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Preface 
 

Several years ago, my wife who was at the time teaching in an adult education program for men 

and women who had not completed high school, told me about the poetry her students wrote. She 

was impressed with the sincerity, poignancy and quality of their writing. Many had come from 

horrifying life situations of abuse, poverty and other hardships which they wrote about with 

feeling and clarity. My wife and I are both well educated, at least in a traditional understanding, 

each having post graduate degrees. Therefore, it was inevitable that she would say to me “I can’t 

write poetry, you can’t write poetry, yet these young folks with little formal education write 

brilliant, earnest poetry from their hearts.” Being whom I am, for good or bad, I replied, “What 

do you mean I can’t write poetry?” I proceeded to write the poem contained in this volume 

entitled “Dayton Spring.” Since then I have written about 75 poems of which Thought Sketches 

contains what I consider my best. You, of course, will be the judge as to whether they are of 

value. 

 

Writing poetry, at least for me, is not something done intentionally. Rather it is something that 

comes to me at moments. I could no longer say I am going to write a poem and sit down and do 

so than I could stop the rain. Rather, my attention is directed to something and the words pour 

out. For example, the poem “She Danced for Me” came about one day while I was in Santa Fe, 

sitting on the deck of our rented condo overlooking some cottonwood trees, when a gentle breeze 

started and one of the trees began swaying rhythmically in a most unusual and beautiful manner. 

I became mesmerized by the motions and realized that I was the only one in creation 

experiencing this at this precise moment, and the words began to pour out onto the page.  
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Many people find it difficult to relate to poetry. I think the reason for this is that much poetry 

requires a great deal of prior intellectual preparation before it can be fully appreciated. 

Exceptions to this might be the poetry of Carl Sandburg, Paul Laurence Dunbar and a few others. 

Yet, I believe poetry can create imagery such that many non-poetry lovers can experience the 

beauty, emotion and inspiration of the written word without reverting to esoteric measures. The 

goal of poetry is precisely that. To express in words conceptual images that convey in a rhythmic 

(not necessarily rhyming) way expressions of the beauty of nature, the emotions of love and 

despair and the inspiration found in human struggles. Further, I believe this can effectively be 

done using everyday language about everyday experiences. I chose the title Thought Sketches, 

for this volume of poetry for this very reason – to bring the beauty of poetry to people who have 

not had the opportunity to appreciate this form of literature in the past. I have divided the poems 

into four sections dealing with nature, inspiration, personal matters and observations. Each poem 

is preceded by a brief introduction that describes the situation the poem addresses. One might 

consider reading these poems and keeping a personal journal in which to record thoughts that 

each of the poems bring to your mind. In any case, I hope you find this volume of value in your 

life journey and that you will from time to time revisit your favorites. 

 

Sam Gould 

Divide, Colorado 

         2018 
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Introduction to Nature Poems 

 

In 2005 my wife and I moved to Divide, Colorado to begin our years in retirement. Divide is 

located 25 miles west of Colorado Springs at an elevation of 9200 feet above sea level. While it 

geographically is a true watershed, Divide is not located on the Continental Divide, although you 

can see it in the distance from Divide. The area has beautiful mountain scenery including views 

of Pikes Peak. It is a playground for deer, elk, black bears and the occasional mountain lion. Its 

fields and valleys spout numerous species of wildflowers in spring and summer including wild 

iris, harebell, mariposa lilies and Indian paintbrush. Steller Jays, Magpies, Hawks, Ravens, Owls, 

Nut Hatches and Mountain Chickadees own the airways. Sunrises and sunsets are frequently 

spectacular.  

 

The Pikes Peak region is the ancestral home to the indigenous Ute tribes and many of todays 

roads follow their earlier paths. It is also the location of the 1890’s Cripple Creek Mining 

District. In its heyday it was the foremost Gold camp in the world and gold mining is still active 

in the area. 

 

This is an ideal setting for inspired writing. Included in this section are poems such as Winter 

Mountain Fog which describes the crystal fantasy world created when fog settles on the area 

after dusk and pine boughs become crystalized by morning. Tava, the Ute name for Pikes Peak, 

is a poem about the majesty of this mountain which was immortalized in Kathy Lee Bates 

America the Beautiful. Pikes Peak is often referred to as America’s Mountain. Mountain Winter 

Dawn and Winter Sunrise on Wilkerson Pass were inspired by early morning sunrises while 

Winter Evening Pastels express a surreal evening sunset. Water was inspired by the Wu Wei 



 

3 

 

fascination with water and the power exhibited by a waterfall in Yankee Boy Basin near Ouray, 

Colorado. Green speaks to spring in the high country, which is different than the spring of 

Dayton Spring. The Aspen Grove came to me one day while gazing upon the aspen grove outside 

my window. At a different time, out my front window was a young faun lying in cover under the 

clump of spruce trees, seemingly invisible to the world. This latter experience led to writing 

Respite Below the Radar. Rocky Times reflects on difficult times in one’s life that is fertile for 

developing true grit in facing life’s passages. Peaceful Endings is a short poem about days 

endings.  Not all of the poems in this section are from Colorado. I and Thou: She Danced for Me 

was written while visiting Santa Fe and Dayton Spring, my first poem was written while we still 

lived in Dayton, Ohio. Please enjoy these poems inspired by the beautiful natural events of this 

creation we all share. 

 

 

  



 

4 

 

Tava 

 

The back of our home in Divide, Colorado contains a spectacular view of Pikes Peak. Zebulon 

Pike on a military expedition is credited with discovering Pikes Peak in 1806. Zebulon was not 

able to reach its summit, but it was named after him none-the-less. The Spaniards had known of 

it much earlier and had called it El Capitan. But it was the ancestral Utes who set first eyes on 

this natural beauty jutting 14,110 feet into the Colorado heavens. Prior to Whites coming, the 

area was inhabited by the native American Utes. Tava is the ancestral Ute name for Pikes Peak. 

The word Tabeguache in the second to last line of the poem is the name the Utes from this area 

called themselves. In 1895, Katharine Lee Bates, an English professor on leave from Wellesley 

College, and teaching a summer course at Colorado College, penned the words to America the 

Beautiful after a trip up Pikes Peak. Tava is a poem that captures some of the mountain’s 

qualities. 

Tava  

Island in the sun,  

Inspirer of anthems,  

Intimidator of Zebulon,  

Speaker to ancients,  

Reaching abruptly upward from the plains,  

At times touching the heavens.  

Sometimes hidden yet always present.  

Summer gray above timber,  

Yields to snow white by mid-autumn.  

Radiant at morning’s beckoning,  

Stalwart through the day,  

Aglow at day’s end.  

Tava, miracle of the creator,  

And gift of creation,  

Sing to us a lullaby,  

As if to a lover.  

Inspire us majestically as if an angel of God, and  

As with the Tabeguache,  

Bring us in awe back to mother earth. 
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Mountain Winter Dawn 

 

Colorado winters are different from many other parts of the country. The image of many is of 

cold winters and robust snow storms. That does happen, of course. But storms are followed by 

bright blue skies and a sunshine that lifts the spirits to new heights. One does truly experience a 

“Rocky Mountain High.” This poem captures the dawning of morning light after a winter storm 

when the clouds have departed and the sun is breaking through the night darkness. 

 

Mountain Winter Dawn  

The dawn awakens in silent splendor, 

Spreading its light across the horizon.  

Aspen awaken in their winter nakedness  

And pines yawn with evergreen robustness, 

Forming silhouettes against the red, orange and blue.  

Hints of snow adorn the mountain heights,  

While streaks of blue breach the early morn.  

Does not each season have its beauty?  

Are we ever left only to despair?  

Awake from your muddled confusion, 

Allow your senses to overwhelm you.  

It is only in such ways that we begin to fathom the holy.  

