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My Heart's Delights
by JJC on Feb 3, 2009
Surrounded by tons of moving steel
Rolling every which way
on the freeway and nearby highway
Amidst all sorts of noise
And while witnessing the nakedness of trees
in the vast peach and nectarine orchards,
Little by little, I felt consumed by the beauty
of the distant snow-capped Sierra Mountain range
It was an overcast day anywhere in the Central Valley
Selma, Parlier, Reedley and the rest of the Valley floor
appeared to lie quietly in the sudden darkness for a few days
Yet, half of the far-away mountain tops was lit by sunlight
that projected its rays on specific spots in the background
The foreground of this natural painting had darker hues
On the road to Reedley, CA, I lifted my eyes and gazed once more
upon the snow-covered peaks which looked like hands raised
to praise the Most High
At that very moment, I was stirred to cry out "Rejoice in the Lord.
He will give you the delights of your heart."
His glory and grace anointed me. My cup overflowed.
I reached the abundance of his love and felt the touch of his hands
Kaleidoscope: a sea of bright colors
By JJCharles
Miles and miles of spectacular petals
Blown by the recent wind that uproots old trees
And scattered in neighbors' swimming pools
And the nearby pool of rainwater
As The San Joaquin Valley orchards bloom,
Hope is reborn in the backcountry of Sanger, Kingsburg
Reedley, Fresno, Kings Canyon, Belmont
And all over the Valley Floor
The New Blossom
By JJCharles
My heart opens up at the sight of these hills and valleys
Covered by almond, apple, apricot,
lemon, orange, peach, and nectarine orchards
The beehives are strategically placed on so many rows
The bees perform various sorties on their reconnaissance missions
Rivers of pink and white will soon be replaced by fruit-bearing trees
In February and March, naked fruit trees wake up
To be draped in their best outfits
Such is what has come to be called The Blossom Trail enjoyed by all of us
Out of seeming death in the Winter
Come life, hope and abundance in the eternal Spring
Rosa Parks's Montgomery Ride
by JJCharles, Feb. 2009
Tired and hungry, Rosa only cared about catching a ride
Her job at the department store meant the world to her
But she quietly cared about how her black brothers and sisters
were being treated by the government and the Montgomery bus officials
After a long day and after witnessing all the hard news, she wanted to sit down
Rosa got on the bus in Montgomery, Alabama. Instead of going to the back of the bus
She sat down in a seat at the front. All hells broke loose!
Dogs could be unleashed on her frail body. She could be flushed out of the seat
with powerful water hoses besides all the stares from fellow passengers
"'Who does she think she is to brave the front seat of the bus'"
The bus driver got into her face and asked her to move.
But Rosa parks refused. The news about Rosa Parks's arrest traveled quickly
among the Black residents of Montgomery and the Black leaders had to have a plan
The event of December 1, 1955 led to the December 5, 1955 Montgomery Bus boyccott. Montgomery city officials would soon realize that if the Blacks walked to work and school instead of riding the public bus, the city would lose money.
Black and White civil rights leaders gave as many rides as they could in their own private cars. But the majority of passengers walked many miles for many weeks.
"If Black people could not sit wherever they wanted, then they would refuse to take the buses."
That peaceful protest was very successful. Driving While Black, Martin L. King was arrested by local police who said he was speeding.
Car pools were organized by black as well as white leaders. The boycott lasted over a year.
Finally, the Supreme Court of the United States proclaimed that laws separating whites and blacks on the Montgomery buses had to end.
The Running of the Bulls in New Orleans, Louisiana
By JJCharles
In Las Vegas, we already have the Taj Mahal, Les Champs Elysees
Paris already has a replica on the famous Vegas strip
Venice, Italy, is already copied many times;
New York has the statue of Liberty
Why not the San Fermin, Pamplona, Spain-style Running of the Bulls?
After all, Ernest Hemingway brought its pleasures to us in his writings
Papa knew New Orleans would be a good fit What's next?
A replica of Brazilian or Caribbean-style carnival?
