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markets. I moved through cost accounting and planning back to 
international marketing management and and finally business 
planning. 

That’s when I left the corporate world. In 1987 my wife and I moved 
to Austin TX and purchased a small printing company and grew it 
into a business in the graphics/printing market. After taking that 
business through bankruptcy and with some time out to do network 
marketing, I fell into the bicycle safety world when the new Executive 
Director of the Texas Bicycle Coalition asked for help with FileMaker. 
Since then I have worked for, or managed, at least three non-profits 
and one government entity. 

While I was trained as an Engineer and have some talent with 
numbers and technology, my real love is teaching. I’ve spent the last 
of my many careers working to provide education to many different 
markets that combine to make bicycling more accessible and safer. I 
became an advocate, an educator and an expert witness. Working 
with individuals, local governments, and non-profits, I ended up 
making a mark in the cycling world.   

Sometimes it is difficult to remember who I am. 

Athlete (runner, wrestler, soccer player, coach, referee, lacrosse), 
farmer, singer, actor, engineer, husband (twice), father (twice), 
grandfather (six times), businessman, student, bicyclist (six 
continents), adventurer, author, volunteer, educator, expert witness, 
commissioner, and poet. 

                  



 

My career path has not been a straight line. 

My corporate career was so eclectic, at one point my step-father asked 
me why I couldn’t hold a job. He worked for his first company for 
almost 30 years. 

I started in the paper industry, summers during my studies as a 
chemical engineering undergraduate at Vanderbilt University and 
went back to the paper industry when I gained my Bachelor’s degree.  

During graduate school at the University of Virginia, I worked for a 
summer at General Mills in mergers and acquisitions and upon 
graduating with an MBA went to work in Financial Planning for 
Mead Corporation a major player in the basic materials world. I 
moved to a plant management role with Mead and then changed 
industries entirely into the Telephone Interconnect world as 
manufacturing manager of a plant assembling Japanese made PABX 
switch gear.  

My next move was to the petroleum supply world where I became 
product manager for a major gasoline additive in international 

                                    



These poems were all written after a bicycle ride,  
some with friends and some obviously alone.  

                  

Bicycle Poems

I Picked up a Leaf Today. 

Sitting in a swing, under a live oak 
A light breeze moving the branches 
Autumn is coming and it is cool 
Living leaves on the branches  
Casting shadows on us and the ground 

Last year’s leaves all under our feet 
Turning to dirt and dust slowly 
The soil here is rocky 
And one tan rock called to me 
I turned it over and found a leaf 

Embedded in rock  
This is not this year’s leaf 
Or even a leaf from last year 
But dying thousands of years ago 
It fell to the bottom of a puddle 

It lay quietly, undisturbed 
For uncounted years 
As new mud covered it 
Grew hard and formed this  
Leaf shaped rock 

Before we walked the earth 
This leaf lived and died 
And became stone 
To reach across the eons 
And welcome us to sit and listen. 
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Morning Visions 

City buildings crumple the horizon 
but grass and trees and giggling birds, 
quiet sounds of civilization, 
open doors to contemplation, 
drain concern, strengthen faith 
draw souls to dream of worlds beyond. 

One brown duck 
crowded by white wading birds 
stands stoically at the edge 
watching water carve scallops, 
slipping down the spillway 
rising sun splashes red.  

Leggy young sunflowers  
on a morning stroll 
along the trail near the shore 
jostle each other aside 
peer over shoulders 
wonder at grown men on bikes.  
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Peepers 

We’ve stopped here, by this plowed land, 
to marvel at the tree frogs’ calls 
sown across our path upon the breeze. 

There is a quiet pond among the trees 
at the bottom of this farmer’s field 
and barbed wire rusting along the road. 

A high, bright haze cools the westerly sun 
and adds a soft edge to the bare land, 
as quiet old voices answer hushed questions 
about the peepers and how they used to sound. 

We’ve stopped here now, but we must get on 
to find the moment where next we can pause, 
with fleeting joy, for the beauty in our world. 
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Night Storm 

I’ve stayed outside in the storm tonight, 
to share the wind and the leaves, 
their bright, pale bellies frantically reflecting 
the tortured crashing of the lightening. 

The clouds drew their strange and twisted shapes 
across the darkening afternoon sky, 
pressed down upon the wooded hills, 
trailed rain in a grey curtain across the western ridge  
bringing night before we were ready. 
We couldn’t find unicorns or sailing ships, 
those clouds offered devils and cavorting demons, 
and winged dragons, midst wheeling whirlpools 
which sucked the light from our laughing world.  

We raced ahead of the rain along country roads 
our tires sweetly singing our pumping rhythm. 
But we fell behind on the city’s streets and  
slithered slowly home upon slick pavement. 
It gave us a chance to catch our breath 
and tested our balance as we left intertwined,  
Snaking trails among the flattened leaves. 
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How Far Did You Go? 

A friend asked, “How far did you go?” 
As I parked my bicycle.  
And I thought about the trees 
Shading the farm houses. 
About the buzzard circling 
Over us as we stood 
Talking to a herd of goats. 

