Some thoughts whilst pissing up a tree... 
by ... the good doctor,  Hormone  08/01/98.

In 1967 I was fifteen years old. Life slammed through me, like a freight train of poetry.

My perception was animated to the extreme, and emotions usually clicked in stereo surround sound and Technicolor.   

When the sun set, I swear to god I could taste the orange and the gold, and rose colored clouds. 

Music would rip holes in my heart with its power and passion... It was all real good.

Trees and the quiet of the forest would draw my tears. The sight, the sound and the smell.... It was magic!

Certain scents of perfume or flower would become trigger points to sweet memories forever.

Every seven years the body replaces all of its cells. Yet the sweet memories of my youth have survived a complete and total purging of my soul at least four times.

My spirit still longs to be in the cosmic place that these images are warehoused. Where their shadows loom somewhat out of focus but still beautiful.

Being in love was easy then, we were already in love with the experience of being alive. Life was an ice cold breath of fresh air.

Someone to share it with, who was tuned in would just make it that much better. There was, one special one who became my legend, my... Unrequited One. My Garden Princess. I don’t know what drove me to worship her like I did, perhaps she just made me feel so damned good about myself.

Each of life’s episodes, no matter how mundane, was a chapter in my book. 

My life had become a book. I would create it as I went, write it down as it occurred and read it over and over later when I had more time to read and less time to create.

In 1970 I was eighteen. The poetry of life had become more obscure and the fury of the freight train of life became more intense.

The human experience had remade itself from a “gold and rose” sunset to a muddy brown river filled with chemicals from Dow Corporation. Disappointment was my common experience fueling fear and cynicism.

Now, at forty-five my senses anesthetized, I seemed to capture only a dim picture, like a broken camera...

Almost Hormone –

