
A Poetic Visual Journey 

 

Paula Grenside 
Jay Patel 



Photographs: Copyright © Jay Patel 
Poems: Copyright © Paula Grenside. 

All Rights Reserved. No work  present in this book can be reproduced in 
any media without written permission from Jay Patel and Paula Grenside. 

 
 

Second Edition 
 

 



Page: 1 
 
   

Mentor Headlands Beach, Ohio 

 

The Walk 
 
 
No, I am not coming. Good bye. 
In a little while, I'll go to the beach. No, thanks, 
I'll go alone; have to get out of this damp house, 
have to walk on the sand, far from the city  
and its concrete fingers -- 
 
the city of the salary runner 
the city that makes a fist  
to squeeze hunger 
long-legged youths 
tattooed shoulders 
yellowed age 
 
I want to hear the large strides 
of the waves, see the moon and the thousand 
silver clouds on its deep face. 
I want to walk shelled footsteps that carry 
my white sandals and skirt. 
Want to walk to the lighthouse, wait for  its octopus rays, 
 its suction cups of light. 
 
Good night. 
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Olympic National Park, Washington 

Morning 
 
 
This is the light I love  
warm like a lover’s fingers  
on  cheeks .  
 
In these pools of purple light  
the Earth is reassembling  
jewels  hidden by the night-  
 
Fragments of the day’s magical jigsaw  
start to fit – 
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Yellowstone National Park, Wyoming 

Devil's Playground 
 
 
All around the body 
seven small suns 
all rising 
 
The purple scar on Earth's lips 
still exhales  fear 
I can't lick away 
 
I float in mist 
and white shadows shape 
a half sketched barge 
 
Lying on one side I hear 
voices gliding down 
silent crab-earrings 
 

geysers gurgle at dusk 
as I enter the quicksand 
of slipiness 
 
With half-open eyes I spy 
the sky laying its copperscape 
over my  eyelids 
 
I fall asleep 
when vapors lock 
all the suns of reason. 
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Redwood Forest National Park, California 

The Eye’s Journey 
 
 
The eye opens, the apprehension of the lid 
That rises deciding what proportion, what 
Angle of light to engrave in the pupil: 
  

Yesterday the world flipped 
A tattered skirt and the wind brought the smell 
Of lapping waves and wet sand. 

  
The eye blinks, follows curving paths 
That spread words of dusk, full of meaning; 
It captures frames: 
  

The sky exhales red 
History of stones, echoes of clouds drilled 
By waspy rays, embroidering tides. 

  
The eye rests on sunset’s skin whose   
Smoothness caresses the horizon, 
Whose beauty hangs lanterns on eyelashes. 
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Death Valley National Park, California 

Encounters 
 
 
We meet  in the desert. Strangers, we do not speak, 
nor do we beckon with our eyes. We feel in harmony 
with the clouds that  hide  in the sky-intervals of what we  
are not 
and our abstract, fleshy average. 
Like clouds, we are inconsistent 
white on the verge of splitting, 
cold,  cumulonimbus games. 
We have a scar  on our brow: orange inside 
white at the T-junction of nose and eyes. 
We look at the lines  
of the  valley, at the heaps of stories we built on sand. 
At the horizon, two lonely trees contend  
with the electrified sky. 
It's then that our hands lengthen and round, we become 
dunes and stretch over submersed voices. 
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Cannon Beach, Oregon 

The Sky Slopes 
 
 
without center; it hangs on the edge of light, 
falls on us. The moon is a sleepy eye; it blinks 
while reflections blue-weave an underwater message. 
 
Space unfolds into space and we, travellers, dip our hands, 
into mirrored surface. We watch rock projections crash 
against water clouds, open a way to a world 
 
shimmering through liquid caves of quietness. 
In blue, pink and  silver, reality blossoms 
indigo ripples on our fingers. 
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Key West, Florida 

 

Neverland 
 
 
Clouds with puffy cheeks make the magic true--  
vapors gather and braid  balloons, flocks, 
teacups-clouds rimmed in gold. They push and elbow  
in the sky, bounce from the horizon, shift and morph 
under  the wind's blue hands. Below, white sails sway 
as the ship gently glides on the glass surface  
of the Tell-Tale Sea and fish flip silver wavelets.  
Like children,  wide open eyes filled with sunbees,  
we sail to Neverland in a swirl of light and colors. 
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Coyote Butte Wilderness, Arizona 