New Orleans is already famous for its Mardi Gras celebration
Every year in July, the big Easy Rollergirls become the menacing bulls
Chasing revelers dressed in white shirts and shorts or pants with some cloth of red about their neck or waist From one bar to the next, the pre-party is getting started with a few drinks
To cool down the nerves and the rising heat
The Rolling Elvi are leading the parade. Onlookers are asking for favors
They want to be hit by the plastic horns of the Big Easy Rollergirls
The Encierro has been going on for quite a while. Everyone is having fun
All the street's a stage at San Fermin in Nueva Orleans
Los pastores, founding fathers of the Running of the Bulls are happy
Tourists have a new appreciation for the city of fun
Between Mardi Gras and the Running of the Bulls season, they have a lot
To be thankful for. After all, New Orleans is unlike any other city in the U.S.A. It's gumbo time.
The mixture of Creole, Caribbean, Spanish, Irish, Jewish and countless others gives Nueva Orleans its potpourri flavor.
Long live New Orleans, Long Live Running of the Bulls, New Orleans style!
Let the big party get started in the French Quarter, on Bourbon Street and others!
Freedom Riders
by JJCharles
Volunteers who were willing to risk their lives to cause change
White as well as black college students participated in sit-ins and rides
They wanted to leave a legacy. They were tired of the separate bathrooms and lunch counters.
John Lewis was among them. He got stepped on, beaten, thrown into jail.
Now he rises up to represent all those who walked with him.
The cycle of hatred was broken once for all. The Greyhound buses bear testimony to these old habits.
Farewell Wall Street
by JJCharles
The world wakes up and says hello to
Hong Kong, Shangai, Lisbon, Singapore and Tokyo
After all, 17th-century Amsterdam has long given
Way to 19th-century London which ceded to
20th-century New York.
There is a shifting of the financial centers
Bust follows boom in all financial capitals
Nobody knows whom to trust any more
Rich today, but poor tomorrow
There is Madoff Ponzi scheme to deal with
The dot-com boom is followed by the real estate bust
Foreclosures destroy the American Dream
In the midst of the recession, homeowners get depressed
Nobody remembers the recent good times: easy credit, equity, remodeling etc
First came bailout, then the stimulus package arrived on the scene
The Women of NAACP: Myrlie Evers-Williams and Rosa Parks
By JJCharles
Myrlie Evers-Williams became a young widow
who had three children to raise by herself
She heeded her late husband's last word, "take care of my children."
The assassination of Medgar Evers, a WWII veteran who wanted to see change
had a lasting impact on the Evers children, Myrlie and the rest of the country
Medgar became a sacrificial lamb, the strong and intelligent NAACP field director
Myrlie was not ready to forget the seeds her husband had planted
"Evers fought segregation of schools and public places, struggled to increase black voter registration, led business boycotts, brought attention to the murders and lynchings of Blacks, like the slaying of black teenager Emmett Till, planned protest to allow negroes access to Mississippi's public beaches...."
Myrlie raised her children and continued to work for the advancement of colored people
She became the chair of NAACP from 1995 to 1998.
She kept her promise to her husband, Medgar Evers who wanted to see change
in Jackson, Mississippi.
Through the work of many others and after many years, change has come to America
"“I am just so thankful that I have lived long enough -- and have been able to participate in -- this change," said Myrlie Evers-Williams.
Medgar Evers and Martin L. King had laid down their lives for the movement to change
During all these years, Myrlie has witnessed and kept the flames of freedom going.
Rosa Sat Poem
By JJCharles
Rosa sat so
Martin could walk
[She was tired of giving in for far too long]
Martin walked so
[Martin walked and marched with his followers. He was a true leader]
Obama could run
[Without the works of those leaders laboring even during slavery, 1950s, 1960s
Obama would not be able to be where he is at right now]
Obama ran....so our
Children could fly
[Without the sacrifices of Medgar Evers,Emmet Till, Martin Luther King and countless others, the greatest chapter of world history and transfer of power would not be written]
Rosa Parks's Montgomery Ride
by JJC, Feb. 2009
Tired and hungry, Rosa only cared about catching a ride
Her job at the department store meant the world to her
But she quietly cared about how her black brothers and sisters
were being treated by the government and the Montgomery bus officials
After a long day and after witnessing all the hard news, she wanted to sit down
Rosa got on the bus in Montgomery, Alabama. Instead of going to the back of the bus
She sat down in a seat at the front. All hells broke loose!
