On Longview Road
Below a mulberry tree
I sit and flashback to when I lived in Stockton:

Kids early running to school 

Racing to make the bell
The metro buses rumbling by

Packed like sardine cans

The backed-up traffic 
People in a hurry short-fused
F’n this and F’n that
The homeless pushing grocery carts
With their worldly belongings

No particular place to go
The tall buildings
The cramped houses
The wires 
The signs
The racket 

Smog and the sublime

Hectic all the time
That was then 
This is now:
Hens and roosters
Pecking on the ground 
Two little Mexican boys 

In the yard outback

Playing throwing rocks
The broken down cars
Dead in their rust 

The dogs 
The hawks  

The spicy air 

The wide open sky 

The countryside

Where you can hear the song of the wind
The spirits must have led me here

To this broad place of redemption
Home when I was a boy

That my eyes may be opened

That my heart might flow again 

In the rhythms of the shadows

Crawling across the sand
                                                                     Twig 1969
At the gate of the new fence

Of our Self-Help home I see 
Grandpa through the cracks

In the middle of the backyard

Cigar dangling on his bottom lip
A shovel in one hand

A twig in the other

I wait and watch him

Plant the twig carefully
Into the parched earth

Water it and leave
I tell mom what I see him do

She said make sure nothing 

Happens to that thin twig

Didn’t think had a chance 

But as years passed into ten

The twig grew into

A beautiful weeping willow

People clipped branches from 

Transplanted into their yards

And in some places in Livingston

Weeping willows stand

Thanks to grandpa’s twig
Chopped down

Twenty-five years later

To make room for a concrete yard

But none of us lived 

There anymore


                                                Cry Freedom     

Hen and brood

Peck through fall leaves

Under the old mulberry

Unconcerned with e-mail

Oblivious to a tractor 

Coughing through the fields

A cat on the steps

Meows for something to eat

Meow - meow
Afternoon shadows crawl 
A red tail hawk high 
Soars without a sound
Then dives for the ground
                                                              From The Jug
A summer’s evening on the front porch

Grandpa Antonio uncorks a jug of Vin Rose
Resting from a long day 
Working in the nectarines

In pajamas I sink
Into the old couch

Busy with a lollipop
Chicken trucks roaring by
To Foster Farms

Drop white feathers in their wake

Bless Davis Street
Hwy 99 stoplights

Blink on the houses

Blink on the sand lots

Blink in the trees

Grandpa’s words slur
Who he’s speaking to

Is a mystery to me
Takes big gulps
Shuts his eyes and snores
I peek to see if grandma

Turns off the TV 
And goes to sleep

With ten year-old hands

Careful not to drop it

Hug the jug 

Sip enough to send me
Into a dizzy dream 
Oblivious of frogs croaking
In the rose bed

And sonic booms

Of B-52’s shaking the foundation
                                                       What You’re Taught
They teased us

The neighboring kids did

With nectarines

When we asked for some

They teased us more and said no

Grandpa saw this
And took us to town to the fruit shed where
Workers loaded the pickup with nectarines

Some for us and Pete the pig

Back at the house the kids saw us

Out of nectarines couldn’t tease us any longer
We laughed and ate some in front of them

They asked if they could have some  

Grandpa looked at us to see what we’d do

So we gave them some too

                                                  Temporal

Time flies by

Always toward 
The sunset
 A vapor
                                               Teaching Them a Lesson
Hot afternoon 
Yellow jackets in the grapevines      

Riled-up

Kamikaze me

Running backwards

Flat on my back

Shielding my face

People laugh loudly 
I rise enraged
Run down the row

Grab a paper tray

Light it

Smoke them out

To teach them

Not to mess with me
My eyes already swollen
                                                              On The Shelf
Families gathered

In long lines

After the harvest season

To pick-up commods
Boneless chicken and turkey

Peanut butter and cheese

Government handouts
Once we got home

Mom placed them on a shelf

And turned them so visitors

Couldn’t see the letters
                                                                     Old Habits
I traveled these back roads in my youth

Which ribbon the countryside 
Chuck-holed veins that piece together distance

Where hawks squat on fence posts staring at passersby

Intoxicated I’d drive alone
Nurturing the loneliness of those times
Decades later I journey across them sober

As if revisiting old thoughts

That never found resolution

Etched into each crack and hole

There for posterity

There to re-examine

Old habits are hard to break

These roads have not been broken

                                                   When I was Really Down
A common man is all I am
A pocket full of change 
No deed to any land

