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Starting Out Again
I’ve had eighteen-months to cool off my heels
rebound from stress which had me eating nails
I’m back into reading and making sense
the job with the City was really immense
I met many people during my stay
talking and laughing having much great play.
But I’ll sure miss my Guru, Master Earl
his loving heart will be hard to unfurl
for we talked each morning of the heart’s grace
and it helped me deal with the human race.
Now I’m walking hills to test my good health,
determined today to live in great wealth,
for the chance to get paid while writing verse
is better than dealing with those perverse!
Out of Nowhere
Lord Byron Bukowski, and Baudelaire
hung like Einstein and smarter than hares
came into my sleep, from out of nowhere.
They petitioned me to name my dream prayers,
to be open, honest and really true;
what would it take for me to stop being blue?
Travels to Jah; Britannia and Rome,
would be a great start, ‘cause I love to roam;
next, an ambassador working for Green
surrounded by friends improving the scene;
The freedom to write daily is a must
but so is walking and learning a trust
acknowledging that spirit is everywhere
means spirit can come from ‘Out of Nowhere’
A New Flame
Holding my heart I woke to a golden
light flooding my bedroom; my dreamtime had
folded into the starkness of yellow
sunlight; the sensation of grace embraced me.
This new light enveloped my dull thoughts
and fired my heart to greater love bouts.
My heart songs have clanged hollow of late;
fun & joy have been usurped by my fears;
my laughter has been a release from tears;
this last adventure has added some years.
But I’m released now to uncover
the new flame that I have rediscovered;
within my heart is the only one truth
to bring alive and know it as truth.
Coming to America
Ships coming from a distance carry everyone’s dreams ashore. For some they slip in with the eddies of the tides. For others they crash against the rocks of poor fortune. Each brings their new song of freedom, coming to America.
When Eugene first visited New York and stumbled over the stacks of garbage on the corners of Fifth Avenue, he was in awe of such poverty side-by-side with such wealth. Eugene later discovered that the city was going broke; and that New Yorkers were betting on the city’s demise. Years later when Eugene flew into San Francisco he was greeted by quite the opposite spectacle. His wife’s sister picked them up in her 350 SL Mercedes and ferried them through a kaleidoscope of dazzling billboards advertising everything from gambling in sun-baked Reno, to giving humanitarian aid to El Salvador. Eugene was deposited, after a ride across the elegant Bay Bridge, at Lake Merritt, the pride of Oakland’s Afro-American bourgeoisie; he had to pinch himself to believe the opulence was real.
It was real. The Afro-American community of Oakland, California, is probably one of the richest black communities in the world. The skyline houses that look down from the redwood hills of the East Bay are not the exclusive preserves of whites, as is often the case in many neo-colonial lands. The sun-drenched Mediterranean climate is host to one of the most diverse communities in America. Yet beyond the mortar and bricks of their homes, Afro-Americans own very little of the wealth of this fertile region.
On his arrival in Oakland, California Eugene learned how the city was scorned by San Francisco, the city across the bay, as all cities inhabited by people of color in the white world are scorned. Oakland’s population used to be over 60% Afro-American, but it has now shrunk to below 45%. Yet the racist tag has stuck and Oakland continues to be subjected to innuendoes of second-class citizenship. This abuse only served to highlight the cruel irony of history; that Oakland was the celebrated start of the Trans-Continental railway which was built to bring Easterners to the gold of the Sierra Mountains. But the fame of the whoring town of ‘Frisco had spread too wide for the truth to be known - that San Francisco was just a stop-over place for far more rewarding adventures.
It was not, however, until Eugene began to work with Americans that he got to see the people behind their veils. Stripped of a reason to care, people often don’t; settled people are addicted to their immediate gratifications and interest in and about others become disturbingly absent. The public persona of Americans being the embodiment of the perfect lifestyle, is a veneer which fools nobody least of all someone new to the country eager to dig beneath the surface with every question. American lifestyles are so tied to credit and debit and the obsession with crime, that to come to America is to feast on dreams of fabled opportunities and harsh demoralizing realities.
Eugene’s first encounter with Americana came after he pounded the streets for a month, looking for a comparable position as an Engineer which he’d held in London; Eugene was told by an agency interviewer in no uncertain terms, that ‘as a black man he could not hope to get a position that would allow for vertical mobility. Eugene could only hope for lateral movement!’
