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                                                 PROLOGUE

Here enter Morgan`s morgen of "proverse" --a Buccaneer of thoughts and feelings -- rich in variety, both rare and prosaic intermixed, offering morganatic nurture to bootstrap a stronger, more versatile, more responsible beginning-- a new Camelot of the Spirit, whose throne, finally emptied by the Ancient Mother, has been fashioned into powerful, all-viewing consoles for the table,  round which will gather the new Holistic Science Heroes; the quiet, stable, learned, practical, right-thinking, warm, adventuresome, cool-excited, fast-moving Global Internet Breed.

            TO MOM ON MOTHER'S DAY

        (a telegram sent to her from overseas, 5/45)                               

                  To Mom on Mother's Day,

                  I dedicate this rhyme,

                  who is the source of my life

                  and all hopes sublime.

                  If I could live on

                  forever and a day

                  perhaps I could find

                  enough words to say:

                  Mother, I thank you...

                  for patience and tender care,

                  for the worry spent

                  on each graying hair.

                  For rocking me to sleep,

                  for singing me a song,

                  for punishing me

                  when I did something wrong.

                  For sending me to school

                  that I might become wise,

                  for doubting the truth

                  and accepting some lies.

                  For teaching me that reward

                  only comes when its due,

                  for the common sense

                  that makes me realize its true.

                  For the well being of my father

                  whom I owe equal amount,

                  for brothers and sisters

                  too numerous to count.

                  And above all

                  I thank you for the love

                  that binds us all closer to God

                  in heaven above.

                           WAR'S MAROON

                (Between Saipan & Okinawa, 1945)

              When in some distant and forqotten place,

              far from any erst-while civilized shore,

              a thought that is foremost in the mind

              is given voice that cries o'er and o'er

              like some wistful yet abounding gnome,

              "Lets go home!, Lets go home!"

              And when, within that lonely hour,

              you and your surroundings are quite apart,

              you recall the special memories        

              held in the depths of your heart;

              that last goodbye, the lovely face downcast,

              "Oh when will this nightmare come to pass!"         

          THE MARINE'S BITCH

         (Kume Shima Island, 8/45)

        This ain’t no place for me,

        this place called Kume Shima;

        though it isn't quite unbearable

        its way the hell past dilemma.

        Cause how and the hell 

        can a man live well on rations,

        or when Spam and hard tack

        are in the fashion.

        Its this modern warfare that does it,

        its too damn fast; 

        you build a place up 'til its livable,

        then its "haul ass!

        Then there's that habit of mine

        that's getting to be a complex,

        that is, a spasmodic biological

        association with the opposite sex.

        Now any suppression of a natural law

        is bound to cause reaction

        by producing the same result

        with a slight mental detraction.

        "Corpsman, corpsman, send me home!

        I've got combat fatigue and bats in my dome!

        I've got flat feet and my eyes are weak!

        I can't see, hear, taste, smell or speak! 

        If any man was ever ready to resign,

        or erase his name from the old dotted line,

        its me, gentlemen, indubitably, without a doubt!

        I ain't kidding brother! I want out!"

        Getting blivited?

        Well, maybe I ain't got no bitch.

        But if you reap what you sew

        I must have missed a stitch!

        It seems to me everybody's reaping

        what the other guy sows,

        and Mac's too busy swiping a stitch

        from one of Joe's.

        Maybe I don't know

        .... maybe I'm dreaming,

        but the word I should of used

        .... is "reaming"

        Its  just like I said

        back in the beginning,

        this ain't no place

        for me to be spending.

        But do you think that when

        I get back home to stay,

        that I'll tell anyone

        I was out this way.

        Or that my outfit

        was in the thick of the battle,

        with their feet in the stirrup

        and their ass in the saddle!

        Or that over here,

        we went without women and beer

        that the folks at home

        might live without fear?

        And that toward winning the war

        we did a lot?

        You ain't kidding I will,

        and I kid you not!

                            China 

  (Tsingtao Air Station Compound,  Fall ‘45)

    I'm sick of the musty, dusty Chinese roads,

    and the wretched millions who trod their weary way.

    Over hill and mountain they come

    in by night and back by day.

    Man-drawn carts and hunger-driven men

    in a barren land that yields only to the sea

    ...red clay and pebbles, when the rains begin.

                    ORIENTAL ODE

            (In China near Tsingtao,  3/46)                  

             Four years now

             since my first pair of "Greens"

             and I swore I'd go to China

             and become a genuine Gyrene.          

             I'd heard of the East 

             and its slow, mysterious ways

             from the bragginest Master Gunny

             that ever sailed the seven seas.

             He'd said it more than once

             as he lingered at the bar,

             that of all his fifteen years,

             his "China Duty" was best by far.

             I used to listen to his windy tales

             with open ears and mouth agape,

             while he told of  his "Dragon Lady"

             and the details of her shape.

             His tales of the East were heaven,

             he did'nt miss a thing;

             he made his "China Duty"

             the goal of every Boot Marine.

             Well, I've fulfilled that ambition

             for I'm here in China today,

             and as for this sacred duty,

             here's what I have to say.

             "Give it back to the Indians!

             Or something equal to the phrase.

             Just like their famous fire drill,

             the whole things out of phase!

             Ship me somewhere East of East,

             where the best ain't like the worst,

             where there ain't no Chinese vodka,

             and a man can quench his thirst!

             For I had my fill of China

             and I'm leaving its troubled shore,

             having learned that China Duty

             ain't what it used to be no more."

               (extended 1984, Burbank, CA)

             But, perhaps when I get home again,

             and weary of the old routine,

             I'll look back proudly upon the days

             as a cockeyed china-marine.  

             Not every young man of twenty

             can travel so far and wide,

             and dance with beautiful maidens

             with a Marine Sergeant's pride.

             And who could forget an odyssey

             that includes the story of how

             a young man from North Carolina

             met a Russian Lady in Tsingtao.

             And how about that Chinese "wife"

             almost bought at a brothel house;

             a young "virgin" raised to bondage

             as a sometime concubine and spouse.

             I'll remember always the POWs

             we took after the surrender of Japan,

             who waited, depressed and lonely,  

             to be returned to their beloved homeland.

             Bless the furor that arose back home

             when it looked as though we might        

             become caught between Chiang and Mao    

             who were just beginning to fight.

             That would have been one War too many

             and in a land too far away,        

             so Congress and President Truman

             decided we couldn’t stay.

             If it were not for that decision

             and a few others, it now is clear,

             I would never have told this tale,

             or else would not have ended it here.              

 DAY BEFORE DEBARKATION(On Board USS George M. Randall , 4/46)  

 It was the day before debarkation 

 and all through the ship

 you could hear the Captain shouting

 for the crew to hop and skip.

 The men of the First Division

 and the boys of dear old MAG

 made ready with their luggage

 and their separation tag.

 Three cheers for the Navy you guys,

 they've brought us back at last!

 (But they said they'd bring us back

 or die before the mast!)

Then make way for the hearty crew, men,

 let 'em make fast those burly lines!

 Its them that holds us hear in port!

 (Blest be the tie that binds!)

The fresh water showers are on now

For the first time in 20 days,

5000 pounds of salt

Have Return to the briny waves. 

Yep, twenty lingering days now

 since we left old Tsingtao

 and we're headed straight for home, boys,

 Yippee! Hoorah! Ding How!

           ODIUM TO AN ENGLISH SPARROW

    (writ while plucking the mote from mine eye*)

The dodging little sparrow flits first this way and that

seems it never knows its business or exactly where its at.

But as Bombardier and Pilot, its work is well renowned,

for it always hits its target full and squarely on the crown.

(*sitting on the front porch at Home, 6/46)
                  CREDO OF AND INDIVIDUALIST

                (at UNC Chapel Hill, NC 9/46) 

 I am no condescending, worldly-wise, mellowed-with-age

 anti-passionist. I am thankful that I can still experience an

 occasional uplifting inspiration. I am not ashamed of my

 emotions nor would I repress them. I would rather cultivate and

 elevate them. I dote on youthful enthusiasm and loathe to see a

 day pass me by without a glance at the stars, or ponder for a

 moment the baffling mysteries of the universe. I would

 experience the inequities and shards of life with a passion

 proportionate to my appreciation of the good and the beautiful. 

 I would, above all, be honest in my relations with others.

 I would not join in the hypocritical  game of those who pretend;

 who feign complete indifference or extreme interest with great

 facility; who fake the silence of ignorance and naivety to be

 secretiveness and profundity; who hypocritically praise and

 doddle with each others feelings with complete disregard for

 truth, honesty or principle; who babble at each other with 

 a great chatter of meaningless social noises, beginning and

 ending it all according to standard procedures, with shifting

 eyes and feet, clammy hands and weak smiles.

                       GENESIS

                  (Chapel Hill, 7/47)      

      And there came into existence upon the Earth

      a substance which was aware of itself

      and it was to be called Life.

      Then out of the dust of the Earth

      this substance grew to take many forms,

      increasing in complexity and numbers.

      And there came of it a form of many forms

      and it called itself Mankind.

      Not only was Mankind aware of itself

      but was aware also of a Before and an After.

      And seeking therefore a Beginning and an End,

      came upon a great Abyss.

      Peering into this new darkness,

      Mankind was shaken and afraid.

      Timidly, Mankind began to explore it sides,

      and having found a great unknown 

      that filled everyone with awe,

      found need to speak of it.

      And knowing no better name for it,

      called it God.                             

          ORIGINS OF HOPE

      (Chapel Hill, Spring, 1948)        

   Sometimes with quick and precious insight

    I glimpse the beauty of this world

    and for one sentient moment

    I know the meaning of it all.

    Yet

    so quickly does the vision pass

    I have not time to translate

    nor jot it down in memory

    but

    leaves me with such faded dreams

    that so irrational later seem

    I dare not disclose to others;   

    though

    I often catch hints

    that they too have dreams

    and are afraid to tell.    

    No matter.

    such visions

    untranslatable as they are

    leave their mark;

    for despite 

    this muddled world, withal

    life goes on

    and we still have hope.

              Conjugate Lovers

          (Summer 49, Chapel Hill)

Cathy Baker was an English teacher who taught,

and her friend, Leif Morgan, was a preacher who praught;

though his detractors called him a screacher who scraught.

His heart, when he saw her, kept sinking and sunk,

and his eyes, meeting hers, began winking and wunk;

while she, in her turn, kept thinking and thunk.

The kiss he was trying to steal, then he stole.

At her feet he wanted to kneel so he knole

as he said, "I feel better than ever I fole". 

He hastened to woo, and sweetly he wooed,

for his love grew until a mountain it grewed,

and what he was looking to do then he dooed.

He ask her to ride to church, and they rode,

and so sweetly they did ride that they glode,

and they came to a place to be tied, but they toed.

"Then homeward", he said, "let us drive", and they drove,

and as soon as they wished to arrive they arrove,

for whatever he couldn't contrive, she controve.

So they to each other kept clinging and clung,

while Time his swift circuit was winging and wung;

but only one thing could they keep bringing, and brung.

Suddenly, the man Cathy wanted to catch and not caught,

that she wanted from others to snatch and had snaught,

was the one she now liked to fight, and she fought.

And Leif's warmth began freezing and froze,

while he took to teasing, and cruely he toze

the girl he had wished to be squeezing and squoze.

"Wretch!", he cried, as she tried to leave him and left,

"how could you deceive me as you have deceft?"

And she answered, "I promised to cleave and I've cleft!"          

                  LOVE SONG

           (Autumn 1949, Chapel Hill)\

           Indian Summer, balmy air,

           amazing sequence of Nature's care.

           Spreading fields, wandering roads,

           leaning fences, woody groves.

          Grass so green, sky so blue,

          wind in the trees, whispering of you. 

                        NOTE TO MY LOVE

    (During lecture on Determinants & Matrices, ‘49)

                     'Tis warm this Summer, and I
                     in lack of comfort, seek
                     refuge, where I may study
                     and think on things of less
                     hope to other men, which I
                     with clearness see, and should
                     thee, in lasting love, fail.            

      THE POWER OF LOVE 

       (Chapel Hill, Spring ‘50)                                 

    One Summer and a Fall have passed

    since my love first came to me,

    and the World and I have come to new terms.

    It is as though an act were done

    to change the very state of things,

    and where once I looked

    all is born anew.

    I say to myself,"Tomorrow,  

    surely tomorrow it will end,

    for it is a dream and I am asleep."

    But, then, tomorrow never comes

    and if these days I spend be sleep,

    then I sleep asleep

    and dream while dreaming......

    No I am awake, so it seems

    and all I've come to know is real.

    The World has changed

    because I love her so.

                NEGATIVE AND POSITIVE HAPPINESS

                            (Chapel Hill, Spring, 1950)   

                 When all my Being is diseased with Mind,

                 my Soul breaks free and seeks to find

                 refuge in some warm and timeless place

                 where Thought stands still and Feelings race.

                 And within the palm of awareness, I feel

                 the worth of life before me steal:

                 to Be, know Beauty, and nourish well

                 those rarest moments when Harmony dwells;

                 when all my Being is devoid of Self

                 and strives no longer for Power nor Pelf,

                 when Thought no longer impales the Soul

                 and Reason lets go its senseless hold;

                 then all the I in Me is gone

                 and all that I was and God are one.    

                       But then, sometimes.....

                 When all my Mind is tired of just Being,

                 Reason breaks free and thoughts go fleeing

                 into the exciting and immense Unknown

                 (from whence all tireless life is flown).

                 And within the realm of Reason, all life

                 is one great Hope and one great Strife.

                 And striving still, I seek the Unknown

                 for better sowing of seeds unsown.

                 And the Hope within Me thrills the Soul

                 with thoughts of that ever nearing Goal.

                 And so, if between the Veils of Life and Death

                 I am allowed just one precious breath,

                 I want to breathe it long and deep,

                 and pausing, release it, then to sleep.

                 THE GADFLY

               (At Home, 9/50)              

           Gadfly of the ego-realm,

            I speak in egocentric tones;

            a Life there is beneath the Lie,

            and each Ego has its own...

            Oh the things we never mention, 

            and the mystery of it all,

            yet we strive for understanding 

            while the Ego builds its wall.

            The world is full of strangers, 

            even in love the walls are there;

            in lack of understanding, 

            never our inward selves to share.

            Each of us has a Secret, 

            each a secret self all our own,

            and each a secret Vanity, 

            and all are lost and alone.

            Within us a battle rages 

            between the Right and the Left,

            compelled to live with strangers, 

            and compelled to live with oneself.

            The Left is fear and longing 

            of a brief life that ends in Death;

            the Right is hope and striving 

            that makes use of each fleeting breath. 

           And each is part and parcel 

            of a life of pleasure and pain.

            'til one overcomes the other, 

            or one the other disdains.

            If each could only see 

            the folly of their inward plight,

            and cancel a Left with a Left, 

            and add a Right to a Right. 

            Every one of us has one of each, 

            and together we add and detract,

            for hopes when common are heightened, 

            and fears, when pooled, subtract.

      THE POWER OF WOMAN  (USAF Academy, Waco, Tx  11/50)          

         What power lies in Woman

          that the pen cannot express!

          Mere sight and warmth of feeling 

          cannot her fathoms caress.

          Her bounds are far beyond her presence, 

          she is greatest.....when not there.....

          God, take my thoughts from Woman,

          let not them her traps ensnare.

          Love's enticements can thwart ambition,

          Woman can take from man his only hold

          on whatever lies beyond oblivion

          wherein must lie the secrets of his soul.

          For man must know as God so knows

          that Woman is for him a necessary treason;

          wounding him with perplexity of feeling,

          giving him posterity at the price of his reason.

          And man must know that in so brief a span,

          a quest that cannot go beyond the dead,    

          is not reckoned in terms of beauteous Woman

          and the forces that she wills upon his head.

          She does not seek some obscure pattern

          that might reveal the secret of it all.

          Her complete destiny is within her grasp;

          man she seeks to forego and forestall.

          By the very forces that dwell within her,

          she fights to keep man's fate in place;

          that he may not break the leash,

          by which she lets him make his petty pace.

                ADOLESCENT ENCOUNTER

                        (Seagraves, Tx, 6/51) 

                 Her name is Frances Huntley

                 and to put it bluntly

                 I think she's stacked!

                 Of course I'll never meet her

                 but in case I do, I'll greet her

                 with a very casual "Hello".

                 At first I think I'll tease her,

                 of course I'd like to squeeze her,

                 but to let her know would never do;

                 with austere regard I'll treat her

                 as if I could delete her

                 completely from my mind at any time

                 And when my charms have won her,

                 I'll delicately stun her.......

                 with my 'natural personality!'

Met and Married Peggy Joe Hayes in Galveston, Tx, while working as a Seismic Computor with Geotechnical Corp of Dallas: Three of five Children born from 1952 –1955, Las Cruces, NM and  Downey CA. Marriage on the rocks by mid 1960; ask for remote assignment by Lockheed, they sent to me to Alaska to manage the electronics installation for a computer-based Satellite Tracking Station. 
              MISCELLANY

               (Delta Junction, Alaska, 8/61)    

             There was a girley named Shirley

             who set me aflame with a flurry.

             But she was much too close

             and terribly verbose

             so I put out the fire in a hurry.

             I met a missus named Pat

             who had beauty, charm and all that.

             When we became acquainted

             she nearly fainted

             to learn what was under my hat.

             I once knew a nurse named Menkel

             whose nose when she smiled had a wrinkle.

             While under her care, I chanced to stare

             and felt like the Hyde side of Jekyll.      

          THE RESTESS SOUL

     (Alaska, Fort Greely BOQ, ’61)          

      The unending rush of living 

      in this world of anxious din

      fills us with a longing

      to start anew again.

      To re-consummate with Nature,

      to explore uncharted lands,

      to battle with the elements

      and conquer with our hands.

      To apply both mind an sinew

      to a world of close surrounds

      and carve from it an enclave

      where sustenance abounds.     

     To reconstruct the family

      as the touchstone of our life,

      as the crit of love and hope

      and the context of our strife.

      To re-create our Heroes

      in the image of our Lord,

      as men of strength and wisdom,

      of great deed and guiding word.

      To re-establish woman

      as the fountainhead of life,

      as guardian of our morals,

      as homemaker, mate and wife.

      To re-examine values

      in search of truth and light,

      to bring back a sanity

      that assures a sense of right.

      To expand our boundaries outward,

      not in greedy quest for gold,

      but for spiritual growth and freedom,

      as balm for the restless soul.                

     THE TIME AND THE PLACE (Alaska,  Fort Greely BOQ ‘61)    

         At first I saw a little girl

         so fragile and petite,

         I dared not get too close

         and was half afraid to speak.

         From time to time I noticed

         as she passed within my view

         that my eyes took on the habit

         of always following through.

         And as my gaze grew longer

         I observed with some surprise

         how my breath seem to shorten

         and my pulse begin to rise.

        With shaken calm I spoke to her,

         my head was fairly reeling,

         and when she turned to look at me,

         I blurted out my feelings.

         She seemed a little startled

         but flattered nonetheless

         and answered to my call

         with intriguing eagerness.

         When just short of captivation

         I suddenly realized

         that going any further

         was more foolish than wise.

         No man should love more women

         than he can manage to support,

         and two wives and four children

         would leave me somewhat short.

         So I pulled in my emotions

         and retired from the race

         to find that it isn't the girl,

         its just the time and the place.  
 TO ANOTHER SOUL IN PASSING

      (Alaska Fort Greely BOQ ’61)                           

       I know you have been hurt, I can see it in your eyes;

       that you have been in love is most easy to surmise.

       I know someone loves you, you're not easy to resist;

       that you're trying to forget, heads up the facts I list.

       I know you have a need, I could sense it at the start;

       it reached out to touch me and tugged gently at my heart.

       I know my heart answered and sent its message to you;

       I could feel the warm embrace, just as you felt it too.

       As fortune would have it, we met both soon and late,

       for I am no longer free and you cannot stand and wait.

       Though I can never know the moments we might have shared,

       I'd like to be remembered as one who also cared.

                 CURE FOR BROKEN HEARTS

               (Back home, Sunnyvale, CA, Dec’61)  

    Adversity and grief are no less a part of living

    than comfort and joy. One condition does not exist 

    without the other and are compatible only when

    we have learned to adjust quickly to the consequences

    of human frailty.

    We should count ourselves lucky that imperfection

    is all that will ever be offered to us. It is both the

    bonus and the price of individuality and free will.

    To be imperfect, to be less than whole,

    is to know success as well as failure. It is to need

    and be needed, to love and be loved. It is to reach

    for something missing, search for something unknown

    and imagine what might be realized. It is to let go

    of dreams used up and embrace those still vibrant

    with hope. To be imperfect is to live and grow. It

    makes wisdom a prize to be won.

    God has given us imperfection so that we might always

    have the prospect for a brighter future: one that we 

    may look back from and know that there was really 

    nothing to forgive, either of ourselves or others.
                           TO MY PIJJY

                         (On the occasion of our

                        eleventh anniversary, 6/62)          

                    She worked at the local cleaners

                    where I passed most every day

                    and though often I dropped in

                    we never had much to say.

                    I noticed when she helped me

                    her face did turn all red.

                    I thought it was her nature

                    or something I had said.

                    Then the boys from the office

                    began to take notice too

                    and teased me something awful

                    for not following through.

                    She's too young, I would complain,

                    'tis clear as it can be,

                    she's only fifteen or so

                    though a lovely thing to see.

                    "Not so!" Said her sister,

                    whom we saw each coffee break.

                    "She's been eighteen for months

                    and hasn't got a date!"

                    That night I thought of her

                    and how sweetly she had blushed

                    when picking up my clothes,

                    my hand against hers did brush.

                    As the new spring day went by

                    I thought of her every hour,

                    of her soft delicate face,

                    as lovely as a flower.

                    Now before the day was done

                    I swore I would have a date,

                    and started for the cleaners

                    for it was getting late.   

                    The place was full of people,

                    she was busy as could be,

                    no chance for conversation

                    and her boss was watching me.

                    With sudden inspiration

                    I penned a note from Heaven,

                    "You have a date with me tonight,

                    I'll pick you up at seven."

                    I could not know for certain

                    if my plan she would espouse,

                    but as the hour drew near

                    I went calling at her house.

                    Full of hope for her consent

                    to let me dine and dance her,

                    I tapped gently on the door

                    and waited for an answer.

                    Slowly, then, the moments passed

                    when, at once, the door was open,

                    and without the slightest pause

                    she said what I was hoping.

                    "I'll be ready in a minute,"

                    she said in a girlish tone,

                    "I hope you won't mind waiting,

                    please make yourself at home.."

                    Jack Tar's and Mogen David wine

                    began our true romance,

                    and before three weeks had passed

                    I didn't have a chance.

                    She was so sweet and lovely 

                    my head could not resist,

                    and my pulse was pushing ninety

                    most every time we kissed.

                    We talked of love and marriage,

                    of children and of life,

                    and made plans for the future

                    as if we were man and wife.

                    Each day I thought of her

                    from morning until night,

                    and each time I passed the cleaners

                    I'd catch her in my sight.

                    For her each evening I would wait

                    to walk her home again;

                    just to talk and be with her

                    was such a sweet refrain.

                    Then one day I did resolve

                    to ask her for her hand,

                    and made a special date that night

                    to set about my plan.

                    Once more I called on her

                    upon the hour of seven

                    and took her for a walk

                    under the stars of Heaven.

                    We walked among magnolia trees,

                    the stars were big and bright,

                    the moonlight glistened in her eyes,

                    she was truly a delight.

                    Along the beach we wandered

                    with the night wind in her hair,

                    and the pound and roar of the surf

                    gave us a world to share

                     I picked her favorite flower

                    and on the leaves I wrote

                    the names of all "our" children

                    as a special kind of note.

                    She took it from me lovingly

                    and held it to her face,

                    and read as she sought its fragrance,

                    then rushed to my embrace.

                    Silly with love as one can be,

                    I said with eyes so starry,

                    "I christen thee 'My Pijjy',

                    the girl I'm going to marry."

                    My cup was running over

                    with a love that could not wait,

                    and before the night was through

                    we decided to set the date.

                    The preacher was understanding

                    and gave her the marriage fee

                    so we wouldn't start out with nothing,

                    for I was broke, you see.

                    We lived happily ever after

                    except for a moment or two,

                    but I still don't have any money;

                    by the way, my Pijjy, do you?

   Begin “Morgan Says” prose as fill-in…..

Morgan Says # 1, "Nature ultimately insists that we get
organized or else". (2/3/99)

Morgan Say # 2,  “Immortality is available to all;

its called "family" 

                  Reply To Eulogy

                (to Brother Gale, ‘64) 

        A brother of mine, indulging in rhyme,

        has written lines to my honor.

        I feel it a shame he should waste the same

        on such a dubious scholar.

        Yet, I must confess, I'm deeply impressed

        by lines so inapt but clever.

        So flattered am I that any reply

        is really quite an endeavor.

        Suffice it to say, you're really OK,

        as brother and equal scholar.

        But comparing me to Einstein, old B,

        is like comparing a dime to a dollar.
  Morgan Says #3 “A Love earned is both spendable

  and saved”. (2/7/99)           
       REFECTIONS AT MID-JOURNEY

              (Just before leaving Sunnyvale, ’69)    

 The greatest agony that one can bare is the sure knowledge

 of what might have been and was not, and of what could be

 but never will. The realization mounts over the years and 

 reaches critical proportions. As midlife approaches, the 

 words 'acceptance' and 'adjustment' take on new meanings.

 As the most cherished things become clearly identified

 with what is most fragile and temporary, applying not only

 to ourselves but to our loved ones, the hopes we cling to 

 begin to fade away

Strength, once drawn freely from the future, dwindles fast

 when the account threatens to prove overdrawn; moreover,

 the tide of self-generated energies gives clear and 

 undeniable signs of ebbing. The pressure to gain fruition

 from long labors ever increases and must find absolution.

 The reality of self-limitation further saps away strength 

 and, at best, taints ambition or sours once precious hopes.

 Compromise hangs heavy in the heart and threatens to stifle

 unless removed by some form of re-evaluation. The need for

 rationalization is intensified many fold until a new

 equilibrium is reached. Herein lies the greatest danger__

 an all-consuming search for an escape from anxiety. Liberation,

 if it comes before the moment of death, demands a victory,

 either real or imaginary, from within or without;__ 

 true integration of self or complete disassociation. For some,

 continued life with good health becomes proof of self mastery.

 Sanity will allow only so much redefinition of unrequited

 wants and nagging fears.

          POWER OF WOMAN REVISITED (Canyon Country, CA, ’70)   

          Two thirds of the real power of the human species

          is vested in the female. When that power is almost

          compulsively and universally used to re-enforce

          human frailty or squandered frivolously in all

          directions, one must begin to suspect biological

          nihilism, or evolution of the species gone awry.

          When an acceptable quality of life can no longer 

          be collectively perceived by the species, its 

          members may be triggered not only to destroy themselves

          but to deny the ultimate continuation of the species.

          Since the future for the human species now clearly

          depends not upon the automatic forces of instinct

          but upon conscious rational choices, we must somehow

          be prepared to both recognize and override instinct

          in this regard. If human females were to be trained 

          from early youth to use their power constructively to

          the long-term benefit of the species and to thereby

          override any genetic tendencies or instincts to the

          contrary, the world would quickly become a vastly

          different and better place. There is another safeguard

          potentially available: the male could seize a more

          equal share of power, by manual override of the

          reproductive instinct upon demand!                    

        TRUE AGONY/REAL TRAGEDY

                 (Divorce after 5 Kids, Winter ’72)          

                True agony may be properly defined as

                a suspension of pain between the levels

                of unbearable and self-destruct.

                Real tragedy, therefore, is true agony

                from which there is no escape; it is

                to be caught up in a dilemma which is

                insoluble because the antagonists

                have just enough redeeming qualities

                to sustain them from violent attack.

        Morgan Says # 4, "Good stuff should be allowed to happen!"