No wife no children

To will my few things to
In the country under trees
Summer sun cuts through
I stare out across the empty fields

And feel a kinship to them

I read some poems to feed my soul

To write my own

Night unfolds
On a cot inside a tiny tent
My temporary home
I spin my wheels

Amuse my mind
 Dream
Coyotes announce their invisible presence

Pierce the silence with their haunting howls

No one to talk to

To share my thoughts

My emotions with

So my life comes to this:
Blue nights

Dim days

Memories

I am a rock

Left alone

Until someone passes

Kicks me

And reminds me I’m alive
When you’re down

No one’s around

                                                                       Tri - Me
I wait for the phone to ring

A call they will come

Bring the new pow-wow drum

They want me to pray over
Near noon the sky is brilliant

The storm that ravaged the last two days

Travels south of the valley

In this small space made into a room

I sit back on the bed

To collect my thoughts:

I live in three worlds
Was raised in three 
In a white world
But I’m not white
In a Mexican menagerie 

But I’m not from Mexico

In fragmented indigenous ways

That set me in motion many years ago
To revive and keep alive

This is where I feel connected

I am Yaqui/Tarascan
In these three worlds I travel

Have traveled

That I may live

That I may continue to exist

But my spirit sings with the old ones

Seeing there before me 

Two hand drums on a plastic shelf

I see what is left of a way of life

Still in silence
I gaze at them
Heartbeats of the people

And from deep within

Like the rush of a snowmelt current

My eyes flood
I look out the window

See a hawk on a telephone pole

The phone rings

I rise 

Dry my eyes

Answer Yes

Bring the drum
                                                                         Bodies

Two days in Los Banos indoors 
With Hector’s family out of the rain

I surfed the Net for hours 

E-mailed friends

Wishing them a happy holiday

We go to Turlock to Pop’s Bargain Store

Then to Merced to buy bargain bread

Ride past Delhi

Livingston and Atwater

Past an old sign that has “Christ Is Coming”
Posted there at least thirty years

Done with their shopping

We head back through the country

Rain pounding the windshield
The fields and on the truck 
I think about the changes in these little towns

I expected to see the way they were when last I saw them:

Towns with souls not just bodies
                                                 The Commute

4:30 a.m.

The alarm screams, Rise!
Dreams cut short
Still dark outside

In a rush we prepare

Ready for work

Two hours-plus on the road

From Modesto to Fremont
I ask Two Bears

How long you been doing this?

He says, Don’t trip, you’ll get used to it

My wife and I did

I stare at the long snakes of red lights

Rushing through the Altamont
Commuters bound for the Bay Area

For a few extra bucks

On the way home 

It’s dark

My eyes burn
At the house I hit the sack

Four hours of sleep

And the rush is on again
For a few extra bucks

And a body disintegrating  
                                                                      Silence
In the wee hours of night

On a journey into my soul

I seep through piles 
Of crap in my mind
Bullshittin’ myself

I got my shit together

But deep down

Something mysterious

Throbs into my being

And I stagger into high emotion
In non-religious devotion

Surrendering no pretender

No non-member to Reality

Broke in the red

Getting by check-to-check

Live out 

Exist

Survive

In quiet desperation

For the doors of success

Are narrow

Difficult to get through

But my desire

A quiet fire

To get through stands true

And I realize

Polarized with bronze eyes
I need to find a way through

Even as my hair grays 
                                                   Tomato Summer 1970
Beautiful was the morning

As if only for us

Robins race across the sky

Near a grove of walnut trees

Jackrabbits spooked by our noise
Scramble in all directions

East of Castle Air Force Base

The sun is a big ball of flame

Rises above some barns

Tomato summer again

Women children

Men and strain

Pickers picking 

Pick-pick-pick

Wet tomatoes tossed in plastic
Buckets sound like drums

Thump-thump-thump!

