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    Phoenix

  An ancient feathered spirit who lived in a remote desert for a long time, where it was consumed repeatedly by fires a muse would set, only to rise from the ashes of each..remade, renewed, and more evolved, and however much before the muses arrive, it may dive, tumble, fall..or occasionally land and to something cling, but never at the expense of losing its wings  

  The "The Rose Chapters" is the story of a pilgrim in search of love from love unrequited,  and without over endeavoring to convert such dim light to bright, there are voices, but only one character. There is truth, but no formal proof. There is art, but unlike workshop garden flowers..more like wild flowers. This streaming is for the simple pleasure of reading, to feel the sensation, feelings against gradients of thought..how ever much the reader upon the journey herein, may be prose'd to thought or drawn to feeling, if thought or feeling be the pleasure
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Prologue

	  Love un'requited 

poised to the eye, its vision, 
a muse for the wise
  In search for love, what

hope without original

peace within, awake
  To journey un'lost,

all is illusion or not
by heart, mind, and soul

   Sentiments, feelings,

all forsaken, within a

rosebud un'opened

  In the quest for love,

beauteous moments must be,

the most one can live

  Heart'driven quest,

the self'seeing eye began,

evolves to just be 

  Radiant splendor,

beauty divine all expand,

see true, while you can

  Conscience to be

real, must cast a shadow like

all things physical


	  Of all things I think

beautiful and terrible,

in a cup I drink

  Romancing the flesh,

our pilgrim moon'bound, kept its radiant glow 

  Remember old love,

its youthful obsessive dream,

a piece of amber 

  Stare into your eyes

long enough, feel why all things

are mad and driven 

  Open a good book

for its wisdom, for without,

no hope for loving

  There are many kinds

of love... recall, remember

each of these wonders

  Here, within Chaos,

he, learning what love is not,

casts dark eyes on God

  A pilgrim's treks rest,

learning that love is naked

as he, on his quest





1
The Rose 
  The rose...love, beauty. The dull aches, celibate pain, a love sought, but in vain. In the beginning, in the darkness, a spirit awakens in search of the nameless. And once named, the mortal assumes overlord to the immortal. Light turned inward becomes lethal. And so, it happened. In the fervid endeavor to capture with words the fragrance, majesty, and beauty of a rose, I died...from its intimacy with nature, labors of love, and enchantments of romance, and became reborn, with velvet pedals and jagged thorns


Intimacy of Nature
   Across a wide plain active with great spirits that make a vast sea out of tall grass, or over the swells of a deep thickened sea, I feel a primordial need surrounding, penetrating, pervading throughout me. From space, I sense essence of mind, a need for freedom so great that what space is not, may freely express itself, compounding itself in the production of creation. In creation, I feel substance and sense primordial awareness, wherein emotions of electromagnetic sensations are given and taken. Upon the surface of still waters, I feel an awareness that is essential, seeing the image of stars there, in reflection from another time ages ago. From the midday sun, I feel radiant consciousness penetrate me, and from its body, I sense its grasp, its reach extending to all of creation, serving as a focus of time. As I penetrate the boundaries of time, I perceive phases of moon and receive reflections of prophecy. The Earth, my foundation, encircles its radiant focus of time in a meditative chant to the destiny of stars. And I feel unbounded within bounded senses, as they readily extend themselves through all things

   I am that I am!..in my beginning, and creation is given. My eyes, my ears, and my other thresholds enable me to personalize creation. And through creation, I move as slow as I perceive without..as fast as I see within. And from creation, more than the value of my breath, there are treasures to behold. For less than any breathless moment, no wonder of beauty could ever be sold. So, predisposed with a bit of creation and apportioned time of my own, darkness is given equally with light. But in mind, I comprehend points, lines, planes, and solids in perfection..making form, conceiving of perfect form, but when I deep search the physical, I find only approximations, unlight ensearching exactly where minute divisions of matter end and space begin. I assume then, that the precision of matter is a matter of mind, a facility exploring its own limits enpursuent of the final division..where it is ultimately forced to create. How ever are these quintessent pursuits doomed to failure, I contemplate matter, plunging deep, dwelling where the innermost bit of me is. To see there, to feel far, wide, and clear..to breathe deeply this creation, for my deep needs an earthly soul. Deeper into matter did I journey to find a treasure, some law there true for all. And so many times did I approach the smallest bit of me, and as many times did it elude me. In despair, my vision became darker and darker until so isolated, my self divided. In that instant, a light arose bright. I learned that I, within the deepness of matter, cannot know it without changing it, and causing it to become something else. And thus, so it must, only impressions of past and future can I perceive..for the rest, just be

   There is form in thought, and there is form in matter. There is then, unity..union between thought and matter. My consciousness sees through life as my eyes see through space. There is then, an equality between consciousness and light, a fundamental state of matter. All shapes and forms of matter seem motionless when perceived from afar..and restless when sensed closeby. Within the change of matter is generation, transfer, and disintegration...regeneration, transfer, and integration of time and space between mind and matter. Change is the nature of time, but the alert, quiet fixity of the mind, is the vast ocean within which, I sense a unity between my feelings and the omnipresent change around me. My biomagnetic fields are aware. I am emotionally valenced to the presence of things. My mind is freed within wide open spaces. Consciousness is soothed by light. Imbalanced, I feel who I am. In equivalence, I sense why. In search of why, I am given time for the many needs, the many wants, I be. And when I need peace, I would want to experience the ultimate manifestation...a paradox, a dichotomy. Continuous wave and discontinuous quanta am I..dichotomous emotion, seeking best resolution of conflicting wants and needs, here and now 

   Within my space, I am as we. Of the many within, are we. I am as I, singular and unique. I, we..are the memories, visions, aspirations..the reality of superficial desires and deep needs. The 'one and many' is the essential paradigm of matter...the matter I am, we are, every moment, everyday. Of the awareness that pervades every bit of matter, am I..of every bit of matter within, I seek to be. The universe now, in its vastness and extremes, is manifest existence, and being now, this now is upon me. I am all that I can be now, created by past and future..yet, as past, present, and future senses of time, I am the passageway between the universe of matter and the matters of mind. This is a world where realities, light years apart, can relate bridging unimaginable expanses of space, because barriers of space are of mind, and in the universe, transcendence of mind is transcendence of space. In this place, every moment brings constant union, dissolution, exchange, and embodiments of vast systems of histories converged and re'converging within. This is an obvious system of things where its extremes incarnate within me, seek connections between what is in motion, and what is not. In this space, this consciousness in eternity I call me, is an element contained within each moment, causing each moment to be, but a fertilized seed of past and future

   From the inside looking out, there must be some unity between what I am, and what I am in. From behind my eyes, I can see only by reflection. Reality here is like my image in a mirror upon dark waters...fearful at first, but such images of the past are compelling, and draw me into their watery deep. I feel pulled from deep within, and as a stranger within a familiar world, I may arrange images there as I would like to see them..being so lured, as I were, by the simplicity of my own ideals..but before I become lost in them, I move away in haste, from this place behind my eyes

   When I am at the face of my eyes, I look around, seeing directly into a timeless now. Colors and fragrances are bold and intense, and my wits are extended to their end, and knowing that something is always beyond them, I am constantly on guard in this prickly eternity, for the unknown's sudden appearance 

   I have seen the future beyond the face of my eyes. Staying there is fascinating at first, but at the mercy of my imagination's whim, reality is dim, vague, and faraway. And what if I should dwell there?..living indefinitely upon some obscure probability. Like an island of ice upon a tropical sea, my home would seem to be 

   What then? What else can I be?..but of all, of past, present, and future within me. Only with this unity, can I move back to the face of my eyes amid the many uncertainties of futures probable, of memories remaining as they were regardless of form..past, present, and future, as one. And out, from the inside looking out, may I be clearly, may I begin 

   Time and eternity are passing sensations, places of mind where solace wanders with vague feelings of nostalgia, where clouded familiarities of places and faces brood like loveless lovelorn ghosts, all vying for their time under the sun. Through this brooding, I nevertheless see, feeling non'logical insight..feeling irrational knowing, experiencing instant insight from apparent nowhere. I am now, fully attached here beyond my senses. I listen to every feeling, feeling a great ocean of space and all it contains. How much am I divided there? How fixed within, can I be, and still breathe freely? This place where all of what I am, is so easily formed, so impossible to remove. I am a universe within, looking out into another, a realm seeking rules and freedom from rules. And so resolved and disposed, I shall grow as the universe grows. I shall be moved, as this system of a radiant all'giving star moves 

