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Foreword

Chbe emocional incensicy and myscical insighc of Jobn H.
DeCamp’s poecry is che resalc of bis deep involvemenc wich
living and wich people.

Jobn is not a viewer. He parcicipaces: be lives, be breaches,
is cocally enmesbed wich life’s processes. To chose who feel
alienaced by cheir unique percepcion, bis poecry speaks the
message cthac chey are noc alone.

Jobn was born in Geneva, New York on Jaly 27,1935 ac 6:30
a.m. He wroce his firsc poem wbhen be was six. While serving
in che Air Force, be decided co make the Pacific Norchbwesc
bis bome. He graduaced from che Universicy of Porcland in
1961 wich a degree in basiness.

He earned his living as an eleccronic cecbnician, asing bis
creacive incaicion to solve complex eleccronic problems
as well as co explore che fall range of baman problems and
emocions thouagb bis wricing.

Sailing wich a 20-footc sloop was a passion for many years.

He bas two cbhildren wicb children of cheir own and lives
wich bis wife Virginia in Foresc Grove, OR.

— Jean Aael












Aclancis, a name wriccen in wind.
a symbol; a word for a word.
Did yod noc know
chat a man can change che pasc more easily
chan be can change che facare?
Co alcer what’s co come requires accion,
bac co cransform the pasc
man needs only bis imiginacion.
And is a crach less valid
becaase it is illuscraced ip ficcion
racher chan in biscory?



So it is that whac yod choose co call Aclancis
bas been sabdivided inco several concinencs
and given many names,
cbac ics popalacion is said co bave been
as large as several million,
or as small as ctwo people and a snake,
scill cbe crach of ic lives on.

Cracb is like a lamp

in cbhac ic may be lic by many implemencs

and che nacare of ics illuminacion

argued over by those who perceivev ic differencly.
Indeed, chis lamp may even be excingauisbed for a cime;
vec ic scill exists, anchanged,

waicing only for che flame.



Somecimes | think chere really masc bave been
a losc Aclancis,

and we percepcive people

are all former cicizens, reincarnace.

Ic masc bave been a mosc marveloas place,
for whac we chink of pow as beaacy
never quice lives ap co dreams-

chac coald be memories.

Have yod ever coacbed anocher person’s sodl,
lived oac cbe fleecing joy that comes of chis,
cben fled, as nearly everybody does?

Whac relacionsbhips we masc bave bad

before the ban came down!

Now we masc live wich shadows of friends-
if we are forcanace enougb

co cacch thac rare look of familiaricy
in che face of a scranger.



Have yod ever nociced bow
we masc nesc quiecly
on cthe edge of whac seems co be

anocher people’s world,
cry noc co discarb chem,
lesc chey rise and pusb us oac.

For me, ac leasc, chere is no resencmenc of chese people;
I am gracefal chac chey lec as scay bere.

Bac | scand in borror and greac biccerness ac che ban.
Whac sin coald we bave possibly commiwed
cbac cbe panishmenc masc lasc for all ecernicy;
cbac caused oar bome to be descroyed,
cbac polarized us, so chac even in oar despair
we may cake licle pleasare in relacionsbips

wich oar own kind?






| bad a vision, lace one evening
of anocher aniverse (nearby),

And, saspended in it, was a gianc gleaming globe
of blue and gold.

All abodac ic was a many-scranded nec,
enclosingic, as che Japanese might weave a rope aboac

a glass nec floac.

Ic came co my mind chac ic was the anseen web of power
chac the nadives of this place bad woven over cencaries,
and chac all this power was, as we jadge men, misased.

For che people, bere, ased power co manipdalace cheir aniverse-
and one anocher.

However, no man’s shaping pleased anocber;
cbere were blocks and councer blocks,

one againsct che ocher,
ancil chis whole world bad frozen solid;
fixed icself scacically in ics aniverse
for fally balf ecernicy.



Bac as | wacched cbis world, ic slowly expanded,
(foric is the nacare of all cthings to grow)
and scrained icself chroagb chis anyielding grid
even as a pocaco mighc be diced.
And so, becaase of che misase of power,
wbich cried co deny che nacaral law of growch,
a greac civilizacion saw ics bome descroyed
and was banisbed co a lesser place for panishmenc.
Bac cthen ic came to me:
cbere was no crime, or no one panishbed bere,
for of what consequence is ic co che infinice God
if someching is descroyed?
Are noc che acoms gacbered ap, and ased again,
co baild some ocher scraccare?
Cbis thing thac | bad seen, chen,
was one span of a cycle-birch co deach-
and noc a ching was losc.
...eXcepc a hame
Aclancis...






