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THE 
HELICOPTER 
RIDE: KAUAI     
“America, why aren’t you more angelic?” 
         
        Allen Ginsberg 
 
We sail past peaks and ridges, 
wheeling, teetering by ledges, 
barely clearing crests, 
then dipping into verdant valleys. 
Each new vista opens up 
an alternate universe 
which momentarily stops our breaths. 
Then we pause above low clouds 
our shadow, only yards below, 
surrounded by a rainbow aura. 
“That’s sunlight separated 
by the spinning blades,” the pilot says. 
We all stare and marvel 
at the angelic shape and radiance 
on that misty white. 
But I believe I am the only one 
who wonders, “Why not us as angels, 
or the people who remained behind, 
or even better, all our governors, 
the president and congress?” 
 
 

The Whitney Latham Lechich Poetry 
Workshop meets on Thursdays, 7-9 pm, 
starting again in September in Pacific 
Grove. Beginning and experienced poets of 
all levels are welcome to share their poems 
and receive positive feedback. 
Contact  373-1519 for details or email: 
pgpoetkate@yahoo.com  

VOLCANOES 
NATIONAL PARK: 
HAWAII 
 
      I 
Look how cloud shadows 
scud across 
the flat black surface 
of the crater’s floor. 
 
Incense sticks, rice, 
a few red orchids 
scattered on the rim 
by worshippers of Pelé, 
the Hawaiian fire goddess. 
 
On this side 
of the circle of cliffs 
silence except for 
the rush of wind 
through iron-tough bushes 
recalling a faraway 
jet engine. 
 
One white tropicbird, 
its shadow far below, 
rides the currents 
exactly above 
the crater’s center, 
 
         II 
A second crater’s walls 
are steep and stained 
with yellow sulphur. 
Steam vents 
from cracks in the floor 
where black domes rise, 
hot blisters. 
 
Acrid gasses 
choke us 
on the walkway 
to the overlook. 
A sign warns those 
with breathing problems— 
Stay away! 
 
“These lava fields 
remind me of  
jumbled asphalt 
after an earthquake’s hit,” 
says my companion. 
 
I remember reading 
that our astronauts 
trained here. 
 
      III 
Desolate craters, 
broken lavas, 
bare, bleached 
skeletons of trees— 
 
I should go home 
yet this place draws me 
with its vastness, 
awes me with its waste. 
 
Nothing live can thrive here long. 
 
It isn’t the hell I knew 
replete with tortured souls 

and twisted faces, 
but there’s something here 
I recognize, 
 
perhaps a memory 
stored deep within key cells 
and shared by each of us, 
last remnant of an era 
when the earth was young. 
 
I hope it’s that. 
 
Please let it not be 
what I fear: the urgent message 
of a future sense, 
a clear, unerring premonition— 
 
 
 

EPIPHANY AT 
SEACLIFF BEACH 
 
            “where ignorant armies clash by night”  
                                             —Mathew Arnold 
 
It’s sunset and high clouds 
are puffs of pink against light blue 
while waves wash in and gently 
break upon the shores of Monterey Bay. 
It’s a world of limitless potential, 
an infinity of vistas 
as the sun sinks into the crease 
where pastel sky meets water. 
Now as the whoosh of surf resounds 
far lights begin to shine around the bay, 
each a twinkling star-like point 
against the land’s squat darkness. 
The spectacle’s enough to comfort me, 
to make me momentarily forget 
the blinding bursts of bombs, 
the white-hot glaring fires of wars. 
All around this ample world, 
each individual with his/her tiny lights 
and his/her total of awakenings, 
some happening just now 
as separate globes go bright. 
It’s enough to cause me to have faith, 
to make me cry out loudly, “Love thy 
neighbor!” 
trusting that we’ll win 
the crucial race to consciousness, 
the race against ourselves, 
the crazy, painful, brutal, tender, 
half-illumined human race— 
 
 
[Helicopter and Volcanoes National Park: 
Hawaii were first published in PARADISES LOST, 
North Star Press, Hiram, Ohio, 1997. Epiphany 
at Seacliff Beach was first published in 
COASTLINES: EIGHT SANTA CRUZ POETS, Small 
Poetry Press, Concord, CA, 1996] 
 
 

The Rubber Chicken poetry slam  happens 
every 1st and 3rd Wednesdays, 7-9 pm, at 
Morgan’s Café, 498 Washington St., 
Monterey. Hosts Garland Thompson Jr., 
Kitty Petrucelli and C-7 welcome you to 
participate in the open mic and the slam, 
or to just come by to listen to and enjoy 
the spoken word.  $2 to $5 at the door. 
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