Dogs could be unleashed on her frail body. She could be flushed out of the seat
with powerful water hoses besides all the stares from fellow passengers
"'Who does she think she is to brave the front seat of the bus'"
The bus driver got into her face and asked her to move.
But Rosa parks refused. The news about Rosa Parks's arrest traveled quickly
among the Black residents of Montgomery and the Black leaders had to have a plan
The event of December 1, 1955 led to the December 5, 1955 Montgomery Bus boyccott. Montgomery city officials would soon realize that if the Blacks walked to work and school instead of riding the public bus, the city would lose money.
Black and White civil rights leaders gave as many rides as they could in their own private cars. But the majority of passengers walked many miles for many weeks.
"If Black people could not sit wherever they wanted, then they would refuse to take the buses."
That peaceful protest was very successful. Driving While Black, Martin L. King was arrested by local police who said he was speeding.
Car pools were organized by black as well as white leaders. The boycott lasted over a year.
Finally, the Supreme Court of the United States proclaimed that laws separating whites and blacks on the Montgomery buses had to end.
Witnessing Rosa Parks on The Bus
By JJCharles
Rosa Parks Sat on the Bus After a Long Journey
Martin Luther King was a student of Henry David Thoreau
who protested slavery and other unjust laws
Nobody thought that the Morehouse College student
would become a civil rights leader
Nobody thought much about Rosa Parks either
A seamstress who rode the public bus to and from her job
at a department store
Martin L. King embraced non-violence championed by Mahatma Gandhi
Rosa has long been a member of her local chapter of NAACP
Rosa refused to give up her seat. She was tired of giving in
She stared down the bus driver and the other passengers
All of them wanted her out of the prime seat. None of them was defending her
Change was about to come in the 1950s and 1960s.
Who would have thought that this single act would be
the start of the modern civil rights movement?
Everyone counts. Rosa sat so we can stand up together
Bridges Of California
“To live, men need bread as well as beauty,
Oxygen as well as meditation.”
Why should we fear life’s restless stream?
Why should we postpone our dream?
Why should we lose faith in the face of terror,
Calamity, weapons of mass destruction, horror,
germs, biological threats and a torrid storm?
We must continue to search for answers with fervor
Don’t we still have the Golden Gate bridge?
On her wide decks, reflect on her awesome form and history
Don’t we still have the peaks of the Sierra Nevada?
Don’t we still have the Hoover Dam
Where water gets corralled to quench many a ram?
Don’t we still have the striking beauty of Yosemite,
Kings Canyon, Big Sur, the coastal range, and Sequoia Park?
As resplendent as they can be in the sizzling Summer sun,
the bridges of California still loom mountain high, full of fun
Don’t their strong piers still grip the ocean floor?
San Francisco-Oakland Bay bridge, Golden Gate bridge,
Richmond-San Rafael bridge, San Mateo-Hayward bridge
We appreciate thy steel arms which support and facilitate
commerce, transportation and quality time
They connect people with people as they link shore with shore
O bridges of California, massive monuments to men’s
Technological advances, determination, and great vision
be exalted on high and break the enveloping foggy mist
Jewels of the west, may your high lights continue to shine
From all the world, tourists will ride through your gates
With pride, your towers will continue to pierce the sky
The Walls of Jerusalem, The Walls Of Fresno
A testament to a grand vision,
An awesome relic of the past architectural designs
Or a monument to the ideals of grandeur
Of an agricultural city and its proud people
What was it then? What is it now? A wall of fame?
A Central Valley-based temple to education and
The community college system in California
It’s a benchmark of the State Center Community
College district and a plaque of honor to teachers
As well as students who filled her early classes
It’s a witness to the visceral changes, sprawl of Fresno,
And the flight to anywhere north. Uncontrolled growth
Will ultimately hit the nearby hills and mountains
After using up precious and fertile farmland
Though battered by weather and hard economic times,
The Old Administration Building at Fresno City College
Never lost faith in her sense of historic value and inspiration
Her ivy-covered brick walls withstood the rough passage
Of Times, changing architectural tastes, and financial woes
This historic landmark is being renovated by
Her fans and The Fresno Historical Society
It’s time to go retro and renovate our old buildings
It’s time to celebrate the return to common sense
For all great cities with a vibrant downtown area
Invest in the renovation of their landmark treasures
Think about Sacramento, Berkeley, and San Francisco
May this newfound enlightenment and urban renewal
Find their way to the confines of Armeniantown,
Germantown, Chinatown, and West Side!