Adam

My memory grows dim,
and perbaps ic’s a good ching.
We bave erecced odr cravescy, odr cicy,
on an island
and weep for ics agliness.
Bac sach is the nacare of chis place
cbac che nacives find oar coancry
far more beaacifal than cheir concepc of paradise.
Wichoduc the Power, we mast do oar bailding wich machines-
and even wich oar bands-
and odc of sach macerials!
Cbhe cryscal crazes and cracks,
even as we erecc oar tall cowers,
and che acid actmospbere
awacks all oar brighc mecals
wbhile chey are scill forge fresb.



Somecimes the earch icself shakes and cracks,
as if co anderline the valnerabilicy
of chis whole universe.
Bac cto oarselves bas come the worsc descraccion,
for che very san of chis accarsed place
kills the mind:
We no longer can commanicace, excepc by spoken words,
and we bave very nearly forgowen oar home,
even as we Try to reconscracc ic.



Ob God! Ob God!
And we do noc even know why!
...even know why!
Sach was cthe nacare of oar crime
cbac cbe memory of ic bas been removed
and even cthe memory chac we are being panisbed
is being taken from as.
I bave been cold in medicacion, cthougbc,
cbac we bave been lefc chis liccle bic:
we are allowed co keep oar immorcalicy,
bac oar minds will be wiped clean
becween eacb cycle
-deach co birch-
and we will be lefc
wich only dreams...






dnnamed Scranger

Chey nailed bim to a cross coday,
and now my one real friend is gone..
Ob God!
Somecimes | chink chac |
was born in the wrong cime,
and co the wrong place!
Why am | so alien! So alone!
Whatc an ankindness
co give me jasc one friend
and chen
co ctake bim away...






I was born amidsc migbcy signs,
and a very significanc cime.
... and I do not know wby!

My mocber chinks
chac | am to do some greac thing.
bac | cannoc chink whac chis migbc be.
I am noc well liked in che village;
che ocher children chink me weird.
I bave cried co be like chem bac | cannoc:
cbe world is far coo fall of beaacy
chey can’t even see,
and every cime | cry co share ic wich chem;
CO, say, call cheir awencion
co some sky spanning sansec,
cbey laagb and, perbaps, chrow scones.



Wbhac wouald chey say, | wonder,
if  were co cell chem
chac, somecimes, when | have gone long
wicbouauc food, or sleep,
my mind goes elsewbere;
liscens co a voice...
Perbaps chey are righg;
perbaps | am crazy (choagb chis voice
cells me I am noc.)
Scill, I shoald racher saffer my insanicy
chan che blindness of che villagers.



Say!
Who am | co cricicize tche common man!
For all of my abilicy co draw pleasare
from che beaacy of chings
and co draw screngch, say, from a scorm ac sea,
are che villagers noc even more joyfal chan I?
Do chey noc grow fat and bappy by cheir bearchs,
wacching cheir children?
Do cbhey noc find complecion
in ctheir simple relacionships?

How am | greacer;
I wbo follow the winds of the earch,
always crying co find a ching,
cbe nacare of wbich
I do noc know...



| bave mec ocbers like myself!
| am neicher crazy nor aniqaue!
Consequencly, | bave learned
among chese followers of my friend John,
chat I am not some sorc
of badly discorced villager;
racber, | am anocber kind of person!
And, if chis were noc enoauagb,
chey bave caaghc me many chings;
chey bave caaght me co medicace, chey call ic,
wichoac che anpleasanctness of fascing
or wichoaut going sleepless for many nigbcs.

Cbey bave caagbc me
co value cthe chings the voice bhas said co me
for, they say, it is cthe voice of God.
And chey bave caaght me
cto bope...



IV

Becadse | am a poec, chey liscen co me;
cbe studenc bas become che ceacbher.
Bac wbac | bave co say seems obvioas:
love ocbers,
and yoarself, and God;
for be is parc of yoa,
and yoa are parc of bim.
Cake pleasare in eacb day,
and seek notc to change whac may noc be changed,
bac pac aside chose cthings chac bocher yogq,
and may be pac aside.