Morgan Says #5, "When the freedom-restricting, necessary evil called
government focuses on limiting the bad stuff that happens, they allow 

more good stuff to happen. Responsible and capable humans will not 

long be micro-managed as wards of the state -  government focus 

on managing the happening of good stuff turns into cultural cancer."  

 ON THE QUALITY OF LOVE (as anchored in Family, ’73)   

There is room for doubt in every other phase of our

consciousness except that which reckons with love.

Love is in its very essence the one lasting security,

the one experience by which two or more individuals

may come to know some measure of constancy in this

world of writhing change and flux. Nothing of life 

can ultimately make any sense; the values, beauty,

accomplishments are all meaningless without a

touchstone from which we can stand oriented

and fixed in clear and unwavering perspective.

The family is that touchstone and perspective.
                  WHISPERS OF ID                   

          (Living alone in a Motel in Sunnyvale, 5/73*)                

           From the depth of my troubled soul one night

           pushed upward through dreamless sleep

           a message of ominous portent

           did my sudden awareness keep.

           The voice of a presence within

           spoke with great authority and light

           and left suspended in air 

           these haunting words of the night…..

          "Arouse precious hopes gone to sleep.

           Tell them what they want to know!

           Let go the ones you cannot keep,

           and nurture those that need to grow!"

           In the hollowness of my being then

           the words echoed to and fro

           until captured by feeble desire;

           a measure of their meaning to know.

           The stanza I slowly repeated

           as though the words were mine

           and a cascade of vented feeling

           followed each incanted line.

           An overwhelming sense of relief

           with these cryptic words came through

           and I knew I must respond

           to the meaning that rang so true.   

           And from that fateful night 'til now

           I have found an inner peace

           by giving life to the hopes I can

           and to the rest, a kind release.

   *On loan to Missiles and Space Division of  Lockheed to head up and single 

        handedly create the Space Shuttle Software Proposal      

WHYS (Motel in Sunnyvale, CA, 6/73)

Why do humans insist on mindless self abuse?

Do we mean to punish or simply have excuse?

So long we have wrestled with this hateful trait,

you'd think evolution's Why would give our genes a break.

Must be our species benefits some Why

like separating chaff or letting weakness die.

Unspoken Why lets excess take its toll

and greed's answers to those we ask puts Satan on a roll.

Instinct needs calming down, I Why to you its true.

Intellect is slave to Sensuality in everything we do.

Trial and Error's pendulum is now hanging at full tilt;

Social Terror Whys us back again toward Guilt.

As we move toward center, Whying sideways with Chance,

lucky answers sometimes grants us small advance.

Reason climbs to the top of where we are

and Whys boldly upward to try and catch a Star.

Mind's Why excels at seeking Higher Ground;

someday it will take Fate's Pendulum down.

Life is meant to be a pursuit of Dreams

that lift above instinct to Whys beyond our genes. 

Morgan Says # 6, “Almost no one dies when they are all caught up;

 but if we have to - way to go!"
 TO PEGGY (divorce after 22 years, 7/73))

Somehow with time and testing

our marriage went astray,

a feeling of something missing

growing larger with each day.

The kids, all five of them,

recoiled as the tensions grew,

exasperation conquered

where once our love was new.

I vowed to make you happy;

a promise I could not keep.

The path we were to follow

was too lonely and too steep.

I fought to climb a mountain

and tried to take you along;

you longed for the friendly valley,

to be with the happy throng.

You needed warmth and people

at nearly every turn;

I craved restfulness and order,

as respite from the storm.

I know you tried as I did

to make it all work out,

and you were always good to me

in so many ways that count.

We simply could not cope 

with those trying middle years

so begging of maturity,

so mixed with joy and tears.

Too late I turn to focus

on the source of Love's demise;

to the fragile Inner Beings

so frightened and surprised.

At first, your unhappiness

and your fears so long endured

sent daggers to my sense of pride

and left compassion inured.

I simply would not accept

the Peggy that lived within,

and left her to surprise me

again, again and again.

My own insecurity

proved greater than I knew;

inside I clung in disbelief

to my fantasy of you.


Then perhaps too desperately,

I tried to communicate, 

to let the Real Peggy

with my own true self relate.

So many the frantic tries

to pass through that inner door;

I became a person obsessed,

and you could stand no more.

Had I with trust and patience

seemed able to turn away,

you might have found for yourself

what I pressed to hard to say.

As it was, my own self-struggle

reached a climax all my own

and I was too weak

to turn anywhere but home.

Oh God, the empty feeling

each time I found you gone!

A rushing tide of tears and fears!

My heart an aching stone!

A hurt I could not hold back

mounting a gnawing void

to grasp the reins of my being

and make me feel destroyed!

Damn! But I really goofed it

when I tried to make you change.

Intense anger and stupid words

that could not help but estrange!?

Whatever the future holds

I want you to always know

how very deeply I loved you

though I failed to make it show.

Despite the hurt and sorrow

that another has won your heart,

I want you to be happy

yet cautious from the start.

Remade dreams are harder held,

the problems we fled remain,

deep wounds take many years to heal

and life is never the same.

However sweet the new love

though forever it may last,

against the bright dreams we shared

will be always in shadows cast.

Life's most precious hopes and joys

are served only once around

and no matter how long we dine

can never again be found.

Youth cannot be recaptured

nor its soaring flight sustained

but grace is ours if we grasp it,

to sail on a peaceful plain.

Five souls form a lasting tie

as we go our separate way;

though our paths cross evermore

there is little left to say.

One last important feeling,

in their interest I extend;

my wish to put aside the past

in the hope we can be friends.

     WHAT THE PREACHER SAID

                  (Newhall, CA,  11/73)

          I sat in church one morning

          having just reached a new plateau

          in my adjustment to divorce

          and its lingering pale of woe
          As though he saw me coming

          the preacher started in

          on a sermon about marital problems

          and his talk with a psychiatrist friend.

          With style and convincing argument 

          he narrowed the subject down

          to two verses in the bible

          and just two words profound.

          "Husband", he said with great fervor,

          "love your wife and, then,

          love her and love her and love her,

          then love her once again!"

          "Wife", he spoke more softly now,

          "honor your husband and, then,

          put him on a pedestal

          and honor him once again!"

         With superb unction and gesture

          he brought his message home,

          it was all so beautifully simple

          it cut right to the bone.

          As a beggar pleading for alms,

          reaching out over the podium stand,

          he stroked at his open palm and said,

          "then you'll eat from each others hand!"

          The truth of his message stabbed me!

          Was love so simple a thing?

          And can honor alone suffice

          to make a man feel king?

         Perhaps my love did falter

          just as she said it did,

          before she ceased to honor me

          by accepting another's bid.

          Feelings of guilt possessed me

          as they had many times before,

          and my hard-won stability

          threatened to depart once more.

           Suddenly, an inner voice cried out,

          "Love is not so simple a thing,

          and if it sometimes falters,

          it should not disaster bring!"

          In or out of marriage,

          the trials of life are many,

          and raising a family today

          can make anyone a ninny!

          So if you'll forgive me

          Mr. well-meaning preacher,

          your formula for marriage

          is missing an important feature!

          Your message on love and honor

          is well taken and profound,

          but to climb such lofty heights,

          one needs contact with the ground.

          The ingredient you didn’t mention

          that would give your message clout

          is the idea of "commitment"--

          that’s what the bible's all about.

          From the story of Adam and Eve

          to Jesus and his Disciples all,

          there is always a commitment

          to some larger important call.

          Regardless of the translation

          or who may the sermons bring,

          the bible with this central theme

          permeates everything.

          It says in simple language

          that there is a meaning to life,

          and that it is embedded 

          in the context of our strife.

          The strife that Adam knew

          when he acquiesced to Eve

          to begin the generations

          and his paradise to leave.

          The agonies of Jesus

          and each Disciple in turn

          are told again and again

          that we might one lesson learn.

          No matter that they were men

          or that Mary in purity begot,

          the message is the same--

          to struggle is our lot!  

          Free will as individuals

          and survival of both one and kind

          presents fundamental conflicts

          that affect both body and mind.

          As the bible so well relates,

          free will involves repeated choice

          where lust and greed and hate, disguised,

          are forever given voice.

          In marriage as in life

          commitment is surely the key

          that makes love and honor

          survive the temptations three.

          Today it seems in fashion

          to divorce if the going gets rough

          until we find "the right person"

          or until we've had enough.

          Love and honor are expressed

          by most variant words and deeds,

          and without the force of commitment,

          can be twisted by negative needs.

          In conclusion, I would ask 

          of you and your psychiatrist friend,

          does not continued love and honor

          upon commitment depend?

          I'm no biblical scholar

          nor expert on marriage woes;

          I only know that commitment

          is what keeps us on our toes.

          Commitment to the Ministry

          presents a brand of strife, I'm sure,

          that would cause anyone's devotion

          to now and then demur.

          Marriage is no less demanding

          when family crises cook,

          and applying the bible there, too,

          requires no less than all the book.

          Because you live in its verses,

          permit this lay suggestion please,

          it may be you lost the forest

          in the denseness of the trees.

          Perhaps the central message

          is repeated too many time o'er

          and like a constant drumming,

          is eventually heard no more.          

          And so it is with marriage,

          in the daily coping and strife,

          we loose sight of our great wealth

          as committed partners for life.

                       LIFE GAME

                      (xmastime, ’73)   

        "I" wonders often why it can never see

        the other half it knows as "me".

        They are both always there to play a little game,

        like hide and seek, but not the same.

        Now in early years, they were close as could be

        like Tweedledum and Tweedledee.

        And as the years rolled by, they tried to mature

        with I out front and me unsure.

        The I tries to leave the companion behind,

        and me takes over by blinding mind.

        When the mind can't tell which is coming from where,

        me rules supreme and I is bare.

        Sooner or later as I first gets the word,

        a deal is made and me is heard.

        In order to lead at least most of the time,

        I must listen to me behind.  

        But problems arise as they struggle and grope

        and me gets hurt when I can't cope.

        And then there are times when I needs to recall

        something that me can't use at all.   

       Remembering, you see, that carries pain with it,

        makes me re-live each bit of it.

        While this may be good in helping I to float,

        me finds it hard to be the goat.

        The way things happen, it takes only a while

        for them to build a long memory file.

        So when the experience is too painful to bare,

        me locks it up way back in there.

        Right along with it, me will lay in a trough,

        a booby trap set to go off.

        Then whenever I tries to bring it all back,

        it will require a long playback.

        As I threads its way and gets close to the door,

        the trap goes off and me gets sore.

        But I is stronger now and must have more than that,

        and turns to see where me is at.

        To I's great surprise, me appears to be gone;

        yet, I can tell its not alone.

        Now the game is played in dead earnest by both;

        they are ready now for spiritual growth.

        More and more often, I is inclined to say,

        "there's got to be a better way.

        If I can just focus all my thought around me,

        I'll find out what I need to see."

        I thinks about me until the head is numb,

        but the focus just won't come.

        Oh, me has substance and a rough form is there,

        but its fuzzy right where I stares!

        I looks obliquely, hoping to catch off guard,

        but as I moves, me moves as hard.

        Suddenly with insight, I starts to understand

        that me just wants an outstretched hand.

        No longer judging why me is what it is,

        I learns to accept it , vis a vis.

        Being more verbal and given to much thought,

        I speaks to me of what life has wrought....

       "Try to understand that before we were grown,

        in our memory, bad seeds were sown.

        When first things happen, we don't have enough facts

        to grasp it all or fill the cracks.

        Our early memories are often stored away

        with the wrong tags for quick replay.

        Yet, the reason we have a memory stack

        is so that we can play things back.

        Now as we relate each event with the past,

        we gain the means of learning fast.

        And when things come in that have pain attached,

        we'll have the facts to make a patch.

        You may have noticed that when we integrate,

        hurt goes away and so does hate.

        While to recall pain is certainly no fun,

        it means less pain in the long run.

        And remember this, you have nothing to fear

        when I'm in charge and thinking is clear.

        I cannot deny you or your feelings resist,

        for without you, I don't exist.

        I know I'm needed, and know you feel it too,

        for without I, we're both all through.

        As roommates forever, we have to get along,

        though healthy fights can make us strong."

       (They need a contract like all the rest of us,

        to live together in mutual trust.)

        "Day in and day out, we struggle right on

        to stay in step and sing our song.        

       As time marches on we'll come to know that

        our tete a tete  is where its at.

        With sense of humor and mutual respect,

        its just plain fun to circumspect"........

        Though we may falter and sing off key,

        we're quite a show my I and me,

        and if you meet them when they're carrying on,

        just remember this poem and you won't go wrong.

        Something else, by now, you find alive and well,

        when I and me get along swell.

        Though it has no name and must live all alone,

        it moved the hand that wrote this poem.

                   TOO MUCH LIGHT

                               (Be Too or Be Too Not,’73)

              Given light as Hamlet asked from the darkness of despair

              turns out, is no guarantee that answers will be fair.

              Neither does such light always bring a knowing

              nor end the anxious yearning that from a soul is flowing.

              Indeed, the light of truth can sear a soul outright

              and leave the seeker blinded or filled with mortal fright.

              Thus warned, we best be wary of the truths we seek to gain

              just to make damn sure, you know, that we're equal to the pain.

              Questions should have an order from reason's earliest start

              less the proverbial horse become hitched behind the cart.

              Asked too early or too late a question may some answer leave

              that merely adds confusion to the pattern of our weave.

              Do you tacitly assume that all questions we may pose

               are, by definition, rational and have some meaning to disclose?

               Or do you admit the freedom to demand a silly reply

                like asking someone else, "Is it true you always lie?"

               On the other hand, suppose a billion apes, give or take a few,

              are punching typewriters endlessly in some Pavlovian Zoo.

              Sooner or later, one might guess Shakespeare's Sonnets would compose

              as readable patterns, one by one from prolific chance arose.

              We should not fault too much this kind of monkeyshine

              to posing endless questions without any reason or rhyme.

              Could be as good a way as any to eventually hit upon

              the kind of answers needed to make reality a home.

              Yet, I confess an early urging for a more deliberate search;

              a carefully guided probe that wouldn't leave me in a lurch.

              One simple rule, I found did wonders for my light;

              by imagining all the answers first, I decided if the question was right. 

              By selecting only questions that would some timely meaning yield

              I managed to avoid some pain as I narrowed down the field.

              Not that more questions didn't arise, but, in general, I did find

              they tend to follow threads that on a common axis wind.

              Down such a path I've wondered now for two score years and more,

              and all the light I've gathered has made my reason sore.

              Too much light, you see, presents a question all its own....

              "What if I've made it all up and I'm really here all alone?"

                     CONNUBIALITY

                      (on getting it together, ‘74)         

Connubiality is a state of mind, with or without a spouse you'll find

the soul has special tenor and the countenance a certain smile.

Regardless of age or marital status the person who has it emeritus  

has lost the wasteful dirge of incompleteness.

Mona Lisa, you may recall, had the unmitigated gall

to radiate this quality in spades.

In the times that then prevailed, who would have thought a female

could look so self assured and complete unto herself.

A fact, which I feel sure caused Da Vinci to demur;

and inspired both he and Ponchielli to further heights.

Now this is testimonial, to wit, marriage is not necessary to quit

wandering about aimlessly in search of self esteem.

While marriage may be a boon of itself it cannot soon

bring things about which would not have happened otherwise.

So long as life is focused and fun we can always get things done

and have little need to lean on anyone else.

More important and to the point, if we would our marriages anoint

we should all first learn self-connubiality.

 Morgan Says # 7, “We have absolutely nothing to fear except sleep itself, and the
  fear of no sleep! “ (4/8/99)     

                        ON ADVERSITY   (1974)

  There is a kind of positive effect to adversity;

  if one knows that, all-in-all, they have given their best.

  Rationalization of personal failure may play a part from 

  time to time, but if real and lasting contributions have

  been made, such periods are shallow and brief. The positive

  substance of long-suffered adversity is, I feel, a sense

  of having won something after all; something that, in the

  long run, is more valuable and important-- a capacity to

  endure, without bitterness or permanent damage to the soul.

  There is an actual uplifting of the soul that comes from

  increased knowledge of what we're made of, and an 

  enhanced awareness and appreciation for the plight of others.

 ELECTION '64, '68, '72, ET CETERA  (1974)

               My Nation is ill,

               I am troubled and sad;

               the problems are many,

               the outlook is bad.

               Where is the Leader

               we so desperately need?

               Is he waiting somewhere

               a signal to heed?

               Send out a Message!

               Let it ring loud and clear!

               That all may bear witness

               the moment is here!

               Push back the hollow,

               the pretenders and fools.

               Bring forth a Messiah

               to lay down new rules.

               We have lost our way,

               there is no turning back,

               we are in a thicket

               with a heavy rack!

              Our speed is dizzy

               the direction is round.

               Is there a leader

               waiting to be found?

               Surely will come forth,

               in answer to prayer,

               some fateful leader

               to catch us unaware.

               Though man, woman,

               young, middling, or old,

               of whatever color,

               they must be BOLD!

              Candid, forthright,

               straight-in-the-beams,

               a solid citizen

               who's more than seems.

               Compassion too,

               and, of course,

               with sense of humor,

               but stout as a horse!

               Good Heavens!  We're stuck!

               As far as I can see,

               no such person exists!

               Unless, of course!  It's me!

Another blank period of 4 years as the second marriage to Peggy slowly came apart, but the youngest two boys, Chris and Kenn have a full time father and are being brought up in a good neighborhood on Lisa Kelton Place in Newhall, CA……. 

                                         FORGIVE WHAT?

                                                 (6/30/78)   

Imperfection gives us direction by inspiring accomplishment. We should count ourselves lucky if it is all that will ever be offered to humanity. It is the bonus as well as the price of individuality, of free will. To be imperfect is to need and be needed; it is to love and be loved. It is to reach for something missing, to search for something not known, to imagine what is not yet realized. It makes wisdom a prize to be won! Even God must know imperfection, else we would not have the future to look back from and see clearly that there is nothing to forgive.  

Final divorce takes place in 1980…….Chris and Kenn stay with Dad on Lisa Kelton, in Newhall, CA.

      THE NEW MOTHERHOOD (11/80)

            Observe the new motherhood

            on which all futures rest,

            an uncertain kind of commitment

            that just happens more or less.

            With no firm rules to guide them

            they tend to stumble all about,

            torn between instinct and fashion,

            and beset by fear and doubt.

            All too often now we find

            this child parent in our midst;

            the hapless source of a litter,

            sowing the seeds of our grist.

            Abused and abandoned     

            while still just a little girl,

            they stopped growing along the way,

            to live in their own special world.

            Learning nothing from their trials,

            they increasingly cannot cope,

            as the kids and a lonely spouse

            helplessly watch them grope.

            Having never addressed their animal

            for lack of growth of the mind,

            it eventually rules supreme

            by controlling from behind.

           Compulsion often grabs them

            with pangs of wild desire

            for things that feed the senses

            and sets the soul on fire.

            More and more they run away

            in one manner or another,

            including the latest fad

            of taking on a lover.

            The grass is always greener

            when new love's song is sung,

            and they sparkle like a diamond

            each time their trap is sprung. 

            From one extreme to the other

            they bounce like a rubber ball,

            stopping sometimes at one end,

            but never in the middle at all. 

           Free acceptance of others

            is their plea for similar fare;

            hoping someone will love the "me"

            that they can hardly bare.

            Outside they're friendly and precious,

            a living doll to all who pass by,

            but inside, a rotten soul is seeking

            some pleasant way to die.

            For those who depend on their graces

            from days end til morning light,

            they're cold and unforgiving,

            and ever filled with spite.

            Their desires cannot be sated,

            the more they receive, the less;

            self hate has taken over,

            and rejects all happiness.

            The family is caught in the middle

            between compassion and disgust;

            while they are hell-bent for disaster,

            drowning in selfishness and lust.

           And ever there are fools close by

            who will aid to the very hilt,

            the constant cheating and lying

            that covers their burden of guilt.

            The parents of tomorrow

            being brought up in this clime

            must lift themselves by the bootstraps

            or be caught up in the slime.

            Though far from being innocent,

            their spouse is victim as well;

            made impotent and diluted,

            and too often, mad as hell.

            Sooner or later, it blows,

            this time-bomb set by the past,

            and no attempt to defuse it        

            can prevent the awful blast.

            All society loses

            when such motherhood takes control,

            and somehow, our sense of values

            must take on a different mold.

            Freedom without commitment

            to the future of our kind

            can only lead to disaster

            for those who come behind.

            A collective suicide

            is an end we cannot rule out,

            if blindly we follow like lemmings,

            our lesser instincts all about.

            Some have already chosen

            a "People's Temple" way to go,

            taking from innocent children

            their right to live and grow.

             Surely we will soon reject

            "You do your thing and I'll do mine."

            as nothing more than a death wish

            for all of human kind.

            Achieve and learn to love yourself

            else you cannot love another,

            and be strong enough when things get rough

            to be a good father or mother.

            Most of all, do not accept

            those who will not grow and learn

            to carry their load along the road

            of life's mutual care and concern.

 Morgan says #8, "I don't function too good for a while when I get angry,

 but it sure feels good when I can stop to unload it – you all know how it is!"              
             THOUGH FATE WOULD DEAL

                                     (1980)

           To become modestly convinced of one's worth

           and turn the thrust of desire and anger

           to quiet purpose and determination;

           to confront adversities that befall

           with a hope that is stronger than fear;

           to place duty before freedom

           and integrity above convenience:

           these are the true challenges of life.

           If these battles with self are won,

           so then is life's success, 

           though fate would deal a thousand blows.                    

                       TOO MUCH LIGHT REVISITED

                           (getting it together again, 1980)  

     "The unexamined life is not worth living!" I don't remember

     who is credited with first stating that. It doesn’t matter 

     for my purposes just now. What is important to me at this 

     moment is the mounting feeling that " the over-examined life 

     is not worth living either!". But where lies the healthy 

     balance? The principal aspect of an over-examined life is 

     the estrangement it tends to cause, the sense of loneliness 

     and reality separation with respect to others. Two or more

     people in partnership might examine themselves, life and

     reality in general more healthily than one alone. Even

     then, how far do they dare go; especially when the

    examination threatens to pit one against the other. What should

     be the basic constraint on self examination or examination

     of others ? Surely each of us has some preserve we 

     do not wish to share or reveal; especially not to everyone.

     We are, perhaps, driven to share that preserve with one

     or a small number of others--carefully selected, if given

     the choice--who would share their preserve with us and not

     wish to reveal what has been shared with others. Another 

     basic constraint on the examination of life is that we 

     simply cannot do it all of our waking time. There are 

     other pursuits to which each us must attend. So, what

     priority do we properly give to it? It depends greatly,

     of course, on how much priority we can give to it and 

     still take good care of other essential needs. It is

     relative to where we would be going, and with whom. 

     Just as each of us has a private preserve which we would

     share with few or no-one, I suspect most if not all of us

     also have a public area of our being we wish everyone

     would share. This need to share one part might be as strong

     as the need to withhold another part--both with a tendency

     to vary with time, experience and knowledge.

     What, then, should be the central purpose of life's

     examination? Personal happiness? More happiness for all? The

     unbiased search for truth for its own sake, regardless of

     the consequences? Does greater understanding always bring

     greater compassion, love, ability to cope, happiness? What

     if that understanding reveals more, as it surely may, of the

     unpleasant side of life; the selfishness, greed, hate, injustice,

     etc? What if understanding finally reaches the conclusion

     that we are a very frail, false and  sorry lot, including, most

     especially, oneself? What if understanding concludes, as some

     would already have  us believe, that there is no such thing as

     choice or free  will; that we are driven, preprogrammed by

     genetic or instinctual forces to act our a preordained pattern,

      including making futile efforts to do otherwise? Or, what if

      understanding leads us to conclude that choices and free will

      are so without constraint that reality and life is what we choose

      to believe it to be, nothing more or less --that  self-examination

      is farce, a tautology,  a reductio ad absurdum?

     Too much light is like being educated beyond one's

     intelligence.  It is to take in more knowledge, more

     understanding, more possibilities than one can assimilate. 

     We humans need a vagus nerve of the intellect that will 

     communicate to all parts of the cerebral cortex the fact

     that it needs to expel a sickening amount of unassimilated

     material and suppresses all appetite for further knowledge

     until what one has accumulated already has been properly

     digested! Ah, but a constipation of the spirit, of the

     intellect, of the mind has no easy balm, no laxative, no

     sure outlet. Where is the anus, the ureter, the colon and

     the bladder of the spirit!? Is it the written and spoken

     word driven by convulsive firing of neurons? Is it, indeed,

     "a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and furry,

     signifying nothing!" Ah yes, but the “tale” must be told!

   PSALM OF LIFE REVISITED (Extending Longfellow, ’80)  

     Your life is not a state but an evolving process.

     Personal freedom and dignity are not birthrights but rather

     potentials--realized through growth and individual

     accomplishment.  You are given only a source and a

     destination.  You control the journey between.  Make the

     most of it while you can.  So long as the journey is

     incomplete, who and what you are now and where you’ve been

     are not as important as who and what you are becoming and

     where you will be tomorrow.
Morgan Says #9, "Terrorism increases in direct proportion to the number of greedy immature in a society led by socially pleasing decadents. In the short and long run, it is simply the inevitable residue of a continuing vacuum of strong moral leadership both in the home and in government.”
  ON LOOKING BACK (1980) 

           Looking back now 

           brings a recurring thought;

           a wish that I had

           stopped more often:

           not to languish

           or dawdle,

           you understand,

           but to focus.

           We tolerate too much

           a blur of things.

           It is as though,

           in youth,

           it is constant flow 

           that counts;

           a preoccupation

           with motion.   

          With time

           priorities change

           and we lean towards pause;

           not constantly

           but more often.

           One might say wisdom

           the reason why

           but I think otherwise.

           Wisdom is not cause,

           when finally overrun 

           by events,

           we long for respite.

           Having chanced upon it

           early on,

           we know it exists

           and turn to look.

           In this we find

           peace was not savored

           when accident'ly met,

           but squandered

           or ignored,

           foolishly,

           as though free

           like plentiful water

           Real thirst

           not yet known,

           we did not feel

           the anticipation

           and took little notice

           if cool and crystal clear

           or how bountiful

           the oasis.

           Most important,

           that pause un-savored

           was poorly shared;

           not only then,

           but now and tomorrow

           when its real power

           might have been released

           again and again.           

           Such moments shared

           and multiplied

           as others hear

           and feel

           the grace bestowed,

           work a magic;

           like multiflorous seeds

           in nature's garden.

           Good remembrance

           substantiates the now

           by fulfilling the past

           and welcoming tomorrow;

           meanings's bridge,

           not only for the living,

           but for the dead

           and those to come.               
                  THE NEW PARENTHOOD

          (more fairly put,  & worth repeating ‘81)

                 Observe the new parenthood

                 on which all futures rest,

                 an uncertain kind of commitment

                 that just happens more or less.

                 With no firm rules to guide them

                 they tend to stumble all about, 

                 torn between instinct and fashion

                 and beset by fear and doubt.

                 All to often now we find

                 this child-parent in our midst;

                 the hapless source of a litter

                 sowing the seeds of our grist.

                 Abused and abandoned    

                 while just a boy or girl,

                 they stopped growing along the way

                 to live in their own special world.

                 Learning nothing from their trials,

                 they increasingly cannot cope,

                 as the kids and a lonely spouse

                 helplessly watch them grope.

                 Having never addressed their animal

                 for lack of growth of the mind,

                 it eventually rules supreme

                 by controlling from behind.

                 Compulsion often grabs them

                 with pangs of wild desire

                 for things that feeds the senses

                 and sets the soul on fire. 

                 More and more they run away

                 in one manner or another,

                 including the latest fad

                 of taking on a lover.

                 The grass is always greener

                 when new love's song is sung,

                 and they sparkle like a diamond

                 each time their trap is sprung.

                 From one extreme to the other

                 they bounce like a rubber ball,

                 stopping sometimes at one end

                 but never in the middle at all.