I thought about the lake 
We saw beyond the earthen dam 
And the deer startleed 
Into flight between trees.And bones that remained 
Of an animal that died 
And was eaten. 

I thought about children’s voices 
That echoed from unseen places 
And the sound that trees make 
When the wind dances 
Over the hills and streams. 
And flowers blooming  
Amongst rocks and weeds. 

And distant green hills 
That draw the eye and mind 
To wonder about others 
Who have wandered this way 
On a bright fall day. 
I thought about all of that 
And said simply, “Oh, about 16 miles.” 
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Circle of Life 

They named us “heroes,” when not we but they 
bore the pain of cells run wild to clog 
the very marrow of their bones. 

Ten and one we rode, gathered together in common cause, 
spread the word, praised the work, and prayed 
for some small ray of hope, some brief cessation of pain. 

We rode for children who lived and children who died. 
for families who shared the lives, and bodies of their own 
so another could see a grandchild, could feel a heart beat. 

We rode to lift the hearts of those who wait for someone to die 
that they might live, who wait for someone to say I’ll give. 
For those who face the grim reality of a body gone awry. 

We rode for those who share and those who care 
and for those whose sharing saved a stranger. 
In the sun and wind and rain we rode, to honor our heroes. 
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Now the malevolent wind is teasing the trees 
striking at random across the yard. 
jerking thick branches straight up and  
pushing these, over here, almost to the ground. 
Stripping summer leaves in hand fulls and 
 scattering them in colored shards of sodden confetti. 

The lightening shuns the sodden ground 
to strike behind, and between, the clouds, 
and light diamonds in the jeweled drops 
driven against my face, hanging on my lashes. 
I feel the shaking of the thunder’s crash 
deep within my aching body and gladly 
race inside to slam the door against the wind  
And trap the savage storm outside. 
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Rain Crows 

It was hot today, with sweat sliding down my back, 
as we cycled down the country road, past the old church. 
It stood strongly silent for this, a Sunday morning 
wondering where we were going at such a frantic pace. 

The grey, pebbled pavement shimmered and flowed 
gently among the nodding flowers, 
all pink and red along the way we flew. 

When I heard the rain crows crying, I remembered nights 
growing up in the flat country, near the river, 
seeking sleep atop limp sheets in the dark, 
Listening to the insects courting, 
hoping for a breeze to sneak through the rusting screens 

Rain Crows were just what we called them then, 
when we were all still children and didn’t know any better. 
Today though, their cries evoke those sticky nights, 
with heat lightning flaring behind towering clouds  
that never meant new rain, just hulking shadows 
Standing off across the dark fields. 

My brother Ned and I, or maybe my friend Chip, 
would count the time between the light and rolling sound 
and figure how far away the clouds might be. 
The Rain Crows lived off beyond the pasture somewhere. 
We alway knew that had a way to lure the cooling rain 
and hoped they that could, while we writhed our sheets to knots. 

My littlest self likes to drift back a bit sometimes, 
to savor those startling bubbles, that burst all unbidden 
and lead me off, probing forgotten fantasies.  

                  4

Bicycle Poems

Dandelions 

Visions of a perfect globe, white, rivaling the sun, 
genuflecting left and right, aloof above the throng. 
Trapped in sterile beauty, too perfect to have fun, 
to reach, to touch, to sails away, surely would be wrong. 

Bright parachutes drift across my mind’s eye, 
Trailing miniature passengers, dark against the light. 
Each fair launched, to sail away and find or die, 
fertile new worlds too hostile for these so slight. 
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Country Road 

There’s an old road that beckons me on a bright day. 
It goes nowhere, just lies among the black dirt farms 
east of town where houses hide behind the hills. 

Its presence evokes small towns and wooden wagons 
traveling this way each fall, laden heavily. 
But now new roads connect important towns 
and I’m all alone, without people passing by. 

I take time to stop, and sit amidst 
bluebonnets in an unknown farmer’s field, 
so thick I smell them from the winding road, 
and listen to bees grumbling at heavy blossoms. 

Farther along, the flowers crowd about 
the side of the road, to wave wildly 
in the cooling breeze and cheer me on the way. 
The paintbrush and primrose are shoulder to shoulder 
and the imperious bluebonnets, across the field, 
smile stately at their cousins ecstatic with excitement. 

Cows graze quietly in the another field, 
belly deep in intricate yellow blooms, 
afloat on surging waves of brightest butter, 
dipping heads out of sight life huge sea birds 
probing blindly for dinner on sandy bottoms. 

In spring finery, mesquite trees show pale leaves  
against fire darkened branches, spread twisting  
in counter point to barbed strands stretched 
along he ditches overflowing with pink and red. 

I stop and gingerly step between prickly wire 
to invade another world and walk among the mesquite. 
to admire the thick fusion of paintbrush and bluebonnet, painting 
curving slopes, framed by paths, hoof trod, 
a cow’s way from gate to gate across the pasture. 
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South Padre 

Sand scallops the road on this side 
the edge closest to the shore, 
and drifts before the foggy breeze 
to lap fretfully across the lane. 