And | bave cold chem
cbac life and deach are bac a cycle,
noc a beginning and an end.
...bac mosc of them know chac, I'm sare.



Ic frighcens me, somecimes,
wbac chey may make of wbhac I say;
crach for me
is very likely noc che crach for chem.
So I cell chem scories, chings they can relace co,
so chac chey
may baild whac | bave said,
inco cheir concepcion of cthe crach
and grow
wich cheir own desciny...



Chis is an age of many laws:

a cangle of many shalls and sball-nocs

chac reach, web-like, inco all che corners

of a man’s soal.

Chbose that come cto me are filled wich guilc,
for che law is so complex, and ofcen obsolece,
cbac obedience to one may break anocher.
And, ip many cases | bave seen,

chis man-made scraccare so conflicts wich nacaral law
cbac a man can’c follow ic and scay a man.

Yec, chey are caaghc from birch,

indeed, ingrained wich all chis crap,

and cold chac if chey cread on cthese
cransparenc, self-conscracced chings,

cbac God will smice chem!



And bave cthey noc made chis crae?

For if cbey are wich God, and God is wich chem,

cben does it not become real?

Chere seems co be no way oug;

for even if a man shoald stand oacside che scraccare
and see ic for wbac ic really is,

guilc, che soal-devoaring dog,

shall follow bim-

for bis anconcioas mind

barbors many old messages.



Vi

I bave cthouagbc long on guilc,

and medicaced,

and been given an answer.

Since, of lace, chey seem to accepc my every word as crach,
I will cell chem

chac | can cake cheir guile, and die wich ic,

and chen it shall be gone!

And if I gec chem really co believe ic,

ic shall be the crach!



VI

Clacchb chis crown from me, yoa fools!

| pever said chac | was God!

I am the son of man,

a parc of God,

even as yoarselves.

For | ask yoa:

were we noc conceived wichin God’s mind
and chen creaced of ic?

So if yoa corcare me

and nail me to this savage conscraccion,
shboald yoa noc do chis, chen,

co che leasc of all yoar brocbhers?



VI

What a mad aniverse is chis

chac | masc bang bere in che cause of crach?
Whatc greac sin coald we bave done

chat we masc hang bere

cen cbousand vears, or more...

My God!

My God!

Wby bave yoad forsaken me...

Aclancians...






Adam

I am Adam,

past admiral of a million sbips.

I was born in a place beyond exiscence;

a councry of a choasand lost names,

and | bave wacched the wind carn che world
for nearly seven chousand years.

Bac now | sail che earch’s brighc seas no more;
inscead, | ceach, and waic in “Paradise,”

co learn again.



Che eascern myscics say

cbac if a man knows God ac deach,

chen be shall not be born again to earch,
bac will become as one wich Him.
Perbaps;

bac I am already one wich God;

che process of becoming more so

is, of coarse, the Grand lllasion.

So, even thougb | am a graduace of earch,
scill  do explore my sabdivided self,
foricis fan

and fall of love.



Well do | remember war;

in every incarnacion, | waged war, or fouagbt againscic,
never realizing chac | played che selfsame game
in eicher role.

Well do | remember

chere is risk, and excicemenc, and glory

in che dasc of clasbing armies

and in che gliccer and cthe polish

of quiet conference rooms.

Bauc as | grew from life co life,

my spiric remembered

even as | forgoc,

and cthe despair and agony of war, bowever brief,
bas become a sadness.

and an abominacion co me...

...for I bave learned co love.



We do noc sleep,

choagbh some of us wake slowly.

Wbenb | was npew bere, and a man

wich the memory of deach scill on bim
came to me and asked,

“Why is all chis?”

Chen, | wodald answer,

“Because of oar sins,

we masc lifc chese lesser ones co oar grand level;
cbas we are panisbed, we serve,

and we sdaffer bamilicy.”



Bac as | grew in wisdom,

I learned co relace co the men of chis world

as chey scraggled ap from noching.

I learned co respecc cheir coarage

as cheir anfriendly bome

cried co crash chem ander cbhe ebb and flow of war,
or wich itcs own nacaral disascers.

And | came co value

che quiec incensicies of cheir relacionships.

So now | bhave observed anocher crach:

we are bere co learn, and co share, and co grow;
for chese people, be chey differenc,

are odr equals.






CAIN

I bave been known, varioasly,

as Cain.

