If but for one second, what would happen if I taught you how to capture forever?

There’s no greater tool than the mind given to you at birth—let it create, let it play, let it build for you the music your heart desires…then one day page through the journey with honesty and trust—view the you the rest of the world was forced to sing with.  

Depression isn’t anger against yourself or others—its God’s way of saying, “Here’s a gift, you shall be un-numb.”  

True leadership is based solely on the number of losers you surround your life with…we all have a weakness, leaders locate it—then spend the rest of your life feasting on the strength you fail to recognize.

-One man’s thousand twenty-one thoughts-

  October 15, 1998 thru July 12, 2001

About the author:

We live in a society based on “who” you know and not what you know.   I’ve only spent seven years of life trying to get to know…me.  

Talk about a horrible subject!  This kid can’t decide if he wants long hair, short hair, wear a black suit or t-shirt.  He’s true to his trees but damn if won’t turn his back on house work, trash and many times his friends. 

He wants you to decide for him!  Which means, if something goes wrong, it’s never his fault?      

No drugs—no alcohol addiction, only a need to create.  Or should I say an addiction to create.  Anything!  Make it bright!  Make it move the earth!  

I don’t decide when to toss something into the air.  It decides for me!  If this body, heart and soul aren’t available—you pay the price.  


Eventually, you look at the person in the mirror and wish he or she was dead, gone, and no longer available to generate this god-awful feeling that’s consumed your entire being.


Julia Cameron writes, “We are all born writers.”  


I knew this—I just forgot to pick up my pen and document the Kooshatay ookooshstah:  creative flow, a river.  

Introduction to the Artist
Face it.  All men keep journals.  Whether it’s their tight-lipped memory or constant viewing of monthly bank statements, putting pen to paper is human behavior.   

Its fear of failure combined with grasping onto the experiences offered by a school of hard knocks.  The pride of knowing you’ve got documented proof that someone has made a mistake.  You win!  

No matter what steps are taken--a paper trail rests within the prints created by your size 11 ½’s.   Feet stop growing but your history continues to gain weight.  


I’ve called journalizing every name in the book--from painting thought to building bridges.  This daily three-page escape not only darkened my paper trail but also gave me insight.

Since the summer of 1994, I’ve been offered a view of the owner.  I am the owner--the keeper of the key, ones self-looking back from the mirror during times of sexual glory and found out damnation.

I didn’t pay for this body and mind.  The owner is ordered to keep the hair combed and depending on how much beer has been consumed--the keeper must water the animal when called upon.

The title-holder is the first to know when something wrong has been performed.  Often times, he’s the last to admit it was a mistake.


Being honest can be accomplished while driving the car.  Satisfying a craving takes on the face of acceptance, receiving such blessed emotions champions the beast.  But what was spent while inhaling such an incredible flavor? 


Money is tangible.  It’s held then released.  Thrown away like we think we toss out memories.  We gather the green by means of work--a borrowing of the owner to another owner—he or she too is borrowed.  

Self-ownership is a legal form of prostitution, corporate slavery or a small business selling out its proper worth to best step forward.  We complain, moan and lean hard on other owners.

“How dare my property be treated this way?  It’s mine!  No one knows me more than me!”  Only to learn our next decision was governed by another owner’s intersection of decision-making based on what’s right for him to succeed.   S.Y.A.

Who would’ve ever thought?  Without the owner’s knowledge, the landscaper forced the soil to turn.  I didn’t set out to accomplish success.  Nor did I view my hand holding a pen then placing it on paper as being a self-escape for others.

It proved to be the first day of true self-discipline, challenging the owner to place his outside dealings on a different plate.  No matter how thick the fog, how silent the wind or how mysterious Steven King made his novels.  The pen placed on paper would become the required tool to properly shake hands with the owner of this mind, body and soul.

Fifty days passed before the goal was set.  I had written, without argument for a month in a half.  Could I?  Should I? Will I?  Have I got what it would take to push my thoughts onto paper for one thousand days in a row?  No sweat right?  