No time to waste

Pick-pick-pick!
Thump-thump-thump!
Zoom-zoom-zoom!
Across the rows

Across the plants

Across the softness of moist sand

Across the Garcias

All thirteen of them

Zoom–zoom-zoom!
Pick-pick-pick!
Thump-thump-thump!
At the gondolas we dump

Our full buckets

Pennies in a pile

Tomato summer again 
Women children

Men and strain
                                                                 All of Them
Their faces

Blood of my blood

In old photos live frozen in time
Grandpa, his first wife, their children
Although gone from this world
In my sleep I see them 
Gathered in front of a big tree

With the sun in its branches
Many people with them

They look at me in an enchanted way 

Every time I try to approach them though
They and the tree move farther away
Then I awake
For another day

                                                                      No Connection
I had a seasonal job this summer

For California State Parks 
At San Luis Reservoir

On former land of the Yokuts
Cleaning chemical potties and replacing

Big trash bags at Los Banos and San Luis Creeks
And at Medeiros

That hot spot of day visitors

Who brave the heat, flies and bugs

By the water and the willows

I picked up the trash they left behind

The fishermen’s too by the bridge

Their beer bottles and cans 
Along the banks where the egrets flock
The partiers’ paper plates and napkins

Blown into the weeds

The mothers’ dumped diapers
Next to the trees inviting legions of flies
The crap along the trails to step on

Left by drunken campers

Everyday I cleaned

And everyday

The trash reappeared

Why they didn’t use the cans 

I came to this conclusion:

No connection to the land

I did my job in spite of them
And at the end of the day

You knew I was there

Because the trash was gone

And for awhile

The land was being honored
                                    A Mind is a Terrible Thing to Waste
In Livingston

By Memorial Park

There on the sidewalk

A skinny man in shorts and army boots

Walks talking out into space

As if with someone or something
It’s Juan
We grew up together

He was a stoner
Loved tripping out

Now he seems to be

At the point of no return

The person he was, gone

There but for the grace of God

Go I
                                                                   Guidance
Many elders have crossed over

Their guidance is a deep loss

Some people have held sacred their teachings
Continue to walk in those ways

Teach the young 

Help their communities

Give back

Then there are the others

Seeking status, fame, profit
Who pervert the sacred ways
Want everything NOW

Became mystical in their thinking
Their medicine non - existent

A new generation wants to connect

With the Good Red Road the Elders walked

Who will guide them

In the ways of the ancestors?

                                                              The Holidays   
Hector called and asked if I’d like to go Gourd Dancing 
Thanksgiving Day at the Sunrise Ceremony on Alcatraz Island

I declined the invitation telling him I wanted to be with family 
But I doubt I will join them; holidays haven’t meant much to me 
For over a dozen years since mom and grandma died
I haven’t felt like celebrating holidays
I miss those special ones when mom would bake and make tamales

Like only she could as only grandma could
When they died the laughter in the kitchen did to
Since I got on the wagon nearly thirteen years ago, I don’t spend

My time at the bars drowning in sorrow; now I sit back in solitude
And go there to the table where we used to laugh and celebrate together

The place to find cheer
                                                   Funny How Things Turn Out
A friend I haven’t seen in thirty years drops by on a beautiful Harley

With all the trimmings and a loud stereo

He’s been at the same job since after high school driving truck

Has a home and other expensive toys 

But he never wanted to be a poet

He never dreamed of being a writer or artist

Somehow things clicked differently for him

The way I suppose they should

How I couldn’t figure this out is beyond me

And now I pass each day realizing what I’ve missed

How in the hell am I ever going to get it at this age

Will I go on from here living under someones charity 
As I have in the house of my grandparents with my aunt

Until I get too old to have any desire to dream any longer

And live out my days with only a pocketful of change
And the stories of my years on the road

Thinking I had all the time in the world?
                                                                  Get Over It
They won’t talk to each other

They hold resentments going back years

It interferes with the family

At get-togethers they won’t show up

The kids see this

They don’t understand

They just want to see their uncles and aunts

Sometimes pride is pure crap
                                                                       Chirps
It’s a cold November day
No one is around to shoot the shit with

Made some calls but unlike me people are at work

I have a quarter tank of gas and half a pack of smokes

And eight dollars in my pocket

Can’t watch TV because it isn’t high definition

I hear the birds outside in the trees but they aren’t as loud 
As the Sandhill Cranes I heard the other day at the Refuge
On Sandy Mush Road making their yearly rounds

Thousands of them and ducks and other cranes 

Colored the skies and deafened the sounds of motors

I guess this time of year is like those birds

It comes around and things happen like this 

Where I find myself out of work 
And the days pass

Like chirps
                                                                 They Served
They served

But never shared their stories
No one really knew what they went through

Not until the day of their burials

Decades later

When their stories were eulogized 
The only hint that they served 
Until then rested on the walls