Bewer known for my dark feacbers,

| bave played che villian mosc

for 1, che one lone spiric of my world,

best anderscood the value of the negacive

chac pain provokes a man more posicively chan pleasare,
foris it noc so, chat we grow mosc from saffering?
Cbhey cell me | am wrong;

chac balance equals growch;

chac joy plus agony equals love

...evencaually...

So | am casc again, and yec again,

apon cthe sarface of chis planec;

an exile, even among my own,

ancil chis alleged lesson can be learned.



I am amased by man’s concepcion of me.
Che Chriscians go so far

as to accord me equal sctacus wich cheir God,
liccle knowing this assampcion makes me
co-aachor of che universe.

Do chey not speak somecimes

of che straggle becween good and evil,
personifying che lawer wich myself?
Good and evil!

Liccle do chey know

choagb cthey’'ve been given all tche words,
cbac | am as blameless as che Chrisg;

for evil is a ching of man-

indeed, bis own creacion.



Consider; were | co take the shape of man and slay yoq,
woald yoa noc chink, in those few momencs leftc,
chac | bad don an evil ching?

Yec all flesb dies,

and che evil of deach is good for che worm.

Does noc each bave his place?

How quickly man forgecs bis spiric is immorcal;

I am bac an inscramenc in che cycle,

like a cliff a man may fall from in bis clumsiness,
and | am bac an icem of creacion, like che cliff
...or like yoarself...






| weep for yoa, my people,

for chose few words | spoke co yoa alone
bave been moscly losc;

scawered among che words of earch.

I am pleased, chougb,

chbac wbac | said co ocbers

filcered chroagb the years so well.

And, chboagb macbh of whac | spoke of is discorced;
frozen inco scraccares;

even sOo, any man may read che book and find bis own.



Scill, I bave lefc yoa wich alaw wbere | incended freedom,
so for yoq, I reaffirm a crach:

cbac che laws of one people

do noc fic precisely on anocber,

and yod bave been crapped becween

wbac | said was sin

and yodr own nacare.

Cbhe encicy che children of chis world creace,
whenever chey are wed,

exiscs for us already;

many thousand-fold.

So yoa are benc by law, and by one lifecime of condicioning,
co choose a single individaal

and live in compleceness, or wich gdailc.

Now, as man, the nacive of this place,

conscraccs more complicaced anicy in spiric,

and begins co find bis own relacionsbips complex,
even be will chafe,

and we will bave co change the law.



Bac all chis agony bas forged yoain che furnace of chis world,
and was essencial co yoar growcb,

and cheirs;

for someone masc provide cbe fire for the pboenix.

Soon, che man of earch macares,

and I say chac oar cime bere is very nearly done.

May chose of you who bear me, gacher wbhac yoa can,
for in chis final scage, we need each ocher once again.
Yoa will find cbis difficalc, for we

bave been benc away from one anocher

cbac oar seed may be scawered over all che earch.
Bac if we come cogecher now,

we will soon be free co reach a new

...Aclancis...






PO€ET

Once | searched for myself

among cthe peaks and caves of Cibeg;
seeking selfimporcance in che pasc,

for I wisbed co sbore my sagging ego

wich che shodlders of some caller, scronger, me.
Bac when | groped ac lasc

among cbe craly early shadows of my mind,
| foand chac | bad been a kicchen boy

and chac che joy | bad broaghc men

bad been of che clean disb,

and well polisbed knife,

racher chan in messages of spiricaal joy.



Once, when | was very young,

I climbed cbhe callesc cree i all Aclancis,

and carved my name chere; near cthe cop.

Bac once regaining grouand, | foand yoa coaldn’c even see,
it was so far away.

Now, che cree icselfis gone,

and even chac sad planec...

Ac lasc | seem co bave learned
chac conigbc I am only one day old,
and comorrow | will be born.



Ic woald seem we measare value

only by incensicy of loss.

It mawcers liccle

if a man climbs a greac moancain,
orrises, as |,

co che council chambers of Aclancis,

icis done one scep ac a cime,

in cbe foocbholds of experience,

and ofcen wich liccle awareness

of immediace changes of scenery.

A man’s values change sabcly also,

wich che scteepness of che slope,

cill finally, when che narrow sammic is acbieved,
be sics apon it as easily

as be once sac apon che soil of the valley.
Bac shoald be fall,

cbe difference is awesome...



