Solar Energy Soliloquy –Amid

{Entered in the Laguna Beach, California Library Poetry Contest April 2001}


The wires hung 

Nearly limp

Across the 

Balcony of Time

Imposing upon the 

Porched entrance to an

Upstairs backdoor

Balboa Island 

Suffering Saints 

Society

Writing Room.

I pulled my camera

From my pocket

To aim and click 

At the black buzzing

Begging intruders

That danced like 

Noisy snakes

Eloquently 

Armed by

Utility 

Lawyers and ALJs.

An affliction

I’d managed to 

Survive –sort of

Through three

Grueling years of

California PUC

Rulemaking

Dominated by 

Oily consensus 

Left of good sense. 

Market Power

Rebelling against

It’s own shadow of

Utilit(y)arian

Competition

While energy cartel 

Multinational 

Conglomerates

Escape 

Accountability 

An Enron of a 

Hundred and One

Billion 

Washington faces

And Aww million

Investors 

Melt into

Faceless

No one 

No where 

No way 

Trailing 

Screaming 

Blue flashes of

Runaway delusions

A billioneous

Aftertaste 

Of gaseous things

To come by .  .  . 

Why was I there?

-amid

Greedy eyes 

Glued to the 

Stock Ticker

[First recorded 

Invention of 

Thomas A. Edison

Emphasis added]

To witness?

More than to defend

The defenseless sins

Of two-way consumers

Investing in their 

Un-owned demise

Unable to evolve the 

Opportunity of

Two-way

Meters for 

Self-generation

Offering 

This generation

Less polluting

Freedom.

There!

Upon contracts

Enron, Amoco and

British Petroleum

Sit like big cats

After a kill

Gloating over

Hidden price-fixed 

Photovoltaic treasures

College computers,

The cars, the media

And various other

As-sorted avenues of 

Productivity,

Communication, and

Support 

They attempted to 

Strip from me 

The last nine years.

Claiming 

Competitive 

Conformity with 

Cheshire assuredness

Glancing nervously

For anyone who 

might, Disagree, 

Almost convinced

They controlled every 

Avenue to stop 

Their souls 

Pouring 

Confession

They swelled

Like ticks on flesh

.  .  .  from bills of 

Venerable 

Ratepayers.

Slowly, I 

Raised my 

Point-bald pen

That came by it, 

Naturally . . . 

Rather than by 

Cancer

And, I thrust

My Aching Shoulder 

[Injured by 

Enron State

Police –forced abuse

Closing E-mail, routes]

Into bloated 

Bureaucratic 

Word ticks

Upon page 

After page 

Of hollow

Proceedings

Until dictatorships

Mesmerized by the 

E-Motion 

Lay helpless

Mere pools 

Reflecting 

Memories and 

Paraphernalia of

A great era now

Powerless 

Under the weight of 

Recently felled 

Poles and wires

Surrounding 

Stilled 

Nuclear and 

Coal power plants

Void of continuity,

Radioactivity.

The soot of 

Polluting flames 

And blame,

Now harmless

Their counters

Of parts

Sit on 

Fault lines

As they await

A TURN to 

Courtly 

Confession

Again and 

Again

Ream after

Ream 

They 

Curtly 

Melt 

Away on 

Nostalgic 

45s of 

Wichita Linemen.

And on the 

Third play

ElectriCity(
Arose from this

Manufactured dread

To sit with Clients

Basking in the Sun

Comforted by Silence

Beyond transformers

And hummer lines

Gazing out 

Silicon windows

At a wireless 

Pollution-free

Bountiful horizon

Our Invincible 

Fragile Earth 

Witnessing 

Anew

In an 

Era of 

Humane 

Civilization.

Copyright ( April 2001 Eileen M. Smith, M.Arch.  All Rights Reserved        Page 2
Founder & CEO Since 1992 SOLAR DEVELOPMENT COOPERATIVE

3535 East Coast Highway #216  Corona del Mar, CA  92625  949-862-5826 Ext. 1

www.geocities.com/Eureka/1905  and www.geocities.com/PVBLUEIN2002 