It is only in such ways that we begin to appreciate mystery. 
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Winter Mountain Fog 

 

Often in winter a fog will roll in high in the Rockies, limiting vision and thickening the air with a 

damp gray vapor. Its humidity chills those of us caught out of doors. But in the morn, when light 

breaks and the sun dissolves the clouds the ponderosa stand crystallized against the deep blue 

heavens. It reminds us of the promise of morning life when death seems to have ruled the night. 

A Winter Mountain Fog was written about this moment. 

 

Winter Mountain Fog 

A freezing winter fog, 

Rolling in at night, 

Obscuring vision, 

Chilling to the bone, 

Recedes in the morning sun, 

Revealing an icy fantasy of crystal pine palaces. 

So, it is, 

When a dreaded night of the soul, 

Engulfs us in thick hopelessness, 

Clouding our perspective, 

And sending us spiraling downward, 

Then the  morrow brightens, 

Crystallizing in stunning new hope. 
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Dayton Spring 

 

My wife and I lived in Dayton, Ohio for twenty years. Our three sons completed high school and 

their post-secondary education during this time. They each fell in love in Dayton and married 

wives and began having what eventually became our eight grandchildren. Dayton holds many 

memories, both professional and personal. Dayton winters are not harsh compared to some parts 

of the country. But they seem long and after a magnificent fall November ushers in a big gray 

umbrella that seems to clog out the sun until spring. But, alas spring. Spring is glorious. Perhaps 

that is why I found it so easy to write this first poem several years ago as a spousal challenge. 

Here are my impressions of and response to a Dayton Spring. 

 

Dayton Spring 

Tender young leaves venture forth from dormant black branches, 

Crocheting delicate green lace against the heaven. 

Spring is here! 

Clean puffs of brilliant white clouds emerge from winter’s gray, 

 to contrast against the clear blue sky. 

Spring is here! 

Newly mown grass engulfs the senses as lawns turn lush green once more. 

Spring is here! 

The heart leaps with joy, 

As the robin and jay once again search for their daily bread. 

Spring is here! 

Hope is reborn as life leaps from death to vitality, and 

God’s eternal promises are rekindled in our hearts once again. 

Hallelujah,  

Spring is here! 
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Green 

 

Following the spring theme, Green approaches spring not from a midwestern perspective, but 

from a Rocky Mountain perspective. In the Rockies, spring slowly unfurls. With snow storms 

likely until the first week of June, there needs to be a slow start lest new life be snuffed out 

prematurely by a blanketing snow. The topic is first approached as though it was a color 

preference but proceeds with the nature of the spring event. I hope this poem brings you a new 

appreciation for green, if it is not already your favorite color. 

 

Green  

Perhaps it is not my favorite color,  

But then again perhaps it is.  

In spring the blades turn from winter brown to tender green,  

Succulent and joyous for the deer and elk,  

having grown weary of sustenance from last year’s crop of now dead grasses.  

Ah, but the trees;  

At first tightly wound buds begin to unfurl,  

Next small skeletal leaves expose themselves;  

And continue to expand to fullness.  

Magnificent!  

It is spring!  

New life!  

New hope!  

For even the most ancient,  

It is an opportunity to reinvent,  

To try again,  

To freshly resurrect old dreams.  

Green,  

It assuredly is my favorite color. 

Sam Gould 
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Peaceful Endings 

 

My wife and I have, in recent years, taken up temporary residence in Santa Fe for the months of 

May and October. As the spring and fall are rather truncated at 9,200 feet above sea level in Divide 

where we live, this respite in May and October allows us the joy of a more robust spring and an 

extended fall. Fort Marcy is a place in Santa Fe where people gather each evening to watch the sun 

recede into the horizon from above the city. In a relaxed atmosphere one can end the day on a 

peaceful note. Peaceful Endings captures such a moment. 

 

Peaceful Endings  

Let each day end in peace.  

Rest is near,  

And a new dawn,  

Will bring its own challenges and joys.  

But for now,  

Breathe a sigh, 

Absorb the quiet,  

And be present, 

As in the distance the sun silently descends below the horizon. 
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Respite Below the Radar 

 

Our home is secreted in a forest of aspen and spruce. One day I looked out our kitchen window to 

see a faun lying under the draping boughs of a one of the spruces. Nearly hidden from site of friend 

and foe I thought how comfortably it was flying below the radar in respite. It reminded me of how 

many times I have used this technique to rest and regenerate my energies.  

 

Respite Below the Radar  

We all fly below the radar at times.  

Like the fawn,  

Secreted among the flora,  

We seek safety in obscurity.  

In these times of respite,  

We renew our strength,  

For there will be a day,  

When boldness,  

Rather than retreat,  

Will be required of us. 
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Rocky Times 

 

Several years ago, my wife and I were off-roading in southern Colorado traveling on an old 

railroad route called the Alpine Loop. It is a popular route in the summer after the snows have 

melted. Travel requires a four-wheel drive high clearance vehicle. At one point on our journey I 

came upon an upward sloping tight turn with exposed rocks. It posed a challenge for both my 

courage and our Toyota 4 Runner’s clearance. It immediately brought to my mind that as on this 

road less traveled how rocky life’s pathways can get. But once we were past this obstacle we came 

upon an area of pristine beauty that made us feel as though we were at the very pinnacle of the 

world. Later, in recollection I wrote the poem Rocky Times.  

 

Rocky Times  

Life is not always kind.  

There are rocky times.  

There are also mountain high experiences.  

Yet, it is the rocky times that require us to develop true grit.  

In these times we muster courage to face our adversities.  

We are thankful that our God does not cause these times of trial,  

But is always there, 

In our Depth, 

Emboldening and inspiring us,  

To reach the heights necessary for us to prevail. 
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I and Thou: You Danced for Me 

 

One morning as I sat on the patio of our rented condo in Santa Fe looking out over the tree tops, a 

gentle breeze started a cottonwood rhythmically swaying. The grace of this sight caught me in a 

mystical stupor which I tried to capture in this poem.  

 

I and Thou: 

You Danced for Me 

We sat in the sunlight,  

That early fall morning,  

The tree and I,  

Each in our separate worlds of being. 

It was tall, but majestic and full,  
Its leaves golden,  

Not unlike others about it,  
Reflecting the autumns of their lives. 

A breeze began to excite her branches.  
She then took leave of being an it,  

Transcending ordinariness,  
Blissfully becoming and fulfilling her destiny,  

Of entering into relationship.  
It was no longer a tree and me, but  

You and I in solidarity. 

Sensing my mood,  
You began to dance for me.  

Resisting morning breezes, then submitting,  
Wavering never in simplistic unison, but  

In a symphonic ebb and flow.  
Movements so gracefully synchronous,  

As though inspired by a Mozartian sonata,  
That only you could embody,  

And I could imagine. 

I sat in the sunlight now mesmerized,  
Aware that she danced only for me. 

God is in all of creation,  
Playfully there to surprise and delight us.  

Bringing us into relationship,  
Making the ordinary extraordinary  

As if turning pedestrian water into epicurean wine. 

We can drink it,  
If we take the time. 
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I sat in the sunlight,  
That early fall morning, but  
Now enriched and fulfilled,  

Not as a tree and I, but rather,  
In oneness with Creator,  

And creation. 
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The Aspen Grove 

 

I live in an aspen grove, punctuated with some spruce and ponderosa pines. As summer 

approaches the leaves return and wild flowers begin to populate the ground beneath. Harebell 

always looking down as though painfully shy, Indian paintbrush stocky and proud, and mariposa 

lilies coming later in their glory. Then the aspen submit to autumn gold and later barren 

nakedness.. The Aspen Grove recounts this annual unveiling of nature. 

The Aspen Grove 

There is an aspen grove outside my window.  

As spring winds blow away winter  

Infant leaves begin unfolding,  

Growing into adolescence,  

Anticipating their adult fullness. 

There is an aspen grove outside my window,  

Its trees standing at attention, erect and tall,  

With branches held tightly,  

Quietly quaking,  

Excited by the breeze. 