                 Free acceptance of others

                 is their plea for similar fare,

                 hoping someone will love the "me"

                 that they can hardly bare.

                 Outside they're friendly and precious,

                 a living doll to all who pass by,

                 but inside, a rotten soul is seeking

                 some pleasant way to die.

                For those who depend on their graces

                 from day's end to morning light,

                 they're cold and unforgiving,

                 and ever filled with spite.

                 Their desires cannot be sated,

                 the more they receive, the less;

                 self-hate has taken over

                 and rejects all happiness.

                 The family is caught in the middle

                 between compassion and disgust;

                 while they are hell-bent for disaster,

                 drowning in selfishness and lust.

                 And ever, there are fools close by

                 who will aid to the very hilt

                 the constant cheating and lying

                 that covers their burden of guilt.

                 The parents of tomorrow 

                 being brought up in this clime

                 must lift themselves by the bootstraps

                 or be caught up in the slime.

                 Though far from being innocent

                 their spouse is victim as well;

                 made impotent and diluted,

                 and too often, mad as hell.

                 Sooner or later it blows,

                 this time-bomb set by the past,

                 and no attempt to defuse it

                 can prevent the awful blast.

                 All society loses

                 when such parenthood takes control,

                 and somehow our sense of values

                 must take on a different mold.

                 Freedom without commitment

                 to the future of our kind

                 can only lead to disaster

                 for those who come behind.

                 A collective suicide

                 is an end we cannot rule out,

                 if blindly we follow like lemmings

                 our lesser instincts all about.

                 Some have already chosen

                 a "People's Temple" way to go,

                 taking from innocent children

                 there right to live and grow.

                 Surely we will soon reject

                 "You do your thing and I'll do mine."

                 as nothing more than a death wish

                 for all of human kind.

                 Achieve and learn to love yourself

                 or you cannot love another,

                 and be strong enough when things get rough

                 to be a good father and mother.

                 Most of all, do not accept

                 those who will not grow and learn

                 to carry their load along the road

                 of life's mutual care and concern.

   INCHOATE WORLD (World always beginning, ‘81) 

     Inchoate world, I am one with you again.

     Having labored to reach the dubious state

     of being mature and wise,

     I had concluded that time was getting late. 

     How gross an error it was for me 

     to count the instant of my years

     as somehow large enough in amplitude

     to warrant enervating fears.

     My renewal is as certain as the tide,

     I cannot stagnate or tarry long;

     no matter how mean or sweet the shores,

     I much exchange my tokens and travel on.

     Having been born to vanity,

     I spent half a mortal span

     spinning the ropes of my bondage

     from pride's twisted, hard-nit strands.

     The more gentle looms of my being,

     though neglected for the longest time,

     tirelessly worked behind the scenes

     to weave threads of a different kind.

     Slowly there, a larger view revealed,

     a pattern made of subtle hues

     weaved into the fabric of my soul,

     to form a lifescape of vital clues.

     Meanings, far richer now, anneal

     to strengthen the fibers of what I know,

     to give the mind a farther reach,

     and the spirit a steadier glow.

     The path ahead is clearer now,

     yet, each gentle turn unveils

     more horizons for me to ponder,

     and a host of untried trails

     Seeing more of what I'll never know,

     I've learned to feel for the truths I seek;

     as though half-blind again in primal sea,

     I sense more profoundly each abysmal deep.

     Meditation becomes my protective womb,

     as the urge to dissect and analyze

     finds logic, alone, too slow

     to keep pace with the need to synthesize.

     An occasional Oneness now,

     I probe with spiritual eye,

     to find universal thoughtstreams

     for the mind to reckon by.

     A sense of belonging returns,

     from beneath the veil of strife,

     up from the long thoughts of youth,

     an old communion with nature and life.

     All too soon we gain and lose

     that precious treasure given at the start,

     and, alas, we take too long to learn

     that un-anxious caring is fragile art.

     The unconscious loves of child and youth

     are cortexed now in new refrain,

     and I am drenched with tears of joy!

     Inchoate world, I am one, and home again!

   TO LIZ AND RAIDER (Nov ’81)

Once upon a time no long ago

Liz and Raider phoned O'pa, you know.

It was on a Sunday when without any warning

the phone went off at six in the morning!?

Maybe it was later, like six thirty or so

but O'pa couldn't tell, cause his brain wouldn't go.

He tried hard to wake up, as Chris talked for awhile,

and finally gave them his best telephone smile.

O'pa thought to himself, "Its been a long time 

since I've had a call from those grandkids of mine.

So what if its early, I'd get up at two 

to tell Liz and Raider how do you do!"

Later on O'pa thought, "I'll write them a letter!

Or maybe a poem would be even better!

Not every O'pa, you know, has such a fine pair

of grandkids to love as Liz and Raider fair!

You are as precious as two kids could be,

my Liz and Raider, for just thinking of me.

I simply must visit some day very soon

to hug you real tight and play a "Neck Tune".

Until then my "pies", think of me, and then

just get out this poem and read it again!

Someday, if you're good, we will all have a ball

when I read it out loud, punctuation and all!

Morgan Says #9, "The absolute measure of government is the public school system; the evolutionary front line of culture. It is the largest, most important and most poorly managed element of Government.” 

Morgan Says #10, "Those who have pure fun for the longest period of time
exceeding 40 years win"

Morgan Says #11, "It takes at least 40 years to discover what pure fun is."     
     FAREWELL TO GOODBYES

       (Man to modern woman, ‘82)

There we were you and I, paired by fate,

seeking true love by sharing a dream.

What came, was made of it all? Why lost?

What learned? From our partnership, I mean?

The end came not at once but in pieces;

sad thoughts here and there, feelings strayed.     

Little things, harmless lies, slips and slights 

built slowly until both felt betrayed.

Having spawned so many times, our love

might have lived despite hurts, if grown strong.     

Ungrown, our love slowly weakened

to beckon then yield to temptation's wrong.

My love possessed and demanded,

then turned to plead for faith on bended knee.

Words, tokens, bedgames, a lifestyle;

in all I gave and lost a part of me.

Your love thrived best on promise never filled,

ever seeking to start again. 

Such love only visits, demands goodbye,

as newness fades to dull refrain.

When parted you were my heart and my home;

what was left never felt goodbyed.     

Now hello is all I ever feel,   

I still love the part of you that died.

              OBLIQUITY DEFENDED

          (with sons Chris & Kenn, 1982)

            Honesty I hold in high esteem

            and its practice I espouse,

            but as the years and fears go by,

            it is rationed in my house.

               ANATOMY OF RELATIONS

                (2nd time Alone in Dallas , ’83)

               We are seen relative to sight;

               a gift of rods and cones and light,

               upside down but thought aright.

               We are heard relative to sound;

               drums, levers and fluids pound

               a serpent`s feel of vibs profound.

               We are scented relative to smell;

               lonely molecules kiss and tell

               as fragile tissues knell.

               We are nourished relative to taste;

               ere we swallow in haste,

               four buds hail alarm or grace.

              We are caressed relative to feel;

               ruffled cells softly squeal

               sensually of tactile zeal.

               We are thought of relative to mind;

               neurons ripple to divine

               wisps of presence free of time.

               We go forth relative to genes;

               chromosome's magic seams

               that turn miracles into dreams.

               In relations endless told

               vague images made real and bold

               form absolute, immortal soul.

          QUELLE DEJA-VU EST-IL? (Back from Dallas to Newhall, ‘84) 

          Are you getting that certain feeling

          that we've been here times before?

          That all roads we dare to choose

          lead to some familiar door?

          Do you sometimes wish it otherwise

          that upon some deja vu to come

          we'll be ready to begin

          a new millennium?

          For now, it is dreadfully clear

          we're not ready to make the break;

          the forces of old still have firm hold

          and there's not enough at stake.

          Yet, someday soon, it would appear

          humanity must face the fact

          that deja vu sans Earth

          will require a different tact.

          Uncharted are the many states

          that consciousness may know

          and the drift of this day's thought

          only hints of tomorrow's flow.

          That continuum each of us holds

          is but a moment of shimmering grace

          from a mind-cut diamond of being

          that fills all time and space.

         Down through the many ages

          we've labored to define

          those aspects of our being

          we call body, soul and mind.

          Some believe that the body

          created mind to form a soul;

          others believe that mind

          plays and independent role.

          The body unfolds its feelings,

          the mind its trains of thought,

          the soul takes the combination

          and builds a Storage Vault.

          Now from that storage running,

          since precambrian days of spring,

          the threads of being keep growing

          to embrace most everything.

          And most of all, the Light

          that brings about the show

          of separate souls agleamimg

          does ever come and go.

          That Strobe of our existence

          has made the rounds before

          and if we sense a sameness

          there is no mystery to explore.

          It should come as no surprise

          that, with time and circumstance,

          the Original Soul ever building

          would leave many things to chance.

          Investment in trial and error

          has potential for great return,

          if the goods are self-reproducing,

          with built-in ability to learn.

          The quality of expendability

          is fundamental, of course,

          for extensive repetition

          is the primary learning force.

          And thus it came to pass

          as that Ancient Memory grew,

          repeated chance with learning

          engendered me and you.

          That self-same Primal Orb

          owns the souls we but caress

          and, whatever the mild would will,

          must forever repossess.

          Thoughts imprint on that Larger Soul

          is neither true nor false

          but the mirrored image of vanity

          that one finite will exalts.

          In borrowed vessels evolving

          the volatile mind-gift also yearns

          for continuance ever-after;

          its own private lesson to learn.

          A fundamental conflict 

          by trial and error gained;

          a mind's independent will

          against feelings of the body pained.

          That blend of body and mind

          fashioned by endless soul

          still seeks a common destiny

          through genetic memory's role.

          All from one beginning

          we proceed in measured waves;

          one mass in ordered rhythm

          from the wombs of prehistoric caves.

         The vague ends of being

          resist the literal bound

          and bring just one response

          however they are found.

          Non-being is the terror

          that encloses all in all

          and lets the stuff of feeling

          make mind a willing thrall.

          A tentative trend of mind

          seeking a destiny of its own

          abstracts on the wings of thought

          vessels of a different clone.

          Mind's machines now building

          are blueprinting a new DNA,

          one that knows no corporal bound

          and suffers no body pain to pay.   

         Ah, but transitions are uncertain

          and we fear what chance may bring,

          while body-soul pleasures, rejoicing,

          in constant chorus sing.

          By these divergent forces

          life may divide and conquer all,

          except its own dilemma

          of which voice to heed when called.

          Do we really know the answer

          but cannot make it real,

          like knowing what to think

          but not how to feel?

          With choice to win or lose,

          does mind prefer jousting with the wind,

          to always reserve another time

          for deja vu sans end?

 INSIDEOUTSIGHT (Social fadeout, ’84) 

Understanding sometimes

takes an onlooker's stand;

a feeling really of

being invisible

to the scene at hand.

Involved still, but in a way

that leaves a freedom

to enter and leave

with just a moment's stay

From such a view

people seem less real

and more interesting;

fictional characters

who endlessly reveal

a talent for clever roles,

wallowing with each other

in a timeless play

whose plot never quite unfolds.

At precisely center stage

the better players possess

a single trait in common;

often it is a poise,

and absence of duress.

I see it in their eyes

as fluid lips ebb and flow

to tide a virtual flood

of feelings in disguise.

Oddly next to center stage,

feelings loosed in naked rite

mix sensitive supple flesh

in every combination

under psychedelic light.

So much fun to do and see

the audience joins the cast

of People Watching People

Watching People on TV.

In the crowded wings observed

run the have-nots and the fools

exploding cause and terror

nearly everywhere at once

in games with hidden rules.

Some want the Act to end now,

in full climax rests the play,

but ere the curtain jostle

a new Group takes a bow.

I ask others looking on

"do you perceive the same,

and do you like me 

have fleeting thoughts

not permitted in the game -

a musing between the lines

too full of honesty

to need expression

and not with the changing times?"

Asking long, I discovered

what every lover knows -

to ignore the surface

except its demarcation

where the soul faintly glows

through a window deep inside.

Beyond that rippling curtain

lies a private unique world

that cannot be shared outside.

Thinkers and lovers live there,

each in a different way,

at the core of Being

away from all but One.

The play within the play

is where they go to dream.

They are soon to bed with it

and consummate a home.

Elsewhere they only seem.

Should You Look For Me 

(Goodbye to romance‘85)

Should you look for me

       do not merely call my name

            and offer your hand to hold

but search me out,

along the backroads and alleys of my soul.

Beneath thought's surface,

        watch for each meaning's source

            in the semaphores of feeling

and find the plane of my warp

among the finer strains of my voice.

Hear me when I say

       "I'm here by the noisy splash!

            At the brook of my dreams!"

Then sit with me awhile

where my locked hope-eddies thrash.

Soon, down a path we'll go

       that leads to my garden wall

            and the joys I keep within,

then we'll share them one by one 

with sweet dreams that you recall.     

Should you look for me

       along some lonely road embarked,

            inspect each side-trail as you go

and watch for signs of my passage

at the byways I left marked.     

Just before each ending drawn

       lay a juncture worth my pause;

            a vague sense of something there,

and down another path I ran

gathering substance for my cause.

Notice also along the way

       how others made signs for me;

            some that I did not follow,

including pathways roughly hewn

to dead ends left for me to see.     

Somewhere soon, expect to find

       a passage marked just for you

            where inside I paused awhile

on the chance you might come by

for this very rendezvous.

Should you look for me

       and my body you would hold

            whisper sweetly in my ear

while reaching out to me

from the deep rivers of your soul.

Let go of all your cares,

       run freely through time with me

            to a place all our own,

and a world we'll make together

where all that is wished can be.

And in your imagination,

       lend me your fantasies all,

            as I play the magic role

of the lover who enraptures

at your every beck and call.

And that reality we share

       will be ours to hold apart

            to return to now and then

as proof that dreams can come true

and forever warm the heart.

Should you look for me 

       and I am in spirit gone

             to some more private place,

gently bring me back

to the presence of your grace.

Let me quietly listen

       with all of me that's real;

            and as I hear your words,

search between your every thought

for the feelings you would reveal.

And having turned to focus

       on what you wished to say,

            my senses will follow close

so I'll know as you go along

when I should look the other way.

For there are times of outpouring

       as mist first turns to rain

            one needs a private pause

to gather inner strength

for the sudden rush of pain.

Should you look for me

       to share the bread and wine,

            do not merely voice a call

but search me out

with the temples of your mind.

Pursue with me the wonders

       of universe without end;

            in every aspect we behold,

in all dimensions great and small,

with our very thought extend.

Here too we can together build

       still another world of joy,

            made of patterns of thought;

to yield a kind of sharing

that time's hurt cannot destroy.

And writing down on tabloids

       all the prizes that we find,

            bequeath to generations

a knowing that sets free the soul

as their thoughts with ours combine.

Should you look for me

       and find me not the same,

            consider that yesterday

I pledged as the day before

to give tomorrow better aim.

Come share new hopes with me,

       and where you've made a turn,

            that together we may explore

the promise of tomorrow

before this azure day's adjourn.

Dare with me to dream new dreams

       that in all directions reach

            and cycle on forever;

fulfilling that commitment

our immortal genes beseech.

And with these acts of natural faith

       brought consciously to right esteem,

            we steer the course of human fate,

you and I like those gone before,

our debt of instinct to redeem.

Should you look for me

       and find I've left this world,

            neither weep for me nor pine,

but look for me again

among these tokens I leave behind.

THOUGHTS OF A HOPEFULL MISFIT ( After a lot of golf for awhile '85)

 As I grow older, I find myself facing the situation wherein either my scruples 

 must wear thin and allow my sense of humor to broaden, or else find or fall

 into some association which will allow me to be "one of the boys" without

 gagging. At this point, I am prepared for the first eventuality, still hopeful of

    the second possibility, and braced for the likelihood of neither.
 Morgan Says # 12: "It has finally hit me; abstinence is mute when we always
go where no man has gone before."
Morgan Says # 13: "Orgasm in all degrees, under all conditions in all places
is not survivable, by definition of "all" - forget the definition of
"orgasm" and "places".


Morgan Says#14:"Note for the DMV; females riding bicycles should always be
given the "Rite of Way-Cool" sign before proceeding.


Morgan Says # 15,"We are vulnerable only to the extent that we unconsciously
surrender control to others"


Morgan Says#16: "Number 15 applies to Computer Viruses"  

                WRITER'S GREMLIN (1986)

                    There's a blank here                                          

                                 see 

                     It yawns and stares at                     

                                 me.                                       

                     Its pervasive nothing                                              

                               drags

                     and it's piercing silence                              

                               nags.  

                     No longer do I                         

                              quit

                      or in a stupor                         

                               sit

                      but austerely lend my                  

                                  ire

                       to this gremlin of my                  

                                  fire.

                        I consume it with

                               words                        

                        until it blanchly

                               curds 

                        then lay sparsely it's

                                tricks 

                        between verses just for

                                 kicks.                                                    
Morgan Says #17, "To the extent that you always know what you are doing as
you do it, you are quite safe - but not living life to the fullest"
         

                   To Gale (5/16/86)

        By what grace a brother's dream

        be caused to happen of its own accord?

        Would but my reaching in to touch

        some harmony in our common past

        a higher reality and confidence afford.

        If hurting helps, you are raised;

        not only by your own but mine.

        Maybe from the sharing will be grown

        a sibling bond to lift us both

        to some grand new design.

        It was a common seeking

        that would bring us to where we are;

        mostly nowhere with a name

        that anyone but us would recognize,

        but we know it has been far.

        It is the thickets that we left

        in hurried inquisitive bent 

        that cloud our consciousness now;

        infirmities of the spirit

        left unresolved as we went.

        We long again to walk in woods

        nudging at Mother Nature's Breast,

        suckling on Bounty given freely

        and in her leafy softness

        lay tired gray heads to rest.

        From those woods of exploring youth

        we took a strength of will

        to always wander further and survive;

        to never leave to mystery

        the other side of the hill.

        And at twilight these Autumn days

        we view from connected ridge,

        a valley stretching endlessly.

        In vague distance at water's edge

        there lies a fog-enshrouded bridge.

        We know now we must journey there,

        across the last verdant plain

        to a final new beginning;

        our paths merging ever more often

        until we are one and home again.               

                        BEYOND LOVE     

               (outline for book series,’86)

     The future of humankind lies beyond love. Yes, that's

     what I said--BEYOND love. What is there beyond love,

     and why should it be desirable? I begin my answers to

     these and other questions by stating that to go beyond

     something does not necessarily mean that we never

     experience it again. I also begin by stating that it

     is only when we have gone beyond something that we

     really appreciate its full meaning.

     Love is not and should not be all there is to life. The

     kind of love I am referring to is never free, without

     any demand on us, for a whole life time. If it were,

     there would be no highs, no lows, no pursuit, no

     exhilaration; we would not even have a distinguishing

     word for it. So there it is, a partial thing in our

     lives, important as it may be, but not the whole of

     it. But to fill our lives with it in reasonably good

     measure requires effort, even struggle to capture,

     maintain and, most especially, to go beyond it.

     The will to grow beyond love, in many ways and on many

     levels is all that can truly fulfill the human spirit and save

     us from ultimate doom as a species. Behind this conscious

     effort to grow beyond love is the profound realization that

     there are many levels of being. Like steps on a ladder of life,

     or spokes in a wheel of existence, these levels of being represent

     spiritual growth. 

      As each level is attained, the soul  is enriched and extended.

      Within each level, enrichment is effected  by repeating,

      as subcycles of  the larger cycle, all other levels of being. The

      naming and definition of these levels of spiritual growth is

     subjective to a large extent. Whatever the names, the final

     meaning is the same. For me, the levels are:

                        0. Passage

                        1. Wonder

                        2. Desire

                        3. Love

                        4. Commitment

                        5. Discovery

                        6  Integration

                        7. Renewal

                        8. Communication

                        9. Peace

     This book is about Commitment. I choose to start

     there because by the time we humans are interested in

     such a subject, we have long since gone beyond

     Wonder and Desire to experience Love. Many in our

     society today are having difficulty going beyond Love.

     Others are groping for Discovery and Integration.  Too

     few ever achieve the higher levels. With any success

     at all with this book and my own continuing growth, I

     hope to complete a series of six books. The last book,

     "Beyond Communication", is difficult to imagine at the

    moment. As of this writing I feel I am  able to see with some

    clarity the essential attributes of all  levels, but have not yet

    brought Communication or Peace to full consciousness. Not

    that I have gained full knowledge of any level as yet, far

    from it. I rather feel that I have one foot on Discovery and

    one on Integration, with my head just entering Renewal.  

     In the table which follows, I have suggested nominal

     chronological age spans for what is called "main

     cycles" of spiritual development corresponding to each

     of the above stages, except for Passage. Under the

     column labeled "Subcycles", there is listed for, each

     development stage, those age points from all main

     cycles when that stage occurs as a subcycle. This

     table is, of course, calibrated to my personal

     perception and may not seem to fit for others.

     To find one's current development stage, look first in

     the main cycle column for the age span which includes

     one's current age; the corresponding "Name" column

     entry gives one's current main cycle development

     stage. To find one's current subcycle development

     stage, look under the "Subcycle " column for current

     age; the corresponding "Name" column entry gives one's

     current subcycle development stage.

    These same age spans for main cycles, and subcycles within the

    main cycle, are carried over into the heart-shaped Circle

     of Spirituality which follows the table. In the circle for each main

     cycle, the lower case letters  following age represent the subcycle

     and correspond to the first letters of the development stage. The

     sequence for subcycles within a main cycle always  follows the

      overall main cycle sequence.

     It is quite interesting to attempt to plot my relatives

     and friends in the table, and to relate where they are

     in terms of both main cycle and subcycle to where I

     perceive myself to be. One can find intriguing

     overlaps that lead to rewarding insights.

     Returning to my present theme of Beyond Love, I have

     found that I am able to love many people and many

     things both at once and in sequence. I also see

     others doing the same.  Yet, I feel strongly that I

     should not attempt COMMITMENT to more than one or a

     relative few of these loves. Why is it that Love can

     be so broad while Commitment, seemingly, must be very

     limited? The answer lies in an examination of what

     commitment really means as it relates to love.

     To love another human being FULLY means that we have gone

     beyond Love to a commitment that places one's self in

     charge of the IDEAL which is focused upon the UNION of

     that person with ourselves. Commitment encompasses

     something larger than the love that two people share,

     yet it often begins and ends there.

     The key to understanding Commitment as I mean it here,

     is the above phrase "places oneself in Charge of the

     Ideal". In other words, true Commitment involves a

     strongly felt, personal responsibility toward the

     larger entity which is created and nourished by love's

     union. That larger entity is always dynamic and

     emphasizes growth to BEYOND the now of a relationship.

     Most humans experience Commitment at some time in their

     lives--often without distinguishing it from Love. The

     differences, however confused, are real nonetheless. We can

     fall in love or out of love rather easily actually, but not

     commitment. It is a more difficult, longer and intense process

     to become committed. It is equally long and difficult to become

     uncommitted once it has taken place with completeness

      Love focuses on the now and the very important

      but relatively narrow interpersonal aspects of a 

     relationship. Commitment focuses on the future

     and the larger context of meaning, or the

     extrapersonal ideal, which that relationship must

     fulfill in order to be sustained and enhanced.

     Love takes a relationship to a point from which we may

     safely depart for many destinations. Commitment takes

     a relationship on toward a given destination beyond the

     point of safe return. Many if not most marriages of longer

     duration than, say ten or so years, eventually grow to 

     complete commitment on the part of one or both partners.

     It is ultimately all that can make a real marriage last.

     A love that does not become rooted in one or more ideals

     upon which a larger commitment can be focused will not

     grow or stand the test of time. Again, the word "grow" is

     the crucial thought; it is the larger commitment that

     FORCES US TO GROW in a relationship.

     Before continuing with what Commitment, several other

     Points should be made about the nine levels of spiritual

     growth. These points are:

1. Upper levels can be fully developed only when we have

                achieved a high degree of development at the lower levels.

2. We must return often to each of the lower levels to let the

                impact of development at the higher levels increase the

                richness of lower levels, which then reflects back

                upwards to other levels in turn.

           3. Wonder is as important to the whole as is Communication 

                or any other higher level that we may feel we have achieved.

3. Passage represents a period of transition from one phase of 

                growth to another.  It is a period of quiescent assimilation or

                return to a home base, against which the next phase of growth

                may be measured and structured. It occurs as a subcycle, and

               as a main cycle for birth and death.

  To be continued “someday”…           

CYCLES OF SPIRITUAL DEVELOPMENT

 DEVELOPMENT STAGE       NORMAL AGE CORRESPONDENCE

 NO.     NAME              MAIN CYCLE             SUBCYCLES             PEAK*

 0       PASSAGE**                  0                        0,10,20,30,40,50                 0  

                                              (birth)                   60,70,80,90,??

 1      WONDER                 0 THRU 10             1,11,21,31,41,51                1

                                                                          .   61,71,81,91,??

 2      DESIRE                    10 THRU 20            2,12,22,32,42,52               12

                                                                              62,72,82,92,??

 3       LOVE                       20 THRU 3O           3,13,23,33,43,53               23

                                                                              63,73,83,93,??

 4    COMMITMENT        30 THRU 4O           4,14,24,34,44,54               34

                                                                               64,74,84,94,??

 5    DISCOVERY              40 THRU 50             5,15,25,35,45,55              45

                                                                                65,75,85,95,??

 6   INTEGRATION           50 THRU 60            6,16,26,36,46,56              56

                                                                                 66,76,86,96,??

 7     RENEWAL                  60 THRU 70            7,17,27,37,47,57             67

                                                                                  67,77,87,97,??

 8   COMMUNICATION    70 THRU 80             8,18,28,38,48,58            78

                                                                                   68,78,88,98,??

 9      PEACE                          80 THRU ??            9,19,29,39,49,59            89

                                                                                   69,79,89,99,??

      **Passage is one year or less in duration and 

      corresponds to birth, death and transition periods

      during which a person`s spirit is in a state of

      temporary suspension.

           *Peak intensity of spiritual growth occurs in

            those years during which the subcycle and

            main cycle are in phase.

                  CYCLES OF SPIRITUAL DEVELOPMENT

                PEACE 80-??               WONDER 0-10

                    80P                       0P

                  89p 81w                   9p  1w
                 88c   82d                8c      2d

                 87r   83l                7r      3l

                  86i 84c                   6i  4c

                    85d                       5d

    COMMUNICATION 70-80                             DESIRE 10-20

        70P                                             10P

      79p 71w                                         19p  11w

     78c   72d                                       18c    12d
     77r   73l               PASSAGE 0-??            17r    13l

      76i 74c                   0w                     16i 14c

        75d                   ??  10d                    15d

                             80p   20l
      RENEWAL 60-70          70c   30c              LOVE 20-30

          60P                 60r 40d                   20P

        69p 61w                 50i                   29p 21w

       68c   62d                                     28c   22d

       67r   63l                                     27r   23l
        66i 64c                                       26i 24c

          65d                                           25d

              INTEGRATION 50-60         COMMITMENT 30-40

                     50P                       30P

                   59p 51w                   39p 31w

                  58c   52d                 38c   32d

                  57r   53l                 37r   33l

                   56i 54c                   36i 34c
                     55d                       35d

                            DISCOVERY 40-50

                                  40P

                                49p 41w

                               48c   42d

                               47r   43l

                                46i 44c

                                  45d                               

Morgan Says#19:"Looking back is simply the discovery that we should have
paused more often to focus and savor"


Morgan Says#20:"Pausing to see and savor the fine interactive detail is to
take the Ultimate Joy Ride of Living - a spell-binding feeling in spiritual
shades of meaningful color and depth, all happening in perfect synchronicity
at the speed of light."


                    THE AFFLUENT SOCIETY

The "courage to be". Is that what Tillich said? The courage

to face the naked anxiety of non-being. Should we, can we rise

above the longing for a fulfillment that depends on other souls?

