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By the way, Ralph Carrillo, Arthur Okumoto and Central Valley residents , thanks for your support and encouragement!

Happy Reading!
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“To live, men need bread as well as beauty, 

Oxygen as well as meditation.”

Why should we fear life’s restless stream?

Why should we postpone our dream?

Why should we lose faith in the face of terror?
Calamity, weapons of mass destruction, horror

germs, biological threats and a torrid storm?

We must continue to search for answers with fervor

Don’t we still have the Golden Gate bridge?

On her wide decks, reflect on her awesome form and history

Don’t we still have the peaks of the Sierra Nevada?

Don’t we still have the Hoover Dam?
Where water gets corralled to quench many a ram?

Don’t we still have the striking beauty of Yosemite?
Kings Canyon, Big Sur, the coastal range, and Sequoia Park?

As resplendent as they can be in the sizzling Summer sun,

the bridges of California still loom mountain high, full of fun

Don’t their strong piers still grip the ocean floor?

San Francisco-Oakland Bay bridge, Golden Gate bridge, 

Richmond-San Rafael bridge, San Mateo-Hayward bridge

We appreciate thy steel arms which support and facilitate

commerce, transportation and quality time

They connect people with people as they link shore with shore

O bridges of California, massive monuments to men’s 

Technological advances, determination, and great vision

be exalted on high and break the enveloping foggy mist

Jewels of the west, may your high lights continue to shine

From all the world, tourists will ride through your gates

With pride, your towers will continue to pierce the sky

The Walls of Jerusalem, The Walls Of Fresno

A testament to a grand vision, 

An awesome relic of the past architectural designs 

Or a monument to the ideals of grandeur

Of an agricultural city and its proud people

What was it then?  What is it now?  A wall of fame?

A Central Valley-based temple to education and

The community college system in California

It’s a benchmark of the State Center Community

College district and a plaque of honor to teachers

As well as students who filled her early classes

It’s a witness to the visceral changes, sprawl of Fresno, 

And the flight to anywhere north.  Uncontrolled growth 

Will ultimately hit the nearby hills and mountains 

After using up precious and fertile farmland

Though battered by weather and hard economic times,

The Old Administration Building at Fresno City College

Never lost faith in her sense of historic value and inspiration

Her ivy-covered brick walls withstood the rough passage 

Of Times, changing architectural tastes, and financial woes

This historic landmark is being renovated by

Her fans and The Fresno Historical Society

It’s time to go retro and renovate our old buildings

It’s time to celebrate the return to common sense

For all great cities with a vibrant downtown area

Invest in the renovation of their landmark treasures

Think about Sacramento, Berkeley, and San Francisco

May this newfound enlightenment and urban renewal

Find their way to the confines of Armeniantown, 

Germantown, Chinatown, and West Side!

The new does not always have to replace the old

Go to France, Italy, Hungary, Germany, and England,

Be in awe of the beauty of old architectures

Adorning the cityscape.  Tourists flock there to spend hard cash

Travel to New Orleans, Louisiana, North and South Carolinas

Realize the time-tested beauty of the prairie mansions 

Now that the building is being peeled off, secrets are revealed

Creeping fig or Ficus repens -not ivy- which climbs

The glass and walls is being removed from the historic college

With the hope it will grow back

What years of celebration this renovated building will bring

To the children and grandchildren of former teachers and students!

Fresno’s tears will have not been shed in vain.  All the dashed dreams

And unsuccessful efforts will have been things of the past!
Hypergraphia

Find time to live your dreams and meditate

Carve time out for your passions.  Fulfillment is near

What do you put first? Family or job?

You need a job to care for your family

Yet, a family will always be there for you

when a job is no more

How long will you put your dream on hold

to provide for your family?

So many delayed dreams, postponed promises

have gone to the ether.  Nada. Zil.  Rien.  Nothing

Is it selfish to make time for oneself?

Peace of mind and a recharged battery are 

great benefits you can’t buy despite your great wealth

Rejuvenate your spirit, lift your heart, and

make each day worthwhile and full of praise and achievements

Write about your observations of the human conditions

Write with a pen or a keyboard; write with a pencil

Write on the bus, train and airplane; 

Take snapshots of life’s moments; time flies

Project the images that live in your head 

onto the computer screen

Write in notebooks; write on paper and tissues; 

write at the restaurant, the bus stop, the train station;

write as a hobby or a job; inject passion into it

write to leave the legacy of your infectious joy
Write to heal a troubled spirit, ease a burden, create a smile

Write to draw a tear, force a smile 

on the face of the homeless and the orphan

Never underestimate your power and passion

Write to create new hope, define life

Write to immortalize events; write to show the people

who till the soil, cultivate and harvest the fruits, vegetables

and other foods that fill our tables not only in our hometown 

but also in far away places such as Japan, South Korea,

England and beyond.  Get hit with hypergraphia, 

an overwhelming desire to write all the time and anywhere

Do you get inspired to write in the middle of the night?

Do you have some writing pad by your bed?

Record your ideas.  They are not cheap.  They build the world

Such Delights of The Granadas

Red, big, juicy pomegranates barely hang

On the overloaded twigs

The trees can’t support all their weight

They cover acres of the fertile landscape

In Parlier, Reedley, Fowler, and Kingsburg

I have not given up the melodic lines

Of the surrounding hills and the rich

Vegetation wildly scattered on the banks

Of the San Joaquin River

For the first time, my son is hiking with me

“Daddy, this is like a jungle here,” he exclaimed.