In picture frames

As young men

In WW II
Uncles Tony and Jim
                                                                    Big Drum                
Uncle Al
Who lives in Washington

Sent me a big drum

Made from a hollowed out tree trunk

It’s wrapped inside a blanket
Until I wake it up
                                                                      Tracks
I went to Point Reyes 
Up to the Lighthouse

Listened to the crashing sounds

Of the Pacific on a rainy day

No whales in view 
Footprints in the sand

Along the empty shore

Reveal someone was here before me

Was it a Miwok

Sir Francis Drake

Or a tourist?
Was it the holder

Of a Spanish Land Grant

Or a hippie?
My tracks

Who will know?
                                                      Two Bucks Worth
The frost has thawed
The sun is as warm as the cool air

I’m not going anywhere

There’s no rush to meet no deadline

No job to clock in

Two bucks in my pocket
                                                                     Apparition 
I saw a jackrabbit today

Near the railroad tracks

Don’t see them much anymore

Like when I was a kid

Out in the country

Where pheasants

Used to fly out of tall grasses
Where quail used to gather

In great flocks
Where did they go

Did they hop on to boxcars

And head out 

Or did they follow the skunk

And the opossum 

To the happy hunting grounds

Bellies full of poison
                                         Last Ones Standing
My buddy Richard Nunez whom I haven’t heard from in some time

He and I talked on the phone last night, about the past of course

The way things were, about those who are no longer around

We met in seventy-five at San Joaquin Delta College

When the Movemiento was going full throttle

He still does his artwork, I still write

We brainstormed about collaborating

Putting something together

His idea is for me to write a play
I say it’s okay, good idea

And give an idea of my own

He reminds me, we are like the last ones standing

Students of the Movemiento at Delta College

I realize how eerily true this is

We speak a little while longer and plan to hook up soon

But we been saying this for years

Both dreamers

Last ones standing
                                                            Like The Old Ones
It never bothered me before

Never gave it much thought

But here it is 

Each time I run into someone

I haven’t seen for years
I see how much they’ve changed

To hear in a few seconds or minutes

Their whole life experiences

Their ailments in a nutshell

They remind me of hearing old people
Talk when I was young

Oh, well
                                               All Nighters

There we were

Bad asses and clowns

Toking on good bud

Downing forties

Running around 

Looking for excitement

In the night life

A carful of loud music

Our minds buzzing

Headed to Merced

Modesto, Stockton

Disregarding the thought

Of consequences

For getting out of line

We just wanted to have fun

Our kind of fun

All nighters

Young
                                                           Let’s Bust Loose
Sometimes I feel 

Like getting into my car

Looking up the guys

And telling them

Let’s bust loose

For a night

And cruise around

And get down

But none of them are around

And the ones that are

Are in the pen

Or out of town

Or so burnt out

They wouldn’t recognize me
                                                           Value Market
This morning I drove into Livingston
Stopped at Value Market for a soda

That store has been there since I was ten

At the edge of town

The Ow’s own it

Only the mom and a daughter

Run that big place now 
People say it’s a wonder

They even stay open

Because you never see more than

A couple of cars there at any time

I stop there just to buy a Coke
And tell them I’ll be back
                                                             Poor Ol’ Cocky
Poor ol’ Cocky

Antoinetta saved him

From another cock

Much younger than he

She found poor ol’ Cocky

On the ground

Head pecked 
Left bloody

Now he sits in a cage

Healing

He used to be cock of the walk

Chased the other roosters around

Away from the hens

I knew it wouldn’t be long

Before the younger roosters

Would grow big and strong

Cocky was a real fighting cock

His comb cut off

I guess it didn’t matter

He just got older
                                                   New Year
2010 is here
A blue moon lights the night
Three years ago I was asked
To build a fire every New Year

By elder Harry Jack 
I’ve kept my word 
To do so with a prayer

And some songs
In memory of our ancestors

In reverence to our elders

In devotion to our families

In hope for the world
                                                                 Tough Cuss
I drove to Stockton in the rain

