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INTRODUCTION

Dedicated to the many Souls whom | have had the privilege of sharing
space and time with during this episode of existence in form.

Welcome to PHOTOETRY

| have always enjoyed the challenge of writing poetry. | find it very
similar to simple mathematics, in which the problems generally have
only one correct answer. Once a good poem is completed, it is usually
apparent that there was really no other way it could have been written.
| have at times even questioned the authenticity of something | have
just put down on paper because it seems too good to have come from
my own head.

At times | am given just one line of a poem or short story and must
figure out the rest of it. Other times the poem or story spills out on
paper as fast as | can type it—as if it had just been floating around in
space until someone found it. Most times, however, | sit staring blankly
at the computer screen, wondering if | will ever write another line.

Namaste

Recognizing that the divine spark in me honors the divine spark in you,
wherever in the cosmos that spark may have originated.

Wayne iZ)a/e Watt/lysse
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Once, when 1 was very young, 1 [ived in the surrealistic world of Cﬁm’su’anﬁy. 7 fe[t safe there,
protected by the family of God and His right-hand men who were never more than a Sunday
away,. Tﬁings were black and 1 was white and that was all that mattered. My, my, how time
has cﬁangec[ rﬁings. 1 do not regret [eaving that world, a[tﬁougﬁ safety and security have been
rqafaceaf Ey the uncertainty of rea[ity. Yet tﬁrougﬁ it all God has been there, and even tﬁougﬁ T
have [eﬁ re[igion behind 1 ﬁnc[ in Him strengtﬁ far greater than 1 have ever known. 1 would
encourage everyone to [ook Eeyoncf the y[ace you are, to ﬁncf reﬁige, not in the mega
entertainment centers of today’s religions, but in the stillness of your inner soul, for there is
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The Cactus Hower has Just one dag,
Before its beautg fades away,

And even though it can not stag, ’

Its love for Lite Puts on cllsplag
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[ am only just a pgbblg throwr;-_into the Pond of Lifg,
S¢leeted at random from the shorg.:

How bgautiful arg the ripplgs sparkling from above,
s [ ecomge to rgst upon its floor.




FINDING JESUS

| have searched for Jesus everywhere,
Through Scripture and in silent Prayer,
I’'ve sang Him songs and shouted Praise,

Clapped my hands and arms | raised.

I’'ve searched the deserts, sailed the seas,
Climbed to heights above the trees,
I’ve been in caverns far below,

And gone to places few men know.

I’ve Loved and | have hated too,

Felt pain and pleasures as others do,
I’ve seen the best and worst of men,

Some were enemies.. others friends.

And now my Life is nearly gone,
But still | search from dusk to dawn,
Looking for this Savior-Friend,

To guide me thru my Journey’s end.

Atlas He calls me from within,
And beckons me to enter in,
It’s dark at first.. noonelsee,

And than | realize the Voice is me.
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To plaeg me in this Jungle,
Far off thg begaten Path?

Wagng Palg Matthysse
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Would that it be thzwrmt B

I the dawning of th
dan o darkness in its o ———

lnd what must come de]ay.

_ Had we Ilistened to the warnings,
Had we harkened to their call,

Had we only stopped the warrning,

Our fate we could forestall.

Bur the darkness now is coming
And the time is drawing near,
When Earth will start convulsing,
And men will hide in fear.

For the Gods which men created,
Will fall from thrones on high,
And the Truth at last conceded,

Our teachings all were kes.

Forsake us not O Life Eternal,
When darkness hides your face,
And let us not be overcome,

Save us by thy Grace.

For you are our Creator,
And your presence lives within,
Keep us safe through storm and danger,
Till the New Day dawns again.

Wayne Dale Matthysse



 The Gates to open and let you through,
[ Your sins forever on display,
~ In the Book that time will not decay.

What can you do, where can you go,
To find release for your troubled Soul?
If truly sorry for the Life you live,
Let your words this day be “I forgive.”

T/ ﬁe T/ ﬁresﬁo[af

Fear not the zﬁzrfne.fs. P i
for it is on@ in the d&rfest oj' t*z_mes
that we find ourselves standing at the T1 57’6550/1
oj' an ﬂwaﬁenm(g to Truth |
and the ’J'fzm.y(armatz’on 0]( lgnorance

into Wisdom and C am]%zssz’on.
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THE ACTOR

| am not the man you think | am,
Nor am | someone else,
My true identity has been concealed,
Even from myself.