The Wave 
 
 
Lines that move in audible red     converse in ample curves 
shake copper hair over concave bellies and sandstone chests 
time's diary 
rugged meanderer 
deluge of rain 
a lover 
at times indeed a lover with rough edges 
and hands molding the sea of duration 
alteration and renewal 
sandstone waves bend down to where the sun sinks nesting 
the moon 
they rise  upward suck purple horizons 
echoes 
a woman laughs  holds milkweed 
and the colors of many hours 
that paint  day's wild face 
of many stars 
that pin the moon on the Black Crack 
steps creak on desiccated layers 
the coiling 
along the rocky spine 
the light splash 
of a branch in a red abyss 
in lines of time. 
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Cape Kiwanda, Oregon 

To Land’s End 
 
 
My name is Felicidad, my surname, De Tierras. 
I've got a donkey, a gun and a bag -- vagabonds, 
we live where our skin takes us. The wind pushes 
us and the clouds  
scatter when the gun shoots 
to fill the bag. No rain or storm or ocean stop us. 
My name is Felicidad. 
We never sleep under the same star, on the same  
grass. We can explode with the surf on 
gilded rocks, or sit in the night shadows  
of  Death Valley dunes. We are evanescent but concrete-- 
a woman, a donkey, a gun and a bag. We  live, love and 
hate, smell of mud and  blood, smell of  berries and spring 
water. We are made of skin and bones, cotton and steel, 
we are unreachable and hungry, sniff the smoke 
of space on the horizon, walk on, feed on tomorrows. 
There's no mystery, that's why I declare  
my name is  Felicidad, my surname is De Tierras. 
I've given the donkey the name of a star and Aldebaran 
jumps, laughs, and on dark nights he  joins my song 
at the top of his brays and we call down all constellations. 
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Antelope Canyon, Arizona 

Believing 
 
 
There is  blue up there, beyond  these caves 
of waving rocks; there are more 
skies with leaves from cosmic trees -- 
at the right time, when the heart and eyes 
are open to belief, a trinity  of light will perforate 
strata of time with diamond swords to reach 
inside you. 
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Dry Tortugas National Park, Florida 

Coral Dreams 
 
 
Brand new morning shines in contrast with my disbelief: 
the silky  sand,  emerald waters glitter. 
I can no longer deny them. Gleaming shells on the shore, 
a coral  fan trapped in opalescent sunrise wave in the quiet 
tide. 
The fortress stands like a sentinel with wide, empty eyes.  
The morning kisses sleep away, asks for a smile as poetry 
passes by, young, slender, uncaring, with a sun umbrella. 
 



Page: 12 
 
   

Grand Tetons National Park, Wyoming 

Silver Streak 
 
 
Indented blue carves pines and clouds 
in the water; a necklace of silver mist  
streaks the horizon;  the sun summersaults 
in sky and ocean. 
A poem peeks through pink reflections: 
In it, only nature will converse. 
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Columbia River Gorge, Oregon 

 

A River Runs through Us 
 
 
For more than forty years we have lived 
on the banks of this river. It's an elliptical river 
to the verge of infinity. Only people born 
with sky in the eyes can see it, can catch the lapis-blue fish 
with bubbles as fins and smell of ocean 
in their belly. People going to town 
stare at us  in curiosity; their eyes linger 
on our clothes sprayed with humidity; dilated 
pupils drop questions on the blue wriggling 
in our hands.   
 
From time to time, one of us becomes opal water 
and  flows away. A woman,  window-shopping, 
or a man, stepping on his busy feet, will pause 
and ask where children are, when they'll come back 
and what water the blue-fire fish come from. 
We smile giving our backs to the river they can't see,  
to the sun’s lapping on the rocks. Never answer. 
Never.  
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Lake Erie, Ohio 

Evening 
 
 
In Summer slowness , evening spreads 
over the sun's  pulsating red, 
lays words of dark silence 
over irredeemable  spasms of light. 
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Bryce Canyon National Park, Utah 

Winter morning 
 
 
Tall mountains at the horizon, 
red, rock cathedrals stand  on slopes of  white and blue. 
Echoes of the night retreat without emphasis 
while day's logos beam in the sky. 
Along timeless portals, the winter morning blossoms 
pines wrapped in crystal. 
With wonder in the eyes, we shiver 
in  naked smallness
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Grand Tetons National Park, Wyoming 

The Wind’s Body 
 
 
I felt the wind's wholeness: 
large hands and eyeless face. 
 