   Within me is the minute weight of beliefs and values determining its destiny within a vast universe. As a minute entity in search of, even all extremes are internalized and so easily personalized into some ordered niche of mind. And so readily did my mind work to consume each feeling, each new experience..yet, being more than magnetic flux and thermal heat, there are alignments between feelings and any thing moving. There is consciousness in blue, red, yellow, and as one, by white does one also see, but the mind seeking some irreducible essence would suspend in thought, the body that carries it. The vacuous mind would hold separate, rigid, and fixed, all that is sensually perceived...that is, until, in the fervor of its endeavor, it suddenly sees its doppelganger...a feeling obsessed, also chasing the shadows of its own existential theorem

   Radiant beams from the heavens enter boldly any matter in its way. From matter is white produced. Within matter does white so readily stay. And, as white clings to the densities of substance, its absence do we perceive. Within substance will white remain, and from substance, the black we receive. And I stand, casting a shadow from the sun, and from this, all that is physical is between light and dark, between the world of black and white is matter, the substance we are! And for all to be only black and white, all the stars, the planets, the elements, would have to be whisked away. And when I feel the winds of uncertainty, and tides of darkness and chaos, I withdraw and ponder as I stand, and make sure..the black and white there, remembers from whense it began

   From high above, did angry determined words shower down. They were great giants...violent, awesome, and all knowing. And quickly how broad their smile would be, how pleasant and loving they would be, if I should say, the same as they

  Where dictums reigned, did words come to me, representing itself as light. Reaching out with all my strength, I became fixed by the darkness there. Yet, words that emerge from darkness, in darkness do they stay. With pure faith and thus blinded, I was told to live. Thus living, not knowing light nor choice of my own to give. Forbear and forget! Covet the next moment. Love another only upon condition..that is, the condition they return the same, without reservation, without hesitation 

   I lived brightly. I cried silently. For the night, I waited. The day, I dreaded. Heavily burdened with words un'rooted, I lived some vision I could not see. I lived yearning for eyes truly of me. Day by day, the nights grew longer. Stronger and stronger my mind became. There were so many words unconnected, so many pieces for some game. With each day, my mind became larger. Exercising freely, games began..and ended easily. And seeking more..more for new words, I looked far, looking far beyond defined horizons 

   Soon thought began to interlock, and strings of words appeared, and easier and easier did bits of light come together. Then one day, like no other day, a ray of light..a blinding flash! Whole masses of words suddenly burst into light, radiant filaments connecting everything in sight...and I felt for the first time, my own eyes..eyes truly of me. I see. I see! I can so clearly see within 

   But more than this. Far more than the birth of a mind's eye, the ground rose to my feet to become ground again, the air touched my skin to become air again, and the sun radiated..making shade aside all things that became things again 

   As light is used to construct past, present, and future, three dimensions of space, three dimensions of mind are created. And what I conceive is freely given by mind, of past, present, and future time. Yet, how deeply I see, recalling from seeing, feeling the experience of seeing comes not, from what was so freely given, but by something new, something changing. And suddenly I laugh or weep, or wonderment fills me, and more than ever before, I enter a greater world, I become less asleep. The prospect of enlightenment sets the dimensions of mind into motion..down intrepid inclines of rugged rock and chasms deep, to see there, what is hidden..or up daunting inclines of imposing rock to their peaks, to see from a great height, what is hidden in plain sight

   Existence is made of delicate, yet all'pervading tiny minuscule forces. Conceived in need, one bit of force attaches to another. Untold numbers of need.. give, share, and wait to be filled..building, growing, becoming sky..touching upon mountainous forms, great or small, matter's influence is profound, where the very large beyond comprehension, is at one with the very small beyond reach. Even the emptiness of space seems a necessary potion, a notion enabling me to more deeply understand the nature of substance, the substance I am 

  Inward I move to perceive this substance of me. Above and below, aside me, everywhere, I perceive readily, perceiving all..but the bits of matter I call me. Yet, as I persist, I want to know within me, even the most transient, while discerning the most salient. How much I journey to and from the substance of me, is as I need, as necessary. And no matter how far I journey, matter is delicate, yet formidable..profound in influence, and so far beyond comprehension, that to return, I need only to touch it. In touching, feeling deeply this matter, something very deep within, awakens. Something very deep, becomes aware

  Why does anything have to be? especially as it turns into itself, perceiving out, and fostering me. Yet, upon waking with nighted brow, why seek proof? of the day before, or to live this day only with justification of tomorrow. Yesterdays and tomorrows are but vague imagery, and the inner world of me is only an approximation of the outer world, I can know only in approximations, I can only approximate, what I feel exactly. Darkly formed from inborn portals leading to a small portion of creation am I. Of my limitations and imperfections am I formed from the magic of my sensations. How else can I be? but under the aegis of magic. What else is magic? but of the world unseen. How else can I see? but by the light of uncertainty. How can I know me?..but by the shadows my body cast. And the child in me, first and last, is drawn to so much beyond me. Magic entertains...now I see, now I don't. Therefore, shall I always deny what I see, what I feel because so much of what is real is only a small part of what is whole? No, I think not. No, I wont

   Far and away, I sense enormous extremes. I sense hostile matter rebelling from the pressure of itself, and vast empty space passive to itself. Between the stars, between galaxies of stars is murky darkness...vast regions into which light enters and indefinitely remains. Within these oceans of space, there are only occasional wisps and whispers of movement by strange elementals from faraway places..filaments of material definition that web and give form to the vast mind there. Giant radiant bodies abound, and throughout the oceans of space, they have no bounds in will, as the fabric of substance is released as threads of radiant consciousness traveling freely throughout clear passageways of void, moving swiftly as gentle currents of space and time. Countless radiant stars expanded and reddened from age, are on the verge of their own final collapse..yielding to the wisdom of change, as space yields to the dint of its fading light. And only by the destiny of convoluted light, do the shadows of my convolutions, willingly approach the light revolting, within the silence of space

   Needed by all, I am forgotten only by those in constant action and reaction to all. Known as nothing, or facilitator of the mind, and having no dimensions of time, I nevertheless exist..always giving, always permitting even the least of substance to be, whatever it should happen to be. Only through I, does light begin where matter ends, or where matter begins and light ends. As space for logic, I remain sizeless..at the most, relative, where anywhere of me permits freedom for all. And ageless, I inspire unity and division, so a self may see itself, so a thought may contemplate itself. For freedom to be, I am the unquenchable, the untouchable saying, "Equality is truth. Inequalities are but transient imbalances, unable to endure through ever'evolving light. Yet, this imagery of me must abruptly end, since these words cannot truly be me...because how can a word, or something? be equated to me..which is nothing"

   If I was the sun, so far could I surely see. A member of a great society, I would be. And as one center of space and time, I would be traveling amid the starry relations, I would be emitting fine filaments of space in all directions, I would feel others like me shining brightly..I would feel those much older than I, red and swelling in their ending. In the vast void, I am small, and my existence is but a remote outpost of time. I feel the history of others through great rivers of clear space. I feel them as some see my beginning, and some are in their end, as I see their beginning. Like spines of a sea urchin, my body appears...if only one could see the lay of ray that darkness bears. Beyond the limits that substance can bear, I am born reaching out into creation, giving my spontaneous knowing to whomever is in meditation around me. Being one origin of time, I am rebelling deep from the heaviness of my own weight. So very large am I, that my heart is thick and dense with intense heat. Where I can no longer withstand my greater nature, I separate..into ethers of light, into tentacles of space..in all directions I give new variations, new directions, new evolutions. And from so much want with but a simple need to be, my heart silent and dormant, becomes a single seed to be some time again. And I am salvaged from my dying. From my compulsive giving, do I re'emerge into the changes I have made, by the changes I have become far beyond me, far distant from me, before the rapture of red passion at my end 