To visit old friends 

The waterfront has changed some

The downtown flop houses are few

Seem ready for the wrecking ball

There are still the usual transients
I recognized a few of them

They’ve been on the streets since

When I used to live here

Only now they look old

Weathered 

Haggard

Hanging on a thin thread

So much for a dream

I see these streets and wonder
How many have been killed 
How many stabbed  

How many from a drive-by

How many from cheap wine

How many in a wreck

How many by cops

There’s a gloomy look to Stockton at night

Even on the north side

Where they got the malls and shopping centers
There is a silent atmosphere 

Of anxiousness

Apprehension

Danger 

Fat City is a tough ol’ cuss

I visit friends briefly

Let each other know we’re alive

And leave town

Leave behind twenty years

Of rent and crazy times
In 2000 for good
And again today
                                                           Tech-No-Logical
Let me see

What did I do when there were no computers

No Internet no I- phones

No electronic banking

No ATM cards 

I used cash 

If I didn’t have the money 
I didn’t need it

I read books

I drew by hand

I was out more

Visited more

Saw the birds

Watched the clouds
Gazed at the stars

Let me see,
Laughed more?
                                                              Impressions
In front of Liberty Market

She held him as he struggled
With each step 
She seems a little stronger

Time has left them frail

I saw them on PBS years ago

Talk about the Japanese internment camps

Tears ran down her face

She was the Selma Herndon School nurse

Back when I was kid

I worked knocking his almonds one year

He helped get that old house moved here from Merced
La Casa Campesina
Seeing them I saluted them in my mind
For helping a boy see 

That there were still good people in this world

Fran and Jake Kirahara
                                                                       Retired
They spend their time now
These people I’ve known since boyhood

Mostly indoors

In front of the television

Up in age

On fixed income

Their vigor their purpose
Their desires much more

Have clocked out

There is less need for clutter

A TV and a microwave

A window with a view
Channel Thirty News

Living on the clock
They’ve been taught a lifetime

To comply by
Read the TV Guide
                                                          What a Fish Can Do
I cast my line out into the choppy water

Of O’Neil Forebay

It was cloudy, cold and windy

I used anchovies for bait

Hector brought his wife and kids

To get them out of the house

It took five minutes

And the kids excitedly cried out to me

That the bell at the tip of the pole was going crazy

I reeled in the line and felt something pulling back

I thought it might be a catfish

And there it was fighting like a champ

A fifteen pound Striper

I got my camera and took some shots

The kids acted like I had performed a miracle
And for a minute there I felt like a hero
                                          The Human Spirit
You watched when they toiled in the fields 
How they could laugh in their sweat and exhaustion

How they didn’t complain how hard the work was
How they didn’t whine and bitch about the cheap pay 
Because it wouldn’t have mattered if they did

Just work- work- work- work 
Ignored the pleas their muscles made for rest

Singing and smiling
Like they had the world by the tail

Even when they had to shit in the weeds

Because the growers didn’t see them fit 

Enough to put up a portable potty

You saw them one day stand up and shout, Enough!  Basta Ya! Huelga!
And made it ok to look in the mirror

      Hmm....
     What you are about to read really happened.  Whether you believe it or not, doesn’t matter to me.  I never found any answers to what happened.  Life went on and time passed.  But here, now, I write down these few incidents without explanation.

     We who remember these things laugh about it now.  But it wasn’t so funny back then when we got spooked.  

1961
 Christmas Eve   

We were living in grandpa and grandma’s house 

On Longview when grandpa was still working

For the Southern Pacific and lived in Pleasanton 

It was cold that night  

Mom was in the kitchen baking all kinds of goodies   

The windows were steamed up  

Dad was at the table drinking   

I was in my pajamas in the other room with my coloring books   

The dogs began barking real mean   

 Aunt Rita bolted through the door  

Saying to my dad and mom Uncle Tony was outside 
Checking what was out there
Dad got a flashlight and went out back 

She said when they drove up 
The lights shined on this big hairy thing 
Standing upright by the water pump 

It stood taller than any man 

Its eyes were big and red  

The next morning I remember dad pointing out 
Giant footprints that went out into the field 

He placed his foot on one of those imprints

And Dads seemed so much smaller

Hmm….