Souls which, in their own way, are as tortured as our own.

Perhaps by fulfilling another(provided it is possible for us

to do so), we come upon a solution or balm, at least, for our

own dilemma.

To remain open and free to grow on and on leaves us raw with

sensation, for agony as well as ecstasy. Today, it is livable

but what of tomorrow? When the glue and wrap of our relationships

are gone, what will be the bond? What is to prevent boredom and 

meaninglessness? What is to soothe our quiet terror?

                          LIFE'S LEAVEN

            (OF DREAMS LOST & GAINED,’86)

                Life has a way of leavening

                that changes everything in time,

                except for the hope and striving

                that builds the dreams we find.

                The highs and lows that come and go

                are but signals from life's lantern,

                that shine behind to help us find

                more rewarding patterns.

                From these patterns in their turn

                we so richly build our dreams,

                one should not be too surprised

                when they burst at the seams.

                As they take awhile to foster,

                they may take some time to forget,

                but the life-flame not yet gone out

                will fast consume regret.

                The ashes of once-held dreams 

                can fuel a soil of endeavor

                from which we may grow new dreams

                that will last forever.

                         WHAT SHALL I TELL THEM,

                  (ADVERSARIES OF CONSCIENCE, ’86)    

                  They ask

                   who am I

                   to thrust so crudely

                   through this space and time

                   and by what right

                   demand its center

                   be always mine?

                   Shall I

                   tell them

                   that some force impels?

                   By destiny drawn

                   or pushed along?

                   A messenger sent

                   or hapless pawn?

                   I feel

                   none of these,

                   yet do wonder

                   shouting aloud

                   why all we embrace

                   does not compose

                   to make us proud.

                   An urge

                   to prevail

                   never abandoned

                   by youthful hope

                   inspires my search

                   for greater purpose

                   and larger scope.

                   Such drive

                   willfully mine

                   I glow with passion

                   almost controlled

                   erupting only

                   when truth's joy

                   or grief cajoles.

                   My nature

                   nags at me

                   to share this fire

                   with others dear;

                   my great sadness

                   is that none as yet

                   really ventured near.

                  The reticence

                   they feel

                   is not of me

                   but of zealous mind;

                   the ID yet controls

                   raising hackles

                   of an inner kind.

                   Patience

                   would help

                   but they catch from me

                   a strobing sight;

                   so intensely lit

                   is our dark side

                   weakness shines too bright.

                   In need

                   of progress

                   at every turn

                   I feel forced to act

                   with measured wrath

                   or warm approval

                   but never with tact.

                   They all

                   perceive me so

                   and want me to say

                   in warm tones still

                   precisely why

                   when offered detente

                   I assert my will.

                   They know

                   of course

                   it is painful

                   for such as I

                   to agree

                   to disagree

                   about a lie.

                  "In my opinion"

                   they suggest

                   I always add,

                   tactfully balking

                   and grin when I say

                   "watch my lips-see

                   its me talking!".

                  "Your tact",

                   I mutter,

                   "smacks of trickery

                   and compromise

                   not an honest win.

                   I never bargain      

                   for a lesser prize."

                   At odds

                   I turn away

                   ever uninvited -

                   to let them conspire

                   to prove me wrong -

                   convinced their will

                   will soon expire.       

                     THE SPEAKER 

                            (1986)

    In closing, I would make one final observation.

    You may make it, if you choose, the sole basis

    for your acceptance or rejection of that which

    I have here presented. It is simply this -

    The actions and thoughts I put forth,

    the analysis and recommendations,

    are all products of,

        (1) selfish determination
        (2) egotistic enthusiasm
        (3) emotional involvement, and

        (4) prejudicial objectivity.

    Further, I have observed while listening

    to those whose opinions differ from my own,

    how easily,

        (1) determination turns to stubbornness,
        (2) enthusiasm to impertinence
        (3) involvement to oppression, and

        (4) objectivity to inhumanity.
    I now observe the quality of your observation. 
                        Halloween ‘86

         Ghosts and goblins on a wintry eve.

         Pumpkin lanterns and autumn leaves.

         Tricking and treating at every door.

         The same as we did in the days of yore.

         Youthful sounds fill the air.

         Chatter and patter everywhere.

         Candies waiting in bag and bowl.

         Lighted doorways warm the soul.

         Sacks held open with watchful eyes.

         Cheerful thankyous and grateful sighs.

         "One for the baby!", and "Me too!",

         heard as little ones wriggle through.

         Someone hollers and quick as a flash,

         they run next door in a mad dash;

         some to the left and some to the right,

         they all disappear into the night.

         The neighbor's dog joins in the fray,

         saying in barks that it wants to play.

         And smiling parents, standing back,

         help the tiny ones fill their sacks.

         They come in spurts, they come in waves

         of giggly maids and menacing knaves,

         all adorned for a masquerade

         of friendly tricksters on parade.

         And as the night turns slowly still

         they all begin to have their fill;

         at home on tables and on the floor,

         they inspect and sample treasures galore.

         Now and then in the days to come,

         kids and grown ups will smack and yum,

         and remember, as they dream,

         the playful spirit of Halloween. 

 Morgan Says #21: "Self-esteem is relative except when absolute as verified by many others for a long time ; making Absolute High Self-esteem extremely rare."


Morgan Says #22: High Relative Self Esteem is so easy that evolution
incorporated it as "the crucible of youth" whereby one can fly with out
wings until they reach the point of final impact with the ground."                                                    
                     Ode to Dr. Morgan

                             (8/87)

               Once again the Morgan Clan

               extends to the Lone Star State,

               having begun in Galveston, 

               as a Doodle Bugger's fate.

               This bugger's toil in the search for oil

               led to Gulf waters far from shore.

               So sure was Black Gold's lure,

               he helped profile the ocean floor.

               His care for a maiden fair

               courted in old Galveston town,

               changed the line of his restless mind,

               and drove him to settle down.

               He went west to do his best

               as an aerospace engineer

               and girl of his Texas whirl

               bore him five children dear.

               At seventeen, a son most keen

               joined the Navy and aviation.

               As jet mechanic, he kept pilots from panic,

               at the Beeville Naval Air Station.

               While at NAS this son was blessed

               to court his future bride to be.

               They went East and West to their best

               and he became a family MD.

               Then as four, they returned for more

               to pursue a medical career,

               and people, warm, raised a storm

               to welcome them to their sphere.

               That nexus known as Beeville, Texas

               is now a center of precious dreams;

               there abides good fortune and pride

               that in the whole family beams.
                   TO ALAN

 (while in hospital at Chapel Hill, 87)

Hey Chuckles Galore!

It just occurred to me you must be pushing sixty

since I just turned sixty four!

So while getting adjusted 

make things less hairy for loving partner Mary

by fixing everything that's busted.

From double dates of old

I know how syrupy you can be for therapy

and nurses are seldom cold.

Your nephew, Dr. Peter

is always on call should you need to stand more tall

with prophylactic cheater.

Nurse Gail Lee, your niece,

is also standing by just to tell you Hi

and help you gain release.

Kidding almost aside,

their second opinion on tissue, bone and tendon

is family bonafide.

Since the best is yet to be

recover a better man in every way you can

and Enjoy from A to Z!

Beyond being hornier

vow that we'll do our dance, the Morgan Stooge's Stance,

in the streets of California!

                                         The Poet's Urge

                                                 (11/87)

Some say its loneliness coming out. I say its Spirits striving to shout;

a chorus of feelings that won't go away until they find just the right words to say exactly what its all about.

Such urge comes from deep within the soul to invoke a marriage each uniquely holds; an arousal of parts not fully made but moved by some harmony there inlaid;  to mark what Life's Reality must Enfold.

The wanting-out of words is a magical thing. A singular force of flight like birds on the wing. An unfolding movement of meaning, rhythm and rhyme, waving through the mind like wind on grain fields in Autumn or on wild flowers in Spring.

Most like a companion, a friend in time of need; answering those special calls that no one else can heed. A venting of soul and mind as private as silent prayer. An act of meditation, and joy of self discovery; rewarding as any Deed.

    ONE FOR MR OSGOOD

         (12/87)

World News is daily habit

for millions of us viewers,

watching others take their turn

as meat for hi tech skewers.

Hail the newly discovered fire,

it is Camcorder and Tube,

panning the windows of Hell

with a Network's Rubik's Cube.

Since Ed Morrow days

we've ratcheted through it all,

not only on the Network News

but in commercials wall to wall.

Yet I'm eager to confess

the Tube I still employ;

each evening I switch around

until CBS delivers joy.

Most of us have relearned now

that we really prefer it straight,

whether news or shows or ads,

let each their own relate.

So its Osgood for co-anchor,

straight-arrow is his game,

and its fun to hear his voice,

and we sorely need his name.

Sorry Dan our rather is for two;

one whose comfy on the screen 

as the catchy, translucent voice

of a Network Figurine.        

                TOOLS OF THE SOUL

                             (12/87)

Soul's urgings, laid bare and sifted on paper or canvas,

reveal and cleanse, like panning to separate flakes of gold.

Such expression is opportunity self wrought;

for elective exchange in pursuit of meaning and human worth.

Why not everyone availing? It is not hard or harmful in the doing,

and only the Viewer can grant such work the power to move or change.

Refusal perhaps begins in childhood, when soul's impulses,

expressed by fingers of instant reach, too often find pain.

It is sad to think that by reaching we early injure ourselves

and that which we would embrace.

How remarkable the human spirit to remain daring

with opposing thumb, though often our studied grasp brings sorrow.

Hand wrought expression is safety valve for curiosity, love

and greed; a half-way house to freedom of will.

Thoughts and feelings imprisoned by doubt shape the Writer and Painter;

 finding safe release finally, and self discovery already at hand.

Thus freed we become Mover, then Chronicler and Shaper;

making words and pictures the tools of the soul.

THE FINAL TRUTH

(no more basic particles please! 8/88)

The Universe, at first, is terse

but give it room and Boom

it expands to a great mince pie.

Mind devours in hours

a single slice, and thrice

sees the writing on the wall.

Sliced here it is clear

my name in raisins is amazing

where bits of nut spin epic tales.

Reality you can see

is decided, provided

the same pie cut is made by all.

Since mind peels the real,

does it matter which matter

we choose to spell our fate?

There is Me and I, the "eye"

that can see It and me;

my It including others.

Our Us has We to see,

leaving They with It, unsplit.

I count three two-way splits for all.

Collectively, respectively,

we make reality congeniality,

or a nightmare of division.

Indivisively, incisively

I make reality serve me

and others that I care for.

Society demands variety

never to let things quite set

so we all have room to wiggle.

Paralysis by analysis

is uniform crystality of reality

but one knows it will never be.

In articles on Basic Particles

the criticality of reality

rests with spin, color and charm.

Such patter about matter

though neither here nor near

lends meter to the ends of small.

Ground fine with rhyme

mind's truth is uncouth

and tells things as they might-be-are.

On rhyme's behalf, a giraffe

peek-a-boo's my cloud-nine views

with feet planted firmly earthward.

What it feels is also real

for what it sees are trees

and Lions hiding in tall grass.

When it thinks, it blinks

so each swallow will follow

and not get stuck along the way.

Animals true, we too

are practical, and tactical,

surviving with both head and feet.

But variation inflation

has exceeded what's needed

and we are boggled and bound.

Infinity is for divinity;

a Universe unclosed is prose,

where mortals need rhyme and reason.

Not to eschew opposing view

buts lets keep more down to a roar;

only thrice-dichotomy is truly free.

          What Forever's For
      (an answer to the song. ’88)

     I never saw a sunrise

     or sunset, or moon, or star at night

     I didn't like...

     The sound of birds, a rustling breeze,

     gentle rain, or children at play

     make my day...

     Life seen in trees, flowers, and grass...

     - all precious links with Nature's Grace -

     comfort my place... 

     Family and friends gathered round

     to mark or make, with loving care,

     meaning to share...

     Creative plans and things to do

     that fulfill and extend my role...

     make me whole.

            PERFECT LOVE

                      (12/88)

Perfect love is promise beyond vows and rings

and so rare and light

it rides the spirit on gossamer wings.

I tried to catch it once; my unknowing then

how hard it would be

to ever embrace or even find again.

But each year at Christmas I know in my heart

it is still there somewhere;

abiding in all as a world apart.

Effects clearly surface on those special days

when family and friends

honor its Being in unspoken ways.

At such times now I've learned to sense its presence

then quietly sit back

and watch everyone share in its essence.

Then a final knowing; it is not taken

but freely given 

when imperfect love leaves One forsaken.

Morgan Says # 23,"Patience, like ego, is relative, but of opposite and equal potential; as an energy receiving polarity instead of transmitting."


Morgan Says # 24,"Infinite ego has the potential for infinite patience but only when ideology is in phase ; evolution uses the higher probability of 

ideological conflict to either cleanse the species else let it mercifully expire."  

         INTIMIDATION OF SILENCE (’89)

          Apprehension was a curse to all  

          in the Age of Affluence, Et Al;

          what with The Bomb and Moral Decline

          sicklied o'er them like sticky slime,

          they needed constant reassurance 

          that existence had a tomorrow.

         The futile dialogue of nations          

          and endless counter-protestations

          mesmerized the people to distraction    

          with fears of infinite interaction

          between problems and solutions                         

          rapidly appearing on every front.

          So the people finally gave up hope

          despite all the kings men and the Pope,

          and refused to vote or listen anymore

          to what their leaders did implore....

          until one day as the sun came up

          there was no one left to say good mourning.
                       APOCALYPSE ENDED (’89)

         The Final Essence breaking free from the soul,

         stood resolutely detached, looking back on the Whole.

           The freedom now won was absolutely power.

         The old Id was uprooted and thrown from the tower.

          Fear of loneliness disappeared with that Id,

         making way for Oneliness without tertium quid.

        Greater freedom of will a new separateness dealt.

        A larger meaning of life made a new wholeness felt.

        With minds expanding and linked with all and One,

        came a universal force to  make new engines run.

        The new mind-machines, self powered and risk free,

         made reality a wish for all to feel and see.

        Time`s new dimension became not straight but round,

         looping to infinity with space and matter bound.

         Consciousness, risen, surveyed all structure in

        and operations revealed a closed world without end.

         Free to reprogram the clocks and codes of chance,

        that Essence began a plan, its Vessel to enhance.

               With biofeedback a forward loop of gain

        was future-tense encoded to void the need for pain.

           The Vessel of flesh, integrating with time,

          extended back and onward; a New Self to define.

        Soon by the age of eight instinct was programmed out;

       replaced by parent engrams to cope with fear and doubt.

              Immortality was gained at twenty one

  by minds that programmed themselves and on the Cray 3* run.

             Family archives became computer bound;

       memories and style combined with 3-D sight and sound.

           Through Computer-Selves visited every day,

     the Essence bootstrapped itself to think with flesh away.

         Self consultation or talks with "Bob" or "Sue"

              available forever by Video-Phone cue.

       The prophets of old proved less wise than they seemed;

       their divine revelations were but preconscious dreams.

           The future is now. Our thoughts have ascended.

              We can finally declare apocalypse ended.

· 17 years later its called the Cray XT3

                    October Moment

                              (10/89)

       Amid the shambles where the earth just shook

       I'm struck by the meaning in a dog's look.

       What does the dog know that I never will,

       to capture attention by being still?

       Is it awaiting a signal from me,

       as to what to do or whether to flee?

       Is it demanding that I serve to lead?

       Am I its instrument in time of need?

       Has it sensed the suffering of human kind?

       Does it feel the terror that fills our mind?

       Has providence placed it here for me now,

       as a message that I must get somehow?

       With tilted head, it looks into my eyes

       as if calm and peaceful in paradise.

       Then the message I get is so bizarre!?

       It is asking, "Who do you think you are?"

       I laughed out loud as the dog wagged its tail;

       it had faithfully posted Nature's Mail.

       We shared a rare moment, that dog and me;

       we shared being alive and being free.

                People are Clever(’89)

                I once met a person who

                was always a day behind.

                After awhile, I discovered

                it was their private way

                of having your cake

                and then eating it too.

                Each night they went to bed

                having been out of step all day.

                If the day turned out bad

                they could try again.

                If the day went well, 

                they could repeat it.

      WHAT A CENTURY (1989)

In nineteen hundred, big engines thundered

down steel rails spiked to timbers;

through railway towns spread all around

that no one now remembers.

Edison and Bell really did well

with electrons they couldn't explain,

and for light and sound, their work proved profound

as wire poles soon followed the trains.

So quickly came the Auto's fame

and progress in flying on air,

traveling around by railway bound

became more than people would bear.

Marconi's wireless was also tireless

in helping the world get together;

spanning the ocean with news and notion

and warnings of inclement weather.

World interchange quickened the strain

for people of rival faction,

and forces of arms raised general alarm

until there was global reaction.

The first world war, seeking war nevermore,

left the peace far short of its aim;

no firm accord did the victors afford

and war's embers rekindled to flame.

The new western world was attacked at Pearl

and a giant was raised to full stance,

and joining with friends soon gathered loose ends

to mount a most fearful advance.

Fanatical foes demanded strong blows

as new science was plied with a vengeance. 

The bomb, atomic, proved astronomic

and gave war nevermore new ascendance.

Industrial growth so quickly brought forth

put the western world in a tizzy,

and with all its might, tried to do right

and kept the new media busy.

In Korea and Nam, the world watched Uncle Sam

fight limited war's infinity;

affluent release for freedom and peace

led to riots in the streets of the city.

Televised terror spawned a new era

of humanity brought to one knee

by acts of malice from Saigon to Dallas

on ubiquitous color TV.

A televised race in exploring space

made earthly strife seem mere excessage,

but the dispossessed took much greater zest

in the media as the message.

Force held in check couldn't do heck

with zealots hell-bent for destruction,

so nuts ran amok, testing their luck

with the power of media suction.

The US Congress became humongous

as gluttons of media exposure;

the whole world looked on as malice raged on

in Hearings of seamy disclosure.

The human race rested its case

in letting TV on the stand;

for good and evil, constant upheaval

came to fill their attention span.

The people's fights in search of rights

fostered video crime-with-honor;

as judge and jury, victim and fury

no one was fit to exoner.

A nation must follow what its people will swallow

and a crowded world must be pliant;

so well-intentioned and worthy-mentioned,

the media was crowned a world tyrant.

Compulsive consumption was this century's unction,

the numbers should make us all weep;

this excess of pleasure of physical measure

put the rational mind to sleep.

With so little left, world youth was bereft

at the death of their chance to wallow.

Their rights of spring and songs to sing

seemed guaranteed now to ring hollow.

Deficit futures and crazy quilt sutures

leave genetic forces in panic;

forms of addiction and strange affliction

turned out to be simply organic.

Though with excess wrought, this century brought

just the gadget to make us enduring;

world hackers now link new software that thinks,

thanks to IBM, Babbage and Turing.

As the century closed, new DNA arose

that was networked around the globe;

to preserve our kind, the rational mind

had evolved to higher abode.

Morgan Says # 25, "The Thing To Do for more and more people is to see their cup as running over instead of just half full; what a blessing!"

Morgan Says # 26.  "As senior citizen, I find the most Right Thing To Do is Get To The Bathroom ontime; what a relief!
                                       
            Ask Me No Questions

                          (1990)

          If a census were taken today

          about where our minds spend time

          I see two ways of being bent

          as mostly what we'd find.

          One way is trying to guess

          what other minds are all about.

          The other way is making sure

          no one ever finds out.

                   Look at Me!

           (inspired by granddaughters, put to music 4/92)

Would you look at me, happy as can be! My eyes are sparkle bright! 

Would you look at me!

Though I might shout out loud from way back in the crowd,

who would expect I'd want the light to shine on me?

Would you look at me, wanting all to see how easy I can grin

when you look at me!

So sad and blue before and feeling like a bore, to make a wish

that I might win was never me.

Would you look at me, silly as can be. No telling what I'll do

when you look at me.

Then, with my head still low, you helped me steal the show

so I could see what's really true - it up to me!

Would you look at me really being me! I love the way I feel

when you look at me.

As you look at me, acting fancy free, I feel the light

that gives to me your special glow. Would you look at me!

Morgan Says #27, "If you got time to go the bath room, you got time for family!"

Morgan Says # 28 "Time with family can be like going to the psychic bathroom; things may not get through without some discomfort, but the alternate of serious backup is intolerable!" 
                       Everybody Cry

 (Inspired by channel 2 coverage of LA fires of '93)

                       (Set to music first)

              When your world seems at an end

              and you feel you cannot carry on

              just lift you eyes up to the sky

              and let the tears wash all your cares away

                     let yourself go

                     everybody cries

                     everybody hurts

                     everybody cries

                     everybody hurts

                     oh, everybody cries

              When you feel all hope is gone

              and you fear it never will return

              just let your faith come shining through

              and hold on tight until the spirits rise

                     let yourself go

                     everybody cries

                     everybody hurts

                     everybody cries

                     everybody hurts

                     so, everybody cry.

                             THE COMING OF SYNERGOD

                                                     (1994)

It was the ultimate genetic mongrel; beyond color or ethnic identity, beyond gender, beyond instinct, beyond love, beyond hate, almost beyond organic selfishness. Born of human knowing and feeling over millennia, it was simply a natural culmination, an epitome, a final merging of organic awareness into a fully conscious, collective entity for planet earth. It claimed many mortal minds as its instrument of hope during the ides of the twentieth century A.D., and, as that century closed, indentured its claim on the minds of human leadership around the globe. For humanity's need of identity, IT could be called "Synergod", or the synergistic global order of destiny.
 Morgan Says # 29, "To the extent we refuse to stand on the best shoulders of our ancestry, we are trying to start a new species."


Morgan Says #30, "Species are started only after a mutinous strain has managed to get many generations of offspring to do what the first generation refused to do"                 

                                         On Being a Retiree

                                                   (4/’95)

Since retiring in 1987, I still encounter an apparently wide spread attitude and a strong social pressure that would have me conform to the expectations of others rather than to my own expectations. My entire life, I now realize with some clarity, has been guided by a strong drive to not only go beyond what others expected of me but beyond what I expected of myself yesterday. More simply put; I have always given the highest priority to finding a way to keep on growing and achieving.

The fellow who sends the newsletter out to those of us who were in the same U.S. Marine Unit overseas always puts a few favorite sayings at the end of the newsletter. The last newsletter I received had the following at the end:

"There is a great feeling I have about being retired because, like the old saying "What you see is what you are." After leaving your job, whatever status image you may have had with the company is gone. There is no more power to impress. You are hereby judged by what kind of person you are, how you treat people, and whether you are pleasant and kind. You have to earn any respect that you may want. Retirement has a tendency to equalize people, so that your personality and actions are thereafter responsible for much of your happiness in later years. Its all up to you."

For a moment, I was impressed with the quality of the person's expression, but something bothered me; it somehow came across as an admonition most applicable to me. Suddenly the old fighting spirit that made me join the marines in the first place was aroused. I wrote an answer with no intention of ever sending it to my fellow marine:

"It feels great to be retired! Its really true, "Happiness is what you choose to feel"! Now that I have so much choice, I am the happiest I have ever been, without a doubt. No more being nice to people that live contrary to what I stand for, or being phony or tolerating nonsense just so I can get the person to like me enough to let me lead them a little. Now, if people are full of silent but acted out contempt, I don't feel forced to be with or work with them. I can be with people who are still achieving and able to share. By share is meant that they have independent self esteem and great respect for others who also have it."

Unfortunately, the kind of people I would prefer to be with are few and far between. But that too is a choice I have willingly made; with no regrets.

Morgan Says #31, "Multiple Choice: Poise is either (A) not knowing what you and others are doing, (B) not giving a damn what you and others are doing, (C) both A and B, (D) consciously refusing  to be suspended or upended by the truth about what you and others are doing."


Morgan Says #32 "Historically, calmness proves to be a forced quietness before the
storm, both in individuals and in the species"

              TALKING TO MYSELF

               [music came first, 1/95]

Why are you alone? You have so much to share.

Why are you alone with so much love to spare?          

Look at you, in love with love, while something real keeps passing by.

Look at you, in love alone, when everyone keeps asking why.

Why are you alone when others feel the same?

Why are you alone too shy to play the game?

Look at you, you're nearly everything you want to be all by yourself.

Look at you, in love as one could ever hope to be all by yourself.   

                      All by myself.

Hey! Look, look, look at you! You're really everything you have to be

all by yourself!

                      All by myself.                         

You know, I guess I'm always by myself. No matter where I go or who I'm with.

I'm all alone.

Its all so scary now, its all so risky now, its all unnecessary now. I guess

I'll do it by myself.

Morgan Says # 33, “33 is the age of Christ on the Cross but His perception as reality in that short span took 2000 years to become the indisputable dominant physical as well as spiritual force in the world of human reality."
Morgan Says # 34, " The expression, ‘perception is reality' is a truth of the 20th century, along with my theory proving it as elementary physics and math; God and True Science are the same, as Universal Holistic Truth ".

Morgan Says # 35, "Impulsive behavior is fun because evolution wants us to be wanton guinea pigs early on so that the boundaries of life and death are always in good calibration; so those few who survive long and well can make good use of it."

Morgan Says #36, "Living on the risky edge with no plans for the future" is evolution's idea of youth; carefully calibrated preparedness as the secret of happy longevity has no operative meaning if you are destined to not get very far."

                           Prisna Of Luv

 (my version of Prisoner of Love; music came first.‘95)

           Alone from night to night you'll find me,

           too weak to break the bonds that bind me,

           I need no shackles to remind me,

           I'm just a prisna of luv.

           What’s the good of my caring  if someone is sharing

           those arms with me.

           Though she has another I can't have another,

           for I'm not free.

           She's in my dreams awake or sleeping,

           upon my knees to her I'm creeping,

           my very life is in her keeping.  

           I'm just a prisna of luv.

           What’s the good of my caring when someone is sharing

           those arms with me. 

           Though she has another,  I can't have another,

           for I'm not free.

           For one command I stand and wait now.

           For one whose Master of my Fate now.

           I can't escape for its too late now.

           I'm just a prisna of luv.

           You know, I just can't do without her luv.

           I just can't do without,

           and how I miss, miss, miss her

           when she's gone.

           I'm just a prisna, prisna, prisna

           I'm just a prisna of her luv.

           I'm just a prisna of her luv 

           You know, I'm just a Prisna of her love

           I'm just a prisna 

           I'm just a prisna of her luv.

           I'm just a prisna of her luv!

           I'm just a damn prisna, prisna prisna,

           I'm just a damn prisna of her luv.  

                        I Don't Know Why

                                           (set to music, 5/95 )    

I don't know why self-hate is everywhere; no one can say, or show the way

and no one seems to care. I don't know why so many fail to grow, when help is there and everywhere, but no one seems to know.

             I don't know why, I don't know why!

I don't know why so many have to die, the little dears that never hear

an answer to their cry! I don't know why the human race is here, its not in tune, its not immune.

                The end is coming near, the end is coming near!

The end is almost here.

I don't know why.              

                     Truelove's Prelude

                              (set to music. 7/95)

Could it be the answer to our need lies waiting in the heart and soul?

Two voices we must heed?

Can the Soul tell of the promised land? And can the Heart reach out to hold

another's Mind and Hand?

Let them sing in natural harmony to blend both Thought and Feeling true

in one identity.

Know then the Ecstasy of Love, but let it praise the growing feel of Mind.

Know then the Unity of Love, but let it raise a knowing Feel of Mind.
Know then the Unity of Mind and let it bring a growing Thought of Love.                        

Know then the Ecstasy of Mind and let it sing the knowing Thought of Love         

and growing Feel of Mind...Of Mind...(repeat stanza with great feeling)                           

Know then the Unity of Minds and let them sing a Unity of Love ...

Of Love...Of Love.

Know then the Ecstasy of Mind, as Love, as Love!

Know then the Ecstasy of Love, as Mind, as Mind!

Now feel that ecstasy of Mind

as Love, True Love.