I added two ingredients.  Though I would write three pages of thought, one of them would have to carry the music of poetry and or be shaped into short story form.  

“How in God’s name can this happen?”  I remember screaming.

“Learn to lower your standards.”  The poet said to me. 

It was the owner’s kind words that fed protein to my creative diet.  So, the goal was set--one thousand days of three-page writing.  There would be poetry or a short story located somewhere within that days journey, which meant, the owner didn’t have to stop at just three pages.


To add more burn to the exercise--at its conclusion, the owner would take what he had written and share it.  Not to be filled with pride, conceit or personalized glory.  The human mind can’t handle another owner’s sunshine.    

Yet, there is a distinct possibility that during those thousand days a message was taught to the writer.  Writing isn’t a talent.  It’s a gift.  If improperly used, the toy breaks.  How many times must an owner replace his heart before he or she realizes the instruction manual given to us at birth asked very politely that we read it…to the very end?  

For those of us that don’t, the great creative God’s send messenger’s to put us back on the path of healing, not only for us but for anyone who surrounds the circles we create.  

Thich Nhat Hahn writes about authors wanting to paste thoughts of him onto pages of thickness.  His reply, “Write a book about yourself so that your family and friends can learn to better understand you.”

People don’t naturally assume they are brilliant writers.  If they did, there’d be more authors with brilliant classics available.  We choose instead to run from the idea that putting a pen to paper is a brilliant way to practice mindful breathing.

The thought of writing sickens the souls of too many.  

Not Dr. Ronald Mack of Wake Forest University—my mentor, my adopted father, the strongest man I’ve ever met.  He wrote constantly for no reason other than to educate.  He was so dedicated to making sure the people of the world better understood what poisons can do to the mind, heart, body and soul that it became his life long passion to deliver his knowledge by means of one page at a time. 

Losing him in December of 2004 created an emptiness that left me stronger than any other time in my life.  Medicine and poison don’t always come in pill form; therefore I shall continue his dream of helping to educate the proper methods of incredible healing without striking the body down with avenues of inhaled or exhaled reasons to stop believing.  

Mom always told me, “Your job is no different than anyone else.  You should never think radio is better than or lesser than any position held by others around you.”  

It’s that thought that’s allowed me to be faithful to you the reader.  Upon this journey you embark, you’ll quickly take note of my mentions of radio and its effects on each rising new day.  

I ask that you think of my mentions of radio as your current job—put yourself inside the same position at your place of work.  My reflections of radio are nothing more than a truthful view of what’s happened to America—not just one industry.  

My decisions and thoughts were destroyed by a corporate world fine tuned to making the almighty dollar—that makes me no different than you.  

If you aren’t and haven’t faced this picture painted by the means of greed, pray your business stays well aware of the downsizing of the American dream.  

The only thing I can tell my grandchildren about life in the new millennium is check your mailbox—be it emails or snail mail, someone is always willing to offer you a better credit card.  If you so choose to accept the responsibility, you can have anything you want in this world, but at a cost.  

That’s how big business works.  

Then one day, it all catches up.  It’ll be time to pay the mask maker.  Be it radio, an overnight clerk at a convenience store, a high profile secretary or a box cutter in the back room…when you sell your soul, you forever owe the devil in control.   

I don’t care how big you are or if your popularity ratings have reached record proportions—temptation and weakness creates an ache in the soul, to which you will spend an entire life trying to fill like a gutted out hole in the backyard.  

If you don’t take the time to meet your reflection in the mirror, share with it an honest smile and layout reasons to believe in any effort it wishes in creating a better today…the silence will grow and soon you’ll be out of control.

This book is nothing more than a reason to start believing in the person God wants you to be.  God isn’t your General Manager and God isn’t a long list of people who’ve destroyed your hopes in offering the world a sip of creation.  God is the silent voice whispering, “I still believe in you.”





