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Rick Harris





James Kachik





Woods Notes from Laurie Starr*

Laurie Starr



join.redflaghub.com/THEWOODS


News, Bits That Dont Fit & Other Random Nonsense



My dog just got skunked, what should I do?

https://www.alrfpd.com/contact-the-district
http://www.evans-management.com/
https://rocusa.org/
http://cccd.coop/
https://rocusallc.app.box.com/s/yodxihm633twb063suh27of63itjd68e
https://www.mendocinocounty.org/community/novel-coronavirus/covid-19-vaccinations
https://roads.dot.ca.gov/roadscell.php
https://mendocinotransit.org/
https://www.consumerreports.org/cro/index.htm
https://www.frontlinewildfire.com/california-wildfire-map/
https://earthquaketrack.com/p/united-states/california/recent






BATTERY LOW





Barbara Egelhof



Love sparkles in the darkness, when the rain begins to pelt,
and your lover shoots a shelter, overhead to keep you

dry.
It was love that brought us here, our parents loved each
other,

and both cast us adoration, their miracle of creation.
Love linked together forms a chain, and costs nothing to
expend.
It’s power is all it takes to heal beyond comprehension.
It lurks behind a simple smile, and that smile exudes your
love,

to warm the hearts of the aged, who have to travel
alone.
Love works miracles with many, who are wracked with
constant

pain.
It relaxes tensed up muscles, and makes life worthwhile again.
But the love to end all loves, is the kind that penetrates, from
the universal mind, spreading love to all mankind.

I wonder if artists feel the love of sages.

The Gifts of Love



HAVE PRUNERS
WILL TRAVEL

with Linda Schellhase

Linda Schellhase



Tremulous Times

Their compass a crown of stars;
the horizon, black brown white
touches of grey canvas stretches ahead.
Blood in the dirt
rust in the river
silence of wind
shadow of hope.
They carry dreams, memories
on their backs;
follow the path of constellations
woman in the sky clothed in sun
moon under her feet.

windflower



Deborah Fulmor



https://youtu.be/xlLpcsPLn_g




Foxtails and Other
Sticky Things



The Sound of Flush with GREG SCHELLHASE

Greg Schellhase



REPORT

https://www.alrfpd.com/donate-today
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I finally hit the Jackpot
When I quit Self-Cherishing and
Started
Forgetting myself, to begin to
Put other’s feelings
First.

I no longer desire to be
TheCenter of Attention.
I put that need
On suspension.

I brought myself to heel
And then to
HEAL.
I keep finding out, again and again:
My deal is really
NoBigDeal.

Cos what goes around, comes around
When you're riding the
Big LoveMerry-Go-Round.

The storms that my
Desires cause
Is a signal to take pause, and
Within that pause
In time finding
My “self” unwinding…..

I finally hit
The Jackpot.

- MarcusMcCallen









OldBlueEyes