There is an aspen grove outside my window,  

Grasses green form a carpet beneath,  

Harebell look away and downward,  

Perhaps blushing at their purple beauty. 

There is an aspen grove outside my window,  

On its carpet the lilies gracefully bob in a breeze,  

Dripping with insane beauty.  

Surely its countenance demands cautious coddling.  

Nay, its gentle beauty belies its tenacious survivability. 

There is an aspen grove outside my window,  

Indian paint stands despite itself.  

Its orange red flower stiffly bends in the breeze,  

Proud and defiant. 

There is an aspen grove outside my window,  

Yellow now.  

Its time has come.  

Leaves fall and its dormant time begins. 

There is an aspen grove outside my window,  

Barren branches dominate the scene.  

White is on white as snow covers the ground.  

And the trunks grunt in the cold wind,  

And dream of spring. 
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Water 

 

Huston Smith’ World Religions provides an excellent overview of the world’s major religions. In it 

I learned of the Taoist concept of Wu Wei and their appreciation for the qualities of water. From 

this inspiration came the following poem simply entitled Water.   

 

Water  

Let us be more like water.  

It has its own mind, seeking its own level.  

When its flow is blocked it rises to new heights.  

It is persistent enough to carve great canyons through fields of granite.  

Yet it seeks to avoid confrontation, flowing around any obstacle within its path.  

When it becomes muddied or soiled it seeks stillness to cleanse itself.  

It is transparent, letting whatever it envelops show through it.  

Its power has provided energy for eons.  

Its beauty has inspired poets and painters.  

Let us be more like water. 
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Winter Evening Pastels  

 

One evening just before dusk the sun had settled out of the sky and the aspen grove in front of my 

home became alight with surrealistic pastels of pink and purple. This poem captures that moment. 

 

Winter Evening Pastels  

The sunset exploded gently,  

As if in slow motion,  

Forming a soft pastel saturated transition,  

For the day’s end,  

From the day’s brilliance into early winter darkness.  

Nature’s profound creative expressions,  

Enrich our soul, and  

Bodes us to rise above our routine cares. 
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Winter Sunrise on Wilkerson Pass 

 

On my way to Leadville early one winter morning I stopped at Wilkerson Pass about thirty 

minutes into the journey. The Pass overlooks the plateau known as South Park. West of South 

Park lie the Collegiate Peaks, Mounts Princeton, Harvard, Yale, Oxford, Columbia and others, 

all topping 14,000 feet above sea level. Coloradans call mountains over 14,000 feet the 

Fourteeners and there are 53 of them in the state. As the sun rose shadows developed and the 

cold winter night receded into early morning. Here is how I described it. 

 

Winter Sunrise on Wilkerson Pass  

Still partially encased in the wintry chaos of night,  

High above the continent’s vast plains,  

The light of day glides in gently,  

Warming the South Park plateau.  

Each day brings a new beginning.  

A time when new possibilities, and  

New challenges gently enter our pathways,  

To warm the winter from our souls. 

 

 

  



 

18 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Personal  Poems 
 

  



 

19 

 

Introduction to Personal Poems 

 

When one reaches and surpasses their seventieth year they have many varied experiences. Some 

of those experiences are worthy of being memorialized in poetic form. In this section you will 

encounter nine poems that fall into this category. Three of them concern the relationship between 

my wife and me. She Said Yes pertains to the first time I asked her out on a date and the 

trepidation I experienced around this event. Who Is She is a love poem I wrote for my wife after 

many years of marriage. Our Time Together skips ahead several decades and was written in 

commemoration of our 50th wedding anniversary. Another poem, I Don’t Stand to Be Recognized 

capsizes how I feel about being recognized for my military service during the Vietnam era. It 

centers on no matter how much your service may have demanded of you there are others who 

sacrificed so much more. Because my service was only a positive experience for me, I don’t feel 

I should be recognized as though I sacrificed the same as others who gave so much more. Afsena 

and Her 3X5 speaks of a young woman named Afsena from Iran. Her husband was on a student 

visa and my wife befriended her and helped her learn English. One of the few possessions she 

was able to bring with her from Iran was her prayer rug. When she was about to return home, she 

met with my wife one last time and out of gratitude gave my wife her prayer rug as a gift. The 

Courtship is a fun poem I wrote to describe how I thought my great grandparents may have met, 

fell in love and married in late 1882. Tragically, my great grandmother died in Leadville, 

Colorado at age 30 in 1890 of appendicitis, leaving behind her husband and their seven-year-old 

son, Sammy. Retirement Musings is a poem that speaks to the retirement transition, especially as 

it may pertain to someone ending a challenging, but successful career. An Ending: A Beginning, 

Break Through Moments and When I Die are poems that in one way or another deal with life’s 

ending, and some of my thoughts about it. I hope you enjoy peeping into my life and I hope it 

conjures up memories of your own past. 
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Afsena and her 3X5 

 

Nearly 40 years ago I was a young assistant professor at the University of Texas at San Antonio. 

My wife taught English as a second language (ESL) at a local church. It was there she met a 

young woman from Iran named Afsena. Afsena was in San Antonio with her husband who was 

on a student visa and enrolled in an MBA program in a university across town. Afsena, a devout 

Muslim, brought her prayer rug to America with her. When it was time for them to return to Iran, 

Afsena met with my wife and on her shoulder was her rolled up prayer rug. For your kindness, I 

give this too you, she said. The rug has been a treasured gift in our home ever since that day. 

This poem was written to capture this story. 

Afsena and Her 3X5 

It was small,  

It is all she could bring.  

What was ahead of her?  

America?  

It sounded so good.  

Yet, foreign.  

The carpet.  

It is small.  

Just 3X5.  

It will fit our journey.  

I will bring it to remind me of home.  

On it I will pray.  

...  

A kind soul.  

She helped me.  

She cared.  

She worked with me and gave me a sense of the home for which I longed.  

She is a person of Allah!  

Allah must love her!  

 

I will give her my solace and my refuge, my home away from home, my 3 X 5.  

She may not know what she receives, the mat on which I worshipped.  

Yet I will give it to her as a token of my gratitude, and  

In recognition of our shared humanity.  

...  

The 3x5 has lived.  

Afsena has vanished.  

Perhaps alive. Perhaps not.  
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But, she lived.  

She was a woman.  

Whom God loved,  

She knew God, and  

She knew God’s love.  

God, help us love all, all that you have created and love.  

Help us to honor others who are able to love the ones who are different from them!  

The ones who receive the 3x5’s, as well as those who give them. 
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I don’t Stand to Be Recognized 

 

My father served in the U.S. Infantry during World War Two. He was assigned to the Fifth 

Armored Division serving in northern Italy engaging the German military in several fierce battle 

encounters. On October 30, 1944 in an exchange of shellfire, he was wounded for which he 

received the Purple Heart. In his foxhole, his buddy fighting next to him was killed in that same 

exchange. Dad often said he received a million-dollar wound, meaning he was sidelined with an 

injury that left him with no lasting disability. Like so many veterans he never talked about his 

combat experiences. He thought he had fought in the war to end all wars. But he confided in me 

that if I did ever have to serve in the military that I should join one that would provide a bed to 

sleep in at night.  

In the summer of 1966 I received my draft notice. By then I was married and had graduated from 

college. That meant I could enter the service as a military officer after attending officer training. 

Following my father’s advice of a service obligation that provided a bed, I joined the U.S. Air 

Force. Although this was during the Vietnam era, my service was confined to duty stations in the 

U.S. and I never saw combat. Young men and women have served in situations from benign to 

horrid. But it seems that no matter what their individual experience, there was always someone 

who had it worse. Many in deference to those who sacrificed more than they themselves had 

refuse to stand and be recognized as did my father and as I do now. It is not meant as disrespect 

for military service, but as respect for those who sacrificed so much more. This poem expresses 

this emotion and stance. 
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I don’t Stand to Be Recognized 
Several times throughout the year veterans 

are asked to stand and be recognized. 
I don't stand to be recognized. 

