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One of the more satisfying benefits of living with a visual artist is that your creative abilities are fed a regular diet of mystery and wholeness. Once you see the finished product or a work in progress, you know you are in the presence of something magical, stimulating, and natural. You must stop for a moment to view a new value put upon your visual cortex, and the sound you hear is the heart slowing down or speeding up, responding to a magician’s wand directing you to a special door, a radical departure from wherever you were just moments before. You look, listen, breathe, and feel.

So, take a few quiet moments to ponder this master technician of the art of visualization and experience a special gift humbly described by the poet as he walks the streets of the neighborhood.
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[image: A painting of a colorful painting

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

I wish to hear the autumn wind.

[image: A painting of a field

Description automatically generated]

Just a leaf saying hello.
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The truth, secrets, and somewhere in between.

[image: A painting of a river

Description automatically generated]

Far away I could not see the level of pain that we discussed.

[image: A painting of flowers in a vase

Description automatically generated]
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[image: A painting of trees in the snow

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a person walking on a dirt road

Description automatically generated]

[image: A colorful paint splatter on a white surface

Description automatically generated]

I am the wind ever changing 

flowing smoothly throughout each day,

while searching for my brand new way

it seems to me the old one has

distinguished with courage come to pass

away from here just as the wind.

[image: A close-up of a painting

Description automatically generated]

[image: A close-up of a painting

Description automatically generated]
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[image: A close-up of a painting

Description automatically generated]

[image: A close-up of a painting

Description automatically generated]
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Photograph of the meadow behind our home in Brunswick, Georgia
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[image: A painting of a field of grass

Description automatically generated]

[image: A drawing of a child's drawing

Description automatically generated]

[image: A close-up of a painting

Description automatically generated]

[image: A close-up of a painting

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a blue and brown color

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]
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[image: A painting of a colorful painting

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

[image: A painting of a person with different colors

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a landscape

Description automatically generated]

[image: Water with trees and grass

Description automatically generated]

[image: A drawing of a boat on a grassy field

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of trees in a field

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a lake and bushes

Description automatically generated]

[image: A blue and orange abstract painting

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a person

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

The moon is my confessor

so solid yet so thin,

it hooks the sky to catch my fall

and lets me rest within.
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[image: A painting of a lake

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a pink and yellow background

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

[image: A painting of a colorful background

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

[image: A painting of a blue and white line

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]
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[image: Green and red paint on a white surface

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of blue and yellow paint

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of flowers on a white surface

Description automatically generated]

[image: A heart painted on a wall

Description automatically generated]
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[image: A colorful painting on a wall

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a fish

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of different colors

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

[image: A watercolor painting of a marsh

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a lake

Description automatically generated]

[image: A watercolor painting of a marsh

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a landscape

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a blue green and white background

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

[image: A painting of a beach

Description automatically generated]

[image: A close-up of a painting

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a square

Description automatically generated]

[image: Purple flowers in a field

Description automatically generated]

Again I ran after its gleam, ever lovely, always attractive, the search for nirvana, that desperate chase.

[image: A painting on a white surface

Description automatically generated]
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[image: A painting of a house in a forest

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a house in a field

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of a person with blue and orange paint

Description automatically generated]

[image: A watercolor painting of trees and bushes

Description automatically generated]

[image: A painting of flowers on a white surface

Description automatically generated]

[image: A close up of a paint splatter

Description automatically generated]

[image: A close up of a painting

Description automatically generated]
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[image: A painting of a snail

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

[image: A group of colorful paint on a white surface

Description automatically generated]

Now the leaves rustle about yet sit and wait for my return. I wish to hear the autumn wind, after the rain has come and gone.

REPRISE: THE POWER OF THOUGHT AND BEING

[image: A drawing of a boat on a grassy field

Description automatically generated]

The Graveyard

Too many ghosts not to let them rest,

too many ghosts not to do my best,

a sacred place for final rest, I had to visit twice this year.

Remembering the visions of youthful play, near the waters that flowed to the west,

we were put to the test like ancient times,

with sports and fights, and coming to know, the strong ones strut and move to the front, yet just the same as the ones who lost, they return as well to come to rest.

[image: ]

OUTSIDE

I walked around outside to where the workers had built

new picnic tables and vegetable boxes to refresh a service connection.

Two weapons of war stood firm and protected the entrance to

a monument for a reason to serve

and keep the freedoms real.
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