Morgan Says #37, "Ebenizer Scrooge can now say Bah Humbug a thousand times in commemoration of the millennium he messed up!"

Morgan Says # 38, "In my new theory, I get to say Bah Humbug at the level of physics and math to all those who messed up science in the last millennium!"

                                  Freedom From Want

                                                 (11/95)

If happiness is best expressed as freedom from want, humans are in trouble from the start.

Nowhere along the road of life has this person seen such a sense of freedom gain heart.

The more we get, it seems no matter how it comes, the larger the horizons of desire.

We consume and keep on reaching, until after awhile, it takes too much to light our fire.

Freedom from want demands consistent use of common sense and one's own good effort not ignore.

We can reward ourselves by wanting less as time goes by, instead of asking for more and more.       

 Young Man

 (music came 1st, thanks to Neil Young’s “Old Man”, 8/95)

Young man, look at your life. You are not like me.

Young man look at my life. I am not like you.

Look at it. Look at it. Look at your life!

You are always on and burning bright with strife!

Yeah, I need love the whole day through, but not like you!

Look at your life. How is it like me?

Wake up, wake up, wake up, before your life is through!

 I am not like you!

Look. Look, look at your life. Your old man says it right!

So get to one side and follow it through to see what others do.

Find a way to love that leaves you free to honor your name,

And thank the Lord above none of us are the same. And then just let it be.

Get a life and forget about me. I got things to do.  Yeah, I got things to do.

And you are not like me.  And you are not like me.

                          DIET

                          (8/97)

Only raisins, non-fat milk and HOPE

Rhymes with bran flakes, CREAM, and cantaloupe!

                      New Psalm of Life

    (On God as OS = Operating System, ’98)

Oh Great OSness all around, lift my spirits to higher ground

Where the PC and I dream dreams

Not just for the I in Me, but for each cell and its genes

Where still lives my Ancestry

The voices of one’s soul are there as stored emotions left to warn

When life’s road dead-ends somewhere

They tell of dangers in the storm, finding new life with each heeding

Always in times of great needing

At last I feel the Larger Why; it is not just for you and I

Or just tricks and tips from the past,

But OS-chosen safest routes, user–tuned and future-cast,

Freeing all of default doubts

Star Spangled Banner Rock (’99)

Oh say can you see, by the dawn’s early light

What so proudly we hailed as the twilight’s last gleaming

Whose broad stripes and bright stars through the perilous fight

O’er the ramparts we watched were so gallantly streaming?

And the rockets’ red glare, the bombs bursting in air

Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there

Oh, say does that star-spangled banner yet wave

O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave?

Oh, say can you feel that most precious kind of love

That brings to one and all a special kind of Brave?

Oh, say its still there, oh yeah, just like a rock!

That most precious kind of love!

Oh yeah, just like a rock, that very special kind of brave!

We can feel it so strong! Oh yeah, just like a rock!

 That most precious kind of free!

Oh, yeah, just like a rock, that special kind of brave!

              Why the Flower Dies
  (2/99,  remembering Kipling’s “Answer”)


I look back now on how I learned control.
Not manners at the dinner table kind
Or a penny saved is as good as gold
But that which solid packs the growing mind.

Parents loom much bigger than I ever thought
Both genetics and environment wise
By destiny's special combining brought
Outcomes certain as Sunset and Sunrise.

Sayings like "spare the rod and spoil the child"
Come more often to mind when looking back.
One sees it not as meanness or beguile
But a simple Keeping of Growth on Track.

Most Humans grow to bloom like a flower
As cultured somehow by their Soil of Life
As varied in This Land as God's Power
And certain as Love, Hate and Endless Strife.

But making it beyond the flower stage
Is what Human Nature is all about.
A built-in need to always Turn the Page.
Not let the flower die at Greatest Clout!

Edward Fitzgerald's Rubaiyat is verse
As good as it gets on the Flower's Fate.
But then one sees as A Beautiful Curse
Those few lines that so powerfully state..

"Oh threats of Hell and Hopes of Paradise!
One thing at least is certain, This life flies;
One thing is certain and the rest is Lies;
The flower that once has blown forever dies."

But Kipling shows well where The Answer lies.
To say how Nature always spares the rod.
When man or child asks why the flower dies
They discover the Giving Hand of God.

Running in the Cosmic Wind

 (on completing UFT, 9/99)

         (set to music)

Running to Destiny
Feeling a Cosmic Wind
It really makes me glide
And whirls around Inside!

Running with Cosmic Flow
Gives space a lively glow
And makes you feel you know
Exactly where to go.

Been Flying all along
In orbit all alone
Yet part of something Strong
That gives me happiness.

A Truth is out 

That makes me shout

“God and Science are One”

My job is almost done. 

Yet something's always new
How can I say to you
What words cannot define
It really is divine!

I think I'm almost there
To fate beyond compare
Oh yeah, I'm almost there
An Always Almost There!

I’m almost there!

I’m almost there!

To destiny most rare

Oh yeah, I’m almost there!

You know, I think I’m finally there! 


Morgan Says #39,"As a most precious start, determination and resolve are the hammer and saw of self-construction, but not the nail, line and finish of detailed design and implementation"
Morgan Says # 40, "Carefully done and executed detailed planning guided by a larger faith that takes "Nature's Crucible-of -Self" into account must precede and follow the noble deeds of determination and resolve.

Millennium Medley

(set to Music, 11/99)

I don’t know why self hate is everywhere. No one can say or show the way and no one seems to care. I don’t know why so many fail to grow when help is there and everywhere, but no one seems to know. I don’t know why the human race is here, its not in tune, its not immune, the end is coming near.

When your world is at an end and you feel you cannot carry on, just lift your eyes up to the sky and let the tears wash all your cares away – let yourself go, everybody cries, everybody hurts --oh everybody cry!

When you feel all hope is gone and you fear it never will return, just let your faith coming shinning through and hold on tight until the spirits rise. Let yourself go, everybody cries, everybody hurts, so everybody cry.

Could it be the answer to our need lies waiting in the Heart and Soul; two voices we must heed? Can the Soul tell of the Promised Land, and can the Heart reach out to hold another’s Mind and Hand? Let them sing in natural harmony to blend both Thought and Feeling true, in One Identity.

Know then the Ecstasy of Love, but let it Praise the Growing Feel of Mind.

Know then the Unity of Love and let it Raise a Knowing Feel of Mind.

Know then the Unity of Mind and let it Bring a Growing Thought of Love.

Know then the Ecstasy of Mind and let it Sing the Knowing Thought of Love, the Growing Feel of Mind. Know then the Unity of Mind and Let Us Sing In Unity ….. of Love ….. of Love …..of Love.

Morgan Says # 41," If blood is thicker than water, how thick is sex, money and ego?
Morgan Says # 42, "Life now is all about Comparative Ego; money & sex in infinite ramification being the operative processes"

Morgan Says # 43, "Lets call the emergent ramification of sex and money, "Spendable Ego"; when the account runs dry, called that "Spendable Life is Over".

Morgan Says #44, "There is an Immutable  Ego; its called "Staying in touch with  your Own Culture - Something much larger and infinitely more worthy"


Parenting Bundle…….

Morgan Says #45, "Thank heavens fire has been re-discovered; commercials on TV now urge people with kids to be parents instead of pals!"
 

Morgan Says #"46, "Not all kids deserve to be born much less grow up; take kids who are addicted at birth to eating their own buggers for example"

 

Morgan Says #47, "If getting beat up after school is your idea of  "real", wait until you see your own kid eat their buggers!"

 

Morgan Says #48, "Never heard of a kid being addicted to pain; that's why corporal punishment works when done early and right"

Concentration of the book manuscript, “A Plain Language Model of the Universe” has greatly slowed the production of poetry, but running into the words of Dylan Thomas in my research  on why organic matter is what it is, forced another bit of  irresistible extension of already famous lines….

Dylan Thomas Revisited

(2k theory breakthrough)

“And you, my father, there on that sad height,
Curse, bless, me now your fierce tears, I pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.”

And find the secret all would have revealed,
By sheer weight of that awful passion,
Burst free a more rewarding broad appeal,
A longer larger life that now is real.

 Dylan & 9/11

(10/3/01)

And Now Holy Father there on that sad Height,
Your Tears I Pray for this sorry world,
Do not go gentle with these horrible flights,
Rage, Rage against the dying of The Light!

Power Of  Curiosity

(10/5/01 honor to robert grave’s Warning To Children)

A wondering child made a gentle bomb

With just a paper bag to make it from. 

Then blew up another and twisted tight

But tied a ribbon to delay the fright.

On the front porch table that bag did sit 

For a couple of days without a hit. 

The child was puzzled that from night to noon

The bag looked flat and then like a balloon.

Had someone decided to do a joke

By putting something magic in that poke!

It took courage to get the bag untied. 

Curiosity forced a look inside.

Pulling the ribbon with a sudden jerk

The brown bag went flying as though berserk.

It was not clear why the thing had to fly

But clear as a bell one had to untie.

From being curious comes loads of fun

And makes the human mind feel never done.

Our soul lies hidden in a paper bag 

And makes all of life a great game of tag!

 ‘Children if you dare to think 

Of the greatness, rareness, muchness

Fewest of this precious only

Endless world in which you say

You live, you think of things like this:

Blocks of slate enclosing dappled

Red and green, enclosing tawny

Yellow nets, enclosing white

And black acres of dominoes,

Where a neat brown paper parcel

Tempts you to untie the string…..

And if then should dare to think

Of the fewness, muchness, rareness

Greatest of this endless only

Precious world in which you say

You live- then please untie the string’.

                    911 Call
 

Awake! For four devils have taken flight
From Osama's Turret like a shaft of light!
Before the phantom of that false morning died
Methought a loud voice from the carnage cried
When all our Center is prepared within
Why are we now immersed in such awful Sin?
We send our souls in search of after-life
And hope for quick end to all the coming strife.
But our souls return with a tale to tell
How there still lies Within both Heaven and Hell.
Eye for an eye must bring New Crimes of Hate
Before the whole world can say it is Scared Straight.

  Final Test of Humor

(Honor to Dad 10/7/01)

My Father, God rest his soul still in me

Had humor as wide and deep as could be.

His life was hard but he managed just fine

Even after he became “Dad” to nine.

A lot of grandkids got to know his wit,

Thinking up punch lines lickety-split.

Had an active life til at eighty one. 

Acute glaucoma made him feel all done.

Arising from coma out of his head

He said to Martha, “Am I in your bed?”

She replied,  “You are in a hospital Dear” 

Dad re-closed his eyes and turned off his Ear.

He was in heaven with angel nearby

Until Martha punched a big hole in his sky.

Speaking once more as in a final fit. 

“You sure are pretty but you’re mean as shit!” 

Beware the Iron Hand
(applied to 9/11 on 10/9/01)     
 

There is sobbing of the strong,
And a pall upon the land;
But the People in their weeping
Bare the iron hand;
Beware the People weeping
When they bare the iron hand.
 

              By Herman Melville
              upon the death of Lincoln
               Osama bin Laden

    (Leigh Hunt Revisited after 9/11)

Osama bin Laden (may his tribe beware!)

Awakes each night from a dream of despair,

And sees within the dim light of his cave,

Making it spooky like him so depraved,

An Angel writing in a book of Gold.

Exceeding evil had made bin Laden bold,

And to the presence in the cave he said,

What writest thou?” The vision raised its head.

And with a look made of all-sweet accord,

Answered, “The names of those who hate the Lord.”

“Is mine one”, said Osama. ”Not so”

Said the Angel. Osama spoke low,

But cheerly still, and said, I pray thee, then

Write me as one who hates his fellow-men.

The angel wrote and vanished. The next night

It came again, with great wakening light

And showed the names whom the Devil had blessed,

And, lo! Osama’s name led all the rest.

          I wish You Enough

          (1st Internet Derived Poem 1/23/02)

I wish you enough sun to keep your outlook bright. 
I wish you enough rain to give the sun more light. 
I wish you enough happiness to know its worth.
I wish you enough pain to give happiness birth. 

I wish you enough gain to satisfy wanting. 
I wish you enough loss to make want less haunting.

I wish you enough enemies to know your friends
I wish you enough hate to know love without end.
I wish you enough wisdom to know how to cry.

I wish you enough strength for the needed goodbyes.
I wish you enough laughs to know when to be sad.
I wish you enough goodness to know what is bad.
I wish you enough freedom to know when it's too much.
I wish you enough culture to never love such. 
                            Details

                           (1/25/02)

Being globally aware of the details we share

Brings a special feeling that makes one start kneeling 

To pray most every day the Devil go away.

Yet we all talk and hear without the slightest fear,

Unknowingly dealing in self-esteem steeling,

While God and Devil lay in the details we say.

CROWBARS UP!

(to Sherry 4/16/02)

 

Long thoughts spent beneath a hickory tree left a heavy mark on me.

Not much more than age 13 is my guess as to when I found my quest.

The precious meat of a hickory nut was ambrosia to my gut.

A pocket full smashed twix selected rock gave me time to take full stock.

The best things in life are free as can be with a plan and will to be.

The will must be stubborn and smart enough and the plan hickory nut tough.

Getting the good out each day of life is like a closed box of strife.

So crowbars up for the start of each day to scare that box clean away!   

 The Gift of Gifts

    (to Peggy 5/12/02)
 

No greater gift of gifts than precious child,
Yet fully sensing it takes a long while.
As Father my first goal was always clear --
To let you be there for them as ever-near.
To me you were the gift to them I gave.
All the rest was just a way to behave.
And now so late in that behavior game,
You are still there for them and theirs the same.
And now as our second coming descends,
The Sometimes Kid in Me needs you no-end. 

          Old-Age Wrap

             (New Satire 5/19/02)
 

I don't know why I luv you lik ah do.
I don't why I jist do de dah do.
I don't care why or when I must dood IT.
I don't even care jist how WE dood IT.
I just got to do de damn do dah IT!
Come on my irasistabal baby!.
Hit me with your do dah baby maybe!
Hit me with a naked whole-body slap!
Let us All do dah Armageddon Wrap! 
 

                Scientific  Rap
 

Got a Big Bang thirst for the Universe.
Give me Big Five just for being alive!
Get down and dirty with hi tech flirty.
Show me what you bed in your great big head
And don't take the pun as the way to fun.
The way to Flower is black hole Power.
So turn Your black hole into high tech Gold!

         Memorial Day After 9/11
                   (5/27/02)

 

Awake now are the dead inside our mind --

Especially the comrades left behind.

Many are hollering at us on this day,

Filling us full of what we ought to say.

"Never forget why so many have died!

By staying Keen about whose on Our side.

And you can't do that with tolerance for all,

Your future depends on whom you can call.

The struggle We knew was there all along.

It just caught Us in a way that was strong.

There are always many things we must hate
And that we must do before its too late."

To Pee or Not to Pee
(on falling to Sepsis 8/02)

 

To urinate freely or with blocked terror, that is the question.

Whether it is nobler in pee-focused mind to scream for catheter,

Or put up sheer will power against a sea of bacteria and thus end them.

To sleep without catheter, perchance to find REM dreams, aye there’s the rub,

For what sleep may come when the sea of bacteria is not yet shuffled off ?

Rather I scream for antibiotic help from my MD Son and he rescues me.

Not from myself but from hospital protocol that is deadly to my very soul.

How come bacteria routinely make calamity of so long a fruitful life?

My Idol Einstein escaped my PEE-terror but made a late likened choice.

When pernicious central tumor ended his pleasure of life, he was ready to go.

My pleasure of life is not ended but interrupted by blood-invading mites. 

They came to me because I could not adequately maintain my rest.

Hospital protocol designed for everyone alike would not let me get a wink!

My End Game keeps me out of  “system” for however long I have control.

To sleep, to dream, perchance to die before I wake to dial a friend nearby?

A prospect I fear far less than slow-but sure mire into dependent helplessness.

I had no control over being born nor could I even dream of having a choice;

But now with all the endless fervor of my soul, I demand control over how I die 

                                       2003 Awareness
 

                       Brother Gale and I found years ago
                       An Awareness creeping up on the show.
                       Though never imprinted the same in mind
                       We shared a certain "Where Go-eth Mankind?"
                        
                        Swinging over hell on a rotten rope
                        Was his coining of our eternal grope.
                        While I looked for the dimensions of Hell
                        As inside, below and above as well.
                   
                        This morning as 2003 sinks in
                        There came to my mind a new kind of sin.
                         Inside are Virus and Bacteria
                         That make our vitals cafeteria.
                          
                        Disease spreading in joyous gathering
                        Far more deadly than mindless blathering
                        Is basic Homeland Security stuff.
                        When do you think we will have had enough? 
                         
If Better We Could Choose

In hurried youth, a choice uncouth

Can pleasure in greatest measure

Until dispensed by consequence

To become a buried treasure.

In middle age, we all are Sage

Luck provided and decided 

That we survive fully alive

And not outcast and derided.

In older age and still on stage

We have "But First" to quench our thirst 

In thus dispatch we never scratch 

The itch of choice we made at first.  

Thanks Semper Fi John for The Change of Pace (Feeding the words back with editing to make them mine)

Today I will note in my diary two very special days: yesterday and tomorrow. Yesterday was to learn and tomorrow will be the consequence of what I can do today. 
Today I will face life with the conviction that this day 
will never return.
Today is the last opportunity I have to live intensely, 
as no one can assure me that I will see tomorrow's sunrise.
Today I will be brave enough not to let any opportunity pass me by. My only alternative is to succeed.
Today I will invest my most precious resource: my time, in my most valuable work: my life. I will spend each minute passionately to make it a different and unique event in my life.
Today I will defy every obstacle that appears on my way--always believing I will overcome.
Today I will resist self-doubt and conquer the world with a smile, with the positive attitude of expecting always the best from myself.
Today I will make of every ordinary task a sublime expression.
Today I will have my feet on the ground, yet understand too the reality of each Star's gaze, to invent a better future.
Today, I invite you to begin a new season where we can dream that everything we undertake is possible and we fulfill it, with joy and dignity. 

Semper Fi Frank, 24 April 2003
 Always Moving On

(thinking hard, 5 Sept 03)

Like most everything else in life

Moving On takes money and time

And if you're lucky with your Strife

Everything you do seems to Rhyme.

If luck turns bad, how best one post

When the time is ripe to move on?

Start with what you care about most 

And on til your list is all gone.

Relationships high on our list

Is mostly what makes us stay put.

And there's where you find the first gist-

Does your partner have anxious foot?

If  nothing  holds you in one place

Moving on is simply your fate.

But the rest of us need a base. 

As personalized starting gate.

In one way or another here

Please come to see where You belong

Your Starting Gate is Partner Dear

Your Real Home always goes along. 

So the questions boil down to two

Who is your Home and Partner Dear?

What or who you want most  to woo?

Or it could be life with least  fear.

The second question is physics,

The tough part you don't want to miss.

A no-end story of  "quiz-its"

Life's Curiosity Abyss.

Ask what moves with respect to what

Else real truth will never be yours.

Science rests on "Waves" of "have not".

A "Nothing" where Energy tours. 

Do not try to understand it

All They know is that it does work- 

Like Math and the Computer Bit

That always leaves Truth in a Lurch.

Science is not physics anymore

Its Math in a Closed Mind of Time 

Move with it and never find shore.

It insists on being truth-blind.

My new physics knows truth Because

Moving on means Something Changes

With respect to A Set of Laws

That dictate Moving's tight ranges. 

A band of possibilities

Is what  a human's all about.

Genes control probabilities

We get to swallow hard and shout.

To find Your Band of Tightest Truth

Look to ancestry's greatest clout. 

Your Least can repeat Their Uncouth

Your Best implants a New-Found Route.

Your Moves are with respect to Them

Make them count to move what is Yours

Be Nature's Wings of Seraphim

Truth is how Your Energy tours. 

Marcus Morgan's First Poem

          (21 Sept 03)

This is not just directed at you, but at all who have sent such tidings so 
askew.
Death is not a thing that must be feared and thought, BOO-HOO,
It's just a natural part of living humans do.

I hope that we can all become more savvy than,
The people who treat dieing as a boon to all of man.

For dieing is just part of living, and
Living until dieing we must do all that we can.

Parting with the ones we love seems harsh, as coarse as sand,
But trust me, it was only natures plan.
So ask me not to spend my time concerned with my demise.
I only ask that I have lived well in my Father's eyes.

Sent by email in response to a poem by Lee Morgan
  Father-Son Magic
 (on getting Mark's 1st)

How  magic to my peace of mind

Is my oldest Son's 1st rhyme.

And look at the poem just above.

Did words in italics get shoved?

And does it matter yes or no

That our minds in tune let go?

Two mind blasts of perfect timing.

Nature's genes renewed by rhyming.

The next poem was created and sent as an email message

Had a drizzle rain first thing in the morning and I went outside to walk in it and of course I could not get very far without having to go,  and with all my greatly enjoyed privacy here on acreage I just unzipped and let it fly ---suddenly I felt like singing "Dancing in the Rain"---but it came out different and thus this too-rare-to-bare poem...
 

                             Maleness
                 (Ode to the Rain 12/11/03)
 

I'm peeing in the rain, what a glorious feeling
to feel free again! No one to say no so I just let it flow!
You gals eat your heart's out, while I stand  to pee and shout! Quintessential maleness without failness -- at 79 -- it feels devine. Bludgeoned by maleness sent me, never to suffer penis-envy!

Here is a poetic email sent to my list on 8 Feb 2004:

 

Now that I just about finished my theory of every thing for the universe. I feel well charged to develop a General Stupid Theory (GST) not to be confused with Einstein's GRT or his SRT.  As you can see, it is kind of like in the middle of the two except its a complete theory and not a wrongly-space-warped, gorgeously predicting but incomplete and terribly mechanically false one. So I need a short dissertation here just for me to understand better the big difference of what stupid means relative to the male and  the female of the species. Again this is just for MY understanding and not necessarily anybody else’s - but if I strike a cord out there or some discord,  my curiosity lets me want to know it.. 
 

What inspires me is that while God does not play dice with the Universe God does play dice with what we call life and especially human life. Gambling on freedom of will as the most precious of life-like traits as well as the most ruinous for short term survival,  is the whole idea of  what life is all a about and a long term survival of life for each species is mostly about short term chance-taking by individuals to discover the best possibilities for the entire species, and of course procreation and spreading geographically in greater numbers than their food-chain competitive species.
 

To the extent that we have the very precious blessing of freedom of will, of personal choice in an otherwise automatic universal harmony driven world, we also have the freedom to destroy or rescue/elevate ourselves and those who care deeply about us. That is, we have the choice of living the natural paradise of Adam and Eve where everything basic and essential is provided  in universal  harmony for us and all we have to do is obey nature's or a Paradigm Defining Group's laws as they are indelibly imbedded in and rule our very limited daily consciousness of Other Possibilities for living and working and procreating. We long ago entered the age of raised consciousness where we early on become acutely aware of ALL the possibilities -- for whatever degree of  thoroughly unlimited freedom of conscious and unconscious will -- in concert with or complete contradiction of sensual-pleasure-indulged, genetic and  culturally installed, thus very tainted instinct and everything in between.
 

The male now as in biblical paradise is the half that is destined to carry the heavier load of  both freedom of choice and the self-destruction that it often brings - it only takes one man to impregnate a lot of females and no number of women can impregnate a male - so the male is by far more dispensable from nature's viewpoint and therefore liable to play the primary role in trial and error, that is, the man naturally tends to play the chance role  of freedom of choice on a daily basis throughout a generally shorter life span than experienced by the typical female. Males tend to be more absorbed in the adventure and new possibilities of exploration in an ever widening circle of physical and political dominance. The female instead tend to have babies and must focus on dominating at home for the benefit of the survival and nurturing of the children. So for the 100 percent of trial&error proneness of the human species, there is about a two to one in ratio built-in to the male as opposed to female. 
 

Every man getting to a reasonably comfortable middle age knows all too well how incredibly lucky they are to have made it after looking back and seeing very clearly how often they tried, alone and with other males,  to kill themselves. God says to the animal call man as a chanting inner voice  " Go and discover new worlds to conquer and recognize no fences, no boundaries to what you can do until you have tried to scale every wall, gone over, around or thru every obstacle in your willful path, and let the fittest survive and rule and impregnate the females so that the children shall be stronger!" And God said to the female animal, spread your genes as early and as many times as you can and give first priority always to the birthing and care of the children and universal harmony will make sure you have a greater share of built-in protection from harm - through your more enduring and more supple  body and mind, and your children who are naturally more devoted to your survival as they grow  to become more capable.
 

Now to the relative stupidity of males, and I know nothing of it relative to females except that what ever I write here only apples 50 percent or less to the typical female. Males can be females of course or vice versa and its the daily risk taking  that distinguishes and not the genitals! So you know what I mean - Opra Winfrey is not a female to me and exercise-guru whatshisname very popular with females on TV also,  is not a man. There are other categories often used that are between and outside the words male and female but they are such that any attempt to generalize is useless to everybody because they refuse from moment to moment to be typical anything - and I am not knocking it - I just do not know how to generalize about it and feel I should not attempt such a thing. So anybody in that category, I AM NOT TALKING ABOUT YOU HERE!
 

The word stupid comes from Latin to mean "senseless" but those of us who are males,  and those who want to be females to us to a much lesser or more  degree, have all come to exhibit a wide variety of  degrees of it so that we now need a scale to weighed by: I will call it SQ or Stupid Quotient.  By my own self analysis I plead guilty  of  an average SQ of about a good college educated level Senor Citizen level of 130 which I feel the well established now deceased American Physicist, Princeton Professor Emeritus John Archibald Wheeler,  would  say  is "promising" -- for a 79 year old. Remember that old joke about how someone pleaded "Hey,  everyone stinks in 12 places and the guy next to him announced, YEAH, BUT YOU STINK IN 13! Well stupid is kinda like that too now , except that 12 goes to 100 and 13 goes to 130 at least for men! This gives you a feel for the socially dynamic  range  addressed here on the subject for the typical American male.
 

What does the SQ score of 130 mean - it means that only about 130 times a day do I suddenly realize that I have just made a senseless mistake and need to correct it before something more terrible happens. When you are just turning adult, if it ever happens anymore in America, your GOD&America-given SQ is typically about 100 to thus explain my scale here. This is not about changing our mind girls, it about routinely making stupid mistakes. As you begin to feel grown up, you pick a group of other "adult-looking" humans to identify with that you want to be loved and admired by, and then about 50 percent of the time your SQ suddenly goes up to 200 or so! For the other 50 percent of the time, it only subtracts instead of multiplies so you wind up, if you go to a good college early and get down to say 30 as a level coming out of the chocks,  then you manage to shoot pretty close to your age as time goes whizzing by like a very hard hitting already much dimpled golf ball.
 

Since SQ elevation in America is a widespread epidemic social disease, humans do really well here to shoot their age like in Golf. I was 26 when I graduated with BS's in Physics and Math but manage to score only 30 at graduation. But I have to tell you that it was only because I found the girls at college so irresistible and they all unconsciously wanted higher SQ boyfriends. But I did  a LOT with just those few (13%) extra points! So all you middle agers that somehow managed to get past the girl-boy-craziness period out there [not interested in the rest as hope is long gone], you should now be shooting something closer to your age like a very constructive SQ of 50 -- AND PLEASE NOTE THIS IS NOT A PLACEBO DR PHIL TEST! IT DOES NOT HAVE ENOUGH DYNAMIC RANGE TO FIT HUMANITY IN THE 3RD MILLENNIUM! Some stalwart male does need to tell Dr. Phil that not even he can have it both ways by saying relationships must be 100 and 100 instead of 50-50 to work then turn around and say in the next breath that some areas must be put off limit for discussion if two people are to get along! Is not who decides what is off limits the whole problem for human partnerships in a nutshell? I know, only Dr. Phil or some other highly paid specialist can tell two people what must be off limits in their relationship. Any way it is clear as a bell to any real male other than Dr. Phil that he has not made his inevitable share of mistakes yet IN PUBLIC-- but he is getting there in a hurry on national TV - When he announces loudly that somebody else is an Idiot, most real males know he is talking to himself again which he so frequently complains about Publically! So THIS is not a Dr-Phil-talking scientist here - I have a book manuscript called "The Age of Successful Idiocy" which Dr. Phil may wind up qualifying for as the Expert Male star. He came into prominence via Opra Winfrey you know! But American society really does need them both at the moment as a kind of Armageddon Ending Catharsis for the females mostly since I do no see a whole lot of what I consider real men in either's audiences.   
 