1964

We were living on Washington Boulevard  

Miles from Livingston   

Dad had crossed over months before   

Mom and we kids lived alone   

We had no phone   

Mom bought a 1954 Ford  

But she only drove in the day 

Our neighbors to the east were a family 

Of Mennonites, a quarter mile away 

The neighbors west of us lived about the same distance 

One night we were watching Bonanza, eating TV dinners 
When this big explosion knocked out the lights 

We were used to the B-52’s from Castle Air Force Base  

Causing sonic booms that would rattle the house and windows   

But this boom was unusually loud     

Within a few minutes sirens and flashing lights 

Showed up down the street  

There was complete darkness up to that point   

But now the night was filled with fire truck 

And police lights whirling in the dark   

Early the next morning on our way to school 

In the bus we passed by an almond orchard 

And it was smoldering   

There were Air Force cars there   

It seemed something crashed and it wiped 

Out a whole bunch of trees   

But what struck me odd was   

It looked as if something fell and cut half 

A perfect circle in the orchard that 

Was still smoldering 
In school we got news from the teachers 
Saying that the radio reported 
Castle Investigators claimed a gas tank fell off a B-52 

Hmm….
1967 or 68 

A ranch in Hilmar was the site of mutilated cattle   

The rancher said no one could have entered his ranch 

But by the road alongside his home   

The cattle had vital organs removed   

They showed no signs of struggle   

But what was peculiar is 
Each one had its organs removed so perfectly 

Claims were made that only a laser could 

Have cut them out that perfect   

In those days it would have taken 

A whole lot of machinery to use lasers way out there   

And the funny thing is they also found 

The ground had scorched circles on it 

Hmm….
1967
That summer
We were living on the Corner of Lincoln and Longview Roads 

That night I sat in front of the tube watching Petticoat Junction   

Mom and the kids and grandma had been up town to the store 

When they got back my aunts and sisters 

And mom came running inside startled and screaming 
They took a minute to compose themselves 

All the while grandma was left outside in the car 

When they realized this they went out and brought her in   

They said when they drove up 

The car lights were shining on an object 

Ahead about a few hundred yards and 

That it had been hovering just above ground   

They thought at first it was a helicopter  

But it wasn’t making any noise   

Then they noticed it was a round object 

And had lights that went around it and 

When the car lights hit it suddenly 

It just shot straight up into the sky
Hmm….
1971 
One night on Buhach Road a man  

Reported to the Police that he 
Was driving and noticed someone or something 

In the rear view mirror chasing him  

As he picked up speed it did also   

When he passed a cattle pasture  

The thing stopped   

The man reported that it was big and hairy 

The next day a few cattle were found mauled to death 

This intrigued me and my friends  

So that night we packed into Carlos’ 

57 Plymouth and got a case of beer 

And went cruising the back roads   

All night   

In search of this big hairy thing   

What we were going to do if 

We encountered it?  We weren’t sure   

But with a few cans of courage and a 22 with one bullet

 We speculated all kinds of bravado things 

Well the night was over and 

The sun came up  

We were out of beer  

Carlos was tired of driving  

We went home 

1979

It was a hot summer’s day   

I was working for Parks and Recreation at the Merced Courthouse 

That afternoon after work I bought some beer and went home   

My cousin Tony was staying with us at the time    

A couple of the guys from the neighborhood came over 

And we went into the bedroom and drank some beer
We weren’t drunk yet 

While we were joking around
This weird sound came into the house and into the room   

It was like a big vacuum that was picking up speed 

And was sucking energy from the room   

We kept silent, stunned, What the hell is that?

We jumped up and ran outside   

Mom was standing there looking at the neighbors 

Who were also outside   

These Mexican women across the street 

Were on their knees praying and making the sign of the cross 

A few of the neighbors’ little kids were 

Pointing to the Varelas’ palm trees   

They said they saw a light hanging over it then it took off   

In those eerie moments we tried 

To figure out what the hell was happening 

Here came my cousin Jr. in a car with a Mexican 

Friend of his that could hardly speak English   
They slammed on the brakes and bolted out of the car
My cousins friend sure was trying hard to speak English   

Jr. said they were coming down First Street 

When something came at them window level   

He described it as a chrome round object   

He said it was coming towards them fast 

Then stopped in mid-air went backwards and went down F street 

The Fire Dept and Police showed up
And Blocked off First Street with barriers   

They told us not to worry   

That it was nothing   

But by the looks on their faces 

You could feel they were just as confused as we were 

Me and the guys ran down the alley and 

We could see down F Street   

The electrical and phone lines 

Were cut in half all the way down the street

On the ground 
In about an hour we looked up 

And saw a bunch of small planes circling
We never found out what it was 

Hmm….
Coda:  These things actually occurred   Explanations?  I don’t have any. 

All I know is that these things and many more strange things happened in 
those times in Livingston, Hilmar and Atwater. Castle Air Force Base was still 
active then. 

Hmm…. 
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