American racism strikes foreigners with such bold frankness that on first impressions it comes as a relief from the hypocrisy of the British class system. Yet the acceptance of conflicts between racial groups in America is so prevalent and reveals an attitude of such bitterness, that it chokes every fiber of the nation’s structure. All sides tug, push and pull for a louder voice to express their mutual detachment. Short of Civil War, nowhere in the world is bitterness for one’s fellow citizens such a basic part of the psyche of the nation, as it is in America. Most startlingly, it is a bitterness that believes it’s the most victimized in the world. Trying to explain the 1000 year-old war between the Scottish and the English, to an Afro-American, is to be reduced to redundancy. Afro-America prides itself on being history’s biggest victims, as if no other group black or white could possibly have suffered so much!
Eugene was finally saved from the grip of this all consuming form of racism by the guiding hand of patronage; in the land of the brave and the free it’s not what you know but who you know! A cousin of his wife just happened to be on the local school board. He found Eugene a job as a janitor at a junior college where Eugene eventually worked for four years. In the course of his apprenticeship Eugene was exposed to American supervisors who took more than two years to summon the verve to have a conversation with him beyond, “What’s ‘appen’”.
It took him sometime to realize that as a black Englishman Eugene frustrated the majority of Americans who he met, because he didn’t fit into a neat box, i.e., White, Black, and Asian, Hispanic or Other. It reminded Eugene of when he first filled out a visa form to come to the US; Eugene had to grapple with questions that asked him what his grandparent’s ancestry and religion were? Whether Eugene or any of his distant relatives had committed a crime for which they weren’t convicted! And what was his race? Eugene resisted these attempts to be made into a racist, as long as he could, but finally was encourage and impelled by the government bureaucracy of American to view myself in this one-dimensional form.
Try as Eugene might, however, his accent set him apart and his attitude really seemed to upset his supervisors so much so that they were always finding ways to mess with him. In social interactions too, his accent (or American accents reacting to his English English?) drew attention. As a result Eugene was subjected to a wide range of responses ranging from people staring at him - mouth opened in disbelief, followed by them storming out of the room muttering “who is that nigger?” to women approaching him and asking him to “just say som’thang”. The former Eugene lost no sleep over. The latter Eugene learned to live with.
After these teething times of acculturation, a process that everyone goes through in learning another culture, Eugene was swept up by the vibrancy of Afro-American life in Oakland. The bubbly familiarity of Afro-American life is an intoxicant to the newcomer. Particularly when that newcomer has come from a European tradition that considers any display of emotions to be ‘uncivilized’. For a Black man who had lived in isolation and cultural persecution in England, America represented a land flowing with milk and honey. Just the fact of seeing prosperous black people strolling the streets was enough to get the heart pumping with pride and self-worth. The daily acknowledgment of Afro-Americans for each other on the streets, introduced Eugene to a ‘brotherhood’ he’d not known before. The encouraging expressions of warmth in the language instilled an emotional bond that resurrected his wounded soul. It seems to Eugene that the Afro-American world of the East Bay was just a kiss away from paradise.
Yet as a Black individual who has traveled and lived in other Black countries, Eugene’s assimilation into Afro-America was most difficult. Firstly, because it seems to him that Afro-America binds all people of color to its knee-jerk reaction for survival, without necessarily knowing what is the best way to survive. And secondly, Afro-America is inflexible to alternative solutions aimed at doing more than just surviving. For example, throughout the world the people of color understand they are the victims of a discrimination acted out on them. It is understood that those who do the discriminating (The Man, The whites, Them, etc.) are robbed of the one thing they seek to take from us - their humanity. When we play their game of hate and bitterness, we deliver up to them that which they seek, and ensure our own slavery. Thus when Afro-Americans use derogatory words to describe each other, they are not inventing a unique cultural language; rather they are propagating the language of slavery. Nothing disgusts a foreign black more than to hear an Afro-American refer to himself and his kinsmen as a ‘nigger’. This is no solution. Rather it is a papering over of the hurt of humiliation; a sublimated denial of the self as a deserving feeling human being. It is also not a solution when intelligent Afro-Americans mimic Ghettoize to impress their friends as to just how ‘Street Black’ they are. It seemed to Eugene that respect and love for oneself has to be the number one priority for any people. For a people who have been enslaved both physically and mentally, respect and love must be approached as a religious commitment.