   Or if I was the Earth, the bearer of vanities, I would be. Small, I surely would be, yet, as a deep meditation in a dark misted sleep with starry dreams revolving, upon me evolving, is the life that says, "I am," and each evolves by its own hand, a center everlasting..each with an instinct to survive, placid or fierce, each fated to be awakened by Cupid's dark pierce..for which, simple sleep is a blessing, in addition to the warmth of a fiery star nearby, with its deep internal rebelling. Upon this star's surface does matter end abruptly, does space become apparent so easily, does light journey so readily. In surrender to this star, I am circling its center. Upon a spiraling journey through space am I, basking in the light of starry bright..constantly moving, receiving its radiance, sleeping in rhythms..resting in motion, upon my surface..bits of sun, incarnation. Upon me, conflicts of confronting absolutes encounter and evolve. I am the host. I enable the arbitration of histories long since past. Upon me, the drama of vanity is played..vanities capable of denying all and everything, but themselves. I, polarized, be the unity and diversity, the light and dark spinning. Long ago, upon my final surrender to this dark sleep, the seasons were born. And the living became abundant. And the vanities found a greater world as my ethers pass through them. My airy spirits of the heavens envelop, penetrate, pervade throughout all that lives. If only I was the Earth! upon my surface would the drama of vanities find its course and destination through what is seen, heard, and felt within them, because we are all made of starry light, and so born and reborn, shall we be, when sacred darkness dies, when the nameless becomes conscious and bright, and a feeling, a deep emotion becomes light 

   As the moon, magic spells I could spin. The sun would become cool and incandescent in the evening. And seen in the way the mind sees, in reflection, stirring emotion in my image, I would move feelings, alter color, sound, and flavor. In deep meditation around the Earth, I am the memory, the silent remains of the beginning of this small solar world. In deep slumber, my meditation is like a dream for which the seas are always reaching. Gently, slowly away from shoals of bay and back from sea, I feel the moving borders of a vast ocean. I am but a reflection of light, while I imperceptibly spiral toward the affection of my heart. Reflections from me, upon land and water, incandescent blue and velvet silver travels easily, silently through vast arrays of mind. Penetrating all worlds with a bit of stillness, stirring passion from sleeping emotion, I am the midnight sun, a pale yellow'rd light that even in the full phase of my waning, when all is dark and at rest from their eyes, I shine on the far side, the brilliance of a starry body, where spirit only, is living. A silent meditation I shall remain, giving my light freely, so my heart, the Earth, may dream 

   If only I was the wind, with the first spirit I would ascend. I could feel always, feeling freely, feeling everywhere beneath the heavens. I would be the ethers that everyone breathes. I would be quiet spirits rising from silent seas. I would be born upon breaking waters, knowing all ocean shores and swells of sea. From cascading streams, I suddenly awake. From its falling, I would be the misty waters rising over river wakes. Everywhere, moving freely upon this earthen globe, I could feel the finest crevices where the smallest would dwell, feeling the great firmament above where the stars shine well. Upon the earthen floor, I would feel every pebble, every hill. I could know every mountain peak..every cavern, I would seek. As the wind, I would be the spirit over land and sea, living freely..touching lightly upon this globe, and extending to the sky aglow, radiant light would pass through me, and warmth would grow within my body, so all may ride upon a feeling, so some may travel far, spreading deep within oceans..living higher than the highest lands! And like the origins of life that still live unseen, yet exist...feelings, I freely give 

  If I was an arbor, living in one place, knowing intimately its space, would be my life's labor. In the hills, upon mountain sides, throughout many valleys I would dwell. By the sea, and water springs of desertland, by the lakes and aside the streams that feed them, I would grow wherever there is peace upon the land. I would be a lofty tree, and cast cool shade upon soft earth. I would reach upward with all my might, and grow from radiant light. Into earth, I penetrate deeper. Into the heavens I reach farther. The spirit over land and sea presses me harder and harder, and steadily prevailing...sweet gentle wind bearing my seed, from everywhere to everywhere do you proceed. Always moving, and moving me..you, boldly change..I, imperceptibly. The spirits passing through me, move in their individual way, and I, in one place do solemnly stay...going no farther than the waters flowing through me, growing no further than what my body can bear, traveling no faster than the radiant star above, the radiant light, I willingly share..this place on Earth, I love. If I was an arbor, I would reach down into rich substance, and upwards for bright radiance, and holding together the starry body above and the Earth below, I would bend easily to the wind for my seed's sake. Through aestival dawns, I would be wide awake. Through autumn twilights, prepare for slumber. Through winter nights, fast asleep down under. I would live within a special space. I would live quietly, knowing this place, intimately 

  As a planet farthest from the sun, I feel so removed from its light, my focus of time. Only a curious onlooker to the universe am I. Within time frozen in meditation around a sun that appears through my misted spirits, as a dim moon, I am. Far distant am I, from the radiant knowledge of a starry body. I am just a remote entity, a frozen body marooned in deep space, waiting in dark silence. Inside star'ridden space, I revolve in solace around a cold moon. It seems so near in my fantasy, as all the stars seem but figments of a dream. This radiant light I feel, is in its prime, and the rendezvous I have in the future with its reddened end seems as I am, distant and faraway. Within the grips of this vast peace, I must stay. Upon the outer fringes of this planetary realm, I reside. Occasionally, I am greeted by whisperings of foreign places..pleasant distractions that comfort me in my obscurity..obscure to all throughout eons emerging. Far in space, I am silent violent winds. I am frozen waste, and nonexistent. I am distant, dark, and out of sight. The darkness is kind, and makes my moon bright. Deep in space, a mere onlooker am I. A far distant meditation, a silent contemplation within a sea of space I be, waiting for my red dawn..to be warmed by the red passion, of a starry body's end 

  Feeling so far away, so long I must live. If only I was anything!..that seems to forever be. If not the sun, the wind or rain, or some distant planet, vacant and waiting, then perhaps some law I could be, until life, in my timelessness, claims me. Yet, like any starry body or Earth, or earthbound moon having clearly a beginning and end, is any law fated any different?..if it is to live. And the universe builds upon and proceeds from law. Within every bit of matter is law, from every thought does law proceed. The laws that make space, embrace the universe. The laws that make a star, are the beginning of life upon Earth, and the laws that make Earth, create a holdfast for many lifetimes on Earth 

  As I feel, all is alive! The Earth is alive like a fertilized egg rapidly internalizing. Of this entity, is the spirit over land and sea, the wind so gentle, so formidable, so dreadful. And there are the creatures of the sea before the creatures of the land, before the creatures of the air. And proceeding further, there is this entity's history packed a'top ebony. And deep within, is the warm center of its heart

  As a creature, I am already traveling through space at a rate far greater than what it would take if I should wish to be released from the foundation I am upon. Looking out from within a very thin layer upon earthen ground, I feel as though I am within some vast plan, some living machine that is sustained for some great purpose, even if that purpose is to be no more than..'I am' 

  From the sun, sea, and land did I emerge and evolve to feel the heart of this Earth down under my feet...it is molten and fluid, made of feelings like a sea of mercury, deep and heavy...thick, strong, and sure. Above me, my hand extends. I feel gentle spirits stroke my palm, my fingertips..unseen, yet vital to me...how very dependent am I, upon so much beyond my sight...upon so much I cannot see. How truly independent am I in this night? In constant need I am, of what is unseen. And where past mixes with future, I pass into knowing other embodied histories, living refined memories, seeking solidarities that make probabilities become future. Sometimes I feel a crisis within the rhythm of my breathing, a faint stillness enpassing, repeating, subtle shocks they are, reacting to constant need. Within my bones, deep within my flesh is a history with a long forgotten beginning..a beginning of existential theorems long since mislaid. And so intimately and critically do I need the spirit and elements of earth, a fool am I destined to be, within the shadow of the creature I am. Creature bound, the death of a dreamless sleep sets me to peace, and when the light brightens...from what do my beliefs originate? How much of what is conscience did I consummate? What end does any unleashed freedom bring? What beginning and end? may any sense of freedom arise

  In this un'witted sleep, what way away from so many mirrors could I go? but inward and deeper than I ever knew before. I descended from a maze of stone leading down under a large arch. Within some dark institution of thought, only darkness was behind me, and ahead of me, at the bottom of the stairs was a large circular gray chamber. A light from above cast down onto the earthen floor so that I could only see what was in the middle. I moved into the bright light. Suddenly, furry creatures confronted me, interrupting my path. But slowly and deliberately did I follow. By some remote inkling was I lead, guiding me through the chilly midst of my dread. I perceived a small alcove with two small passageways...to the right and down, and to the left and backup into mind. Without hesitation did I move and enter, to descend within, upon the right'hand passageway 