“Let’s not tell anybody about it.  This is our jungle,”

He added as we were walking and meditating

Over the Fall transition and leafless fruit trees

The sun lays its warm nuzzle on our foreheads

Once we reach our picnic site,

We are pleasantly rewarded with birdsong, 

Chocolate, coffee, and lots of pomegranates

My son enjoys squeezing, spitting out,

And munching the red kernels

High in antioxidants and packed with vitamin C,

Granadas are the Valley’s apples

They nullify the effects of glucose at the same time

Their bright red skin is leathery and bitter-tasting

The juice gets squirted in my son’s face

And stains his brand new t-shirt

Alice knows how to get to these pods

Without any accidents

Who can eat a pomegranate without

Having juice dripping all over one’s hand?

We, consumers, have come to expect

The pomegranates of the Valley’s growers

The way we expect the sun to come up

Not in spite of rain and clouds

But because of them

The bone-chilling cold and freezing Winter days

Make us stay home and welcome any signs of Spring

So during the metamorphosis, don’t abandon

The renewal of all things beautiful

Freeway and Highway

Crosses

A swimming pool full of crosses,

Chocolates, rose petals and special cookies

Day of the Dead or Dia de los Muertos!

Crash sites are all over the San Joaquin Valley

An electric pole here, a rock there,

And a tree trunk over there

The railroad tracks and our road system

Are silent, unpredictable and vicious killers

They are our necessary villains who deprive us

Of the presence of our loved ones

Amidst all the beauty of the Central Valley,

The rolling hills and fertile farmland,

Lie the public spots where loved ones perish

They become emotional and religious markers

For many residents too

The dense tule fog blanketing the flatlands,

The Valley floor claims its own series of crash victims

A brother, a sister, a cousin, a husband, a co-worker,

A father, a mother suddenly disappeared

In the darkest hours of the night or early morning

Broken windshield, marigold petals, fresh flowers,

Candles, tequila, tortillas de harina o de maiz

Tamales, cochinita al pibil, small crosses

Cajeta, moles, chocolate, frijoles borrachos, birria

And other treats favored by the departed souls

Are found all over the Valley 

Dia de los muertos is celebrated

In the Hispanic culture.  Others visit cemeteries

Surviving family members honor their dead

In ways that show perpetual connection and respect

Altars are erected in pre-selected corners of the house

Ofrendas, offerings of favorite foods, drinks, candies

Are displayed with lots of care

The dead is never too far away from the living

On special occasions, we clean the grave sites

Repair, and paint the tombstone,

Place a brand new bouquet or fresh roses,

Recollect and reminisce in

Graveyard vigil

Anywhere you go around the Valley,

You’ll run into crosses and flowers

They are potent reminders that somebody,

A loved one once lived

On the altar, the living will continue to light a candle

For all the loved ones who have passed on

Day of the Dead is a celebration of life.

The bread and flower vendors hope to sell more

Family members will get inspired and courageous

Such is living, a continuum of births and deaths,

Gains and losses, abundance and scarcity,

Joy and pain!

Cry Over Manzanar 

The American promise shall never fail anyone

despite the passage of times and hardened hearts

a harvest of shame was ultimately stopped.

In 1942, Fresno County, the most fertile and 

richest agricultural area in the nation, saw her own 

children ripped out of her heart. The rippling 

effects of the Pearl Harbor attack touched

specific residents from the coast to the interior.

the country was at war. Fueled by inflamed

racism, drastic measures were taken. 

the morale of these acts was later questioned 

when all heads became calm and rational again in 1946

correction through restitution payments

and a language of remorse came to light thereafter

what a cleansing move for the collective soul!

sooner or later, the nation can redress her wrongs

first evacuees along Highway 99, Kingsburg, Selma

and Fowler, the Japanese American citizens were 

sent to the barrens with whatever they could carry

they became internees in the rangeland and wastelands 

O Manzanar, cry! O Fresno County, cry for your displaced children!

may they find redemption and acceptance like the prodigal son

cry over all those who are excommunicated in the Pacific Coasts!

the Civilian exclusion Order No. 34 impact was real

so was The Internment Order 9066.  Shed your tears like watershed

that blesses and produces the bounty and beauty of the whole Valley

citizenship is not only a scrap of paper.  Hurry up, Proclamation 2714

Manzanar dirt was as real as the Great Plains Dust Bowl.

like the Colored, Blacks or African Americans, the European Jews,

the Native Americans who were relocated to Oklahoma wastelands,

the Japanese Americans became the new children of pain

The legacy and memories of the Armenian and Rwandan genocides,

Haitian and Argentinian disappearances are 

as vivid as those of the holocaust, terrorist mass killings,

Slavery, the dark smoke billows , sheets of dust and flames 

Emanating from the fallen towers.  Their marks will survive in history 

They cried over the losses of their homes, businesses and cropland

they cried over their new pariah status in the heat and fetid fine dirt

at Manzanar.  They became enemy taint, denizen and undesirables

while war may be necessary at times, men should prefer peace

then, they cried over the loss of mercy, compassion, plain decency

rationality, common sense, humanity and brotherhood

for the first time, African Americans were free to flee the vestiges

of slavery and Jim Crow in the Southern states.  

their labor became most wanted in the West.  Through word of mouth,

they got the good news.  San Francisco soon had a new Harlem

for the war efforts, Blacks and Whites were working side by side

workplace integration, but not without any animosities!

With lots of ongoing work, hope tends to lie in the future