I served our country,  
But I don’t stand to be recognized.  
I served, even received a medal,  

I never left the country.  
Was it enough?  

No battle experience,  
No bullets whizzing by,  

I spilt no blood, I gave no blood.  
I carry no scar.  

Was my service enough?  
I don’t stand to be recognized. 

I served our country,  
But I don’t stand to be recognized.  

I served overseas,  
Even received a medal,  
No battle experience,  

No bullets whizzing by,  
I spilt no blood, I gave no blood.  

I carry no scar.  
Was my service enough?  

I don’t stand to be recognized. 

 

I served our country,  

But I don’t stand to be recognized.  

I served overseas,  

Even received a medal,  

War was all about me,  

But I served away from the action.  

No bullets whizzing by,  

I spilt no blood, I gave no blood.  

I carry no scar.  

Was my service enough?  

I don’t stand to be recognized. 

I served our country,  
But I don’t stand to be recognized.  

I served overseas,  
Even received a medal,  
War was all about me,  
I was in the thick of it.  

But only my buddies were hit.  
None hit me,  

I spilt blood, I gave no blood.  
I carry scars. 
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Was my service enough? 
I don’t stand to be recognized. 

I served our country,  

But I don’t stand to be recognized.  

 

I served overseas,  

Even received a medal,  

War was all about me,  

I was in the thick of it.  

I was hit,  

I spilt blood, I gave blood.  

I recovered.  

Others lost their body parts,  

Some lost their life.  

I carry scars.  

Was my service enough?  

I don’t stand to be recognized. 

I served our country,  
But I don’t stand to be recognized.  

I served overseas,  
Even received a medal,  
War was all about me,  
I was in the thick of it.  
I was hit, I recovered.  

I spilt blood, I gave blood.  
I lost my legs.  

Others lost their lives.  
I carry scars.  

Was my service enough?  
I can’t stand to be recognized. 

 

I served our country,  

But I don’t stand to be recognized.  

I served overseas,  

Even received a medal,  

War was all about me,  

I was in the thick of it.  

I was hit,  

I spilt blood, I gave blood.  

All my blood.  

I didn’t recover.  

I carry no scars.  

I carry nothing.  

I am not here to stand.  

I guess my service was enough. 
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She Said Yes!   

 

On a lighter note, when I was a teenager my parents relocated to another state, and I had to change 

schools in midyear. I was dreadfully shy, and the new high school was the largest in Ohio at the 

time. As I entered my new homeroom the teacher introduced me and when I looked up one of the 

girls in the class smiled at me. Later we met in the hall because we had lockers side by side. I had 

recently passed my drivers examination and I wanted to ask her out on a date. But, alas, I was too 

shy to do so. This went on for the rest of the school year until the last day of school. This young 

lady just so happened to live near the school and walked to and from her home each day, carrying 

her violin. I met her after school and walked with her to the corner of her street. I knew it was now 

or wait for the fall of our senior year. At the last possible moment, with my heart in my throat, I 

asked her to go on a date the next Friday. To my amazement, she said yes. This poem captures my 

youthful fear and elation at her response. This year we will celebrate our 55th wedding anniversary. 

She Said Yes!   

It was my last chance.  

It was now or wait until the fall.  

It was the last day of school.  

I was so uncertain.  

I was so inhibited.  

I was so scared.  

I was so lonely.  

I was such a loner,  

The new kid in school.  

Would she say yes?  

Would she go out with me?  

I began to walk her home from school,  

That last day before summer break.  

I carried her violin.  

What else would a potential suitor do?  

Finally, we approached the turn to her street.  

I blurted it out.  

Would, would you go out with me next Friday?  

I held my breath.  

My heart was in my throat.  

I thought it would strangle me and I could hardly get the words out.  
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She said yes.  

I breathed a sigh of relief that only the gods could hear,  

Hopefully.  

 

And it all began.  

First date,  

West Side Story, Eldorado Drive-in.  

College,  

Marriage,  

Children,  

Careers,  

Year after year unfolded.  

Now over half a century has past,  

And the beginning is reaching an ending.  

And it all started,  

Because she said yes!  
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The Courtship: With the Whistle of the Train 

 

This poem is about my great grandparents. In the autumn of 1882, after working in Canada for a 

period of time, my great grandfather, originally from Western Pennsylvania, took a train from 

Manitoba to Lawrence, Kansas. During a brief stay, lodging at the Lawrence House, he met Lyda 

Schell. A few months after his arrival, in December of 1882, Lyda and Newton were married and 

left town on the train destined for a new home in the mining town of Leadville, Colorado. Details 

of their romance are sketchy, but this poem is how I imagine it may have unfolded.  

The Courtship 

He blew into town with the whistle of the train,  

Boarded at the Lawrence House,  

A respectable address.  

For an upright man.  

Handsome as all get out.  

He hails from Manitoba,  

Most recently,  

But with roots back east in Pennsylvania.  

His ideas were as grand as his stock of fiery red hair.  

I first saw him speaking to pastor Osmond,  

After Sunday worship,  

First Presbyterian Church.  

I admit, I was attracted to this tall red headed stranger.  

But at the same time a bit afraid.  

After all,  

He just blew into town with the whistle of the train.  

He was beginning to develop a reputation in town.  

Quite the personable one,  

Making friends as a bee gathers honey.  

We met quite innocently  

Downtown on Massachusetts.  

I've seen you at church, haven't I, he asked?  

I blushed in reply,  

My cheeks flashing heat,  

Must have glowed red, as red as his stock of fiery red hair.  

He asked my name.  

Lyda, I said meekly.  

He asked if I would go on a picnic with him.  

Next Sunday afternoon,  

Unescorted.  

How brash!  
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Who would have expected such boldness from someone,  

Who just blew into town with the whistle of the train?  

I stammered, could hardly speak  

Then when he asked,  

"You do eat don't you?"  

It shattered my guard, 

We both laughed.  

I said yes to my surprise.  

Why would I do such a thing with this fella?  

For after all,  

He just blew into town with the whistle of the train.  

A courtship followed,  

And a marriage in December of 1882.  

Shortly thereafter  

Newt and Lyda,  

Now husband and wife,  

Blew out of town with the whistle of the train.
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To Our Time Together 

 

This poem addresses looking back over time and how rapidly the time passes. Hours pass into days 

and days into weeks. But some things may not change. In this short poem I address the relationship 

between a man and a woman that remained steadfast over the years as much changed about them. I 

wrote it to mark our 50th wedding anniversary. 

 

 

To Our Time Together  

Hours fly by,  

Days come and go,  

Weeks disappear into the past,  

Leaves sprout, leaves fall,  

Wars are won, and wars are lost,  

Empires rise and fall  

Yet, some things do not change,  

We were young,  

We entered middle age,  

We became old,  

Yet we still are,  

Still Sam & Elaine. 
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Who Is She? 

 

This poem talks about the love between a man and a woman from the man’s point of view. Starting with 

uncertainty but empowered by mutual encouragement it grew into a love that lasted decades. 

 

 

Who Is She? 

I walked in the shadow of hell.  

So young, so confused.  

But, she smiled on me.  

So shy. So young. So undecided.  

But, she smiled on me.  

She saw something.  

I touched her. She recoiled. I searched.  

She saw something.  

And, she smiled on me.  

It started ... it continues.  

Up and down, but always forward.  

Who is she?  

She fulfilled my youthful passion.  

She still stirs my being.  

So much I wanted her, so much I loved her.  

So much I encouraged her.  

So much she made me who I am.  

How do you create a love like this?  

A passion that survives?  

Is it fate?  

Is it luck?  

Is it ...?  

She smiled on me, and it empowered me to be!  

I loved her, and it empowered her to be!  

How beautiful is that?  

Who is she?  