It slapped me, grabbed my breasts, stamped 
on my thighs, knees, toes. We stood body 
to body, my mouth filled with dryness. 
 
I am all cracks where its breath bit, 
and have  but a crumbling shelter for my skin. 
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Cuyahoga Valley National Park, Ohio 

Landscape with Artist 
 
 
She turns her back to the falls. 
The wind takes her 
to bronze grass leaving her ankles, 
returning in green and gold.  
 
The Fall’s’ streaming white shawls the naked stones. 
Colours create their own rhythm, 
pull her hands through  arcs 
of  leaves where the breeze  sings copper songs. 
 
Silver mist drips between her fingers 
as she brushes the morning on her new canvas. 
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Bryce Canyon National Park, Utah 

Standing Still 
 
 
As the day ebbs, 
as the past drifts, 
we stand still, feel 
the air dry our bodies. 
 
We might  say it was good to rub 
each other's hands, rub hands till they bled. 
But we keep silent, let  time distil 
over sharp peaks, sore feet. 
 
Everything we wanted done 
we did ten, twenty times with nails 
digging the ground for something new.  
 
We can't stay here ashamed 
of our short shadows. 
We can go beyond stillness, push  
through the red scars left. 
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Canon Beach, Oregon 

Ocean 
 
 
Tell us of marine stories, 
of reflections you weave on rocky hips, 
of towers you build 
to grind moons on peaks and masts 
 
Show us your changing face 
to be reborn on all shores, 
breathe the secrets of clouds 
diving from blue into violet ripples. 
 
Give us a fraction of your expansion, 
purple-trimmed flames, 
your depth and distance, 
laboring currents 
on coral beds, 
the abyss of total water, 
your music defying death. 
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Yellowstone National Park, Wyoming 

Ritual 
 
 
He climbs to the top, lets the sky 
sink in the canyon, 
touch his face. 
 
Standing in fractured blue, he listens 
to what the wind delivers – 
a symphony  of sounds 
echoed in fragrance of waterfalls and pines. 
 
And  he calls to  the Earth, offers 
a tune  whistled through broken lips. 
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Olympic National Park, Washington 

Dancer 
 
 
Today, the sun, 
drunk ballerina through luscious green, 
fell, slipped through  
the mossy trunks, dropped  
a golden pointe shoe  
at my feet.. 
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Antelope Canyon, Arizona 

Landscape with Cassandra 
 
 
Look at this landscape by the mighty artist!  
I am the one sitting behind the dark rock, thinned 
by turpentine, my skirt caught in fissures 
not to fall off the painting. My legs display swollen 
veins and I turn my head to you, living. 
 
Call me, I  will listen. 
Any gesture now will  make you less extraneous, 
more aware that these caves of flames were here 
long before you started  your ephemeral fires. 
 
I  know the world within this frame, each wing 
thick in  purple-blue, each bird encased in sunset  
like a plum-stone. It’s St. Francis’ Song: 
it doesn’t tell of  twisted hearts’ games but sings 
 
of Nature’s colour symphonies. 
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Zion National Park, Utah 

Duration 
 
 
I watch  the sentinel’s top skim 
pink,  wrinkled clouds  sunk in blue. 
I think of the duration of words: 
they walk out of time, out of this poem. 
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Zion National Park, Utah 

Looking for evidence 
 
 
He didn't believe 
in what couldn’t be proved. 
 
Now he shakes off rags and skin, burning. 
A river crawls between ground’s walls, the sun turns  
West and space curves, contorts darkness'  
categories that now let light in. 
 
A diamond rod, a foaming flash in the crack: 
he can't tell, doesn't know. 
The path the river shapes 
shines through: 
he lets himself push what remains 
of his body, lets it crawl, stretch 
to touch the milky track 
of his heart. 
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Cuyahoga Valley National Park, Ohio 

Red on White 
 
 
At times, thoughts are rocks 
stuck in the stream, 
capped with snow. You step on them, feel  
cold white climbing your mind 
till a glimpse of red 
breaks the iced surface.. 
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Zion National Park, Utah 

Seasons  
 
 
There are summers 
that labour so fast -- the mirror sees 
the sun slipping down the gilded frame. 
Gone. 
 