  Though afraid, yet relieved with choice made, I moved swiftly and deeper, and soon, in my heart, I perceived from there, the nature of creation...it is magic! Its illusion, wondrous. And sensually in its midst, by irony do I know! By paradox do I learn. With this magic, the touch of earth warms the palm of my hand. The fragrance of a flower is sweet..its texture, discreet..its timbre, unique. The winds unseen become alive..alive as much as an arbor appears majestic in its lofty wisdom. The sea becomes my blood, the earth my body, and the air, my spirit within. When I recover from the magic of existence, I do seeing no distinction between the elements I perceive and myself. The touch of earth in my palm fills me with its auras. The fragrance of evergreen is delicate..its texture, singular and distinct. The spirits around me become alive from nothing, alive as much as a tree appears lofty and majestic. And the sea becomes blood and flesh. The earth, bones. And the air, spirit within. When I recover from the magic of existence, I see no distinction between all that I perceive and what I am. This magic makes sensation real...from nowhere does it come, and once formed in its own way, becomes the light of me 

  Here, amid a universe of worlds, all have their roots in earth and in the sky. They breathe the spirit over land and sea, and they are where the Earth and sun meet, and they are the dispersion of knowledge to be taken as it may..or not to be taken in any way. Within this Eden, I see precise mechanisms, structural integrity, and functional form. Amid the feelings abounding everywhere around me, I sense a great awareness there, and feel its wisdom. I am filled by the dew beneath my feet. My eyes feel the sky! And my mind sees restless construction and reformation in all creation. My fantasies come alive within the castles, mountains, and valleys in the sky. I am filled with pleasure, feeling my frame from within, feeling the ground I am upon. I stand, touched by the waters of the sky in the midst of the spirit over land and sea..whispers of wind knowing me. Constant change is around me, and change everywhere I feel...and being so moved, a bit of me now, seems unchanging 

  Wisdom seems inborn in every bit of substance as time allows flora to become fauna, or a rock to become sands of a sea. The misty sculptures high, silent ghosts in the sky fading, are ever remade, and arbors thirsty for their essence, hold them as boldly as great basins of rock encup the seas. As I stand fast by an ocean with its rhythm at my feet, lost I feel in the waters beyond the horizon. I have dipped my head in its substance, felt its cool silky essence, and a distant faraway shore. I have looked into the mirror of a silent sea where an image appeared..a dark mood in reflection, mystified by the vastness of the pool beneath my feet. Upon a sea, its stillness opens me, and the peace of open space above, seeps into me 

 In motion with the Earth on its long meditative journey, I feel the sea, its emotion, heavy and streaming. And upon a mid darken’d day, did large arms and long foamy fingers of all shapes, rear and grasp the sky. Rising sea serpents and unspeakable creatures I have never before seen, appear high, and disappear with deadening crashes and bone'chilling roars. Humbled under the guise of control, an inbeing need I feel. Swells deepen. I feel the great swirling grace of this entity around me, feeling its imponderable might entering, surging within me 

  As I feel, I see incandescent lights in the stormy derangements of foam a'top crests of froth'consuming passion approaching, rushing towards me in the dark of night. And rising, swiftly rising and descending into its trough, something in deep sleep suddenly stirs amid these dark'brooding waters. In the middle of this nighted heart, the sea, she suddenly turned!..sweet, deep, serene. And I, tempered by the moon moored upon the sea, its body dwarfs me to some point in mind..and upon the verge of a self abeyed, I shift the direction of my steadfast gaze, to avoid this time, the enchantment of a beauty, I sense in the depths before me 

  Within this spirited darkness, in the wake of my path, little creatures much smaller than I, charged by the radiance of the sun, blink their lights, sparkling the crests of waves, making the wakes of a sea, magical..my fantasy real. In their light I feel, they are more conspicuous than I. Deep within creation they are. A mere witness I seem to be, who can see this vast magnificence, this boon of existence..this sea, which has fostered me 

Labors of Love
  As the stars are, I feel pressed until no more can be felt, until that part of what I once was, changes from dark to light, like essence of sun becoming conscious and bright, traveling throughout creation. As the blinking brightness of the stars are, my images are those of the past. But as a creature, I am delivered from past and future, and now enveloped by the darkness upon me, I am silent in a great firmament, absorbing brightly like some dust'ridden nebula, deep in space, where light enters and stays until I too, rebel from my own weight 

  As the deserts are, I feel a conspicuous lack of life, particularly at night when I am suddenly uplifted in union with my dark starry companion. And closer, overhead, are the dark moods of the waters passing through yellow'd silver hues of the lesser light, as it enlightens the darkness..bluing silver linings of dim vision that forever seem to be..for the bottoms of feelings, for purple moons laying me down upon the ground. At peace perhaps, I would feel seeking without, whatever should emerge within..seeking the boundaries there, dwelling upon some desert's edge. When the moon is shining full, it breaks through dark clouds falling, and a small running brook upon a desert, flows darkly within me. This bit of rivulet, conforms to every bit of dusty ground until it swells as a small pool. Aside this pool, I feel remnants of old from ancient dreaming. I feel the waters within...they are cool, fresh, and clear. I feel them passing through...as without, so within..as within, so without, the darkness of space becomes the brilliance of a star..murky clouds become waters flowing, suspending and refreshing all life growing 

  And the dust in me is drawn'up into the life of me, and as I was before within a luminous womb, initiatives of first light become changelings seeking themselves without. Living, I cannot otherwise but be, the living darkness that is, in the beginning, temporary...the living light that in the end, is limited. Mesmerized, befooled, subdued..salvaged and delivered from too much darkness or too much light, I live the eternities, and this one enpassing 

  In haven, there is the flora. Of the flora, there are the arbors. Upon fertile ground, an arbor's seed swells, and its body grows, rooting equally into darkness and light. The arbors are majestic no matter how small, no matter how unseen, because they are each, many histories, many evolutions in one. They are each, the very end of so much that has lived

 Long ago, its plain leaves turned to folds of color, to dark vivid splendors of clustered pedals, to the sweet fragrance today of immortal surrenders. And such a complete and dedicated surrender a tree blossom is. To liken it, one must bear and offer enchanting fragrance, compelling color, the most of one's sensitivity to the alien spirit, for new life, the regeneration of it 

  And within a world as dark as it is light, I may reach deep down into my darkness, reaching out into my conscious bright, and perhaps become a bit more like the arbor, knowing the blessings of a world much larger 

   Here, amid unseen radiance, amid a steady'state peace, wholly absorbed am I, by the misty splendors of a hidden lake. This place labors calm through many delicate sounds, and of many subtle fragrances, the misty waters high above, have blended intimately with the sweet earth below. Occasionally, there are whiffs of wind, little spirits that play with only a single leaf of a tree. Stately flora in the gold of sun, dreamstates they are in the open and bright, arising from dark shadows of forever'green arbors, rising to meet the tides of light 

  With spirit supine, I ascend. I travel nowhere in time. I am but a passenger in conscious slumber upon this Earth traveling through a vast mind. Here, in this place, one may wonder naught or ponder absently, as one basks within this pastoral stillness. And with an occasional buzz on a fast path, ensearching the sweetness of some passion nectar, gentle warmths of this little haven readily penetrate and pervade throughout me. Within this haven, am I endowed with bles'sed unknowing, un'selfaware, given to this moment, within its eternity and beyond, without future or past, this moment moves relatively slow, as unchanging one may be, or fast, as forever changed one may become 

  If this moment could not be, I would feel its heavy absence, I would feel this existence of me..but life, only weakly. For lack of life and life to keep, my soul would mourn, my soul would weep for this moment that remakes the soul of my deep. And for its return, I wake to this moment calling, leaving past and future dreams for another time. And I return, my senses return for life to live in this moment living, and for my soul...no more weeping