She is my wife. 
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Retirement Musings 

 

Life’s transitions cause stress. Growing from childhood to adulthood, leaving the protection of 

home and family, getting a new job and losing a spouse are just a few. In each case the question 

arises, “Who am I?” In the transitional event we lose some of the confidence in who we thought we 

were because the transition itself is a dying of a part of us. But it also brings an opportunity for the 

creation of a new self. Perhaps a self we have only mused about, one we have put off for another 

day or even one we suppressed for one reason or another. Retirement Musings speaks to the 

identity struggle that might follow retirement.  

Retirement Musings  

I earned mine  

I worked hard  

I made my contribution.  

See my wealth?  

I must have done what is right  

I must have become what was expected of me  

I can now enjoy life.  

I shall golf,  

I shall bowl,  

I shall play tennis,  

I shall go on luxury cruises.  

Perhaps, a somewhat decadent life, but  

I disserve it.  

This is what I will do!  

Does it matter that the world still groans, as a woman in the travail of birth?  

That there is still so much pain,  

So much more that needs done? 

That is not my concern,  

I have done my part  

I disserve my time of pleasure.  

Perhaps I can send a few bits to charity,  

and assuage any lingering guilt.  

I am good, I tell myself.  

Golf,  

Bowling 

Tennis,  

Cruises  

They are all deserved distractions.  
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They are my reward, 
My salvation,  
My validation.  

Yet, “the world still groans, as a woman in the travail of birth”  
Damn!  

Perhaps, golf, bowling, tennis and cruises are 

not my salvation, my reward, my validation.  
Maybe I am not so special.  

Damn!  
Who am I?  

It was said that, “the rain falls on the good and the evil”  
Could wealth also fall on the good and the evil?  

Could I just be “every man?”  
Could my life have been only self-serving?  

Damn!  
Who am I?  

I thought I knew.  
I thought I knew.  

Does self-discovery never end until The End?  
Yes, for the fortunate. 
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An Ending, A Beginning 

 

It was Benjamin Franklin who wrote "'In this world nothing can be said to be certain, except 

death and taxes." This brief poem addresses the former rather than the latter. How is it you would 

like death to come, when that time has come? My preference is a gentle presence, perhaps in 

sleep, perhaps with time to contemplate life’s blessings. Death is inevitable and one’s passing 

brings with it new beginnings for a new generation, and perhaps for the dead an entry to a new 

dimension. 

 

An Ending, A Beginning 

Come gently dark night of eternity.  

Be neither shockingly premature,  

Nor the salve for an insufferably long ordeal.  

Enter like a resting peace,  

With a touch of melancholy,  

And a full measure of contentment.  

Let creation weep at my passing,  

Yet be transformed in the new forthcoming. 
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Break Through Moments 

 

Break through moments are moments of insight and inspiration. They often occur at rest after a 

period of mental struggle over a problematic issue in one’s life or when a completely unexpected 

event challenges old mental frameworks or prejudices. This poem speaks of this and then 

wonders if death represents such a breakthrough moment. 

 

Break Through Moments 

Have you ever had a break through moment? 

The moment when the boundaries of convention are surpassed? 

When the puzzle is cracked, 

The equation solved, 

The prejudice shattered by an unexpected kindness, 

When a wound heals? 

When old thoughts are transcended, 

When the crisp morning whispers 

of novel beginnings, 

And, it is as though you have grown wings with which to fly? 

When you become born again, 

When belief morphs into faith, 

And life’s limitations recede from mind, 

Limbs take on renewed strength 

A smile paralyzes your mouth, 

Your eyes twinkle, 

And become truly open? 

I hope death is that way, 

A breakthrough into an eternity that, 

Supersedes ego, 

Drips with love, 

Frees from all restraints, 

And propels us through the ultimate barrier 

Into a new dimension of Reality. 
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When I Die 

 

When one reaches the final years of their life, the question of what shall become of one after 

death takes on an urgency that earlier years glossed over. When I Die addresses my own wishes 

as I enter what is most likely to be the final quarter of my life.  

 

 

When I Die 

When I die, 

Don’t lay me in a box, 

Satin lined, 

With handles of brass. 

Lay me not, 

In a vault of concrete 

Hermetically sealed. 

Nor, 

In a crypt, 

Dim and Dank, 

Where no light invades, 

Lest a visitor 

Breakest the seal. 

Rather, 

Surrender me to the fire. 

And return me to the soil, 

Let every molecule of matter and spirit, 

Be released, 

To be put to a new use, 

For the benefit of all, 

As the Creator would have it. 
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Issue Poems 
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Introduction to Issues Poems 

 

In this section are poems that deal with issues we all face on a daily basis. But addresses the issue of 

how we skirt the scriptural challenge to love all person, even our enemies. How we make excuses 

and fail to understand that loving neighbor as self is universal and not exclusionary. The Touch 

challenges us to make our touch on all we come in contact one of empowerment, love and uplift. A 

Step Removed is about the evangelical preacher, presenting the position that being a “believer” is an 

oversimplification of and a simple way out of the challenges and obligations of living fully in the 

Christian tradition. Spirit of Truth speaks to how we ignore the wisdom of the Sage and replace it 

with our old tired wisdom of violence, revenge and egotism. The Opening switches from a positive 

and challenging scriptural theme to one of how both scripture and culture have denigrated women 

over the centuries. The last poem in this section, The Real War on Christmas, speaks to the good 

news that Christmas brought and how it has been and continues to be ignored. It juxtapositions this 

with the farcical war on Christmas posited by certain media outlets. I hope you find these poems 

insightful and challenging. 
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But 

 

As the bumper sticker reads, loving your neighbor precludes killing him. While that may be an 

obvious truth, it is also clear that we find all kinds of reasons for excluding certain groups from this 

maxim. There is a myriad of excuses we come up with to disparage our neighbor, whether it be the 

beggar, the welfare recipient, adherents of another faith, persons with a different skin color. This 

poem captures that sentiment. 

 

But 

The ancient Sage said,  

“love your neighbor as yourself.”  

For thousands of years we have said “yes, but.”  

But who is my neighbor?  

The Sage enlightened us,  

Every person is your neighbor.  

But,  

We say,  

I am busy.  

Besides,  

My neighbor is lazy.  

She speaks with a funny accent.  

He worships a different god.  

She prepares strange foods.  

He is not fully human.  

She smells bad.  

But, But, But...  

Can I love anyone, but myself? 
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The Touch 

 

Each day we encounter many people. We touch them either directly or indirectly. What is our impact from 

these encounters whether they be casual or intentional. Is our touch light or heavy? Is it encouraging or 

diminishing? I have believed for some time that evil, at least in the human realm, can be defined as an act that 

harms a person, or limits them from reaching their full human potential. Is our daily touch to others one of 

love or one of evil? That is the question this poem addresses. 

The Touch 

We all touch one another.  

What was your touch today?  

Was it the touch of criticism?  

The touch of judgment?  

The touch of anger?  

The touch of violence?  

or  

Was it a touch that empowers?  

A touch that teaches?  

A touch of forgiveness?  

A touch of tender love? 

Ask these questions each evening, 

for the morrow is a new day. 
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A Step Removed 

 

In much of modern Christianity faith is being understood as belief. It is said, believe these things 

and your salvation is guaranteed. But doesn’t there have to be more to Christianity than belief? 

This seems an easy way out. It is A Step Removed. It is talk that removes us from the depth of the 

Christian movement and allows us to speak without acting. And what happens when one cannot 

believe some of those propositions that are becoming ever more difficult to believe as science, 

knowledge and culture continue to evolve. This poem is about the evangelist who transforms the 

Christian movement from a way of life to a matter of belief and remains A Step Removed.

A Step Removed   

Jesus said,  

Feed the hungry,  

Give drink to the thirsty,  

Cloth the naked  

Host the stranger,  

Look after the sick,  

Visit the prisoner. 

 

A step removed,  

The preacher says,  

Jesus is lord,  

Jesus is God’s only son,  

Jesus died for your sins,  

Jesus is your savior,  

Jesus rose from the dead,  

Believe these things and you will have eternal life. 