Some know me as a gentle man,
Others see a man of rage,
But are we not all actors,
Performing on this stage?

| doubt 'l win an Oscar,
And applause is not my goal,
But who makes up the audience,
That’s what | really want to know.

%
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The Eternal .Journey

£
/

Beforeth'ere Was time | existed, in a dimension far different than now.
+ My whole world was self-sustaining;'to no one | needed to bow.

Butia question arose from'somewhere inside, "How different would my world be,
If I didn't know all the answers and the future were up to me?"

In a burst of I|ght the Universe appeared and a dimension of Space wasformed,
And never again would things be the same, for Time was also born.
And the blissfulness | had known before could no Iongersustam my soul,

- Forthe doorto Creation had now been opened and | knew | had to go.

G Aspeck | became on the ocean floor of a planet now known as Earth,
7 Andas time went by | multiplied through the process of death and rebirth.

A'took on a new form and being and changed my size and shape,
Until it was | became a man, just one step up from ape.

| have made a lot of changes but still have farto go.
There's so much more to understand a_nd much, much more to know.

It hasn't been an easy road, for both sides I've had to play,
But | am learning to seek the middle.ground and live life from day to day.
And when my final dream is realized and my imagination has run dry,
I wiI‘I close my eyes in peaceful sleep, but never wiII | die.
F although space and time may dusappear my joumney il it end,
o+ (%‘ 1h new dinensions, j |I reawaken and start aII overégaln
i Fo;;] am Life .and | am Eternal




THE ENEMY
The Sun settled slowly
After adong and costly fight,
And | with‘,thé_rest of the men who remained
}:-fPu\IIeﬁ back and dug in for the night.
- In front of us in an open field,
Lay those we couldhotsave, . %
Their mangled bodies stiﬁ’a”%d-‘éOMﬁf‘f 7
Their life for Freedom-gave. :
| sat alone on listening post,
But nothing could | see,
Yet across the field at another post,
|l knew one sat like me.
- I wondered if by chance he too,
Was trying not to cry,
Remembering all the friends he'd lost,
Asking why they had to die?
Then suddenly my feelings changed,
No hatred could I find,
How strange that this my enemy,
Could have feelings just like mine.
| wanted then to meet him,
But would he understand,
If | stood in Peace before him,
-+ = ."And offered him my hand?
~ Just then | heard a shot ring out,
And | knew it could never be,
For the young man across the field,
He was my Enemy.
And so | put away my thoughts,
And forgot about my friend,
For in the morning, we'd probably meet,
And for one it would be the End.




In honor of the eleven Marines who gave up
their Life’s so that | could be rescued,

-

now realize that for every new day, every new

relationship, every new joy, and even every
new sorrow | experience in this life, the

GREATER was the Sacrifices they made.

Writings On T he Wall

Toa warring od t"uey sacrificed,
Sons and daug ters, husbanc’s, wives,
Bclicving he would surelglblcss,

T heir pains to wipc out godlessness.

But in the end to their surprise,
e looked at them through tca'}i“cd eyes,
T hen heard higsay wit trcmbling voice,

“Dcpart fromi me, | have no choice.”
“Formuch was written, more was said,
But few have listened, fewer read,
T he fingcrccl writin%‘s on the wall,
lts Lovc not hate whic conquers all.?

~ Wagyne Dale
‘WA g N
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THE WAVE

On a dark, moonless night,
2 small wave bréaks si tly,
upon the shores of a narrow beach,
of an island uninhabited by man or beast.
It’s long journey over,
It quietly surrenders it’s uniqueness,
and willingly slips back
into the depths of the Ocean floor.

There are some that might say
that this wave was insignificant,
compared to the grandeur of other waves
much more powerful...
yet who of us would dispute the fact

that during it’s existence,

this tiny wave was in actuality,
the Mighty Ocean itself?

It is my belief that
all acts of kindness or compassion,
regardless of their size,
are the result of a Living Loving God,
and therefore,
each hand that is extended
to someone in need,
IS In actuality,
the Hand of God Almighty.
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| can hear1hew|nd éutg?de my wundow
.....,....and its howlung -through the trees.
Snow has already fallen,
~ and the forecast calls for more...
.. . muchmore.
| Best prepare ourselves
for that which is to come.
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CELEBRATE LIFE

SOME HOPE THERE IS A HEAVEN,
'OTHERS*PRAY THERE IS NO HELL,
THE ONLY ONE’S WHO KNOW FOR CERTAIN,

) -ARETEQSE_%Q.WPASSED BE@D THE VEIL.