      2/4/06

The entangled webs we weave through places spiders never discover leave no attachment to all things that fall.  Believed upon does not require willingness or acceptance—but rather a three minute timer.  Cradled is the lonely mans tear, his only weapon a pen.  For any word bled need not be food to anyone’s soul other than they who chose to sever a throat or two.  This paper is nothing but a blanket of warmth.  Your eyes re-ignite what would’ve cost any man his life.  Yes, it’s believed to be a battle with self-doubt—for only you know of your own willingness or acceptance—to which I ask, 

“What saves you from partnering with the spider?  This in time will invite natures curse…the cockroach.” 

The Poet M’e

I am he, the poet…pronounced May…taken from the quote May the sun rise above your tears.  I am the painter and the creator of what falls through a radio speaker.  All too often I’ve been accused of having magic tricks.  Without notice such a lame accusation is challenged not by they who need the work complete—but he who can’t seem to locate the spells, which govern the incredible sadness I’m forced to live with.  

This book isn’t an autobiography…yet what I speak is from the heart.  It’s a one-man journey through a cup of sugar.  It too must have magic tricks—look at the number who crave it and die while getting too much of it.  

Thank you for taking the time to page through what I call the wind…  No need to hide the breakables, this storm comes from within.

These written chapters are dedicated to Julia Cameron who had the courage to piece together the right words to say to the silenced/injured creators of the world.     

Quotes that breathe outside the 1,021 days

**note:  We share the same body and heart but they’re physically two separate creative’s who thrive on survival while using the same writing instrument.  The Poet and the Radio man—both are deep thinkers but can’t stand each other enough to sit in the same room.  When people accused me of not getting along with fellow employee’s I’d laugh…to which personality were they speaking?  Had they met the Painter, Producer, Forest Farming tree hugger or Native American Spiritualist?  Or had I not named one of the many me?        
I don’t see there being a big difference between love and hate…one look at the thirty-seven cuts on my left arm and I’ll quickly tell you that it took a lot of love to pull that kind of hate from my soul.  Today, I’ve learned to write rather than slice—again…aren’t they one in the same?  

I don’t see myself as being this gifted creator—if you wanna place someone on a pedestal now’s your chance to take a seat.  That’s who I am…a writer, painter, poet and radio junkie who has no problem making you feel more important than you really are.  Does that make me an jerk or a liar?  It depends on your mood.  Tomorrow I could be the only high you get.       

Personally…I’m not bothered by your thoughts.  Judgment is a disease.  I am who I am and trust me if I could fix it…I’d still be me.  

My goal is to turn that control room into a pulpit.  If I’m not making your day or changing your view about something evil enough to consume your imagination—my only request is for you to change the dial.  That means I’m not living up to my end of the pact I made with God.  








In memory of:

During our process of growth—we learn: one human year equals seven dog years.  What’s it like for a pet during an owner’s daily run to work?  In their hearts—it must feel like a week!  

This explains why dogs attack you with brilliant love at the door, are quick to forgive and waste no time to lift your hand over them to better pet their foreheads.  

Life is extremely short—even shorter if we’re playing by doggy rules.  Why waste time bickering when there’s plenty of puppy hugs’ and kisses to be worn?

This book served no real purpose until today.   Larry was seventeen—or one hundred nineteen.  The lives he touched…I sit giggling while unrecorded chapters of each memory race through my every thought.  

Children’s books could be written about Larry:  the extremely protective but playful Heinz 57 from Southern Cal.  

He knew how to hang out with the best of them.  Musician’s before they’re worldly famous, hordes of kid’s years before graduation—and a mother who put her entire faith into his unconditional way of loving.  

Which usually meant getting the opportunity to sleep under the blankets between her legs?  Even I’ve never earned that luxury.

I wish to dedicate this book to Larry.  A free spirited, clean cut, sharp dressed dog who knew when to pour on the charm while still sifting the air for better things to eat…I giggle because I can see him.  

It’s absolutely impossible for any human to document accurate accounts of life when one has passed.  Maybe this book and Larry will inspire you to take a sip of life and plant it on a clean sheet of paper.  Memories are incredible to hold—especially when your own handwriting serves as the key.  The once locked door is now open—come inside…     






August 12, 2001


Preface:  

The opportunity—1000 days: 

Write about what you see, feel, hear, taste and touch.  Be honest to yourself, the people you’ve never met and critics searching for new reasons to tear you apart.    