 

Jesus said,  

Blessed are,  

The humble,  

The mourners,  

The unassuming,  

The righteous,  

The merciful,  

The pure in heart,  

The peacemakers,  

Those persecuted for doing what is right. 
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A step removed,  

The preacher says,  

Jesus is lord,  

Jesus is God’s only son,  

Jesus died for your sins,  

Jesus is your savior,  

Jesus rose from the dead,  

Believe these things and you will have eternal life. 

 

Jesus said,  

Do not stay angry,  

Do not be promiscuous,  

Do not worry,  

Do not judge,  

Do not take the easy path 

 

A step removed,  

The preacher says,  

Jesus is lord,  

Jesus is God’s only son,  

Jesus died for your sins,  

Jesus is your savior,  

Jesus rose from the dead,  

Believe these things and you will have eternal life. 

 

Jesus said,  

Love your enemies,  

Pray for those who persecute you,  

Give to the needy,  

Watch out for charlatans and those spewing falsehoods, 

 

A step removed,  

The preacher says,  

Jesus is lord,  

Jesus is God’s only son,  

Jesus died for your sins,  

Jesus is your savior,  

Jesus rose from the dead,  

Believe these things and you will have eternal life. 

 

According to the preacher,  

You can stay a step removed,  

From the teachings, and  

Like the preacher,  

Spout doctrine and  
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Shout beliefs,  

Even in disbelief.  

You can remain above it all,  

Yet have it all,  

How comfortable.  

You don’t have to get your hands dirty,  

Just follow the preacher’s lead, and  

Stay a step removed. 
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Spirit of Truth 

 

The Gospel of John begins with, “In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, 

and the Word was God.” Indeed, the word was the Word of truth and reality. Yet we spend much 

of our lives in fantasy, afraid of the truth less it finds us wanting. We have a wisdom which Paul 

refers to as the “ways of the world,” and he wrote “Do not be conformed to this world.” Yet we 

do conform. We knuckle under to the myth of redemptive violence – killing our enemies to bring 

peace only to find we have emboldened other enemies. We engage in behaviors for which we 

later become ashamed. We ignore what we know in our depth is right and take the expedient 

path. And, those who do follow the truth are subject to ridicule, hatred and sometimes violence. 

Spirit of Truth speaks to these issues. 

 

Spirit of Truth 

Spirit of Truth, why do men fear you?  

Why do men supplant you with their own tired wisdom?  

A wisdom that was defeated and shown empty since human infancy,  

A Wisdom emboldened by spear and canon and bomb.  

Spirit of Truth, speak to us who patiently await your word,  

Who long for peace and reap only ridicule.  

Speak to us in a world of natural calamities and help us to know how to protect ourselves.  

Speak to us not with the Word of self-destruction,  

But guide us toward policies and practices inspired by The Word.  

In this day of false tongues and prophets that devour your children’s greatest potential,  

Speak to our soul and our mind in ways that lift the scales from our eyes and  

Remove the armor encasing our hearts.  

Spirit of truth, you are the voice from weakness that can never be destroyed,  

You feed the spirit of men to accomplish the unaccomplishable.  

Speak firmly to us now that we might be healed,  

That we might finally and unreservedly accept your divine wisdom, 

Your Word. 
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The Opening 

 

The Opening speaks to the marginalization of women over the centuries, right up to the present. 

It addresses ancient times when female babies were considered male deformities and it was 

common place, morally acceptable and legally sanctioned to abandon them in the forest. It 

speaks of culturally tainted Scripture that forbid women to teach men, a practice that is still in 

place in some Christian communities. It pleads for an end to this disservice, a recognition of 

feminine strength and our debt owed them for the generative role they play in human perpetuity. 

It calls for a celebration of women in our time. 

The Opening 

The opening.  

Among the ancients it was a disappointment,  
A deformity,  

A cause for abandonment,  

Sent into the wilderness for death,  

alone,  
in infancy.  

Later it became merely a detriment.  

For centuries,  

A disability sustained by culture and a weakness of muscle.  
Strength always seems to prevail.  

Perhaps now not a deformity, but clearly in many cases still inferior.  

Not capable of teaching.  

Oh, perhaps of the alphabet, but not of life.  
Let no women teach a man says Scripture,  

Let her ask her husband.  

She bleeds from the opening in youth,  

And on into midlife.  
It is to be hidden.  

Is it a cause of shame?  

Is it a badge of honor?  

Yes, the latter, but perhaps only for the enlightened.  
Yet the opening is passage for man’s pleasure.  

If handled compassionately it may even bring pleasure to her.  

Some think this pleasure a threat and manhandle her genitals.  

Cutting so inhumanly.  
Yet it is the channel of birth.  

It is the extension of the womb that delivers the future.  

It is the woman that makes the future possible.  

It is the woman that suffers the travail of producing our progeny.  
What have we done to our women, oh man?  
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What have we done,  
To our true strength,  

To our nurturer of humanity,  

To our owner of the opening that has sustained us and allowed us to exist?  

Oh, mankind, man and woman alike who perpetuate this myth of inferiority,  
Let us lament,  

Let us repent,  

Let us die to our sin,  

And let us celebrate the womanhood among us.
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The Real War on Christmas 

 

Certain elements of our society have called for an end to the “War on Christmas.” As our society 

opens and becomes more sensitive to persons of other faiths or no faith, they see Christianity 

being threatened. They become upset over the ending of displays of Christmas Nativities and 

plaques of the Ten Commandments on public property. These sentiments are played upon by 

those who seek political gain. Yet there is a real war on Christmas that goes far beyond this 

farcical bantering. That is what The Real War on Christmas expresses.  

 

The Real War on Christmas 

It is in the scriptures we learn that when we,  

Clothe the naked,  

Feed the hungry,  

Quench another’s thirst  

Comfort the ill and grieving and,  

Befriend the prisoner  

We are serving you. 

It is in the scriptures we learn that when we  

Love all, including our enemies,  

Pray for those who persecute us,  

Pursue peace,  

Practice kindness,  

Promote justice,  

Protect the orphan and widow  

Give to the beggar,  

Welcome the stranger, and  

Extend hospitality,  

We become children of God. 

It is in the scriptures that we learn,  

Not worry about our life,  

Not to store up our treasures on earth, and  

Not to think of ourselves more highly than is warranted, 

It is in the scriptures we learn that we are to  

Refrain from judging others,  

Treat others as we would have them treat us, and that  

Practicing this wisdom keeps us from blowing in the wind and  

Is like building our house on a rock. 

It is in the scriptures that we are charged with being stewards of all creation. 

It is through these ancient words that we receive the gifts of liberation and salvation. 
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So then, why are there calls to make war after war and  

Dismiss gun violence as a national outrage?  

Why are the poor and destitute reviled and  

The homeless ignored?  

Why do we argue that we can’t afford the cost of food stamps and unemployment payments  

in times of great need?  

Why is expanding access to healthcare characterized as worse than slavery? 

Why is fear promulgated through lies for personal and political advantage?  

Why are gay and lesbian rights circumscribed?  

Why do we continue to rape the earth?  

Why do we engage in posturing and image building to get what we think we want, and  

Why are moral arguments turned into economic ones? 

It is in Scripture we learn that critics of culture, power structures and religion are  

Ridiculed,  

Insulted,  

Marginalized,  

Beaten, and  

Crucified. 

It is in our lives we learn that critics of culture, power structures and religion are  

Ridiculed,  

Insulted,  

Marginalized,  

Beaten, and  

Assassinated. 

Christmas is the celebration of the birth of Jesus,  

It is also the birth of truth.  

We don’t know the exact day, month or even year of this birth.  

What we do know is that it brought us the message of God’s vision for humanity,  

Yet all the forces of resistance still find ways to thwart  

His Peace,  

His Justice, and  

His Love for all. 

Let’s collectively put an end to the excuses.  