The new does not always have to replace the old
Go to France, Italy, Hungary, Germany, and England,
Be in awe of the beauty of old architectures
Adorning the cityscape. Tourists flock there to spend hard cash
Travel to New Orleans, Louisiana, North and South Carolinas
Realize the time-tested beauty of the prairie mansions
Now that the building is being peeled off, secrets are revealed
Creeping fig or Ficus repens -not ivy- which climbs
The glass and walls is being removed from the historic college
With the hope it will grow back
What years of celebration this renovated building will bring
To the children and grandchildren of former teachers and students!
Fresno’s tears will have not been shed in vain. All the dashed dreams
And unsuccessful efforts will have been things of the past!
This Land Is Our Land
Fleeing the hustle and bustle of life in big cities,
losing the passion of what took them away from
their roots anchored in the central Valley orchards,
leading a life of illusions and broken promises and
having to say enough is enough, two young men
find new ways to marry agriculture with tourism
This combination will bring forth the continuity
of a long-standing tradition. Farming must adapt
to survive and evolve with consumers’ awareness
To all those who want to reconnect with the earth,
the ancestral land and life on a farm, agritourism is
the new sustaining alternative, a mutually satisfying act
farmers and urbanites are rediscovering each other again
Every weekend, carloads and busloads of tourists are
visiting farms, orchards, groves, rangelands
and water canals all over California. They are beating
the boredom of city life. They want to expose their kids
to the places where their fruits are grown with love
Parents want to say thanks to farm and ranch owners,
growers and food processors, seed breeders and workers
who keep our food supply safe and bountiful
O such fine beauties rediscovered on the agritours
Never before have the eyes of these children surveyed
the large expanse of land dedicated to crop production
Never have they known that the succulent peach and
nectarines were picked, plucked off a branch, not the shelf
Never have they played behind the steering wheel of a tractor
Never have they played in an old school bus redesigned
to become an ag playpen loaded with fruit and vegetable toys
Never have they observed a glorious sunset over the horizon
Never have they watched and participated in the milking of a cow
O such innocence and delicacy in bottle feeding a brand new calf!
Never have the tourists opened a bail of hay to feed the dairy cows
whose heads are resting on the slots and cement slabs
Never have they looked them in the eyes to see their patience
Never have tasted the tender meat of the free-range chickens
that add a new life and meaning to the farm experience
Stressed-out city dwellers will participate in the experience of
growers, farmers and farm children who see plants grow around them
May more season-specific events get organized for the agritourists!
Such Delights of The Granadas
Red, big, juicy pomegranates barely hang
On the overloaded twigs
The trees can’t support all their weight
They cover acres of the fertile landscape
In Parlier, Reedley, Fowler, and Kingsburg
I have not given up the melodic lines
Of the surrounding hills and the rich
Vegetation wildly scattered on the banks
Of the San Joaquin River
For the first time, my son is hiking with me
“Daddy, this is like a jungle here,” he exclaimed.
“Let’s not tell anybody about it. This is our jungle,”
He added as we were walking and meditating
Over the Fall transition and leafless fruit trees
The sun lays its warm nuzzle on our foreheads
Once we reach our picnic site,
We are pleasantly rewarded with birdsong,
Chocolate, coffee, and lots of pomegranates
My son enjoys squeezing, spitting out,
And munching the red kernels
High in antioxidants and packed with vitamin C,
Granadas are the Valley’s apples
They nullify the effects of glucose at the same time
Their bright red skin is leathery and bitter-tasting
The juice gets squirted in my son’s face
And stains his brand new t-shirt
Alice knows how to get to these pods
Without any accidents
Who can eat a pomegranate without
Having juice dripping all over one’s hand?