Asphalt slashes through the ragged dunes 
due north then abruptly stops, 
and leaves me wondering where  
they were going, the men who built this way. 

The dunes don’t much care  
where I am going, or that this road is here. 
But are driven by the ocean’s breath 
to drift across my trail and slip into the bay. 

Alone upon this desolate path 
I face the wind and mist 
and hear a far off dog barking  
over there along the shore. 

My mind takes flight along this lonely stretch 
to spin the road across the hidden sky 
and send the dunes marching silently forward 
like gnomes with warts upon their chins. 

But gnomish laughter dies away 
and fantasies retreat 
and sentient dunes give way to sidewalks 
and endless rides must ever end.  
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Sunflowers 

They bend, nodding along the metal rail, 
waiting for the rush as we crest the rise 
and sweep breathless beneath their smiling silence. 

We ride this winding way more often now, 
now that they are gathered primly here 
to add their joyous welcome to our day. 
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Atascosa Refuge 

The fog has lifted just enough now 
to let me see the shelving shore 
and count the ducks lying at anchor 
upon the breeze shivered surface of the bay. 

A huron sways gracefully through the mist 
leaving shifting swirls of unreality 
as he strides majestically ahead 
searching with each foot for solidity 

Here at hand the damp salt grasses 
carry webs like well filled hammocks. 
Each strand strung with misted pearls, 
waiting for to sun to pluck their bounty. 

The ducks waken with gurgling laughter 
while shore birds stalk about 
to probe the sand with spiky bills, 
nibbling for breakfast among the grains. 

Just off shore, over there on the right, 
where a sandbar barely breeches the water 
a flock of white pelicans are gossiping, 
and keeping watch for their morning meal. 

Soaring terms make darting dives 
to race their reflections along he wet sand 
and startle me from my reverie, 
and remind me that this is the day… 

So I straddle my bike and spin the pedals  
into increasing cadence, the murmur 
of my whirling tires puts the birds to startled flight  
and swirls this moment into my memories. 
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Volente 

Our path along here curves about 
and twists to find its way around the lake. 
Cedars shade us through each sweeping turn 
where the pebbled pavement dips 
and then rushes, surging past our spinning wheels. 

We’re riding through these hills today 
because we have not tried this way before 
and every moment offer glad hope 
of some new thing we dared not dream. 

Our aching pedals trace out spirals 
and our minds extend our vision’s reach 
to slant among the scrub and rocks, 
and conjure worlds we leave behind. 

Ask us where we went today and 
we might say “Two deer, a rabbit, 
a field of bluebonnets and 
a rock, winking in the sunlight.” 

But now we pause to breathe, and ease our backs, 
after we conquer a challenging climb, 
to peer out across the twisted lake 
to seek another trail among the hills. 
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Jimmy’s Glen 

I dream of silent shadow people 
slipping among the aged oaks 
that shade this lazy summer stream 
that wanders silently across granite ledges. 

Their deerskin moccasins forged this path 
and pushed aside he weeds that crowd our legs. 
This path that drifts among the ancient trees 
and drags us deeper into the shaded glen. 

A dragonfly hands, wings shivering in the sun, 
then darts to capture dinner and halt again. 
We’ve stopped here to talk, to quietly sit and share 
and listen to the water whispering upon the rocks. 

Trapped in time, the rocks ignore our presence 
and let the lonely dragonfly hover endlessly. 
While sunlight coats the bottom of the pool and  
warms the stone and glistens on the silent ripples. 

This ageless glen restores our strength and lets humanity in, 
pours peace upon our inner pain and brings us joy 
to follow other paths and talk of other things. 
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Atascosa Turning 

As I struggle up this twisty hill among the dunes 
the sea jumps out to surprise me 
and the trail runs away on the right 
to dodge and hide along the shore. 
Rather than chase that way any more 
I decide to stop and rest awhile, 
to enjoy this world, and catch my labored breath. 

I ease quietly along the shore 
between the deserted dunes and living sea 
to feel the ebb and flow of the rippling waves 
burnishing the glistening sand at my feet. 
Their movements echo the accelerated pulse 
of my body, that beats within so clearly now. 

The sea birds wheel up from their feeding 
to protest my presence, their feathers etched 
agains the sky, their angry cries sparkling 
along the beach with the sunlight. 
They settle warily to skip and skitter  
just ahead of my quiet progress. 
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This day will be both an ending and a beginning.  
Riding and walking here 
I have glimpsed the abundance 
that we have been given. 
I have stopped and looked again, 
at the birds, at the stickered branches, 
at the forms the wind has sculpted in the sand. 

This day is the beginning of my acceptance, 
I finally began to understand that who I am is right. 
Is right like the sleeping curves of the shore, 
is right like the prickly pear scratching  
for a foothold on the face of the dune, 
is right because I am who I am supposed to be. 

                  9