Let’s put aside our divisive politics,  

Let’s put aside our overly simplistic economic dogma,  

Let’s put aside our disruptive religious doctrines,  

Let’s put aside our racial dualisms,  

Let’s put aside our substitution of opinion for truth,  

Let’s put aside our greed and self-aggrandizement,  

Let’s put aside our devastation of creation,  

Let’s put aside all that separates us from the love of God and neighbor,  

Let’s have the meaning of Christmas be real,  

Not just for a day or for a season, but all year around.  

Let’s put an end to all the things that constitute  

the real war on the meaning of Christmas. 
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Observations 
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Introduction to Observations 

 

In life there are times when we observe an act or a situation that teaches and informs us. Often 

these observations present an aha moment or a sense of irony. Other times one may observe 

something that has a parallel in quite another realm of life or creation. This section contains 17 

poems that fall into the observations classification. Carpe Diem was triggered by a Vladimir 

Kush painting and addresses the freshness of youth facing a new day. Reflection is a call to rise 

above the daily noise and to dig deeply into your soul for solace and direction. Estrangement 

speaks to how we diligently seek to define ourselves distinctively from others, even those with 

whom we have shared the womb. Facing the Future was inspired by the male deer around our 

home who shed their antlers and grow completely new ones each season. It suggested that we 

need to shed somethings and grow into others. False Impressions was inspired when I saw a 

male buffalo acting out a mating ritual, and I thought about the various facades we humans use to 

impress others. First Winters speaks to the transition we must face when we grow from 

childhood into adulthood. Head Strong is a second buffalo inspired poem. Few things can 

compete in brute strength with the head and neck of the buffalo. It led me to think in other ways 

how we might be head strong. How? Asks a series of questions about how something can 

seemingly flow out of its opposite while Legacies speaks of those who have created our present 

and hope for how we might participate in creating the future. Life’s Journey is recounted as 

dreams interrupted by setbacks, yet how persistence leads us like the aspen tree to glow in our 

autumn years. Passion addresses how we hide our passions in youth so as to not disclose too 

much of ourselves while finding it our essence in later life. Prayer for a Life of Meaning revisits 

what it is that we rely on to give us validation and worth in this life and how we hedge our bets 

as humans have done time immemorial. Road Less Traveled speaks of how true life comes by 
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taking the difficult stand and passageways of life. Self-knowledge is a short poem that 

demonstrates how easily we fool ourselves into thinking more of ourselves than perhaps is 

warranted and suggests that through self-introspection we might laugh at ourselves when this 

happens. Singled Out seeks to embolden us for those times when we become singled out to act 

for a common good. Standing Alone, inspired by a lone tree separated from the forest, speaks to 

how being the lonely one standing upright can ultimately be the safest position to take in things 

that matter. The last poem, Unity, seeks to honor all people without prejudgment. Please read 

these writings thoughtfully and I hope you find a common ground with them.  
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Carpe Diem 
 
This poem was inspired by a Vladimir Kush water color entitled Waiting for Luck. It features a 

young person perched on a giant leaf springboard, in diving formation, ready to spring into a 

small body of water. It inspired me to write Carpe Diem, a Latin phrase meaning seize the day. I 

still remember my own possession of youthful energy, ready to pounce and attack a new day that 

is full of potential yet shrouded in mystery and the unknowing of how things will ultimately turn 

out.  

 
Carpe Diem  

Youth,  
Energy unbounded.  

Where shall I expend it today?  
Mystery abounds,  

Opportunity unlimited.  
Oh sunrise,  

Oh fate,  
What have you in store for me?  

Like on a spring board,  
Coiled for action,  

I am ready.  
My soul longs to leap eagerly into the day. 
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Reflection 

 

Paul Tillich, the 20th century theologian, once wrote that we spend much of our time rushing 

around on our surface of our lives. It behooves us to pause frequently, honor silence, be present in 

the moment and reach into our depth. It is there that we will find our solace, foremost strength and 

our true selves. 

 

Reflection  

Lift your eyes above the daily turmoil.  

Peace always abides in the deep silence of your soul.  

Listen to that still voice that will strengthen your spirit.  

Let not the screeching of the present chaos blot out that voice.  

Or preoccupation with the trivial subdue your essence. 
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Estrangement 

 

A few years ago I was walking in the National Forest near our home in Colorado and came upon 

two pine trees with a common base and root structure. But, the trunks appeared to be leaning as far 

apart from each other as they possibly could. It made me think of how siblings so often strive for 

identities that separate them from one another as much as possible. I pondered how we human 

creatures, who share so much in common, do the very same thing those trees were illustrating. Out 

of this came the poem Estrangement. 

 

Estrangement  

Too often,  

Even when nurtured,  

By the same womb,  

We grow apart.  

Why is it that we strive so hard,  

For a separate identity and individualism,  

At the expense of relationship and community?  

When will we learn,  

To cherish what we have in common, and  

Overlook our minute differences? 
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Facing the Future 

 

Fear of the future and clinging to the past is a natural human instinct. It seems the safe posture to 

take in the everchanging world. But, it is also a road to despair and destruction. Change is 

inevitable as creation evolves into ever higher forms of perfection. Facing the Future, challenges 

us to enter into partnership with the divine to create the exciting new tomorrow. 

 

Facing the Future  

Near our home, 

Antlers are shed each spring,  

To make way,  

For new more splendid ones to grow over the summer.  

Similarly,  

As we grow in faith,  

And knowledge,  

Old ways are shed,  

And in their place,  

Providence provides newness,  

And a magnificence,  

That far exceeds anything the past had to offer.  

Let us not cling to the past,  

Nor fear what comes next,  

But rather join in partnership with the Divine,  

To create the unfolding future. 
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False Impressions 

 

A few years ago, while visiting Yellowstone National Park, I witnessed a male bison awkwardly 

rolling in a cloud of dust to impress a small group of nearby lady bison. This bit of silly bravado 

was quite amusing. But, it started me thinking of the facades we humans create and antics we 

employ to impress or intimidate others. Out of that thought emerged False Impressions.  

 

False Impressions  

Bison roll in the dust  

To impress potential mates,  

And intimidate competitors.  

What absurdity do you employ?  

Deceitfulness?  

Coercion?  

Displays of wealth?  

Self-promotion?  

Philandering?  

Boasting?  

Misrepresentation?  

Reach deeply into your own soul,  

Shun your false facades,  

Be loving,  

Humbly serving your fellow travelers. 
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First Winters 

 

In spring the female deer birth their fauns, often as twins. At first the spotted fauns lay in the high 

grass protected from scent hunting predators. But as the summer and fall ebb and winter snows 

begin to fall, the fauns having long lost their protections and the warmth of summer, and while 

still traveling with their mothers, enter the new reality of their first winter. The human life span is 

longer, and our independence come much later. First winters for us comes not in our first year, but 

when we make the transition from child to adult. Late adolescence is the time of questioning 

ourselves and defining who it is we shall become. That is what First Winters is about. 

 

First Winters  

First winters occur late in our youth,  

When we first experience the uncertainties,  

Of the onrushing transition into adulthood.  

How will I stand in the face of adversity?  

How will I evolve from girl into womanhood?  

From boy to man?  

From student to wage earner?  

From child to parent?  

Who shall I become?  

What will be required of me?  

Do I have what it takes?  

To whom can I turn?  

These are the thoughts,  

Both cognitive and visceral,  

of first winters. 
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Head Strong? 

 

An over fed ego often leads us to places we best no go. Head Strong speaks to this hazard. 

 

Head Strong?  

At times our head,  

Is bigger than is justified,  

Fed by insincere compliments,  

Of those who seek gain from us.  

We may become,  

Head strong,  

Defiant, and  

Full of ourselves.  

This is a road to destruction.  

Better to follow what,  

Micah, of old, taught us,  

What we need is to:  

Work for justice,  

Act with mercy,  

And walk humbly. 
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How? 

 

This short piece addresses the mystery of how good things often come out of their opposites. Its 

base is in the Christian Scriptures, sometimes called the foolishness of God. But it is also 

observed in experience and other sources of prophetic wisdom. When we witness it, is it is not 

truly miraculous? 