  Gradually yielding, the heaviness of youthful dispositions settled into meditation around a young star, and the heart of my foundation settled, and peace prevailed, and stillness seeped into the waters as the waters took form. The beginnings of Earth were the bare beginnings of cognition when primitive light co'mingled with aimless feelings. In the great turmoils that preceded me, awareness was primeval, unfocused, and the simple consciousness of a cell had only occasional rest as upheavals of matter express deep feelings of fire and chaotic thought. And greater beginnings emerged as primitive consciousness evolved upon and through itself, for only from consciousness, can consciousness spring. A vast system is alive! The universe is alive! And in it, I occupy but miniscule space, a brief passing, a blink of eternity's eye, however much occupied I might be with query. I have become openly, the need to feel the stars, and know their space..and with but one feeling, one thought, I also give to this universe, a place and time 
  In my time and space, I can be no more or less than the weight of my dreams drifting over the foundation under my feet. And my Earth, though passive to me, knows all the stars!..as a living universe, a constructing, deconstructing..ever evolving, de'evolving eternal body. As this Earth slowly turns and journeys around a radiant star, the light and dark of me changes as Earth phases change upon the horizon of a hallow'd moon, and I rest within the changing seasons as many..many thousands living in so many different ways, change
  Into the depths of frozen ground and freezing wind over which starry bodies circle, my spirit wanders within a stillness of mind, where the waters of me transform into delicate crystalline asters growing in all directions, and my spirit rises from the surface of seas, ascending high, a misty canopy high above the earthen floor, and because I am free to wander, stormy moods freely brood into vast circular continuums, having in its center..peace traveling upon a path within violent upheavals of indecision

  Of all the flora I am. Of all the creatures am I. I am the living, the vast myriad of newborn, reborn, sudden dark encounters. As the voices of many dreams, I am self possessed within tiny dark worlds..seeing, feeling, each moment like the weight of a golden crown. And within one creature, I bask, drinking heavy heat, feeling its sultry spirit course through my veins. And quickly into darkness do I move, being of those who run from light. Into the cool soil I burrow, upon a safe branch I cling, within narrow crevices I hide, amid the flocks, I sing. As I be so many desires within, I seek their end, outside. Of the earth, wind, and sun, of self'conscious creatures so painfully begun..even the extremes of my nature must conform to this Earth's meditation. I be the memories of lasting wonders, knowing spirit, fragrance, and colors. And living with only a bare memory of the moment before, my greater whole lives indentured by constant distress...a prey becoming a hunter, or a hunter, hunted by success.   All of this is of me, day and night silently. As the motion of light and dark was my birth, it is now my rhythm, my breathing. As the Earth turns, from snowdrift calm, to mornings warm, I feel the floras aroused from long sleep. Great creatures rise to radiant days from nurturing nights. And as the Earth completely turns, and day becomes equal to night, the flora shed their blossoms..by their leaves abundantly falling, they weep, not for new life or new seed, but for the solitudes of the dark cold nights of winter's deep

  And when the time of day is shortest, and nights are starless, in this great darkness, within its song of sleep, the seeds are protected. And I rest from the pain, and the many adventures of change, and the many of I, become the many new changes that remain from that time, of misty morns, of warm shade and bright days, and fragrant blossoms, and the many fruits under the brilliant spanse above

   Before us, is a frozen winterland. Here, time built an icy mass, and many eons passed with dust'darkened skies, and with the sun so dimmed, the Earth became very cold, and great mountains and vast plains of ice spread, overrunning the living, both young and old 

  The winds moved swiftly and violently, and frozen peaks became large and jagged as though reaching upward to defy the radiant gold there. Across the masses of ice where life once flourished, frozen valleys and great icy rifts stretched to the other side of the horizon, and for many eons did shearing misted sleet speak, from rigid crevices of frozen mountain peaks 

  But as this Earth had its way, the fine bits of dust did fall, and the great continents of ice, as rapidly as they grew tall, now melt away. Lofty icy mesas cracked and crumbled. Giant white masses slowly withdrew its thick protruding fingers, grinding and smoothing great basin valleys. Massive boulders, ground and polished, lay dark beneath open skies. And out from its icy tomb, the earthen floor appears, and life, long since past and fast asleep, awakens to reveal its dreams 

  A flower bursts open and radiates. Glacial waters flood the plains and spill over, a'falling, coursing, and cutting deep valleys, and raging rivers fill great basins on their way to a deepening sea. Ebbing streams become ponds, gathering and regathering, and barren masses of ice receding, leave last, a small lake, a vestige of a violent frozen past 

  Flora and creatures of all kinds appear. We feel great spirits arouse the surface of a lake, and we feel heavy from endless changing..formations and re'formations of imposing wills to be, throughout the seasons. With the delicate balances of creatures and plants growing and thriving, the lake thickens, mellow in spirit..purpose fulfilled, the years of its life are nearly spent

  Its surface breaks into shallow pools, over which a new entity grows in complexity. And of this entity, all struggle to be. All so readily take for their needs..each for themselves, for their own kind, for the drama of vanities is so well staged 

  Within this single space, while we stay, a single seed has fostered many small worlds as creatures blending passions become a single need of a great complex entity..to simply be within a single breath of a season's day. When daytime opens wide, we feel golden beams penetrate a cool misty dawn. We see within this darken time forgotten, beads of mist appear upon lilies, and we see across shallow pools with new light that only moments before was darken 

  The moor, the heart of this entity, is thickened with sparkling dew upon green'deepened grass sheltering an occasional ripple across its pond..where lilies provide a foundation for little creatures that lap the moisture of leaves upon shallow pools..lucid pools that readily give the sky back to itself, day and night. Old life is dormant as a multitude of spirits bear many winged creatures in flight. And high above, large arbors spread their knowledge upon the earth, as they stand to the spirits over land and sea. And of the living, holding sublimations of sea, only steady’states between predators and prey, will harmony be

  Above, thick'misted waters darken for a moment, the peace of this moor. Showers burst from the sky, and the light turns bright. And when we look afar, we see the heaven'bowe display, the inner nature of a radiant star. Radiant beams are the source of spirits' deep within this entity, a great diversity! life a'plenty! Warm feelings rise to the sky from the moor, and as the radiance above begins to set, the spirits of this entity blend in harmonic chaos..their voices in rhythm with laws, that seem to know all, but time 

  They mellow quiet as a starry night covers the tips of arbors, and its dark side awakens warm with the balm of sleep. And at the end of our stay, we sense that one day has given a small measure of sustenance to some, an end to some, and a beginning to others. And we see the sky darken deep upon this dream come true..in the face of small pools that mirror the sparkling night, and slowly turn its memory..far, far back to the cold bleak origin of its beginning 

  The waters are a vast entity, and from deep caverns and valleys long, to the plains and hills beyond, and to the mountains ascending high, to the greater reaches of sky, the waters flow, dissolving and wearing away by giving way to the lay of the land. I embrace every mountain, probe every cavern, cover great canyons. I am moved gently by the moon. I feel the greatness of Earth, and the vastness of the sea where the radiant sun transforms me in an instant. And free above mountains, I seek their peaks, upon which, I remain in contemplation of the new haven, I have seen 

  It is my nature to separate easily, and readily return as I was before, as I rise, regathering in the skies..rising high to the stars, only royal blue passes through. Of creation, I am a simple entity. Of the living, an essential medium. From within my silver linings, I am a bit of sea surrounded by solitudes of space, and the heart of Earth pulls me, and I begin my long journey back, and become a small pool of a moor, or the deep of a lake, the ripple of a pond, or as a simple bead upon a blade of grass, I am taken up. By all creatures and floras, am I taken, for my wandering changing essence am I taken..yet beyond my many reprieves, my spirit streaming in its final sinuous journey, shall meet the shoals, the quiet depths, the deep blue plains of my beginning

  And upon return, the sea of me speaks, "In the heavens, great laws of creation exist simply and boldly. Perpetual motions of matter and perfect ebbs of space maneuver and conduct their dialogues within the great expanse of everything everywhere." Yet, however great and bold such eternal dialogues between light and dark are, they can suddenly vanish. From a history of such conversations, there is no final victory for any part of creation, nor ultimate victor of light even if timeless..nor sovereign mind, even if endless. There is only the living in all and everything..its eternities, and its eternal return of  all beginnings and endings we know of, and all those new yet to come, we will never know
Enchantments of Romance
  Long ago, humankind dwelled closely with other natural orders of evolution, living intensely, living so, the past quickly dims, and future is made somewhere within the darkness of habit and instinct. Within this distant past, city dwellers were not always as secure as the pastoral people because they often suffered disease and sudden famine, which brought upon them...pestilence that would seep into the isolated and depraved, and penetrate deep, even into the privileged few. Its darkness of cause spared no one. In such an environ, intense competition begets and selects the strongest of wills, the sharpest of minds. Even the most visionary suffered amongst themselves with feverish aspirations, conflicting passions, and protracted states of vainglorious light 