Eugene found it difficult settling into America because he made the mistake of thinking America would be just like Britain, “people speak English, don’t they?” However, beyond the surface similarities the nations are very different. For example, the educational system in Britain, perhaps because of its elitist program of directing students into academic or vocational courses from an early age, instills a deep reverence for knowledge in its students. In his own case, Eugene was a complete failure in school and spent the latter part of his teens erasing the humiliating experience from his memory. Nevertheless, as Eugene matured and went in search of his own character and purpose, he dipped back into the basics which had been etched into his soul; the basic belief that truth and knowledge would make him free and required his active involvement to guarantee it. In America education seems to be just another option among many, not necessarily central to an individual’s advancement. The Government’s reluctance to plan for a definite standard of intelligence for its schools, clashes with the so-called ‘free market’ concept and a history of duplicity and enslavement. The result, consequently, is the promotion of the few over the many. With those who can grab the most being the arbiters of rightness and taste.
For a foreigner America’s unique culture defies traditional society norms. While most countries are united by the sameness of their people, ideas, religions and character, America defines itself and is defined by others, by its diversity. The Anglo-Saxons may still control the corridors of power in America, but the pulse of the nation is in it’s streets of explosive ethnic diversity. It’s like a nation that’s reaching for the sky, just to surrender.
Coming to America the voyager is suspended between the dream of freedom and the reality of slavery; a freedom that offers credit to include everyone in the scheme of things, and a slavery that compels conformity to debt. America is a freedom whose passion is out of control, but its very confusion is the catalyst which sparks great adventures. America is an emotion that claims objectivity, believing hopelessly in the theoretical rights of man. Yet as the real world of finite resources encroach on America’s glut of power, it will only be America’s resilience to change that promises it a special place in the world of the future.
Love Poem
It’s ten in the morning and I’m floating
inside Love’s exhausted embraces.
Time has stopped still; I’m drenched in roses and
the sweet mellow murmurs of timelessness.
The fragrance of my lover unpeels me,
unwrapping my layers so lovingly.
So we stay in bed all morning – so what!
The world moves on in its chaos – so what!
So we kiss the work-world goodbye – so what!
And care only for our love match – so what!
Yet this is my day to be with the arts
a day to avoid computers and parts,
so I remind myself that love is art,
and remain in bed where the loving starts.
Lakeside Drive
Walking along, her breasts bobble in air,
pulled by a small dog, her man in arrears
her athletic stride pushes waters aside;
she is determined, proud with a great behind.
The lakeside walkers are elegant & preen
the art is to stretch and also to be seen.
Oakland attracts many different physiques,
the bulbous breasted, the Negroid supreme.
The thin Hamatics with their angular schemes,
and tall Anglos who manufacture dreams.
And it’s the bright sun’s warmth that shines on all,
this small part of earth where waters are full;
promising better days for those who strive,
to enjoy their striding on Lakeside drive.
Brotha Lover
He hot red black pants hugging thin hips.
She all cool blue shirt filling tight hot lips.
He wide threads shirt stretched with nose wide open.
She small sensual bold breasts heart wide open.
They cruise stop hug walk fondle love lakeside
I sit drink view young love on my backside.
Love is a Perfect Imperfection
It was the best of times. It was the worst of times, it was his best decision, and it was his biggest mistake. It was fantastic. It was unreal. It was something he'd always dreamed of, it was a great unknowing. It was a twentieth-first century marriage, the perfect imperfection.
Zachariah met his wife-to-be two days after he arrived in California from Jamaica. A week later they were married, and two days later he was back in Kingston running his business and waiting for his wife to join him there. They have an expression for this kind of impulsiveness in Jamaica; ‘he’s Too-Tool-Bay-Boy,’ which means that the woman has possessed the boy's precious fluids. This was certainly the case with Zachariah. He was besotted with the lady. Even now after five years of separation Zachariah didn't regret having acted on his feelings. He was in love, and his wife was the most beautiful, most intelligent black woman he'd ever met.