Then comes Autumn with no hurry—it wears 
decades of gold and bronze and still feels  
undressed. 
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Yellowstone National Park, Wyoming 

Geysers 
 
The beginning is blurred by vapours 
in pungent September. The end hides 
in the subterranean currents of his mind-- it swirls 
caught in impalpable things,  
impalpable 
like the scent from pines laden 
with smoky resin, 
ineffable 
like the twisted needles 
clinging to branches of wind. 
In the middle 
the aftertaste of an eruption-- 
a man's innerscape stretching in front 
of an unknown sun, 
in the morning glow 
no one will absorb. 
 



Page: 28 
 
   

Key Biscayne, Florida 

  

Picking Up Summers 
 
We pick up summers from memory 
with the chaos of hues  
and clouds blotting the air 
like children's  shouts 
on last school day. 
 
We wear this new attire,  
walk on the waves that break 
and deflate their fluffed-up joy 
around our ankles. 
 
We are lover-oceans, 
so far and never to be closer  
though moved 
by the same tides. 
 
There is so much to do 
to kill this winter mood -- let's finger paint 
June and its light alphabet. 
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Antelope Canyon, Arizona 

  

Eclipse 
 
The day gasps. Curves shine 
golden on the caves' shadows. 
The sky glides over sunny lines, 
squeezes space. Skin to rock, we climb 
as the sun red-rims our contours -- 
our bodies eclipse in the glowing purple, 
silver, purple.
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Bryce Canyon National Park, Utah 

  

Sun Stone 
 
Fire flings West, travels 
beyond us, takes in all colors of the afternoon 
that clings to day-loaded, rocky cathedral. 
And we cling to the selvedge of rooted past 
to bear the night's burden.
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Yellowstone National Park, Wyoming 

  

Eruption 
 
Clouds sit 
on her forehead. 
They explode in pink puffs 
 

of excitement over her face. 
 
He collects the glitters 
that fall into her eyes. 
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Jay Patel 
 

Seeds of Jay Patel’s appreciation for beautiful places were planted early in 
his childhood on numerous trips to some of the most breathtaking locations 
on the Indian subcontinent. His passion for such magnificent places now 
manifests itself in a continuous search to capture  nature's majestic beauty 
with his camera. Jay’s career in photography began in the summer of 2001 
when he purchased his first digital SLR. In subsequent years, he spent much 
time reading photographic magazines and Internet articles and studying the 
styles of great landscape photographers. He has had no formal education or 
training in photography. 

Although Jay produces most of his work in rich vibrant colors, he also 
enjoys the creativity and latitude offered by B/W photography in digital 
format. His photographs try to capture both the physical and emotional 
nature of light. “Light in nature takes on astonishingly diverse shapes, forms 
and colors that allow us to interact with the world around us. The calm deep 
blue of twilight, the dynamic fiery red glow of lava, the piercing beams of 
sun breaking through the clouds and the soft romantic moonlight reflected in 
a glacial lake all affect our mood, our feelings and our very outlook on life". 
It is this physical and emotional nature of light that he passionately struggles 
to capture through his photographs. He is well aware, however, that his 
photographs can convey only so much of the wonder as it is beyond his 
abilities to replicate the awe and magnificence of the natural world. He is not 
sure his efforts will endure the test of time, but he certainly hopes they will 
provide inspiration for others who may also try to capture the nature of light. 

 

Email Address: pateljj@msn.com 

Website: http://www.jaypatelphotography.com 
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Paula Grenside ( pen name for Lori Marchesin Boer) lives and works in 
Italy, close to Venice. Her works in English have appeared in American and 
British reviews such as Literary Salt, Apparent Depth, Vestal Review, Avatar 
Review, IPress, Bonfire, Iguanaland, Samsara, Maelstrom, on Wings of 
Inspirations, Free Lunch, Atomic Petals, BlueFifth Review, Extensis, Taint 
and others . Her two chapbooks, Scratches On The Windowpane, and Skin 
Leaves were released in Summer 2001, by Echo Park Books. Her Digital 
Artworks have appeared or are forthcoming in Pedestal Magazine, 
Niedergasse, BlueFifth Review.  

She is the Poetry and Art editor at Avatar Review.  

She has four books: two collections of poetry, a collection of short stories, a 
short novel, published in Italian. 
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Website: http://paulagrenside.typepad.com/ 
 
 
 

 