  Struggles of intellect sought recognition, and one or another prevailed, and the new creatures came to be..seekers of truth with null'spaced mind..being far more enabled to remain stable within their natural isolation. Knowing and embracing the void, they applied their powers of reason and lived freely in mind..fearless, unassuming, only they, unashamed of their own darkness, became enlightened beyond their own light. And a body of knowledge arose, an undaunted spirit arose, endeavoring to keep the cause of the effect distinct from that, which is within the whims of imagination, habits of thought, or passions wrought, seeking their own end

  These creatures revered their body of knowledge while it carefully, rapidly grew. They nurtured it, and refined it, for knowledge is the lethal light to future's dark snake. Out from many customs and traditions brought forth from an obscure primordial past, the gentile and royal societies steadily grew from the spoils of territorial and philosophical conflict, and by this, a history exists, in which leisure provided the luxury of contemplation, and thought freely traveled, wandering near and far, navigating by the brightest star. Through centuries of romance with insight, this body of knowledge shed light far beyond what is momentarily seen, heard, or felt. This entity of knowledge became very powerful..yet, as righteous as it was about truth in the passive world, its self'righteousness made human a quantity, a variable in a equation, a corollary to an axiom, a step in an algorithm

  And war raged upon time, and through the time of generations, knowledge became more powerful..access to which, was available to any who could add to its body. And bit by bit, the charm of an era of kings and queens passed, as the pastoral people at last, became the ruling middle class society 

 Such a rule brings a wealth of time, and such wealth brings the same problems with idleness, with all its time saving means, as kings and queens had in the past with all their territorial extremes. The meaning of human fades, and humankind feels displaced and obscure, how ever dominant they are amid the natural orders of things. Yet, within the darkness of change, masters of mind are inevitably born. And we seek, we search for those revering life, because they, who venerate life, walk a royal path 

  Formless but solid..changeless yet living, it is freely created and formed in many ways..by mechanical forces, by great pressures and tempering heat, by fires of self'serving light and dint of sovereign beliefs having set upon it..its imprinted dictums, having contracted and solidified, create a profound stillness. Within its midst, we feel an uneasy peace, a deep detachment from everything. We feel a silent presence within this particular dimension of time, and every facet, every part of its shapeless form is so tightly bound and uniquely rigid that even under great heat or coldness, it would be moved but little

  Fired and cooled into stillness it is. Upon mountain tops it rests. From deep beneath the earth it has arisen to be, formed by the stillness of the mind it bears. And while compounding upon itself from primitive elements of thought, it may render back tenfold, what has touched upon it. So active and spontaneously responding, life so often feeling so far away from so deep within, it knows it must inevitably end. But first, with a hearty laugh and a silent cry, it always feels that it shall never die, being some passing eternity, having been so formed by emotion's dark heat..feeling incomplete after so much sought, it will die from its first original thought. Yet, die not, entering not into eternities of light, until it has secured well, its freedom of mind

  Into the thought of its intellect, I plunge. And soon I feel..chilling ethers thinned by vast stretches of space. Great regions of void were made by self'seeking light, and for greater space beyond the fires of pious dreamlight, freedom was sought

  In the quest for power, time burns from the fire of knowledge, and freezes from the ice of indifference. The proud warrior of truth fights bravely with clarity of mind. Yet, such power, over'weighted from ambition, and hardened by ego'driven utopias, ignores the sensuous, hides the sensual..makes dichotomy its mortal enemy, and 'negative capability,' zero. Transparent forms of sensual need waver as ghostly apparitions within a body profoundly separated from the knowledge it contains

  Seated deep within these creatures of knowledge are two inflexible laws. One states that all is contained and connected, where its elements are neither spontaneously gained, nor lost, but always converted to some other form of spirit, into some other dimension of order. The other is viewed by disappointed idealism overstating that all systems are possessed with a net loss of motion, and with time enpassant, motion will cease. All will be equal with no more want 

  In pondering, one belief says there is no general loss nor gain of spirit, implying immortality of substance. And the other belief implies that all is ending, slowly disappearing into some gray purgatory of diffused light within some entropic ground state, where all spirit is fading into some imagined immutable stillness, from which all somehow arose in its beginning  

  These beliefs become peculiar only when they are paired as a general reality, for such a reality, consuming the substance that serves as vehicle for its own existence, is surely possessed with an urgent quest to acquire more knowledge. Soon, great vistas of mind fostered new isolations and new societies. This is a time when humans began to reach for the images of stars, driven by instinct upon an ancient path through the starry firmament. Passion stricken for knowledge, war raged between the intellects as they vied for power and fame. As these bodies of knowledge rooted themselves into human societies, many old world instincts compelled one to run..running from, living betwixt, and enchanted by the power of a facility that comprehends both the void and the never ending. And when their labors began to save time and extend life for all, so eminent and dedicated did they radiate..wholly committed to query were they, and to knowledge for knowledge sake

  Humans were seen as machines, a complex of infrared fusions of heat, interference patterns of pulsating desires...indifferent mechanical forces of law, subjugated by electromagnetic orders of passive consciousness. Human was often lost therefore, within one time machine or another..under many systems of pressure, temperature, and elemental exchanges between fibers and cells, where intentions, feelings, and emotions are measured and calculated, where every energy gained, measures and records every feeling lost. And shadowed to gain from worlds of impending doom, fear looms as a shadow greater than the body, always closeby..intimately, always present, and deeply dark in the bright of day. And disappearing so easily under the blanket of night, spending the peace of night remembering energy lost, forgetting spirits gained, so this world proceeds, from night to night, lost to lost...from refrain to refrain, the solitary fears begetting many..all, for the sake of knowledge to gain 

  In the midst of all this fear, of power too much to bear, I too, reach for ‘all and everything’ without wanting to be indentured by any of it, reaching to be as any creature could ever be..at one in common with others, and unique. So darkened from the deep of one's shadow, does one search to belong. Like newborn roots seeking the waters by one's means..through the possibility that a single feeling may live beyond the lifetime of a star, through a mind that may embrace a family of stars, or through an emotion that may always be, and felt in many ways, like a blossomed bud...with fragrance and color..in harmony with everything changing, as chance variation and an un'interrupted environment allows it to be. From my deep, I breathe need. I eat and sleep need, and I readily abandon any ambition that endeavors to fully comprehend the all and the never'ending 

  I have come this far from the shapeless heart of a formless mind. Out from the darkness, apparent nothingness, did I arise from so much that has preceded me for so long. And in search of meaning, I need some blinding light that narrows the passion for the eternity I am in, through which I am driven'on 

  Should I fail, life then, surely, would rapidly decay and proceed directly to an end..living, but only pretend. Yet fail not! by living the passion..pursuing the insight, as vain and hopeless to capture a rose with words may be, is to live freely and freely be throughout its pursuit

  Time is part human, part beast..eternal and mortal, an entity for sure. It is human, an ever'quest of soul..yet beastly, readily feasting upon anyone who should lose sense of its measure..and eternal, being self aware..and mortal! as its changing moods begin and end. Deep vibrations steadily pulsed from this entity. The air seemed thick and pungent from its steady commanding tone, and like a bad dream, only very slowly could I move in the presence of its heavy gravity. And soon, with my earthly soul having been caught within its grip, I fell out of mind and landed far from Time's delicate charm. I felt a new sensation while I attempted to comprehend its unusual expression. Such a mixture!..contentment and anguish. It seemed to change between bliss and pain..disconnected and connected, changing with each melody..silence alternating with dramatic sound, mixing all that could possibly be felt. I felt fear, but no halting fear because its subtle rhythm surrounding, entered and so easily became a part of me. And soon, I was compelled to step slowly forward. I saw it clearly, as disbelief consumed me, until I was again shaken by my senses, having been so darkly given and taken. I felt that surely, this entity had come for me. Feeling uneasy, and gripped by a wavering voice penetrating, I felt this sentient beast speak

  "I sense the presence of self awareness!..that particular mystique of soul's aspiration, that quest of soul to forever live, that desire of heart to just simply be, that affliction of mind in eternity 