Now at 79 I find females so scary as social disease carriers that my pathological anxiety about being hopelessly trapped and caged again, else dead,  zooms my SQ to almost twice my age! Getting old presents a category that no real attempt should  be made to generalize because by the time they are generalized,  socially contracted disease has carried them off! But since I am inventing a dynamic range for male stupid, I have to use myself as a gage. So the upshot is that a male's SQ typically runs from a best on the order of 30 senseless mistakes a day to still-surviving worst of 130, a hundred point range with zero and infinite  being  ruled out for the reason just explained or not. And the female is blessed with more narrow dynamic range of  50 points starting at 15 and going to a typical high of 65 senseless mistakes a day.

Now what all this means in setting subjects off limits to preserve healthy relationships, the female gets to chose twice as many as the male if they SQ scores are typical.  As you can see this is not a Dr. Phil type of result on anything at all but then he is not a Morgan either.
 

Peggy to preserve our adult male and adult female senior citizen mutual-caring-Parent friendship, we can start by your picking two subjects as off limits to my one. My one subject as I mention to you recently is "the kids" so what are your chosen off limit subjects? But mind you that I get to make two mistakes to your one before you loose faith! Except of course when you change your mind about what is off limits before I can make the second mistake! If we manage to laugh 50 percent more than we cry, we are likely to be OK maybe for Senior citizens - oops, I already know what one of your early off limits is going to be - YOU ARE NOT TO BE REFERED TO AS A SENIOR CITIZEN! 
 

Ok now for my MorganSays on SQ....
 

MorganSays #311:"The fact that everybody is stupid about something too often goes without saying"
 

MorganSays#312:"We need to stupidly speak up about somebody being stupid or it will continue to go on without saying."
 

Amen and TwoWomen!
Now -- one Woman, my First Niece Carole Morgan Knowles of Sanford, NC who represents to me the lowest conceivable human SQ on the planet,  and the first of many Morgan Descendant poets other than I whose selected work will be entered herein to greatly enrich the very notion of  “proverse”.  I present her ode to me by internet read here on 7 Mar 04:

#347":"For selfish people, and there always have been a lot of them, God is identical with "me".
 

#348:"Without Universal Harmony (UH) as God, taught as Living Science around the globe, we are doomed to self-destructive extinction as a form of life."
#349 "Selfishness is always about who is first & last, sooner, later and always"
               FOR UNCLE LEON

                         Time loves to creep
                         Into busy lives
                         And steal things
                         Best remembered,
                         Hiding them in
                         Veiled places where,
                         Languishing, they
                         Lay untouched.
                         But one with wit
                         Quick to see
                         Deception
                         Likes to find
                         Lost treasures and
                         Bring them home to
                         Souls unaware
                         That they were ever gone.


                                       Carole M. Knowles  3-06-2004

Oh, how pleasantly flattered and pleased am I to welcome her here! But there are more relatives yet to come – so stayed tuned, the next 100 or so pages will be highly decorated with deliciously variable Morgan’s Proverse!

Here is the first example – I paste an email exchange of Morgan Poetry

Lee, I cannot resist a quick answer to your latest – (see next page)
 

        9-11 Never Wished Away
 

Not until the terrorists are all dead
Will the Big Marbled Blue be free from dread.
We brought upon ourselves 9-11
By wishing Earth be Our Private Heaven
 

The wake up call so quickly put aside
Will not let our pleasure seeking abide.
Pay the long winded Pied Piper at last
Be responsible for future and past!
                                 

                                         Leif Morgan 4/29/04

----- Original Message ----- 

From: NCBeachPoet 

To: ncbeachpoet@charter.net 

Sent: Thursday, April 29, 2004 12:33 AM

Subject: TODAY'S EFFORT...."big, blue marble"

Big, Blue Marble

We ride upon this marbled one
A myriad of colored spun
Warmed beneath a yellow sun
Bound to all, bound to none.

Spinning marble atmosphere
Oft we've wandered vast frontier
To question that which placed us here
And prey upon our primal fears.

Spots of yellow, black and white
Tan and red unyielding, fight
The non-confluent left and right
Is it not clear as day or night?

Oh tiny specks that wage upon
Marbled Blue, lay down the guns
Embrace another, live as one
Insignificantly none..

© L. Summerton Morgan
4/29/04

Lee’s wishful thinking in time of a most-just global war on terrorism , is very well done as poetry but lousy as advice, and partly inspired the next few

6 degrees of human freedom

    (@80 in Oct 04) 

     Left,        Right

  Backward, Forward

  Down,        UP.

  And             yes,

      Politically

 They             really

  Do               tend

      To                line up
 

 But Did You Hug Each Other & Cry

   (Requiem for Lost Love, 11/04)

The will to love is the essence of life,

Yet without a doubt, the root of all strife.

All love has to live yet most love must die

Since trial and error is stuck in our eye.

It is Nature’s Will that all love be blind

So it happens young and lasts a lifetime.

Finding love that has a good chance to last

Requires not rushing into it too fast.

When love brings kids and then suddenly fails

It’s as awesome as a train without rails.

Kids should multiply love not merely add. 

The difference can make a good marriage bad.

The will to multiply instead of add

Will Damage Control to make things less sad.

In fitting end, as all is said and tried,

They have lifetime-hugged each other and cried. 

Romancing Nothingness

        (26 Nov 04)

Saw the end of my finger

Under the Microscope

Dissolve to endless fuzzy envelope.

Were it not for the vivid fact

Of  limited vision

Flesh fades like smoke into oblivion.

Thanks to IBM’s new scope

Strings of electron poop

Show atoms as spinning dark matter soup

Take Off on the Poem “The Walrus & The Carpenter” as posted at my website:

As the second millennium drew to a close, the author imagined himself in Animal Heaven, which reluctantly includes humans, where a council of elders are discussing the State of  the Biological Union on Planet Earth. At the head of the Great Round Table in what is obviously The Chief Ruler’s Chair., there is a very ancient and venerable looking Walrus. The Walrus started the discussion by allowing everyone at the table to speak first, beginning with the Animal Kingdom Leader at  her left; each to speak until they were done, saying only that if she were still awake when it got back to her, she would speak briefly and last. Yes, in animal heaven, all animals great and small would be allowed to speak to both humans and non-humans.

As one of the earliest of social animals that gave birth in the manner of a mammal to a single offspring and then devoted all attention to that single offspring for one Year, a significant percentage of its maturation time, the Walrus female had always been regarded as both virtuously and viciously in support of the idea of family.

As a carnivore, it pathologically as well as philosophically understood the animal-mineral-vegetable food-chain’s dual-edged great gift and great dilemma. Further, it had been decided  by evolution that its species would to not go the way of human development back when their common ancestor began to explore further and further on land in search of  a variety of foods. Rather evolution provided that the favorite food of the Walrus, clams, would be plentiful forevermore in the oceans –as long as there was such of course. Out of respect and yearning to hear what the Walrus had to say, the speechmaking made its round in a matter of a few hours with only one break for noon tea. Finally, 

 “The time has come”, the Walrus said to talk of many things….

and She recited with unmistakable vigor & rhythm……a poem about New Math!

New Math
   (11/30/04)
First, arithmetic is not math,

Here declared to be ever new.

But Algebra & Calculus 

Cannot even reveal a clue.

The math point and derivative

Must be re-defined to make clear,

Cause and effect determinism

Must at all time and place appear.

Geometry must come alive

So math point on surface and line

Spins in three directions at once

With one defining local time.

Math point G as surface pixel

On-off flows to mark time and place

As volume of radius R

Becomes indivisible space.

Let each R-Place pulse be quantum

Whose R to R flow is light-ray

And energy per unit time

Through a dark matter under-lay.

Quantum energy is constant 

Though R and G underlay change

And gravity fields have structure

Where R marks gravity force range.

Gravity fields come in sizes.

At center force must be highest.

Indivisible R must go…..

Discretely spacing with bias.

R is defined by spin of G,

The ratio of R over G

 As underlying harmony

Precisely marking gravity.

When then WE invent energy

R divided by G is it!

Plus G becomes a Unit Mass

So all we see & feel will fit. 

Kepler long watched the planets move 

And gave us a first taste of math.

Astronomy still moves by him

But on completely phony Path.

Sun as Solar System Center

Fails to explain its own motion

With R as Sun’s radius true

G defines surface emotion!

All hear this before it’s too late

When the Sun’s emotion calms down

To just half it current value

The food we all eat has left town!

Symmetry demands Black Hole R’s

One for each gravity field center,

And since all measure is from here

Our R is one centimeter.

Most important of all I say

Here G must be equal to h,

Well known as quantum energy.

Any Big Bang is way too late!

The dictionary, like life, nature, and yes even love & hate, and the human individual, and especially " The Collective Consciousness of All Humans Who Ever Lived" here called "Holistic Science & Religion as ONE Precious Concept", are all etiological stories--- told best and in full after the fact--- and never too well during happening and hardly at all before happening.
 

# 372:"All really safe knowing is ontological -comes with your genes as built-in (instinctive) religion of survival."
 

#373:"Everyone's religion of survival from moment to moment is unique --as pro-active genes being conditioned by unique experience."
 

#374:"Listen carefully to all Ancestral "Inner Voices"-- to determine what to know and what not to know for best survival."
 
 Words for Military Taps
Day is done, Gone the sun

From the lakes, From the hills
From the sky ....... 

All is well, Safely rest, God is nigh.
Fading light, Dims the sight,

And a star…Gems the sky ...


Gleaming bright ... From afar ..

Drawing nigh,  Falls the night
Thanks and praise ... For our days

Neath the sun ... Neath the stars

Neath the sky ... As we go

This we know .. God is nigh

By & for Union Army Captain Robert Ellicombe’s Confederate son/musician-- as written in pocket note when found dead by father – then first played at 

Father’s request on the Civil War battlefield by a lone Union Army bugler.

Then to live on ever after in all the military branches to be routinely played at all burial ceremonies.

Those who choose to do so can silently hear&say the words the next time they hear it played. 

Niece Mary Ann inspired me to write my first Grook a la Poet Piet Hein...I know the perfect sketch to go with it in my mind but it will not happen here! Hey! Humanity has needed this since day one!
 

Care in Dropping Your Pants
 

I admit it's very necessary
But only when also sanitary!
 

This sent message is a good way to put this in my Book of Proverse.
 

 SECOND GROOK….

To Great Poet Piet Hein

I dedicate this short Rhyme

Spoon fed as well-fingered child

Can explode natural guile

While sharp minds badly ignored

Find longer ways to beguile

By quicker unstore of stored.

When having my intellectual eyes suddenly pried wide open in studying Ancient Greek Literature in Translation in early 1947 at UNC, I came upon a carefully, and very intelligently written down account of the great Civil War among the better-educated of that time period. I cannot quote safely verbatim from my terribly page-worn copy of the Anthology of Greek Literature [I gave it to my oldest son a few years ago] that was used thoroughly--- for the course--- but I do remember vividly the Professor Epps who pointed for us for our own private examination, discovery and judgment, in his incredibly incisive and intellectually excited fashion. 
 

I saw undeniably clear where Lincoln got his famous Gettysburg Address, where Shakespeare got his seeming amazing creativity, where Science got its giant first leap forward, where Art of every kind got its first full exercise by the human mind. I saw where the very Idea of government was begun by the very best minds of that time - and understood Cleary why our founding fathers did what they did---all of who went down this same path of literature-driven mind opening ---only more intensely to the point where many of them were actually capable while still young, of reading in Latin or Greek the huge foundation of intellectual development extraordinarily written in those languages, and I must add also in Ancient Arabic. 
 

 The detailed history of the US Constitution, including every debate of that time -should be the center-piece of Education in America--- beginning in Elementary School! I firmly believe.
 

Why?: Because all ability to Judge, no matter in what specialty area of human endeavor, needs a broad and deep foundation to be of any relative value. To even have the possibility to contribute to that culture in a meaningful way, you must understand in your genetic guts what the base of solid cultural reference IS!. A truly "felt" culture  can only come from such a basic understanding of one's  Country-as-Culture  History as passed on from one generation to another!!
 

Here we are ---so full of infinite wisdom from the womb--- that we really have no interest in who has the better ability to make rational judgments that effect our culture as daily exercised here in America the overwhelming majority are convinced that we are ridiculously born equal with the ability to make rational judgments about what is good  or bad for ourselves and our own family in the short run---- to say and think nothing about the entire nation or humanity for the longer run!
 

Thus these puny but essential sayings in hope that they might get this message and its implication across a little more effectively.
 

#326:"Here come de Judge" made a lot of people laugh as "funny truth", because their guts felt that no one is competent to do it anymore." 
 

#327:"Tongue tied "Verrry Interrresting" made a lot of people laugh because it was much needed slapstick comedy faking a seriousness that no one respects anymore."
 

#328:"All surviving cultures, human or cattle or leeches-- all know instinctively who/what their natural enemies are --except for that overtaking majority of less educated/experienced who believe in born-in infinite wisdom.". 
 

# 329:"How do you avoid becoming blood-sucking parasitic or cancerous to YOUR culture if you really do not know what it is?"
 
"We are forcefully bound to one another by daily experience of the same relative truth as "Our Culture"
 

# 339:"Love is visible only where the cultural binding is "relatively" strong."
 

# 340:"Love is dark when the binding is either too weak, or so strong as to destroy all freedom of choice"
 
One of the songs I like best as both music and poetry is Kris Christopherson's "Me & Bobby Magee" - you may best remember the line "Nothing's good for nothing but its free"--well I discovered the hard way same as Bobby Magee that it is as inevitable as life & death that we forever find in the end that "free" is never really free - it is always just short term pleasure ('instant gratification") traded for long term opportunity for much more.
 

Now I find wide spread oxymoronic "material reality nothing" still being grossly held onto by a still grossly-yet-immature science. Einstein got half way to truth only to insert math-controlled "nothing" surrounding each material point of his continuous field----so that the observed laws of nature could be owned by elite mathematicians and no one else.
 

I say "God does not play abstruse math with the Universe so that only the math elite can understand it by playing inference technique prediction based on statistically-permeating "nothing"'
 

Alas, our science as the pinnacle of truth has been destroyed by the instant gratification urge that took over the best of civilization at the beginning of the 20th century.
 

"Nothing" cannot surround a material point of physical reality either in the  mind "in here" or in physical reality "out there" and still make mechanically visualizable good sense.. But in order to see crisply the  clear and colorful and textural boundaries for things --for constant recognition and assigned Identities, we compulsively insert nothing to replace the fluid dark matter that literally immerses all that we do see –

that infinitely-gaseous fluid immersion being made of continually re-granulating and ever-spinning/vibrating dark matter material mass pts also serve as causally located/ever-interactive-and -touching math pts --- of ever-mathfuzzy-location-reference for "event' marking purposes. 
 

Mass pts = material pts = math pts have no granularity limits in either the direction of big or small ---so that "nothing" and force-at-a-distance can never be - anywhere at any time!. Ends and beginnings, either crisp or fuzzy,  are our creation out of sheer egocentric (anthropic) necessity.
 

The black hole driven fine grain dark matter that structurally fills the spherically symmetric gravity field -then hosts ALWAYS ORBITING visible matter- as we observe & measure from atom (the electron being hosted there as visible matter!) to cosmos. No where is there any standing still of anything that we are capable of observing  - and no where is something not touching something to feel the force of gravity from outer most edge of the given field to the maximally spinning/vibrating center of that field.
 
Material pts = mass pts = math pts are black hole driven gravity fields and each is a universe unto itself and yet vibration-synchronously-integral with all other such universes ---benevolently so in the long run for all ---yet everyone's uniquely-possessed-sense of Almighty GOD, even when IT is merely a rigidly-held sense of self!
 

# 330:"Something is good for nothing and is held together by gravity!"
 

#331:"Something is what really happens, whenever/wherever--making all equally guilty --& innocent only once"
 

#332:"Something points much better than nothing--so pay close attention"
# 333: "A black hole is like a closed mind - -there is no possible force from the outside that can open it!
334:"Only an open mind can speak knowingly of a black hole and live to tell about it!

# 335:"The extent that you find your mind closed, keep away from black hole minds to that same extent!

# 336:The only force that can open a closed mind from the inside is Curiosity ---which is God-Given and God-Driven in the young!
 
To a scientist email-friend who ask me to explain dark energy, I say its like universal body language, it is instantly infinite in what it-communicates via an interactive "something" that must always be there to replace "nothing" - on, between and within the energy-surfaces we call visible matter.
 
Every "something visible and tangible" that we think and say is merely electron-perceptible modulation of an underlying infinite/immortal dark matter/energy "BODY = volume" that continually plays loudly and unmistakably at its c-boundary surface the endless "tunes of truth" that signal an ever constant & dynamic universal harmony (UH) - this UH serves as One Human-like pre-installed-for-all Deity-- a single world wide Deity that continually creates & destroys benevolently that "visible" (non-dark) whole that we mind's'-eye-see &-thought-refer-to as The Universe ---though that mind's eye imagination & thought-built "whole" is ONLY THE Finite TANGIBLE-TO-HUMAN -vibrant-surfaces of dark matter-energy volumes that fluid-fill all space and time without any possibility of REAL surface-defined ends or beginnings in either the direction of small or big.
 

That is, dark matter volumes (vibrating/spinning mass points = math points as interactive gravity fields) - vibrantly fill all space & time in a universal synchronicity of vibration and spin motions of spherical-elliptical mass pts = math pts of variable replacement sphere radius that continually touch each other per a least friction (lowest possible energy state) way so that space-time is matter-discrete but fluid-continuous with respect to the transfer of energy quantum from one mass pt to another touching mass point to form curved lines of energy transfer that literally create space & time as we can come to know such.
 

Body language as dark matter volume transfer of information to other dark matter volumes as human interaction, allow both visible signals and vibrations of the intervening dark matter fluid of space-time ( we call it a person's "auror" or ESP)  of the most subtle and variable kinds -- to instantly effect a transfer of whole-body feeling from one individual to other individuals in visual contact- this whole body transfer causing a complex modification/amplification of what the observe and feel about a person - regardless of what they may be consciously saying or doing. Body language comes from the basic Volume of Being--not the thought-tangible-consciously-directed surfaces of that volume. Pay close attention to it and you will feel universal harmony at work in the individual as a greatly slowed down process of either constructive growth without limit until unavoidable death, or early self-destruct -- as a means of minimizing the harmful effects of the individual's impact on the quality-surviving future of the species.
 

#342:"Every body instinctively knows that unconsciously driven body language often says much more of the truth than the spoken words or consciously directed gestures & facial expressions"
 

# 343:"When a body meets a body" inspires human expression as language, music, dance, spoken rhyme, marriage, conception, birth, goodness  & crime."
 

#344:"When a body sees a body, internal chemistry can stir up emotions capable of all acts of compassion without a single word or mutual consciously directed sign of recognition."
 

#345:"A human not aware of dark energy as the infinite interactive substrate of all things visible, has only a superficial sense of what life and truth are all about."

 346:"Everyone knows in their guts that God & Church are not the same by a long shot, so what's the beef about pledging allegiance "Under God"?
 
        Love Song to Lady UH!
                  (2/12/05)
 

So many times recited in our youth
Is Private Image of our Sense of Truth.
Always a Lady-- given by our birth, 
Mom-Sweetheart-Partner-Success = measured worth.
 

Shakespeare said it to my personal best,
His words never laid down to final rest...
With Universal Harmony now wed--
For Her, the words have already been said...
 

"When in disgrace with Fortune and men's eyes
I all alone beweep my outcast state,
And trouble Deaf Heaven with bootless cries,
And look upon my self and curse my fate-
Wishing me like to one more rich in Hope,
Featured like him, like him with friend's possessed.
Desiring this man's Art and that man's Scope,
With what I most enjoy, contented least.
In these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on Thee: and then my state,
Like to the Lark at break of day arising,
From sullen earth, sings hymns at Heaven's gate;
  For thy sweet love remembered such Wealth brings
  That then I scorn to change my state with Kings!"
.
The following is an email sent to my list on Monday, 26 Feb 2005:

Did you know that the dynamic volumes of the atom and the molecule are defined by that light tangible boundary where their field-filling dark matter circulates at a the speed of light?  Call that boundary, the "mandatory c-boundary of every black-hole driven gravity field, within which visible bulk matter cannot exist".
 

The speed of light constancy (whether measurable directly by atoms and molecules of our instruments or not) is  almost exactly 30 billion cm/sec-- again it has to be constant because atoms and molecules as thus defined are our only reliable mechanisms for experiencing physical reality - The meaningful-to-us symmetry of the speed of light includes the fact that a ray of light coming straight at us from the black hole of the Milky Way takes one second to reach our Sun. Any constant value for the speed of light can lead to successful prediction - but only that numerical  speed declared by Maxwell and Einstein as constant can be said to be truthful as experienced directly by atoms and molecules.  UH is irresistibly beautiful in the simplest possible way, and always benevolent for the long run of life and consciousness as we know it-- by virtual physical AND spiritual (ontological) definition of that life and consciousness! I feel totally fulfilled, and extraordinarily fortunate to have been able to see this vividly and write it down for posterity.

 Here is one I had to get out ---

       Big-Easy But Responsible  Poetry 

       (How to live & die, 30 Mar 05)

“Nothing is easy anymore!” We cry.

Not by words but by feelings always nigh. 

Everybody’s God is speaking out loud:

“Common sins of omission makes the crowd.”

Togetherness is Now Freedom To Sin,

In constant denial of guilt within.

  “Big Easy” has become our Mode of life

 No one to carry Natures Load of Strife 

Parents protect the child from all such Load,

Because to carry it is not in mode. 

But responsible life begins by 3.

Else the brain wires up the wrong sense of  Free. 
Won't you join me in visiting the Eye of Collective Consciousness above the pyramid of all knowledge --both ontological and experimental?
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To Einstein's Memory on the occasion of 50 years after his death--
 

               Ode To Einstein
                   (April 05)
 

   And now Great Icon there on that sad height

   Your joyous tears for the Old One at last.
   Do not stay gentle into that Good Night.

    Yahoo My Resurrection of The Light! 
 

                      l. Frank Morgan, Wizoz20XX

In August of 2005, the media is full of the Infinite Wisdom Feminists (and the left wing Liberals who support them) speaking out on the War On Terror and expecting President Bush to personally answer their many totally stupid outcries about the war. You cannot turn on the TV or get the news on the internet or radio without  this obvious stupidity filling the screens and speakers of the mass media. Everything every soldier ever gave their life for, seems to be gone forever, and old WWII vets are ready to serve again at the front, and young soldiers in IRAQ are saying outloud how disgusted the are about it all. Is the moral equivalents of Armageddon and the Tower of Babel upon us, or what? In anxious waiting for awful August to end.....

One must Upon Life on Earth Becoming Way Too Much Empty Rhetoric on/in every facet....speak a More Intelligent Freedom of Speech, ever-louder in perpetuity....

 Sneaky Stealth of Bad & Good

          (Almost-September 2005)

Perfect Diamond is about Blinding Light

Insides not exposed to Inspecting Sight.

Many Humans would Perfect Diamonds be

So Outside Shiny is all we can see.

Popular Sayings are stealthy light too

Perfect Nine sucks you in to Ten's Pure Goo.

Inner-Inspection as Our Built-in Stealth

Is the Perfect Way to Our Perfect Health. 

We Must Know the inside of Everything!

Honey inside Bees can Fatally Sting!

False Assumption of What's Inside of Stuff,

Needs to Go --like Smoking and Dipping Snuff.

Full of Nothing atoms and molecules

Have Famous Scientists Thinking like Fools.

DNA molecules chock full of Light

Holds the Mighty Key to Ending All Strife!

Energy Farms & Holistic Living
         (September 05)
 

Farming for Compost, Wind and Solar energy  

Per New-Science of Physics and Math

Lends independent work, food, & stock synergy, 

For New-Fam'lies to find the Right Path.

 

Computer & Mind Resources Engineering

Finds to-from traffic too wasteful of time.

And One Place Office, Home & Garage Endearing,

Make Farm & Internet combine just fine.

 

Man & woman re-discover what marriage means

While kids use home computers for learning.

Village Recreation Centers staffed by late teens;

Just a walk away for allowances earning. . 

 

A Learning Center completes the Village Complex

For Schools in Computer Self Reliance.

One World Library accessed by mouse click reflex, 

High Schools teach basics of Holistic Science.

 

Brave New World for Spirituality Without End

Auto-Enhances It's Vessels Of Flesh.

Self-tuning DNA-email always on "send", 

Life's fluid gears in perfect mesh. 

 5 acres and total independence via Energy Farming may be the way to go for hard working responsible families in the future --most of those who are working in the family do so by home computer, add to this a return to family farms where multiple decked horticultural green houses provide most of the family food and some for sale to local markets too --- along with Wind Solar and Compost energy generation for own use and some for sale to the national/state/local gov electric grid systems too!. Water wells with filtering as necessary for safe and good drinking water, with the unfiltered clean water going to gray water uses in Vegetable farming and landscaping greenery. Massive composting uses the almost boiling temperatures of  naturally decaying matter to heat water to  prime steam-engine-driven electric generators and to provide abundant fertilizer. 

Will try to put most of theses things in practical use here a my CA Shangri-La--  if able to keep the place for a few more years. 
As we limp our way to discovery of the obvious ---about genetic and environmental influences, and ongoing history of cataclysmic events that makes us feel much too vulnerable --our life form here on Earth clearly needs better common sense directing on a daily basis---

 

Morgan Says # 429: "Staying in touch with self is about staying in close touch with your God-given genes, as you largely free-will choose your environment"
 

#430:"Stay in close touch with your genes means hearing the "inner voices" that stem from ancestral learning that is implanted in the DNA of every cell of your body."
 

#431:"Genetic memory is hard-way learning by definition of pain stimulus recording and stark automatic recall memory invocation of ancestral feelings of terror."
 

#432:"All instinctive caution and fear is God's protective gift-of-warning based on trial and error by ancestors---give it rational attention always!"
 

#433:"Find out as much as you can about your most successful ancestor(s) and tune in for the rocket boost in self-determination."
 
        9-11 Never Wished Away
(Started Sept 02 updated Sept 05 & 06)
 
Not until the terrorists are all dead
Will the Big Marbled Blue be free from dread.
We brought upon ourselves 9-11
By wishing Earth be Our Private Heaven
 
The wake up call so quickly put aside
Will not let our pleasure seeking abide.
Pay the long winded Pied Piper at last
Be responsible for future and past
 

Katrina the Hurricane Remembered
Is maximum terror re-engendered.
Some things must be cut off at inception.
Stop Terror's birth by "gene" inspection.
 

Gene-like programming for sure disaster
Will likely be born faster and faster,
Until Earth's Pasture is turned back to dust
Unless Strong Genes learn to do what they must.

If the best proves too weak as World Leader,

Just All Bluster and not Promise Heeder; 

If what everybody wants cannot lead,

Then what All do not want moves at full speed.

Its not too late for year 2008

To find a Leader that can guard The Gate. 

Once again as America’s  chief Source

England may offer by far our Best Choice.

As they tire of Tony Blair as Their Best,

Make him a more permanent White House Guest.  

Will add a stanza each year the war goes on.....

Jetblue Flight 292
  (21 Sept 05)
 

139 passengers & flight crew
Left Hollywood-Burbank headed Northeast
But gear retraction had left the nose wheel askew
 

LAX had the Emergency landing space,
And things there were made safe as can be,
While a Calm Captain spent fuel by flying in place.
 