——

>

W ASTE NOT YOUR DAYS IN PONBERATION,
‘ THINGS ARE NOTF __.R‘US TO KNOW,

In 2021 | was responsible for overseeing the cremation of nearly 200
COVID 19 victims in Cambodia. Most families wanted to wait while we
attended to the fires, which gave me the time to get to know and
counsel them when needed. They also shared their feeling about the
person in the flames. These words came to me while listening to their
stories and attending to the fires.



TRANSFORMATION

(CREATION IS THE SOUL OF ITS CREATOR,
ALL THAT THERE IS AND EVER WILL BE,
DEPENDS SOLELY ON WHAT HAPPENS
BETWEEN YOU AND ME.

No HEAVEN OR HELL AWAITS US,
THERE IS NO DESTINATION,
CREATION WILL EVOLVE FOR ETERNITY,
AND WE ARE THE T RANSFORMATION.
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- Who am |?' | thought in silence,

r-'-’"

S_tandln g g high above .th Earth.
“That to th|s World would be of worth?

Then the Earth began to treaﬂe,
And the wind began to blow,
. And a tree bent low and whlspered
There is something you should know.

Through your eyes we see our beauty,
Through your ears our song we hear,
And your voice is all that's needed,
To shout our praises far and near.

You hold the keys to our survival,
You are all that we can't be,
S0 let your voice shout "Hallelujah!”
For you are worthy, as are we.
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- THE TRAVELER

I am just a Traveler,

¥ In this space we know as time,

The entirety of a thousand live’,
. None of which were mine.

e e

/ In the fzres of the Reﬁ@
I have been here fromthe stgﬁt ‘

//" There is no destination,
" There is no ]ourneys efid,
For when this life is ovep,

A new one will begin:




| AM...

| am Love and | am Hate,
| am both Joy and Sorrow,
| am all of the Yesterdays,
And also Tomorrow.
lam Gay and | am Straight,
Both a Saint and a Sinner,
A Prostitute and a Virgjn,
A Loser and a Winner-.
| am Rich and I am Poor,
Black as well as White,
| make Peace and go to War,
| am the Day and | am Night.
I'm a King and I'm a Beggar,
A Husband and a thc,
I'm a Coward and a Hero,
| am Death and | am Life.
| am All and 1 am Nothing,

The Beginning and the Ena, "
| am all Things that now are v
| am the Great | Am s



7P
.

7{9 /M aodaﬂ
’g Na/mﬁzg'wf/ ﬂ

’ v !

v
o . I 3
i il | '
\

The Imowlnd# ﬁ“"" s06
a//awndi men and the

P‘or yoa ane thel davior,
Who you've looked /ormlm
W/lbm You the ﬂn:tm- ligs.




e me: GARDEN

it Bumed GLlf fe, not h,a.vmg'a__ ‘d|mg, i '
| '-' | ell to i nees 2‘ 'biﬁ’ggf_;;* A
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And the wor{d qeemg alwagsakwar

Those who do eml never do hme
And z‘hoee whp have muchjuef gei more.”

“What wae gour fhmkmg in creahng mankind,
Becauge gsome fhmg ¢ just donf geern to fit,
Those who do good are forced out of line,

By those who are nothing but shit.”

Then | felt mggelf ricing to a place quite sublime,
~ And | stood in a beautiful garden,
Surrounded by flowering bushes and vines,

. My heart began to un-harden
"Your quegtions, my eon, are not out of line,”
Qaid the Caretaker of the land,

‘But the beauty you see in thie garden of mine,
Comeg from thig that | hold in my hande.”
Then glowly he opened hie hands and my mind,
And showed me a dried piece of ehit,
Then said ag¢ he crumpled it under a vine,

‘L couldn't grow flowsers without jt”




TRUTH

| oneg beligved if Trath were found,
It would beg wrapped in robgs of whitg,
surrounded by an aura,
Of ir1 dzcznt light.

But Lifg has taught me differently,
Things arg not as they would sgem,

or Truth lizs in theg middlg, ‘.‘ =y
And not in the gxtremes.

_ “n‘. alz grey linz that sfzpa(i?

For just when ygou think gou've found it,
It's gong in the blink of an ¢gye,
1Ind you'rg back again in thg darkngss,
To pondegr theg qugstion, “Why?”
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