The opportunities—sacrifice your lifestyle.  To be creatively placed within the chapters, documented paths and uncovered trails, to one day be looked at as being lessons taught by someone as simple as you.  

Why you?  Reality isn’t fantasy yet fantasy has the ability to become reality.  No matter what decision you make—1000 days from today is 1000 steps from where you stood yesterday.  

The opportunity is to be you.  The more you learn about you--the more others trust and respect you.  

There’s only one challenge in life.  That challenge is trust.  Easily damaged, very difficult to rebuild, if you take the time to listen to all things that grow around you—trust is no longer an issue.  Respect becomes your sunshine and nobody ever demands the sun to rise.  It just does.  


In 1000 days I fought off career ending decisions and unexplained battles with sickness.  The challenge to face all changing seasons became my playground for poetry, art and anger.   


My creative world collapsed around me--only to learn another stood by.  I tried desperately to ward off close friendships and rumors of misguided behavior.  Only to come face to face with a possible second divorce.   


The average person lives to 72.  That’s 26,280 days!  We work, eat and play—scold, nurture and sing with songs played on the radio…the least we could do is offer our family a picture of what it was like.  That’s what this book is about.  A path into a simple mans heart.   

The Journey begins

October 15, 1998:  Pets

Somewhere along this chosen path we guarantee each other a bond.  A bond so strong--no one can penetrate it.  




Poetry: There is work to be done

There’s work to be done.  That’s all I can say—a step, a beat, a clock ticking away as age creeps slowly between my joints.  The hair is full of color, an array of blossoms always reaching for each tired shoulder.  The weight, a memory, a silent walk through trees that never sprouted leaves—that’s all I can say.  Willingness, a need, a clock ticking away as time slowly steals from me a breath.  The legs, they ache when I get up.  Reminders of child’s play taken to the edge then dropped…because once you’ve achieved, why do it again?  The eyes, the ears, dimmed by time--solitude serves as my best friend, until I fully understand.  There’s work to be done.  That’s all I can say.  To change, to heal, a clock ticking away as dreams start to fade.  

 October 16, 1998:  Corporate America
To achieve what’s expected—I have to be mightier than God.  My only true strength is to say, “No,” but how?  





October 17, 1998:  Writing each morning at sunrise
Harnessed is the waking imagination.  Then again, who am I to be such a fool to think it ever slept?  





October 18, 1998:  The morning mist inside the forest
It’s like a wall whose shadows lay in front rather than on its side.  It’s like standing backstage and I am there to watch another’s gift bring to the foreground pure human emotion as it explodes into thin air.





October 19, 1998:  New beginnings
Monday…the mind, imagination--the body, soul, heart--the arms, legs and eyes.  The path—sky and canvas—all are tired.  All are empty.  All see only one word…Monday.   





October 20, 1998:  The art of listening

A cricket sits outside singing its unevenly paced melody.  It adds a new song to the canvas—much different than a bird’s whistle, just as writing with a flashlight flirts with your imagination.    





October 21, 1998:  Procrastination
It could have lasted two seconds, the dream.  I’m not one to measure the distance between two stories.  One day I’ll look back at my notes.  One day.  





October 22, 1998:  The radio actor

I love the performance!  I crave the idea of mixing thought with sound, blending passion with purpose.  Yet, I don’t seem fired up.  I only feel like seeking revenge. 





October 23, 1998:  Bleeding the soul

A whisper of wind is that of a butterfly aimlessly floating from weed to weed—it’s a birds thought before leaping from the security of a well-protected perch.  Even I shall share a whisper of wind as I turn to view all of life passing me by.    





October 24, 1998:  Honesty starts with self
My greatest pleasure in life is sitting here in this giant living room painting what first comes to thought.  I never think twice about what’s written—it bleeds from me like an open wound.  





October 24, 1998:  Taken off the air again…



The sun will rise again tomorrow.  Radio will forever change—so shall the dreamers who step within this world of passion filled with over confident broadcasters.  