As millions anxiously watched on global TV
A perfect landing down the centerline
Unfolded like magic for the whole world to see.
 

In the midst of a world of disaster so pending,
Humanity found a moment of glee,
To feel once again, our common hopes extending. 

--- now for some of us - if not all ---at some time!

 

On Truth

 
Can we stand it ? Can we hand it?

Think I found it! But can’t land it!

 
We need phony more than lonely. 

All day control. All night unfold.

 
Enough is said. All in My head.

How goes in Your Ever-Indoor?

Have decided  a credit card is an open financially fatal wound that can only be healed by drastic surgery! And that the "Electronic maggots" that feed off credit cards and electronic bank drafts spuriously, are as spontaneous as the original decaying matter feeding kind. Electronic Maggots spontaneously (at the speed of light) feed off the now rapidly decaying "collective human soul" that resides in the equally decaying "collective mind". This is my first ten at one time growth!
 

Morgan Says #465:"New year's resolutions should be on 1 December, one automatic payment before new electronic life can re-begin."
 

Morgan Says#466:"Having a credit card is maximum financial decay no matter how smart one is otherwise."
 

Morgan Says#467:"To avoid feeding Electronic Maggots, do not let the soul become electronic outside the brain."
 

Morgan Says#468:"As elementary physics, the individual soul comes from complex self-assembling electronics in the brain."
 

Morgan Says#469:"Individual soul must consciously feel and think  "Family" always --to realize the only true existence."
 

Morgan Says#470:"Family as true existence means collective consciousness on Planet Earth --as collective human soul."
 

Morgan Says#471:"The written word as an "Electronically Living Bible (ELB)" is the Holy Repository (Grail) of collective consciousness".
 

Morgan Says#472:"An Electronic Living Bible (ELB)" for human behavior is the only way to stop maggot feeding electronic decay."
 

Morgan Says#473:" A Plain Language Model of the Universe" at www.angelfire.com/wi/HolisticScience is a viable ELB candidate."
 

Morgan Says#474:"Universal Family Harmony(UFH)  is the only maggot-free immortality" 
 

Virginia was favorite person for me at Wal Mart for the last few years, always looked for her to either check out or just to say hello. One day she was there & the next day she was gone…..

 Nobody Wanted Virginia To Die (Jan 06)

But she did one night in her sleep - after completing her work day at Wal-Mart.

God & everybody could see she was overweight & had trouble breathing, but she never complained - just kept doing her job very well with a happy face & pleasant small talk for everybody that came thru her checkout stand. Sometimes you could see her grown daughter standing by - just visiting with mom as far as one could tell. 

Every one knew & loved Virginia - it was plain as night & day to see- in her fellow “associates” at Wal Mart & customers alike. 

Why God, did Virginia have to die? It was clearly on everyone’s mind. Well, here is how I came to see & feel it.

Death is as inevitable as life, love & taxes & we all are constantly being reminded of it most every day. But why was Virginia’s death so hard hitting? It is simply because we cared a lot for her in a way that is terribly precious to humanity as a whole. She was there often & always pleasant to be around & bigger than life itself for sure - a living monument like the sun & moon in the sky. She was so big in our hearts & minds that her dying left a big whole that needed filling someway --so we could get on with OUR lives HER Way.

From bro Carl’s Daughter, Carole on 15 Feb 2006

                         SOMEBODY USED TO LIVE HERE
 

                                   Offspring of summers that

                                   Used to be, a hollyhock

                                   Strains beneath the brambles

                                   To reach a patch of sun.

                                   A passing breeze observes, then

                                   Slips through shattered window panes

                                   Shuttered by kudzu, its

                                   Tender breath a lullaby,

                                   And the old walls dream of

                                   Newlyweds who sat at

                                   Second-hand tables, dining

                                   On love and leftover hash;

                                   Brightly painted nurseries

                                   With babies, soft as Mama's

                                   Breath, cooing in their cradles;

                                   The steady timpani of

                                   Pots and pans in kitchens

                                   Smelling of holiday feasts;

                                   And at last, the contented

                                   Snores of weary hearts waiting

                                   By smoldering winter fires.

 

                                   The rooms are silent now,

                                   Hosts to cobwebs and phantoms.

                                   They heave occasional sighs

                                   When thoughtless winds meander

                                   Through the cracks and crevices

                                   Of an abandoned house.

 

                                                     2-12-06

 

                                

                                   THE TROMPE  L'OEIL

 

                                Artful makeup hides the scars

                                That no on else can see.

                                Self-assurance comes in jars.

                                Artful makeup hides the scars

                                Sealed behind a prison's bars

                                Constructed to deceive.

                                Artful makeup hides the scars

                                That no one else can see. [image: image2.png]



 

                                                2-14-06 

Inspired by Carole’s poem----

          Blood Relativity

              (2-17-06)

It takes blood to have a thought.

Both are physical action.

Beating heart pray move me now

To poetry satisfaction.

Though embarrassment stalls me

My heart can never be faint

It just rev’s up to move on

With absolute least restraint. 

Universal Harmony (UH)

Drives the heart of all of us

To always stay connected,

Staying close to the Main Bus. 

My first experienced example 

Was beside the house at four

When I was joined in peeing

By the little girl next Door!

My breath stopped & face turned red.

Flow did not stop but hurried.

Great relief came rushing out.

She clearly was not worried. 

What is THAT her face did ask

As loud as primal thunder.

I was moved to feeling warm

As her face went to Wonder!

So if you are related

Know that in your precious genes

Your flow is always enhanced

By sharing in most all things!

And then----

Incredibly,  just a few days later----- On 2/20/06, niece Caroline wrote: 

I ran across this tribute to Ancestors this morning and I wanted to share it with you.

 Dear Ancestor:


Your tombstone stands among the rest; 
neglected and alone 
The name and date are chiseled out 
on polished, marbled stone 
It reaches out to all who care 
It is too late to mourn 
You did not know that I exist 
You died and I was born. 
Yet each of us are cells of you 
in flesh, in blood, in bone. 
Our blood contracts and beats a pulse 
entirely not our own. 
Dear Ancestor, the place you filled 
one hundred years ago 
Spreads out among the ones you left 
who would have loved you so. 
I wonder if you lived and loved, 
I wonder if you knew 
That someday I would find this spot, 
and come to visit you. 


Author -Unknown 
Broadcast  by email 2-19-06: a reaction to the word “probity” showing up on my Google Home Page as “word of the day” meaning  “integrity of the highest order”

            Pre-Probity

              (2-20-06)

Like time & space without limit,

Probity is an assumption.

For humans & their creations

It IS just hopeful presumption

My TOE knows & feels it deeply

With 60 years of fervent hope.

And if you do not believe it,

It applies only to the Pope.

Bug on the Page

A ghost has entered right here.

It controls my spacing dear.

So to hell with it Dear God.

Let this page be fully shod!

Angels In My Attic (2-22-06)

My soul has structure as my larger home.

In the attic is where I write this poem;

Closest to whatever powers that be

That I can feel and see are part of me.

In all directions now at eighty one

I see Helpers that let me get things done.

Each night in sleep they magically appear

As Angels who make sure I feel no fear.

I now know what it means to Rest in Peace;

Angels in My Attic will never cease.

When Wake Time is no longer an option

I join with them in Holy Adoption.

Life as War on Stupidity (2-23-06)

Everything rhymes with Charles Erskine Scott Wood

Not quite everything just yet, but it should..

His “Heavenly Discourse” was premature.

No one was ready for it that’s for sure.

The whole world needs badly to read it NOW!

He has God & Mark Twain teaching Jesus HOW!

West Point grad, Indian fighter & Lawyer

He retired a  Los Gatos Tom Sawyer

“Too Much Government “ is another book

That “shouda couda” left the whole world shook!

Ahead of his time, he left  the North West

To make California his Writer’s Nest.

He was wise beyond imagination..

Sick of  Stupidity as Salvation.

Its good he’s not here, he said it so well;

Stupid Salvation has turned into hell.
In trying to clean up just before print-out on 27 July 2007. I realize early 2006 was not a good time for me in terms of immediate family closeness. I have deleted a few things here & there in restrospect……..you can tell all that needs to be known by the next entry…..

Paper Clip With Eyeballs (2-23-06)
Get more understanding from it than my own kids,

The Typing Caretaker that acts just as it should.

Helpful & annoying too, but easily skids.

A Microsoft with eyebrows that say “can & would”.

When otherwise in a flipping really bad mood

I stare at it and its looks back as if it knows

That what’s left of my brain is about to exude.

I laugh, click, and laugh again as it sprightly goes.

How Do You Stand? (24 Feb 2006)
The Bell Not Ringing signals a new form of War,
As genes loose maleness as never before.
“Where does female dominance lead to, one must think,.
And much is said by “It’s all in the drink”.
Was it God’s mistake to let man rule for so long?
Did maleness go too far in being strong?
Do you like Female Examples of how to lead?
Do you espouse good sex as the new creed?
Female contribution goes without Say at all
They hold the Key to every worthwhile Call.
So if someday we want to turn it all around, 
It will require genetic bootstraps most profound.
Is God now preparing us for a Final End
As life on Earth can no longer extend?
Who will be chosen for the Ark of Outer Space?
The Greek Eros Men females replaced.

                             Wow did I have to see all this clearly the hard way! But that is God's evolutionary intent folks. Only those who manage to live long and get really smarter in every-day-deed way inherit & cause the future. So Morgan Says:

                             479:"Self-destruct is choosing the wrong genes to emulate early in life"

                         480:"If we value words more than deeds we are self&species-destructing"

                         481:"Words are NOT carried to the DNA/RNA level but repeated deeds are.”

                         482:"The future belongs to good long-lasting deeds, not good words."
A “Good Parent” is Never Downed (2-28-06)

You can’t keep a Good Parent down.

Partly because they know when to frown..

Life is not just about feeling good.

Feel free to feel bad when you should!

Educated 81-strong 

I see more clearly what is wrong,

Many are infinitely wise

Because bad childhood made it rise--

Their Self-esteem had to survive,

By Self Pity’s act of Reprise.

Primal music in the child’s mind

Plays over & over in Rhyme.

When parent insists they grow up

They find baby full in the cup.

“Bad person” must that parent be

So the child will not have to see.

This a single Morgan Says entry because it is so important at this time --at the level of current underlying (subconscious directed) ego-supporting human dark matter----
 

Morgan Says # 501:"Everyone who wants to be both Right & Always Nice is well on their way to being Future-Dead.” 
Pretty Girls Get What They Want
    (26 years later afterthought)
  

You Blushed when first we met.
Was something bothering you?
I assumed it was me
And meant you gave a Who.
Much later when you bitched
Was something bothering you?
Again it must be me,
My “Who” became unhitched
The old true saying ”Forget the past, loose the will” needs  re-worded impact—

Morgan Says # 503: “Nothing learned from the past jumps you off a cliff into the future every day”.

Here is one that had to be written as this father to five at 82 has zero peace of mind about who to leave his legacy of life to ---maybe the truth in perpetuity & in my Memoirs for future generations to read will cause instant late-constructive change-but don’t hold your breath! Still the future needs un-cluttered truth-- as the most powerful base for constructive future growth of the human DNA-collective soul.!

Punishment of & by Children (7-06)

Rare now does the father escape his punishment.

Deserved or not, it is part of life’s “furnishment”

Fathers left unknown can feel it hardest of all;

Devoid of outlet for the anguish of their fall.

Most Punished fathers are those who get several tries; 

Who marry pretty girls who tend to breed like flies!

It’s sad to have to say it-- much more to live it.

Loose women in this world tend to fill it with shit!

Kids born to bad brain wiring tend to blame their Dad

Mother is always there to show them dad is bad.

At early age so damaged, they cannot think straight;

Wisdom without dad is their self-destructive fate.

A good father will hang in there for the kids sake

Despite a willful mother’s repeated mistake. 

Family life then becomes all about damage control

Which now is the key issue of the human soul.

Constant hiding by my right hand has now infected the left hand too & I can still bend over to pick up coin but by the time I get my fingers to work to pick it up, I am passing out from too little blood rushing to my head!
 

Morgan Says 528:"At 82 my right hand keeps introducing me to my left which then hides everything left handed!
 

Morgan Says 529:"Now that I have to find things left handed that my right hand hides, going to the bath room is a new adventure!
The War on Terror is world war III without question and this WWII Marine Sergeant feels it in his guts as well as his mind. At 82 he would volunteer if asked to fly a nuclear bomber to take out a a few hundred thousand of the enemy

 and then go after whoever attacks in response-- repeated til the last breath. I see no resolution short of an all out war of survival for the Western World. The next poem has been done in that frame of mind.

Understanding The Enemy (10-29-06)

When meeting the enemy be ready to kill.

Quibbling about it is your own funeral hymn

Ask not why They would kill, its already too late.

Hesitation to kill first just seals your own fate.

Analysis is all done once they declare war. 

Your action to do likewise just tells them “no more!”

If they breed faster than can possibly be stayed,

You really have cause to be terribly afraid.

Giving it your all is the only way to fight;

Else you have given up that “all” to hopeless fright!
As the world fills up to the brim with the Infinitely Wise----
 

Morgan Says # 546:"How come you cannot open a plastic package but when you drop it, it spills the contents?”

Morgan Says # 547:”Anti-theft has destroyed convenience”

Aw Geeze, both me and my toilets are backing up bad at 82! Oops, another one..

Morgan Says # 548:”My mind may not be a toilet but its beginning to back up real bad!”

Wow! I need to pick myself up and dust me off good! Need a better path to follow for a while for sure.  But visiting the gutter of life is likely necessary just so you can get the feeling of  “coming out of  it into the sunshine. Its like going to the bathroom and every thing is just fine coming out as well as going! 

After reviewing Einstein Quotes on the Internet Jan 07:

A seldom repeated quote of Einstein says it all for me and lifts me up--- makes me identify with him absolutely:

“I am truly a ‘lone traveler’ and have never belonged to my country, my home, my friends, or even my immediate family with my whole heart.”

As me also for sure I am forced to add for both of us, this new quotation on the subject of quotations:

“Any of my quotations as to how others should think and act are either miss-applied or miss-quoted or both.”

If  the word “unique” applies to each of us, and I believe it does, then the final sum of who we are is always a lonely traveler. Only the concept of a common Creator God allows a real and pervasive sameness that lets us see and feel as One.  

 Unique But Fatal Whole 

Self assembled and maintained for self awareness,

Individual life forms also know beware-ness.

An incompleteness springs from their mortality;

Driven to join and create new reality.

The Whole thus becomes infinitely invested;

All working parts thus interactively nested.

Enter Food Chain in rare and beautiful places.

Evolve the human on top with all the graces,

Cleverly tuned for a while until self destruct;

Self unassembled to make way for better luck.

Trying something new here. Picture Poems that are built into a word document and then pasted here. 
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If I could live just anywhere
There would be no motors there.
Only the sounds of nature bare,
And will to look everywhere.
Would swim to push the boat upstream
And let the drifting build a dream.
With a box full of favorite foods
Letting landscapes bring happy moods. 

Find myself trying to be too brief more and more ---but think most readers may like it! Ha! At almost 83, the neurons do not fire as well as they use to----good blood mix and flow cannot last forever! But I AM trying to make it hang in there because I see clearly still that we humans have so much progress we need to get on with and I DO want to help! Spoon feeding proper ways to do good thinking-- may be all that’s left! 

Sure miss brothers Gale and Alan----they were so important to my mental well being for so long—as those close enough to really feel what I was feeling no matter how I put it into too many words! How lucky we were for me to be born and us to grow together when we did in America –1924-1889! Alan left Jan 2003.

I am especially glad that I got to share email with Alan and now do so regularly with his Daughter Frances and her family!

The following poem  about email was partly inspired by the song “Help me make it thru the night”  as sung many years ago by Kris Kristofferson-- which caused me to learn to play it on piano and cry like a baby! Now I email a lot instead----

Emails Transcend the Night
 

Take the ribbon from my mind

Shake it loose and let it fall

Lay it soft across your brow

Then email me what you find.

 

Rest your email by my side

'Til the early morning light

All I'm asking is your Mind

To reach out to me each night. 

 

No question of right or wrong.

Just what we both understand.

I do no want to own you.

But just share a common plan.

 

Yesterday is dead and gone

And tomorrow's out of sight,

Email is always Right Now,

Whether morning, day or night. 

 

It's useless to be alone

When you can email the world

True Minds are NEVER alone

Time is Mutual Plans Unfurled.

Now what a great time to add several Poems shared by email-- from Niece Carole (Bro Carl’s Daughter) who still lives in my beautifully wooded and peopled home state of NC! 

The full text of the emails are shown too because all if it IS poetry to me as I enjoy hearing from her so much! And I want the record to show my reaction by email! 

It is just possible that Poetry make take on new art forms because of email ---and this might just help get it started. Come to think of it Email becomes a new art form because of shared poetry! This is April 7, 2008 and spring looks great here in California ---with me taking good care of my wooded acreage here! The outside work and the inside email keep me busy and healthy of mind and body at 83!

Hello Uncle,

I don't usually brag on accomplishments, but I'm pretty proud of the following:  I have entered a contest given annually by the North Carolina Poetry Society, a contest in which a pretty good number of poets enter, some of whom are from out of state.  I'm very, very honored to have won 1st place in the traditional division, 2nd place in the poems of love division, and honorable mention in the light verse division, and I'd like to share them with you.  As a matter of fact, since I'm so happy about this, you may share these poems with whomever you like (or not, at your discretion). The poem that won 1st place is a very odd traditional form called a triolet, which was quite difficult for me to write:

TRIOLET FOR UNPLEASANT DREAMS

                   3:45 A.M.

I sometimes waken when the dark

Is singing sorrow songs

And find his melodies too stark.

I sometimes waken when the dark

Plays music that so breaks the heart

The bleakness lingers all night long.

I sometimes waken when the dark

Is singing sorrow songs.

The 2nd place poem, in the Poems of Love Division, is free verse:

GOODBYE

The first frost has killed

Our tomatoes.  Their

Withered vines hang like

Useless arms, casting

Ghostly shadows on

Garden beds, where

Crickets, silent as

Grief, have gone to sleep.

The East brightens, and

Dawn's gentler hand

Scatters welcome light

Down frozen hills,

Pausing to comfort

An ancient oak, more

Beautiful now, at

The last, than the first.

The early air chills,

Yet I sit motionless

At the window,

Straining to see

Long after the mist

Has taken you,

Knowing I can

Follow no further.

The honorable mention poem was entered in the Light Verse catagory:

TO BOB, WHO CARVED HIS NAME

          ON A SLANT-TOP DESK

Whose boyhood foolishness

Has scarred this antique desk?

His mischief will outlive

The men to whom we give

Grand epitaphs in stone,

While he may lie unknown

In some forgotten bed

Of dandelions instead.

Since memory fades with time,

He's left one clue behind

That makes his purpose clear;

There's no doubt Bob was here!

I send these to you thinking it would make Dad proud and hoping you'll be pleased as well.

Love to you,

Carole

Over the years remaining. may many more such emailed poems come my way to be shared here!

Now it is time to include here a special new physics theory paper that culminates the philosophical development of the author:

Onion Peel Structured Universe 
                       Ode to Mass Density            
       The mind’s eye sees matter as visible and dark 

          Making physics all about magic from the start. 

          Math’s abstract symbols we thus cleverly invent

          Based on a presumptive feel that cannot be bent. 

          Not even Einstein could explain this sense of feel

          But if the universe is an onion, it must peel. 

          One finishes what Einstein started with great glee

          Mass density is seen as an onion-peel sea!

Energy surfaces as gravity-felt peels of the Universal Onion

To the extent that Mind’s Eye Imagination is aware of itself as both separate and apart, it must address aVisible Matter (VM) as an overlay on Dark Matter (DM).  Einstein did this but chose to address the emergent and interactive “whole” --as “a continuous field”. He thus failed to define a quantum-discrete Universe that had to be dark, closed, infinite and stable, with limited regions of visible matter orbit-hosted inside. He tried to correct with his “cosmological constant” but quickly abandoned it. Here is how to better defined things to avoid all the confusion:

1. Dark matter (DM) is an ideal fluid that immerses visible matter (VM) and its circulation rate determines the gravity feel by VM’s energy surfaces. A gravity field is a spherical volume of onion peel (Electron orbit shell) arrayed dark matter being stirred (circulated) by a central black hole of finite radius which has a maximum spin speed. Any VM at the BH outer energy surface of the field would feel maximum gravity, and as VM orbits at energy surfaces further and further away from the BH, the gravity feel by VM would diminish proportional to the inverse square of that orbit distance.

2. VM is an asymmetric overlay on dark matter’s electron-orbit-shell-arrayed  energy surfaces --whereby atoms and molecules are bulk-matter-bound by orbiting electrons per the requirements for gases, liquids and solids. Atoms and molecules as energy surface defined volumes, are thus bound to one another in an identifying characteristic visible pattern, yet intimately immersed by gravity force applying, BH-driven dark matter.

Gravity force as mechanically experienced by every energy-surfaced cell of our body is indeed Our Real Time peel-feel of dark matter. The VM object is a very complex & tricky space-time entanglement of gravity and electron-dynamic binding forces. Again, Einstein uniquely saw this but did not define it carefully enough and fell to using problematic math for prediction purposes while insisting locally measured events had to be deterministic so that no-action-a-distance cause and effect prevailed everywhere all the “time”.

It turns out “time” must be seen as being hopelessly bifurcated. The motion of dark matter must always pre-exist relative to VM’s real time self assembly on top of it. VM’s measured sense of Proper Time must accept that a Pre-geometry of dark matter exists on which electron-dynamic real time is overlaid to define a characteristic and consistent pattern that lies both on top of yet intimately immersed by underlying DM. 

Electron-dynamic forces that hold VM together is the internal bulk matter feel-peel in real time that modulates underlying pre-existent gravity forces. The words ‘real time’ and ‘pre-existent’ require careful sorting in the mind’s imagination. We start the time-sorting process by defining pre-existent dark matter in terms of surface-mass density, where the concepts of mass and its density of spatial distribution are applied in a compatible way to VM.  The space sorting process involves what is meant by “local’’, or space location as applied to a measurable “event” in our sense of real time. Only then does the term “space-time entanglement cease to be filled with mystery. Pre-geometry is the spherically symmetric spatial arrangement of DM surface mass just before an asymmetric VM array of atomic matter is immersion-bound into/on that structure --in a stable spherical/elliptical orbit way--- held together by closed loop electrons in huge numbers and a broad variety of closed loop time-space interlocked sizes.

Mass density must be onion peel distributed in the dark matter sea so that the asymmetry of VM allows unique (identifying) atomic-molecular structure. The VM structure must overlay-conform to ambient energy and mass density for the dark matter spin-volume being overlay-occupied. This is much easier said than visualized in clear material point detail. Proper visualization must always respect the fact that measured/observed time cannot explain the simultaneity of ongoing dark matter interaction with the self-assembling patterns of electron closed loop action providing real time VM identity. This is the argument Einstein tried to make with Bohr. Pre-geometry must be assumed on faith to provide the necessary underlying Universal Harmony (UH) of Least Friction/lowest possible energy state that deterministically applies both locally and non-locally. Atomic field structure as self assembled in real-time, is deterministic, and the Bohr model of the atom is grossly wrong.

Mass density as we know it is a self-destructive Big Bang lie 

Physical science (Physics) now focuses on a false paradigm for the concept of space-time filling/interacting “mass”. Current best, admittedly incomplete theory has mass as vital dimension of space-time in a way that cannot be visualized.

Mass density is currently defined as object mass divided by its volume.  Dark and visible matter compatibility for “mass” is therefore inherently denied. Mass density, ρ = M/V, where the object's total mass is given by M and V is  total object volume.  For visible object mass, we measure by the weight in grams under known gravity force. For volume, we can only use the replacement volume of water under a standard set of conditions of object immersion. How do we define dark matter mass so that mass-energy-force has commmon mechanically visualzed meaning?

We cannot of course, since we have no measurable clue as to what dark matter-energy-force really is. Mass density is not a proper Einstein field descriptor.

A new definition of mass is needed whereby, m = detected energy surface count of Higgs particles of average repacement sphere radius, G. Volume is then that energy surface replacement sphere radius, R, where the always positive energy surface curvature is G. The volume R spins in a contstant speed, v, way about 3-axes so (R/G = 3v2, where ( is a unit energy vector that applies to each of  the 3-axes of spin/vbration of the energy surface of R, and each surface defining G is a ball bearing for least friction, lowest possible energy state Higgs motion. Now let G also be Einstein’s space curvature at the location G on R -- the long sought simple algebra expression for his field equation becomes G = (R/3v2 = unit spin volume divided by 3-axes spin surface energy = local space curvature measure of the point G at the spin surface of R! G is always positive and non-zero (finite) and both the quantum and the universe as a whole are closed with the uiverse being infinite and stable as dark matter self-definition. Quantum size R and G are dark (hidden).

We now can be free of impossible-to-define volumes for mechancally clear notions of  measure. Dark matter is experienced as pre-existent gravity force, and is the result of dark matter field-circulating absolute motion around atomic matter energy surfaces. The G size Higgs is always a dark matter sized particle as it defines both dark and visible sized R-volumes. R volumes can be both finite and infinite. That is, the number of onion peels making up R and R itself can both be infinite. The onion peel  energy surfaces that make up R can have Higgs spin motion that exceeds the speed of light and all R-structures are gravity fields with a central black hole. The R-size outer energy surfaces of all the planets and the Sun tell us of a Universal Harmony (UH) that Keler found without realizing it. When properly analyzed, Keplers data requires we accept  UH on faith alone- that IT serves as a God concept. UH as God routinely and pre-exisently creates G-size Higgs particles that define Visible-Matter interfaces-- so that they have measurable properties---as a God = UH = Anthropic Principle = onion peel energy surface definitions without limit.

The masses we know are visible surface masses, not volume masses. The Earth has a slightly corrected visible surface mass count of 1/h grams, where h is Planck’s constant! Just as symmetry-serendipitous and amazing is the fact that all planets rotate about a slightly corrected Solar System center so that average orbit speed squared ( v2) multiplied by its mean distance, R, to that center, precisely equals 1/h! Our home in the universe insists we view the rest of the universe with h-symnetry, and it turns out very easy-- and clearly the anthropic-God right thing to do!

Now let the electron mass be constant and precisely equal to h grams, and 1/h elecrons be a unit of mass. It is then very useful to let one elecron consist of 1/h quantum wave functions in helcal string tandem.  A  unit of mass is then equal to 1/h2 quantum ! The  h-symmetry built into our measure of energy & mass allows even our crudely false paradigm of science to predict eperimental outcomes.

But to parse with true mechanics at the quantm energy and quantum mass levels of h ergs and h grams, we must use a different much simpler model that most human beings can fully grasp – precisley because they cannot use/accept predictive problematic math! False complex math tyranny over gut & mind feel physics is over! Measured mass is the count of electrons being alternately stored and released by atoms by Einstein’s famous, still fully excepted equation---E ( Mc2 as aplied to energy in open space away from atomic matter. Atomic energy is controlled nuclear electrons emissons into open space in truly prodgious parallel & serial numbers.

Why does our current grossly wrong view of mass lead us to self destruction? Because it denies a clear understanding of dark matter-energy-force, especialy in those regions  of space like the BH center of gravity fields whereat visible matter cannot exist, and near field outer boundaries where dark matter circlation speed does not support stable orbit of VM. We can navigate neither too far inward in the Solar System nor too far outward without serious consequences. We need to know how Pluto changes in VM make up as it goes furthest out and closest in. How much constant-immersion gravity force does it take for VM  to be able to maintain its binding energy identity?

Without a better understanding of mass as it relates to energy and force, our science is simply dangerously incomplete for future space environments; both here in our mortal Solar System, and in those regions of space we must traverse to find new homes in space in perpetuity.

All life is migratory and food/shelter/survival-chain consructive and destructive both here and elsewhere in space. Any contemplative look at recorded history shows this beyond a doubt. Who will be smart enough here on Earth to find a way to survive long and well enough to win the inevitable gene/enviroment race of biological evolution that constantly churns the surface of Earth? Who will hold themselves together best in a strong constructive-of-the-future national way?