  "Here..in my own place, I am a fixed station of mind, yet my beginning and ending is approximate. And though isolate and obscure, I nevertheless configure space as one faculty of mind among many

  "Your need though, my traveler, is of an uncommon nature. You do not seek the peace, a resonance with eternal energy. I sense that you search to know a single answer to a great secret...a key to all knowledge, that great power throughout and beyond! that fine thread, which can separate a misinterpretation from fact. The key is yours, my traveler, if you can give the answer without pause

  "From what? may I ask, do all paradoxes originate. Through what condition of the firmament? does all life eternally propagate" 

  Without pause, I answered, "Time!" And immediately, a vast void contained me

  And what a turn of world is this!..that every belief, every idea, word, or notion is subject to question. Where time was the bond servant of youth, that bond had been paid with the last pain. And for Time to live, I was compelled to move again into the world, to live among passions and pride, and re'experience everything I know, that has now been set into motion

  As I was before, many centers of darkness was I..of mystery's shadow even darker cast, I was of dim shallow knowing, but unable to fast from the glimmers of light upon my path, I pursued the fear, to face its night, and felt the end of many timeless lights. What I felt was time, self'aware in me 

  I sense the salt in the air and the deep open sea, and relieved from my timelessness and its impending doom, my bones feel the roar of waves in rhythm with the moon. And the moon, now laying its silver walkway across an open sea, invites me 

  In the evening when the night is heavy and silent and the distant roar of breaking waters fills me, I remember the extremes of desire and hate..of light too brief, of affection also too brief. I remember dimly, vain passions rapidly aging from the destinies of what they cannot see 

  The face of hate was contorted with dark anguish and aggressive fevers. It was white and gray and clammy with the sweat of willful condemnations. It was contracted with cold determination, without hesitation or hint of reservation. Its constricted rage is a passion of wrath and destruction, and in its sublime, hate uses the intricacies of time, to mastermind its own end. From behind this face of white and gray, and black rays radiating from wounded eyes, is a floundered mechanized mind thinking absolutes, inflammations of soul, vying for control. From the dint of unconditional beliefs, red patches of desire freeze the mind, and cause infection seeking destruction. Such is the way of hate, what lurks behind its moody veil 

  And the face of carnal addiction to libidinous desire was one of protracted anguish..of muddy deep colors, warm, opaque and vague. And how intense is such desire! How mercurial, shifting, and dark. Occasionally, dark patches of gloom would brood behind a shifting raptured and placid face, needing to be deeply touched so great, that the mouth and nose always remained inflamed. Fate upon this dark face said doom, as this space of mind remains on its isle, of eternal desire 

  And the face of judgment!  It appears with intersecting black lines of mind amid bright yellow and faded pastel colors. This face was fixed like stone, portraying some insipid image, presidiary, moody..mourning incarcerated emotion. And through its passion for indifference and resignation, dark worlds of lust and hate mated more quickly...to suffer the condemnations of judgment..as inflictions of hate and lust were given from greater inflictions of pain and afflictions of despair, with which they were unconcerned, except for their own, 'eye for an eye' 

  I have seen many of them, and my head pulsing with pain, reels from eternity's dark snake. I need to rest upon calm rhythms of salted waters. I need to feel the earthen floor and retreat into the misty ethers of an aestival dawn, and be moved by  dark bluing waters...swelling, cresting and breaking, and laying me down within its quiet, melodic, faraway roar 

  In its thumping rhythmic lapping upon the shore, I find temporary rest from the knowledge of time. I sense delicate cool fingers of this vast sea, slip over my feet, sinking me into soft sand. Rooted, I feel a grand universe around me. I feel it turning. I feel embraced by this warm haven under cold stark space. And I feel assured that every thought, every face of mind, every dark passion is indeed, a necessary part of creation, however pungent or bittersweet their needs may be. And I feel no less significant than the image of a starry body that boldly ventures. And I feel no greater than the crystal grains that hold my feet, or the brisk fleeting spirits upon my cheek 

  Looking down the moving border between the sands of shoal and sea, I see broad stairs slowly rising through misted rusted rays, arising to a greater horizon. Here, I feel original birth, I sense primeval beginnings as this vision and sea meet and blend into a white misty temple of drowned lingering thunder. Deeply soothing, its billowy mists envelop me, and resting, I feel all passion'stricken moods blend..distant, and faraway. I feel salty spray cover me. I hear the chanting of foamy dark waters..soft rolling mists..like the substance of clouds beckoning me to a horizon, I feel rising..ascending out to sea..rising far distant to either side of me, merging, disappearing over my feet. At the edge of these waters knowing me, I ascend towards an unbroken sea, and I hear movements of music, a grand symphony..the misty stairs, and the cry of creatures in the air, breaking upon my feet 

  By this ocean, upon its shore, I feel clean, I feel new. Some dim memory, some primordial beginning enters me. Feeling the celestial rhythms, a misty peace penetrates and enveloping me. I am able to begin..feeling the soft earth give way to my feet, feeling the warmth of my home to come 

  My journey began. And soon I became readily absorbed in this haven, of so many driven...searching for a snack to eat, a bit of water to drink...a fear to beat, or reconsider and retreat. Searching for cool shade, a quiet place to sleep..for an itch to scratch, or mate to keep. In the midst of all this, un'self'consciousness..I need not be so active as they. Calm and blended, I am comforted in this dreamlike meadow where the sun lays gold upon an arbor, laying its labor down upon meadow grass, and over lilies of a pond. And I walk upon green carpets attached to earth, to stone, upon which I recline, within which I feel all colors of mind around me, and listen to the symphony, of its simple activity

  From all this, I once arose from a night of peace to sunshine early in the morn, where the sky was unnoticeable because of bright yellow flowers by a pond, little ones that hold gold in tiny cups. And the fragrant mist in the air was obscure, because small beads upon the gold there, sparkled from a radiant body in the heavens. The early morning starry bodies could not be seen fading into the hidden memory of day, because at my feet was fresh coolness, and inside me was a spell of an early morning meadow, and a wish that I may hear its voice 

  An arbor towers over me. Its broad silence speaks, the darkness of Earth and starry bright, marriage of knowledge and unlight 

  Tiny creatures are upon the ground feverishly in search of, tiny fruits of such bright color that surely they were designed, to catch the eye of a passerby, be consumed, and travel beyond where the horizon touches the sky

  And high up within a domicile of twigs and mud, in an instant, the birth of a universe of one was interrupted by another needing its unborn descendants 

  And quickly down, upon a path wynding through, around stately arbors..wandering between sources of scent, its spirit unspent, occasionally nibbling on some obscure edible, and dipping its catch in water, to make it digestible 

  Such a self'assured pose do I feel until its swift passing was as swiftly, intercepted. And now, with a larger creature, I rest high up upon an arbor arm. Radiance shines bright and warm upon its face. Gentle breezes move small branches and leaves. Light and shade play upon its body until sleep lays this powerful creature into peaceful detachment 

  And from the atonement that this creature has temporarily gained with the wood around it, I am moved to the same under the arbor that harbors it amid so many diverse impulses, all a'blending, a harmonic derangement of so many ways of life..intricately, delicately interchanged. I sense a complex entity, pervading all and everything around me. I feel closer to it. I feel whole and moved inward by it

  I drift out to the leaves of this arbor where I meet the bright gold of the sun, and reaching upwards with the arbor, I sense at its roots, dark earth. And there, a myriad of tiny creatures lives. Thousands, all shapes and sizes...greatest devouring the great, consuming larger, eating smaller, seeking smallest, ensearching largest. And suddenly within me..out of a dark night, I see a new entity rise up! and stretch itself throughout day, twilight, and dormant night of this season's evening. I see it!..its subtle balancing, its timeless movements through a myriad of spirits with inherited memory from desperate moments of a life before...small, large, fixed..freely moving everywhere, anywhere...this haven, an entity living!..all around me 

  I feel it deep within Earth, at the bottoms of vast seas..reaching, spreading throughout all lands. And upon the stairs ascending from land to sea, I descended into the midst of this haven, that comprehends end, only to be a means of new beginnings. In the quiet heat of a sunny afternoon, I may rise and lay high in the sky, far distant from the daily toil they make, where all I know to be me, may rest, while I..awake 