Zachariah sometimes thought, when looking back on the breakdown of his marriage, it was easy to blame the other or himself. If only he’d raised the toilet seat after use, or maybe he should have capped the toothpaste.... He accepted that we are all looking for some definitive explanation to resurrect our aching egos, and heal the hurt of disillusionment. But the truth is often less oblivious and blameless. Zachariah remembered what his father had said about love and marriage when he had asked him. “Love is de most irrational of emotions." His Jamaican father blurted out in incredulous disbelief at his son question. "Lemme tell you what George Bernard Shaw, de socialist Irish writer said about marriage ‘When two peoples are under de influence of de most violent, most insane, most delusive and most transient of passions, dey are required to swear dat dey will remain in dat excited, abnormal and exhausting condition continuously 'til death do they part!’ I ask you what kinda foolishness is dat? Eh!”
“But isn't marriage the most important commitment that I will make in my life,” wailed Zachariah. “Marriage like hangings are determined by fate!” retorted his father with a loud laugh, “just pray that it's not too drawn out!”
Throughout school Zachariah heard only giggles and profanities for answers to his searching questions about love and happiness. It seemed that society had no way of training him for this responsibility of a lifetime. The vision of what a good marriage is was rarely discussed, and every day he was faced with reports in the news papers of the misunderstandings that abound between married couples.
And then one day she was there, a vision of perfect womanhood with her eyes and ears focused on him. The other half of his lost self; a Madonna to nurture his children; a partner to push when he pulled, a princess to walk with her prince, gliding together through a sparkling tapestry of childhood fantasy; never thinking of tomorrow and its harsh decisions that must be made today. The dream was caught up with the intimacy of passion and energy, and it presented them with a warm future. Marriage was natural. Marriage was right. Marriage was what one is supposed to do!
Zachariah could not see into the unseen and the unsaid, he failed to understand the true texture and character of himself and his wife-to-be. What were their priorities? How would they handle role playing? How prepared were they for compromise? What about children? What about money? How comfortable did they feel with sexual intimacy? These and many necessities Zachariah failed to form questions for. Zachariah found out the hard way, that love and happiness takes a great deal of effort, compromise, dedication and openness as well as love.
Earlier, during Zachariah's initial separation from his wife, when he was getting his visa and work permit to go to America, they wrote daily confessing their love to each other, and theirs would be the perfect marriage. They committed their undying love to each other in passionate romantic prose determined from the outset to cast aside the dragons of jealousy and the claws of competition. And when they finally did get together after six months apart, they rekindled their love for the same interests; walks in the country, jogging, and traveling, reading and discussing politics. Neither of them was money hungry; they ate well, dressed well, threw lovely parties and were the envy of their friends because of their outward display of compatibility.
Yet the confident cigar-smoking Jamaican hid a deep insecurity, and the vivacious social butterfly wife was always too worn out for her husband when she got home. These were some of the tedious, petty, irritating, and very real conflicts that became the substance of their marriage. The resolution of these realities, in whatever fashion, is what is called a successful marriage!
If a failed marriage can be called a success, Zachariah's marriage was a success. Six-and-a-half years of commitment and learning did not just evaporate into the air. Zachariah learned that he could make that commitment and remain faithful. That he needed to be around touching, feeling and intimate people. He realized also that building a relationship takes time, patience and compassion. Like many men, most of Zachariah's relationships with women had only been as sexual partners. His relationships with women from then on were ones built on mutual respect and admiration for women, seeing now compatibility where before was conflict and competition. Zachariah and his wife came together dedicated to loving each other. They are now going their own separate ways stronger for having known each other and more honest and clearer about whom they are, and what they really want from life.
‘Love is a perfect imperfection sometimes happy sometimes sad.
Whenever love comes in your direction don't you hide a-way…
don't you hide away...!
Noble Work
To do work, noble work, symbolic work
that fills the exact time needed to do
it. To rest, to reflect, to enjoy work
and not to hide behind thin partitions.
To walk sun-warmed streets, accept your reward.
To feel the strain of effort, not of work.
This has been my day today, peaceful, true.
Promises of financial exertions
fell through. A quiet phone is a thing that’s
beautiful it allows for diversions.
The walk to the lake took me up & down hills
the sun-sparkled waters were filled with thrills
the lake silhouetted the young beauties
a summer evening of such rare fidelities.
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