October 25, 1998:  Kayaking  

My eyes closed—I see forests of gold, red, orange and green.  Held together by limbs so strong, the passing of many storms fails to mark what makes this place of rest so unique.  Hidden within the sleeping clouds, the rising sun sounds off—it scares the ducks, geese and gray-bodied cranes.  During their flight I thank them—never once did they have to share this with me.    

**Note: Moments after penning this quote--my daily canvas was blessed with my first ever ink painting.  Because I dip my nibs into an inkwell, my hand had touched its edge to hard and the liquid poured over the book.  Taking my finger I played.  Within seconds a wine glass appeared followed by simple words of poetic value:  



        A past that remains un-forgiven—


Shall never take the shape of a perfected glass of wine

Although I still own the original piece of artwork, the only copy made was auctioned off in August of 1999 to help raise funds for the continued research of breast cancer.  The owner of the painting is Shane Berg of Charlotte, North Carolina.   From this point forward I knew my daily writing would have a new visitor.  An artist self I didn’t know, yet I was willing to let him draw.  





October 26, 1998:  Where does it come from?  

The mind travels to far away places so that whoever speaks through me can empty their creativity into my heart.  Truth is I never know what’s been given to me until it’s been created and or brought to life using whatever form of communication is available.  





October 27, 1998:  Question with no answers

How in Gods name have I been chosen to be the battered one?  Is this what I get for caring too much?  If silence is thyself-guarantee—then I must let all waves’ crash against my shore.  If silence is thyself guarantee—I must learn to watch lightning strike without closing my eyes.  To feel the roar of thunder scratch my deepest thought.  If silence is thyself-guarantee—I must gain the respect of myself.  God be with me til the end.  For it will take your strength to keep me in.  





October 28, 1998:  Self-guarantees

I am the greatest actor you will ever meet.  I must now put on the mask and become the greatest actor I’ve ever met.  

Am I the only one who saw such a vision?  Am I he who knew?  I spent too much time getting old.  Who but I would know?  

They can’t see through me if I don’t leave evidence of dissatisfaction.  The cleaned out office is overboard.  You’ve made your statement—now drop it.  

Whatever happens, will.  Whatever takes place shall.  That reason will invite change--I must accept it or get out.  





-When art is more than pictures painted-

 
A whisper of wind is all I wanted to hold--to lift, to soar, to bring to the child the motion of flight.  Like the aimlessly flying butterfly and the blue jay leaping into a world so untamed.  Yet his thought, a whisper of wind helped him gain the confidence to continue on.  

A dream isn’t a whisper of wind—nor a friend’s encouragement and continued support.  A whisper of wind is that of insight—to have, to hold, to build up bringing to life a gust or passing storm.  

For in a butterfly’s life, as tiny as it seems—the way it flies resembles a black and white movie.  So strong the rain pours the characters feet wobble from side to side—maybe he too is toying to feel the whisper of wind held by the butterfly.  

The blue jay: The insight of holding something incredibly difficult to see.  A whisper of wind: inspiration and influence never that of greed.    

So I close with no whisper of wind to hold.  My paint shall dry.  I’ll close the book then move onto another day.  I’ll stop to view the ice crystals that have grown from the first seasonal freeze.  Another whisper of wind I chose to watch but never seek.  

A whisper of wind:  Will it one day fill the sails of my ship?  Only I know that answer, only I have the insight.  I can help guide what’s quite difficult to see--Something as simple as a whisper of wind…Inspiration and influence, never that of greed.  

--This piece of poetry appeared on a painting gifted to the people at P.E.T.S.  It was auctioned to help raise funds for the elderly and their fuzzy little buddies.  Surprisingly—a sixteen-year-old girl purchased the painting and poetry.  She felt it described exactly the way she felt about growing up.





October 29, 1998:  Between dreams 

My tears—they remain silent.  Even though I can feel them sliding down my hollow cheeks--that strange little tickle, feather like.  It’s as if God is saying, “Goochie goochie goo…”  