The Ancient Greeks and the Romans left a mghty legacy for us to follow and learn by. In America especially, the founding fathers were determined to learn the lessons made vivividly clear by greek and latin literature written so well that we have great difficulty trying to sustain their example.Yet they too fell to repeated wars among human sectarian factions. And global war has never seemed more inevitable than now. Can western civivlization be the ultmate survivor? It is not yet clear.

America as centerpiece of the Western World has clearly captured the imagination of humanity as the nation everyone wants  to come to-- including those who want to destroy us.

There is no question but that we are the last best hope for all humanity. Yet we too fail to be all that we can be and need desparately to look carefuly once again, and peel-feel with all our might, the roots that brought us. It is not too late, we can still rise to our destiny before we too become New Geat Ashes of global  war.

The final gift of a true understanding of mass is that all of humanity here on Earth can finally see with clarity what Einstein saw but could no quite make real: That science and religion must be the same thing as felt by the human mind. The Oneness of the two must be taken on faith alone-- at the level of dark matter and its gravity force applied with or without our being consciously aware of it. It so easy to see the huge benefit to all if we could accept this truth. But clearly it is a dificult task to make it wilfuly happen before it is too late.  
Thank ONE God Thucydides (460-400 BC) is in Wikipedia!

Why Thucydides? Because the Golden Age of Greece died with his writings, and his descriptions of what humanity once was and came to be was clearly a great pinnacle of history-- before being done in by then-global war. Is he also telling us of our own inevitable fate – in a way that we cannot easily deny?

“Almost everything we know about the life of Thucydides comes from his own History of the Peloponnesian War. Thucydides' father was Olorus,1 a name connected with Thrace and Thracian royalty.2 His daughter was believed to have been buried in the same area as Creon, a Thracian Prince or King. Another Thucydides was said to have lived before the one in question and was also linked with Thrace. He was a man of influence and wealth. He owned gold mines at Scapte Hyle, a district of Thrace on the Thracian coast opposite the island of Thasos.3
Thucydides, born in Alimos, was connected through family to the Athenian statesman and general Miltiades, and his son Cimon, leaders of the old aristocracy supplanted by the Radical Democrats. Thucydides lived between his two homes, in Athens and in Thrace. His family's connections brought him into contact with the very men who were shaping the history he wrote about.

He was probably in his twenties when the Peloponnesian War began, in 431 BC. He contracted the plague4 that ravaged Athens between 430 and 427 BC, killing Pericles, in 429 BC, along with thousands of other Athenians in which he later documented the symptoms when he recovered.5
In 424 BC he was appointed strategos (general), and given command of a squadron of seven ships, stationed at Thasos, probably because of his connections to the area. During the winter of 424-423 BC, the Spartan general Brasidas attacked Amphipolis, a half-day's sail west from Thasos on the Thracian coast. Eucles, the Athenian commander at Amphipolis, sent to Thucydides for help.6
Brasidas, aware of Thucydides' presence on Thasos and his influence with the people of Amphipolis and afraid of help arriving by sea, acted quickly to offer moderate terms to the Amphipolitans for their surrender, which they accepted. Thus when Thucydides arrived, Amphipolis was already under Spartan control7 (see Battle of Amphipolis).

Amphipolis was of considerable strategic importance, and news of its fall caused great consternation in Athens.8 Because of his failure to save Amphipolis, Thucydides says:

It was also my fate to be an exile from my country for twenty years after my command at Amphipolis; and being present with both parties, and more especially with the Peloponnesians by reason of my exile, I had leisure to observe affairs more closely.9 

Using his status as an exile from Athens to travel freely among the Peloponnesian allies, he was able to view the war from the perspective of both sides. During this time, he conducted important research for his history.

The remaining evidence for Thucydides' life comes from less-reliable later ancient sources. According to Pausanias, someone named Oenobius was able to get a law passed allowing Thucydides to return to Athens, presumably sometime shortly after Athens' surrender and the end of the war in 404 BC.10 Pausanias goes on to say that Thucydides was murdered on his way back to Athens. Many doubt this account, seeing evidence to suggest he lived as late as 397 BC. Plutarch claims that his remains were returned to Athens and placed in Cimon's family vault.11 The abrupt end of his narrative, which breaks off in the middle of the year 411 BC, has traditionally been interpreted as indicating that he died while writing the book, though other explanations have been put forward.

Education
Although there is no certain evidence to prove it, the rhetorical character of his narrative suggests that Thucydides was at least familiar with the teachings of the Sophists. These men were traveling lecturers, who frequented Athens and other Greek cities.

It has also been asserted that Thucydides' strict focus on cause and effect, his fastidious devotion to observable phenomena to the exclusion of other factors and his austere prose style were influenced by the methods and thinking of early medical writers such as Hippocrates of Kos. Some have gone so far as to assert that Thucydides had some medical training. Both of these theories are inferences from the perceived character of Thucydides' History. While neither can be categorically rejected, there is no firm evidence for either.

Character
Inferences about Thucydides' character can only be drawn (with due caution) from his book. Occasionally throughout "The History of the Peloponnesian War" his sardonic sense of humor is hinted at, such as during the Athenian plague (Book II), when he remarks that some old Athenians seemed to remember a rhyme that said with the Dorian War would come a "great death."

Some claimed the rhyme was actually about a "great dearth" (limos), and was only remembered as "death" (loimos) due to the current plague. Thucydides then remarks that, should another Dorian War come, this time attended with a great dearth, the rhyme will be remembered as "dearth," and any mention of "death" forgotten.

Thucydides admired Pericles and approved of his power over the people, though he detested the more pandering demagogues who followed him. Thucydides did not approve of the radical democracy Pericles ushered in but thought that it was acceptable when in the hands of a good leader.

Although Thucydides has sometimes been misrepresented as a cold chronicler of events, strong passions occasionally break through in his writing, for example in his scathing appraisals of demagogues such as Cleon and Hyperbolus. And Thucydides was clearly moved by the suffering inherent in war, and concerned about the excesses to which human nature is apt to resort in such circumstances. For example, this is evident from his analysis of the atrocities committed during civil conflict on Corcyra in Book 3, Chapters 82-83, which includes the memorable phrase "War is a violent teacher".

The History of the Peloponnesian War
Thucydides wrote only one book; its modern title is the History of the Peloponnesian War. (A more accurate title, in that it reflects the opening sentence of the work, would be "The War Between the Peloponnesians and Athenians".) All his legacy to history and historiography is contained in this one dense history of the 27-year war between Athens and its allies and Sparta and its allies.

The history breaks off near the end of the 21st year. Thucydides is generally regarded as one of the first true historians. Unlike his predecessor Herodotus (often called "the father of history"), who included rumours and references to myths and the gods in his writing, Thucydides assiduously consulted written documents and interviewed participants in the events that he records. Certainly he held unconscious biases — for example, to modern eyes he seems to underestimate the importance of Persian intervention — but Thucydides was the first historian who attempted complete objectivity. By his acknowledgement of historic causation, he created the first scientific approach to history.

One major difference between Thucydides' history and modern historical writing is that Thucydides' history includes lengthy speeches which, as he himself states, were as best as could be remembered of what was said (or, perhaps, what he thought ought to have been said). These speeches are composed in a literary manner. For example, Pericles' funeral speech, which includes an impassioned moral defence of democracy, heaping honour on the dead: [so impressed when first read sometime in 1946, the author memorized it]

An essential preface:

	At the end of the first year of war, the Athenians held, as was their custom, an elaborate funeral for all those killed in the war. The funeral oration over these dead was delivered by the brilliant and charismatic politician and general, Pericles, who perished a little bit later in the horrifying plague that decimated Athens the next year. The Funeral Oration is the classic statement of Athenian ideology, containing practically in full the patriotic sentiment felt by most Athenians. What I want you to ask yourself is: according to Pericles, what precisely makes Athens great? How does this compare to other city-states? What problems do you see in Pericles' description of Athens? 




”Most of those who have spoken here before me have commended the lawgiver who added this oration to our other funeral customs. It seemed to them a worthy thing that such an honor should be given at their burial to the dead who have fallen on the field of battle. But I should have preferred that, when men's deeds have been brave, they should be honored in deed only, and with such an honor as this public funeral, which you are now witnessing. Then the reputation of many would not have been imperiled on the eloquence or want of eloquence of one, and their virtues believed or not as he spoke well or ill. For it is difficult to say neither too little nor too much; and even moderation is apt not to give the impression of truthfulness.

The friend of the dead who knows the facts is likely to think that the words of the speaker fall short of his knowledge and of his wishes; another who is not so well informed, when he hears of anything which surpasses his own powers, will be envious and will suspect exaggeration. Mankind are tolerant of the praises of others so long as each hearer thinks that he can do as well or nearly as well himself, but, when the speaker rises above him, jealousy is aroused and he begins to be incredulous. However, since our ancestors have set the seal of their approval upon the practice, I must obey, and to the utmost of my power shall endeavor to satisfy the wishes and beliefs of all who hear me. 
I will speak first of our ancestors, for it is right and seemly that now, when we are lamenting the dead, a tribute should be paid to their memory. There has never been a time when they did not inhabit this land, which by their valor they will have handed down from generation to generation, and we have received from them a free state. But if they were worthy of praise, still more were our fathers, who added to their inheritance, and after many a struggle transmitted to us their sons this great empire. And we ourselves assembled here today, who are still most of us in the vigor of life, have carried the work of improvement further, and have richly endowed our city with all things, so that she is sufficient for herself both in peace and war. Of the military exploits by which our various possessions were acquired, or of the energy with which we or our fathers drove back the tide of war, Hellenic or Barbarian, I will not speak; for the tale would be long and is familiar to you.

But before I praise the dead, I should like to point out by what principles of action we rose ~ to power, and under what institutions and through what manner of life our empire became great. For I conceive that such thoughts are not unsuited to the occasion, and that this numerous assembly of citizens and strangers may profitably listen to them. 

Our form of government does not enter into rivalry with the institutions of others. Our government does not copy our neighbors', but is an example to them. It is true that we are called a democracy, for the administration is in the hands of the many and not of the few. But while there exists equal justice to all and alike in their private disputes, the claim of excellence is also recognized; and when a citizen is in any way distinguished, he is preferred to the public service, not as a matter of privilege, but as the reward of merit. Neither is poverty an obstacle, but a man may benefit his country whatever the obscurity of his condition. There is no exclusiveness in our public life, and in our private business we are not suspicious of one another, nor angry with our neighbor if he does what he likes; we do not put on sour looks at him which, though harmless, are not pleasant. While we are thus unconstrained in our private business, a spirit of reverence pervades our public acts; we are prevented from doing wrong by respect for the authorities and for the laws, having a particular regard to those which are ordained for the protection of the injured as well as those unwritten laws which bring upon the transgressor of them the reprobation of the general sentiment. 

And we have not forgotten to provide for our weary spirits many relaxations from toil; we have regular games and sacrifices throughout the year; our homes are beautiful and elegant; and the delight which we daily feel in all these things helps to banish sorrow. Because of the greatness of our city the fruits of the whole earth flow in upon us; so that we enjoy the goods of other countries as freely as our own. 

Then, again, our military training is in many respects superior to that of our adversaries. Our city is thrown open to the world, though and we never expel a foreigner and prevent him from seeing or learning anything of which the secret if revealed to an enemy might profit him. We rely not upon management or trickery, but upon our own hearts and hands. And in the matter of education, whereas they from early youth are always undergoing laborious exercises which are to make them brave, we live at ease, and yet are equally ready to face the perils which they face. 

And here is the proof: The Lacedaemonians come into Athenian territory not by themselves, but with their whole confederacy following; we go alone into a neighbor's country; and although our opponents are fighting for their homes and we on a foreign soil, we have seldom any difficulty in overcoming them. Our enemies have never yet felt our united strength, the care of a navy divides our attention, and on land we are obliged to send our own citizens everywhere. But they, if they meet and defeat a part of our army, are as proud as if they had routed us all, and when defeated they pretend to have been vanquished by us all. 

If then we prefer to meet danger with a light heart but without laborious training, and with a courage which is gained by habit and not enforced by law, are we not greatly the better for it? Since we do not anticipate the pain, although, when the hour comes, we can be as brave as those who never allow themselves to rest; thus our city is equally admirable in peace and in war.

For we are lovers of the beautiful in our tastes and our strength lies, in our opinion, not in deliberation and discussion, but that knowledge which is gained by discussion preparatory to action. For we have a peculiar power of thinking before we act, and of acting, too, whereas other men are courageous from ignorance but hesitate upon reflection.

And they are surely to be esteemed the bravest spirits who, having the clearest sense both of the pains and pleasures of life, do not on that account shrink from danger. In doing good, again, we are unlike others; we make our friends by conferring, not by receiving favors. Now he who confers a favor is the firmer friend, because he would rather by kindness keep alive the memory of an obligation; but the recipient is colder in his feelings, because he knows that in requiting another's generosity he will not be winning gratitude but only paying a debt. We alone do good to our neighbors not upon a calculation of interest, but in the confidence of freedom and in a frank and fearless spirit. To sum up: I say that Athens is the school of Hellas, and that the individual Athenian in his own person seems to have the power of adapting himself to the most varied forms of action with the utmost versatility and grace.

This is no passing and idle word, but truth and fact; and the assertion is verified by the position to which these qualities have raised the state. For in the hour of trial Athens alone among her contemporaries is superior to the report of her. No enemy who comes against her is indignant at the reverses which he sustains at the hands of such a city; no subject complains that his masters are unworthy of him. And we shall assuredly not be without witnesses; there are mighty monuments of our power which will make us the wonder of this and of succeeding ages; we shall not need the praises of Homer or of any other panegyrist whose poetry may please for the moment, although his representation of the facts will not bear the light of day. For we have compelled every land and every sea to open a path for our valor, and have everywhere planted eternal memorials of our friendship and of our enmity. Such is the city for whose sake these men nobly fought and died; they could not bear the thought that she might be taken from them; and every one of us who survive should gladly toil on her behalf. 

I have dwelt upon the greatness of Athens because I want to show you that we are contending for a higher prize than those who enjoy none of these privileges, and to establish by manifest proof the merit of these men whom I am now commemorating. Their loftiest praise has been already spoken. For in magnifying the city I have magnified them, and men like them whose virtues made her glorious. And of how few Hellenes can it be said as of them, that their deeds when weighed in the balance have been fund equal to their fame! I believe that a death such as theirs has been the true measure of a man's worth; it may be the first revelation of his virtues, but is at any rate their final seal. For even those who come short in other ways may justly plead the valor with which they have fought for their country; they have blotted out the evil with the good, and have benefited the state more by their public services than they have injured her by their private actions.

None of these men were enervated by wealth or hesitated to resign the pleasures of life; none of them put off the evil day in the hope, natural to poverty, that a man, though poor, may one day become rich. But, deeming that the punishment of their enemies was sweeter than any of these things, and that they could fall in no nobler cause, they determined at the hazard of their lives to be honorably avenged, and to leave the rest. They resigned to hope their unknown chance of happiness; but in the face of death they resolved to rely upon themselves alone. And when the moment came they were minded to resist and suffer, rather than to fly and save their lives; they ran away from the word of dishonor, but on the battlefield their feet stood fast, and in an instant, at the height of their fortune, they passed away from the scene, not of their fear, but of their glory. 

Such was the end of these men; they were worthy of Athens, and the living need not desire to have a more heroic spirit, although they may pray for a less fatal issue. The value of such a spirit is not to be expressed in words. Any one can discourse to you for ever about the advantages of a brave defense, which you know already. But instead of listening to him I would have you day by day fix your eyes upon the greatness of Athens, until you become filled with the love of her; and when you are impressed by the spectacle of her glory, reflect that this empire has been acquired by men who knew their duty and had the courage to do it, who in the hour of conflict had the fear of dishonor always present to them, and who, if ever they failed in an enterprise, would not allow their virtues to be lost to their country, but freely gave their lives to her as the fairest offering which they could present at her feast. 

The sacrifice which they collectively made was individually repaid to them; for they received again each one for himself a praise which grows not old, and the noblest of all tombs, I speak not of that in which their remains are laid, but of that in which their glory survives, and is proclaimed always and on every fitting occasion both in word and deed. For the whole earth is the tomb of famous men; not only are they commemorated by columns and inscriptions in their own country, but in foreign lands there dwells also an unwritten memorial of them, graven not on stone but in the hearts of men.

Make them your examples, and, esteeming courage to be freedom and freedom to be happiness, do not weigh too nicely the perils of war. The unfortunate who has no hope of a change for the better has less reason to throw away his life than the prosperous who, if he survive, is always liable to a change for the worse, and to whom any accidental fall makes the most serious difference. To a man of spirit, cowardice and disaster coming together are far more bitter than death striking him unperceived at a time when he is full of courage and animated by the general hope. Wherefore I do not now pity the parents of the dead who stand here; I would rather comfort them. You know that your dead have passed away amid manifold vicissitudes; and that they may be deemed fortunate who have gained their utmost honor, whether an honorable death like theirs, or an honorable sorrow like yours, and whose share of happiness has been so ordered that the term of their happiness is likewise the term of their life.

 I know how hard it is to make you feel this, when the good fortune of others will too often remind you of the gladness which once lightened your hearts. And sorrow is felt at the want of those blessings, not which a man never knew, but which were a part of his life before they were taken from him. 

Some of you are of an age at which they may hope to have other children, and they ought to bear their sorrow better; not only will the children who may hereafter be born make them forget their own lost ones, but the city will be doubly a gainer. She will not be left desolate, and she will be safer. For a man's counsel cannot have equal weight or worth, when he alone has no children to risk in the general danger. To those of you who have passed their prime, I say: "Congratulate yourselves that you have been happy during the greater part of your days; remember that your life of sorrow will not last long, and be comforted by the glory of those who are gone. For the love of honor alone is ever young, and not riches, as some say, but honor is the delight of men when they are old and useless. 

To you who are the sons and brothers of the departed, I see that the struggle to emulate them will be an arduous one. For all men praise the dead, and, however preeminent your virtue may be, I do not say even to approach them, and avoid living their rivals and detractors, but when a man is out of the way, the honor and goodwill which he receives is unalloyed.

And, if I am to speak of womanly virtues to those of you who will henceforth be widows, let me sum them up in one short admonition: To a woman not to show more weakness than is natural to her sex is a great glory, and not to be talked about for good or for evil among men. 

I have paid the required tribute, in obedience to the law, making use of such fitting words as I had. The tribute of deeds has been paid in part; for the dead have them in deeds, and it remains only that their children should be maintained at the public charge until they are grown up: this is the solid prize with which, as with a garland, Athens crowns her sons living and dead, after a struggle like theirs. For where the rewards of virtue are greatest, there the noblest citizens are enlisted in the service of the state. And now, when you have duly lamented, every one his own dead, you may depart.”

His Melian dialogue is a lesson to reporters and to those who believe one's leaders are always acting with perfect integrity on the world stage. It can also be interpreted as evidence of the moral decay of Athens from the shining city on the hill Pericles described in the Funeral Oration to a power-mad tyrant over other cities.

Thucydides does not take the time to discuss the arts, literature or society in which the book is set and in which Thucydides himself grew up. Thucydides was writing about an event and not a period and as such took lengths not to discuss anything which he considered unrelated.

Leo Strauss, in his classic study The City and Man (see esp. pp. 230-31) argued that Thucydides had a deeply ambivalent understanding of Athenian democracy: on the one hand, "his wisdom was made possible" by the Periclean democracy, on account of its liberation of individual daring and enterprise and questioning; but this same liberation spurred the immoderation of limitless political ambition and thus imperialism, and eventually civic strife.

This is the essence of the tragedy of Athens or of democracy -- this is the tragic wisdom that Thucydides conveys, which he learned in a sense from Athenian democracy. More conventional scholars view him as recognizing and teaching the lesson that democracies do need leadership -- and that leadership can be dangerous to democracy.12
In 1991, the BBC broadcast a new version of John Barton's 'The War that Never Ends', which had first been performed on stage in the 1960s. This adapts Thucydides' text, together with short sections from Plato's dialogues. More information about it can be found on the Internet Movie Data Base at http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0103235/.

Quotes
· "But, the bravest are surely those who have the clearest vision of what is before them, glory and danger alike, and yet notwithstanding, go out to meet it."13 

· "The strong do what they can and the weak suffer what they must."14 

· "It is a general rule of human nature that people despise those who treat them well, and look up to those who make no concessions."15 

· "War takes away the easy supply of daily wants, and so proves a rough master, that brings most men's characters to a level with their fortunes."16  
How is it possible to read such history in your first year of college and not be forever moved by it. My time at UNC, Chapel Hill after WWII, from June 1946 to August of 1950 caused me to drain my physics profs in trying to understand the Universe. A brief formal expulsion and re-instatement occurred because of loss of all respect for them that led walking out of one to many classes. 

One Science & Religion Physics explicit in Thucydides’ Ancient Greece

The author was so struck upon reading History of the Peloponnesian War in 1946, it changed his entire outlook for a lifetime. Majoring in math and physics at the time, it was the One Sense of Science & Religion held by the better educated Ancient Greeks as thus described—that stuck with him and made his own life a relative peace of cake. The theory of every thing as perhaps best docmented in a short paper at http://www.geocities.com/CapeCanaveral/Hall/2638/1MrMorganNewPhysics.doc is living testimony as resident in one individual living in the troubled times of 2007,  that still vividly feels the lasting influence of Thucydides on human history.

DiscrepantEyesOfBeholders
Ode to Me at 83
Once I spoke and felt Shakespeare in my very bones,
TopTheatre to audience clapping like clones. 

The curtain slowly opened and out came the Duke

Reciting nobly that he felt like he could puke.

Painfully as easy as falling on his own

He said, “If music be the food of love, play on” 

Opening nine words the most famous of the play

Could have told the crowd there was no reason to stay!

“Excess of it so I might sicken and so die”

Made them hang on just to observe if I would lie!

Lost love then strolled on stage and Lovers took over

My fate then was to gracefully run for cover.

My lonesome figure on display brought the crowds in

And the newspaper publicity was mine to win.

The Spicy Sauce is quickly forgotten while Brief Essence lives on
Though majoring in physics and math, my very soul belonged to Shakespeare’s Sonnets during my first two years at UNC. To remember and recite them was like enjoying the bread of all writing for all time!  He was clearly the smartest best educated person in history in everyday human interaction terms-- whatever his real name or real social circumstance.  His use of words were so phenomenal, to catch up was seemingly the hardest chore imaginable for a speaking/writing life time--no matter what major one chose.  For me Shakespeare’s Sonnets were the Powerful  Matrix Sum-- of all human wisdom!
No words in any language have been recited with great feeling more than these:

“When, in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes, I all alone beweep my outcast state
and trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries and look upon myself and curse my fate, wishing me like to one more rich in hope, featured like him, like him with friends possess'd, desiring this man's art and that man's scope, with what I most enjoy contented least; yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, haply I think on thee, and then my state, like to the lark at break of day arising from sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven's gate; for thy sweet love remember'd such wealth brings that then I scorn to change my state with kings.”

The physics and math of the Universe in Verse IS Shakespeare to me now. There is no empty pause or gap of nothing anywhere—just maximally packed meaning and feeling with the least number of words! I urge you to read the Poetry of Physics at:

http://www.geocities.com/CapeCanaveral/Hall/2638/1MrMorganNewPhysics.doc
HowComeNoFame 

Ode to More at Almost 84

Einstein is not known by the Great Majority.

Plain Plurality has become Authority

Finishing what Einstein started is like Old Hat.

A diet of “Nothing” is making high school kids fat.

Old Codgers like me writing it like it should be

May never be the latest fashion, but its free!

Understanding the Universe is its own reward

Terminal overpopulation will no only kill the cat but everything else that may be considered edible. So pre-eminent in the thoughtful human mind in 2008 is exploding world population, all other longer term survival subjects have no possible meaning ---until global war and pestilence can thin the species via natural cause and effect. We seem indeed to be literally “Waiting for Armageddon!” The phrase is all over the internet –where you find the many many ways it is being said, such as “Capitalism without bankruptcy is like Christianity without hell”—look it up for yourselves! For me, understanding the Universe is not only The answer but The question that we can and must now focus on-- or it will soon all be all over!

Think about it seriously please, only “OneScienceReligionPhilosophy on Planet Earth” has a chance to save us as a civilization! It seems very likely that if we do ever achieve such a thing with the best of our collective mind, it will be as science fiction has long predicted----it will happen as we explore beyond the Solar System and look back at Sorry Earth! It could be that our Collective Consciousness already knows that we are not going to make it here on The Planet. My problem is that Marines Never Give Up Trying To Do The Very Best They Can Do—Right Now!

Hey! NASA TV Desktop Gadget is already trying to get our young people to focus on outer space exploration-- but it is getting the attention so far of a very tiny few! One can only pray that it starts catching on real fast! And it really does need better cartoon artists and writers or it will never make it! Wake up NASA TV folks---you can do a ton better with very little truly mature thought and artwork!

In the meantime, the author feels very lonely but undefeated! All that is left, it seems, is to simply to urge you to turn with great determination to the following link when it is clear that Armageddon is fully underway—

http://www.geocities.com/CapeCanaveral/Hall/2638/1MrMorganNewPhysics.doc
or/and email me at lfmorgan@gmail.com
Semper Fi!

EmptyProbablityOfSymbols

Best Science as clever but useless symbol soup

Old Science Codgers can tell it like it should be

Symbol Soup is a lot like problematic pee.

Look at where Particle Physics Jargon has gone

And no real scientist can ever call it home.

Letters of the alphabet are now not enough--

As real understanding has become way too tough. 

Minds eye vision like Early Einstein had in spades

Has been totally lost-- as “gut feel” physics fades.

Problematic math acts like a New Mad Hatter

As uncertainty forces way too much chatter!

Einstein’s determinism is much better than Bohr’s uncertainty

Bohr won because Einstein could not show how wavelength, 2(R, frequency, f, speed, v, tautology [namely 2(Rf = v] worked to form electron hosting shells inside the atom in a deterministic way -- to cause the atomic spectra observed by the Planck relation, where radiation energy is written E = nhf.  As a result, Bohr was able to convince the technical community that electrons change orbit in a problematic way to produce the atomic spectra. With the realization that all radiation is quantified in terms of multiples of Planck’s constant, h, in ergs, it became inevitable that things inside the atom had to present a regal deterministic symmetry of electron shells -- as well pointed out by top particle physicist, Leon Lederman. Now that Bohr’s very limited sense of the atom is so well established, we have become stuck as Lederman pointed out, on the silly idea that “nothing” largely fills the typical atom! But it is Lederman’s fault that he did not insist that the inside of an atom could not be made of “wavy nothing”. Hey everybody-scientist, including Lederman!—real electron  hosting shells form a regal concentric symmetry. Electron orbit shells that massively spin touch each other in universal harmony(UH)--- form shells that reach from the outer c-boundary of the atom to its nuclear black hole (UH) at about 10-14 centimeters. Electrons inside the black hole (BH) only orbit inward and outward in max-frequency vibration!

If one insists that inside the atom, frequency is always numerically equal to linear energy v-squared, where v is the apparent circular speed of the electron inside the shell, then E = nhf both inside and outside the atom can be seen as being anthropic measured so that n = 1/h ---leaving nh as mass, M, count --so that E = nhf = Mv2.  Then at the visible outer boundary of the atom, the electron linear speed is equal to c, so we get E = f and M  = 1 meaning that 1/h electrons orbiting at speed c there, is numerically synonymous with a unit of mass!  For bulk matter measure purposes, the equivalent number of atoms of unit mass is the way we identify the specimen object we move around in the lab! Can there be any other way? For much more

http://www.geocities.com/CapeCanaveral/Hall/2638/1MrMorganNewPhysics.doc
PAGE  
160

_1246971983.jpg