 

How?  

How can beauty come out of starkness?  

Boldness out of humility?  

Heroics out of fear?  

Love out of human self-preoccupation?  

Life out of death?  

As others have written, 

With God, all things are possible.  

Without God, nothing is. 
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Legacies 

 

The present is not just a continuation of the past. Neither is it divorced from the past. The present 

is an envelope which contains precursors of the future, alterations from the immediate past and is 

built on the foundations of the more distant past. We have choices as to how we will contribute 

to those alterations of the immediate past and precursors of the future. Legacies speaks to this 

phenomenon.  

 

Legacies  

Those from the past,  

Haunt us constantly.  

They provide life examples,  

Both right and wrong.  

Some were saints,  

Others, evil beyond reason.  

It is these ghosts,  

That provide the underpinnings,  

For each new epoch.  

Nothing is lost. 

No one dies without leaving a legacy.  

May our legacies be worthy of human emulation, 

And enrich the evolving future. 
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Life’s Journey 

 

Outside my home are several splendid aspen trees. They are often called quaking aspens 

for the way their leaves in a quaking motion surrender to the slightest breeze. As the 

young saplings grow in maturity toward the sun, they develop dark knots on their trunks 

where past branches once sprouted. But their true glory comes in the autumn when their 

leaves turn gold. It is their Life’s Journey as it is perhaps ours.  

 

Life’s Journey 

Like the splendid Aspen, 

We start out wanting to grow straight and tall. 

To reach toward the sun and dance in the moonlight, 

We shimmer and quake in the youthful breezes of our late spring, 

And early summer. 

But, like all great Aspen, 

We develop some bumps and crooks along the way. 

Some of our dreams die, 

And become black brittle knots on the trunk of our soul. 

But, if we persist through our journey 

And absorb the light of Sophia, 

We unfold into the glory and beauty of our Autumn. 
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Passion 

 

In my youth I tried to act as though I was really “cool.” To be so meant to be what I thought other 

people thought was “cool.” Therefore, I hid my passion. Nothing was supposed to touch me. I was 

independent and my own person. I was too easily hurt, so I buried my passions for self-protection. 

As I grew older I learned that passion was what life was about. Living my passion, experiencing 

my passion was indeed what made life a joy. That required me to become more open to my self 

and others. Passion is how I expressed this matter. 

 

Passion  

Passion comes from deep within,  

In youth it rises easily,  

And is damaged easily.  

We struggle to conceal our core.  

Hide those secrets of our soul,  

That passion exposes.  

We learn to moderate it, 

Sometimes hide it completely.  

Later we dig more deeply to rediscover it.  

We learn it is the source of our bliss.  

When we cherish it,  

Regardless of the risk,  

We experience mystery  

And sense life eternal. 
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A Prayer for a Life of Meaning 

 

Where has humanity found validation over the centuries? What constitutes meaning in life. How 

have you found meaning today. Has anything changed? A Prayer for a Life of Meaning speaks to 

what it is we live for. 

 

A Prayer for a Life of Meaning 

What do we live for?  

Is it our eulogy?  

Is it to say how wonderful we were after we are dead?  

And if so, was it because of,  

The power we exerted?  

The wealth we accumulated?  

The status we achieved?  

It was the Sage who challenged all that was elite,  

Who humbled himself,  

And died excruciatingly,  

The death of a common criminal.  

Yet one who teaches so wisely,  

Lives forever!  

We know this in our depth,  

Yet we ignore it on our surface. 

So, it is that we hedge our bets.  

It is not new.  

You may think it is.  

But it isn’t.  

The Israelites strayed and worshiped Baal,  

In their quest to cover all the bases,  

To hedge their bets,  

Just as we do today.  

So we recite the creeds, 

Eat the bread, 

And drink the juice, 

But we rely on wealth, power and status for validation, 

Hedging our bets.  

Oh Creator,  

Recreate in us a heart that will make creation as You would have it. 
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Road Less Traveled 

 

We are all tempted by shortcuts. How can we get what we value most easily and quickly? But easy 

and quick solutions far too often result in short term gains and long-term losses. Road Less 

Traveled speaks to this. 

 

Road Less Traveled  

The road less traveled,  

Is not the easy road.  

It is not the road of conformity,  

Nor the road that leads to accolades and acceptance,  

At least initially.  

But it is the road that leads to personhood,  

And salvation.  

It is the road the Sage took,  

And the one he asks us to travel,  

With grace and dignity,  

Befitting one of his own. 
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Self-knowledge 

 

During my first winter in Colorado, out my window was a large male deer strutting, head held 

high, between two adoring young does. It was a comical sight which I was pleased to be able to 

capture on camera. The episode made me think of how we often see such false pride in the other 

but fail to see it in ourselves. Self-knowledge is a short thought poem that captures this.  

 

Self-knowledge  

It is easy to see foolish pride in others,  

And difficult to see the fool within ourselves.  

Spirit of Life, help us to learn humility and self-insight.  

Help us to see our own silliness and to laugh heartily. 
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Singled Out 

 

Thinking back over time, there are opportunities I failed to act upon. Self-doubt, second guessing 

and pleasing others resulted in inaction. At other times I muddled through my confusion and 

proclivity for procrastination to act. In each case I knew I was singled out for a purpose and in 

retrospect I wish I had acted on more of those occasions. 

 

Singled Out  

Sometimes,  

With stillness all about us,  

Standing upright,  

One among many,  

A light seeks us out,  

And we know we are chosen.  

Chosen, perhaps to right a wrong.  

To lead others in the fulfillment of destiny.  

Or simply to speak out when others are silent.  

May we have the courage in these moments,  

To fulfill our purpose,  

And not shrink back,  

In uncertainty, doubt and indecision. 
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Standing Alone 

 

It has been said that being on the right side of history is not easy. The same is true on a smaller 

scale, when one is called to stand alone within their own life circumstances. Perhaps it is calling 

out a joke that derides another or to take an unpopular position because you think it is right to do 

so. Standing Alone came to me when I witnessed a lonely tree reflected in a small lake on the 

outskirts of Yellowstone National Park. I thought of how it looked courageous and alone while a 

short distance away stood the forest where comfort and seeming safety could be had being 

indistinguishable from among the other trees. Yet when the fire comes it will be the one standing 

alone that survives and continues to flourish.  

 

Standing Alone  

Prophetically standing upright,  

Away from the forest of support,  

Against the safety of prevailing wisdom,  

Is difficult, and  

Takes courage.  

It is the sap of life.  

Yet advancement seldom emerges,  

From the commonplace and complacency.  

When the firestorm strikes,  

It is those who are self-righteous, and  

Dehydrated in spirit,  

Standing side by side,  

That feed the inferno, and  

Ultimately perish.  

Divine Spirit,  

May we learn to speak prophetically,  

In this world that prefers safety over rightness. 
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Unity 

 

According to the Gospel of John, Nathanael commented when told of Jesus, “Nazareth! Can 

anything good come from there?” We too often prejudge people by where they come from, what 

they wear, who their parents were, how much schooling they have, and any myriad of other 

qualities. Unity is a brief poem asking us to find value in all we come across in life. 

 

Unity  

We do not always know where we will find the good soil that can nourish the seed.  

Nor can we guess where we will find the strength of character that flourishes even in the rocky soil.  

It is not for us to prejudge the worth of anyone,  

Nor to dishonor any of humble beginnings.  

Rather, it is for us to find value in all, and  

To love them because we all share more in common than we can imagine.  
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Postscript 
 

I hope you have found joy in reading my poems and perhaps some inspiration for living out your 

life. I have certainly enjoyed compiling these poems which I have written over the past 20 years. 

Hopefully, I will write many more in the future, but that is yet to be seen. Thank you for your 

indulgence in reading my Thought Sketches. 

 

         Sam Gould  

         Divide, Colorado 

         2018 