We, consumers, have come to expect
The pomegranates of the Valley’s growers
The way we expect the sun to come up
Not in spite of rain and clouds
But because of them
The bone-chilling cold and freezing Winter days
Make us home and welcome any signs of Spring
So during the metamorphosis, don’t abandon
The renewal of all things beautiful
Abrahamic Promise
The Jew embraces the Gentile
Both recognize their lineage
In the desert, they can trace their
Ancestry to the One who was called to leave
Everything behind to start a long journey
Ecumenical, interfaith, religious pluralism, mixed marriages
Interracial, biracial, biracialism, two-religion families,
Mix-raced, multiracial, multifaith are modern coinage
They are discovery terms and expressions that bring us
Closer to the fulfillment of the long-awaited promise
Of brotherhood, harmony, and union. One we are indeed!
Farewell to the hypocrisy of the past social contracts
Farewell to the anti-miscegenation laws which
Favored only one group who called the shots
Yet, covert or exploited interracial unions begat
Biracial offspring even to the Founders of this nation
Farewell to Jim Crow and all evil systems oppressing
A man’s own blood and family. Call him a deadbeat dad!
It’s not time to save face and social position any longer
The scattered children are tired of living in the shadows
The Israelis break the bread of peace with
Their Palestinian brothers. Then they share the same tent
Of reconciliation and complete brotherhood.
O Jerusalem, let the angel of peace stop the bloodbath!
Let them realize what matters most as both groups
Are not foreign to suffering and tribulations
The museum of Tolerance presents powerful shows
Of the holocaust and past struggles of African-Americans
The pictures of Iraqi, Rwandan genocide victims and
Palestinian militants are archived in newsrooms database
Let the non-Jew have his bar mitzvah at the temple
His Muslim interracial parents will appreciate the gesture
After all, it’s a rite of passage just like Quinceaneras
In the Hispanic culture
We have Christmas, Hanukkah, Kwanzaa,
And many ethnic, religious celebrations in the Valley
The Americans will wait for their Russian, Vietnamese
Or South American brides in the true practices of
Democracy, freedom of choice and association
Love can’t ever be regulated any longer.
The Asian grooms will cherish their English brides
The Africans will freely pick their European sweethearts
The Indian immigrants will abolish all old-country
Divisive systems. Only America guarantees such a melting pot!
Differences of skin tone, facial features, wealth, and language
Should not matter any longer
We are all sons and daughters of Adam and Eve (Acts 17:26)
For we were alike before we were different
From the dirt we all came; to it we shall return some day
Then, the floods wiped out everyone
The gene pool was narrowed back down to Noah’s family
The same human blood is running through our veins
Moses married an Ethiopian woman
His brother and sister, Aaron and Miriam, spoke
Against him. They found displeasure in his union
Miriam’s skin was attacked with leprosy for 7 days
For her sharp tongue and criticism (Num.12:1-15)
Bringing diverse people together found approval
Autumn’s Bare Limbs
Nothing to hide any longer
All the glory is ready to be revealed
No more fungi, no more pests
No more leaves to hide them either
Cast your eyes upon the vast farmland
And see the huge nakedness and sameness
In the Garden of Eden, Adam and Eve
Found some fig leaves to conceal
Their nakedness. The fruit trees
Of the Central Valley of California
Have no more leaves to hide their broken,
Dead, crooked, and diseased limbs
Fall in the San Joaquin Valley reveals all
It’s the time when leaves fall from
The aristocratic peach, nectarine,
Apricot, almond, and plum trees
Nature lovers, ecologists, builders, and hikers
Won’t find any more leaves to hide their secrets
Drive down Freeway 99 past the new developments
Spot the names of extinct orchards,
A new way to memorialize the spirit of the landscape
Like children, participate in the fun found
In the numerous soft piles of mattresses of leaves
Plunge into these leaf mounds
Feel free to hurl leaves into the air!
For a brief moment,
Forget about despair, difficult times and loss
Live in the moment; walk down the various
Rows of fruit trees overlooking the river
Stop from time to time to admire and enjoy
Pick up some of these confetti-like leaves
After three days of diminished sunlight,
The Central Valley had a beautiful day
Of sunshine. Hikers and snowboarders,
Bicyclists and nature lovers are on the trails
The farmworkers are not pruning diseased trees
Whose trunks show the marks of years of care
No need to soak their hand pruners, loppers and saw
They are pruning to allow in more sunlight
And improve air circulation
The growers prefer the broad vase-shaped form of their
Deciduous fruit trees. With high insurance premiums,
They want to cut down on accidents from falls
Climbing a tall ladder to harvest the crops is always risky
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