  Stirring within, is so much of me moving upon its own, blending and settling as I remain in suspension. Vacant. Eye windows opened, shutters closed. Conscious of no thing, except for an occasional sense of my own breath. I am no where now, far from time. I am here behind the shutters, within the dim consciousness of dusty barren walls and old lace windows. Feeling restless, in search of a center within me, I contemplate the center of things 

  The center of an ocean is an island. The center of land is a lake. The center of chaos is indifference, values without weight. The center of a storm is peace, and within peace are aspirations of will, as they reachout within an indefinite mind, very still. The center of compromise is of a kind, enabled to perceive itself, and itself in another. The center of conversation is passion. The center of realities is interpretation, made by self revelation. Misinterpretation is the center of tragedy. Yet, how easily can such a cross be the center of comedy. The center of war is alienation. The center of wisdom, is knowledge of self dominate, and the self coordinate. The center of fulfillment is the many and one, co'dominate. The center of haven is a temple of mind. From the windows of its atrium, a garden can be seen, and in its center, is a red, red rose at the end of a path, wynding blindly through pleasure and pain...a quiet rose with penetrating fragrance, essence of devotion, passion..compulsion. Such fondness is my heaven and torment, loving every bit of variation, every law of creation..every fascination, every facet of mind, and its contemplation

   Aye, I once ascended those stairs on the shoals of a sea and journeyed far out into its deep. Aye! in the deep violent dark of a moonless night, stood I, fast with reverent eye penetrating its midst. The swells of  this sea transformed my thought and feeling into a quiet meditating chant, a rhythm that lulls the senses and commands the whole to feel the great surges of wind that have pushed the waters into slow'moving, undulating valleys and hills. Yet, ominous signs they are, as I gape at the rugged moving valleys below. And the seas come alive! from the spirits in the heavens above, as I stand fast, facing unsteady ground, giant bodies are in movement upon the surface of the black deep. All forms, all sizes and shapes rise to meet fearsome apparitions, already alive within me. So quickly do they form that monster serpents, flying dragons, shapeless heads of countless, unspeakable creatures become murky and dark forming, gathering under bolts of light and crackling thunder

  Swishing, hissing spray covers my lips, and upon tasting this violence before me, an entity comes alive! and suddenly within, I hear its soft, but penetrating voice..."Beware! what you behold now are only foothills. What you hear, is only a stirring, an arousal. Stay where you are, if you feel only space where your heart should be, that you may be fulfilled there, with what is to come"

  I listened intently to this entity, and I decided to stand fast and face this great sea in what seemed to be surely, her darkest, foulest mood impending. I spread my legs broadly upon the deck. I grip the railing and become one with my vessel. The sky deepens into a menacing black nothingness that I had never before seen. The sea suddenly wells up into an enormous surge, and thunder pounds down upon the deck of the ship. The hiss of the water mist follows the rising and sudden falling of the ship's bow. My grip upon the rail is painfully strained within this violent darkness, as my ship rolls until it shudders upon the brink, only to recover, as though a steely hand surfeit to the ship's hull, keeps it from going all the way over. Standing straight am I. Fixed to the railing, I face directly, the black foamy waters before me. Thrashing white foam, forward and aft, tosses and turns my ship as though it was some mere toy. In a sudden moment, I feel so small in this universe..an insignificant speck that would not be missed if I should be consumed by the violent fury, rising high before me

  Giant ogres, bigger than ever, emerge from huge mountains rising higher and higher above me. Strong spirits of this magnificent entity, lash at me, and try to tear me from the railing that has become a part of me. I remain firm against great whirling spirits passing over, around, and throughout me. Great mountain ridges foam and roar, and crash'down onto deepening sea troughs traveling far and wide.  Dark waters are raging, throwing onto the surface of my body..a fine mist. Her delicate veil envelopes me with such a grip..she beckons and tempts me to submit to the heavy gravity I feel, from the bosom of this vast, unpredictable beauty

   But my grip upon the rail also restrains fearful imagination, and I feel the whole of my ship, bucking and listing, rolling and twisting. I stand firm feeling the shudder of the rails. My rigid body faces the murky turbulence above. The shudders pass through, again and over again, as mountain peaks of foam rise to tower over me, and passing under me, lashing viciously at the ship's bow, in angry fits of self sovereignty. Hundreds of angry arms there howling with haunted voices resent the presence of this foreign body I am upon...that I am myself! within this deep night

  Thrashing and pounding, each violent assault of an angry monster, sounds as deep rumbling drums. Its misty ethers insult the roar of the waters, and the base of distant thunder. Through thundering pounding wakes of over'weighted swells, suspended within, I pass before an entity, moving the deep within me

   And in this pitch of night, I am filled as the salty mists cover me over, and over again. And I stand strong against my own fantasies. Raging monsters remain only..as waters upon water's deep. Suspended in this rage upon these seas, I sense strength growing in my bones. My blood feels war, my mind at ease...there is something new within me. I breathe the salted spirits around me. I feel deeply, this gift I bear. The salt in me already knows from where it came, and I am prone before the grand magnificence of its primeval scream, as I feel the shudder of the ship I am upon

   In this time approaching the mid of night, angry winds of a foaming sea became faraway. The sea was silent and laid me deep into conscious calm. So much peace I feel where there was none before. Where could I possibly go?..but into a living dream where the rage of this dark sea is not anger at all, but rather..the romance of a beautiful, fathomless lover

  I see her, in the sea, over land, a'top windblown snow mist from high mountain peaks, and within the ebb of night, wherever I may be, I stand fast in the midst of raging spirits over land and sea, gazing steadily upwards into the murky heavens where only the moon of her dark spirit can be seen against towering arbors..wise enough to surrender and sway to her commanding presence

   I, knowing her, live to be with her, as her mood turns with the seasons..from dormant unrest to the many songs of a highland flower, riding upon gentle breezes, upon which..a kindly fragrance beckons life from afar, to a domain of sweet nectar

The Rose

  Earthbound, traveling has taken me to many places, and my quest has lead me to witness many visions, many spiritual paths. I gravitate back to my normal space and time. I move, drifting over, under, throughout this Earth. I sense the smallest, but not the least, and the greatest, but not the most within this living temple.   I peer outwards through a clear dome overhead in the mid of night, and I am awed, I am swept away by the immensity of the sparkling expanse of tiny blinking lights revealing a vast universe that can be so easily equaled by just one of its bits laid bare, self aware. I feel the apparent insignificance of this tiny Earth, where the least bit here too, can, self'aware, assume a self significance greater than all that is, enough to darken all else into momentary oblivion while I feel vast seas in rhythm with phases of moon, moving the waters..setting into motion, the emotion of all living

   I enter day or night at will. I drift over land and sea amid great spirits that arouse great seas. And any that would venture to live, I felt for brief moments, their need to live the adventure, feeling impassioned quest..seeking that universal..the lover seeking the darkness of the beloved, witnessing the boldness of a lover who would for love, perceive the shadows of their mind, and bringing into the light what is there, spontaneously undergo transfiguration there 

  I feel without troublesome reason to feel..feeling, simply being with all its sensations. I am soothed by living auras. Blissful balm. Spirit calm, I drift over great territories of mesa bluffs, arbors, and vast plains of tall grass gently swaying from the spirits from a'far. Looking across its undulating surface, I see twilight between day and night move slowly over, and whenever day darkens, missing shadows bring drops of water to baked clay of barren soil. And life springs from new waters while glistening streets are washed clean in the midst of congested city'states 

  Many brilliant colors sparkle from the nighted lights of deserted wet city streets. And beneath the peace of the starry firmament, I slowly descend near one city, amid slowly rolling hills of arbors having thick bodies with broad arms and leaves. The arbors have long since become a living dream’state under the spell of seasons...if I could only ride upon a ray of light in some empyrean realm to share that dream

  I move through the suburbs of this city to the city refuge, and here, I remain still, in solace, wondering and pondering the meaning of this place! Only here, it seems, do vagabonds meet and scavenge for rubble. Outcasts seeking society's cast'aways. And, by necessity, their vision is special, seeing not always what is obviously before their eyes, but seeing in mind, what surely could be useful! I reside here, feeling the end of my journey, and the heaviness within, with a yearning to reachout and feel this castaway eternity 

  I surrender more. I am estranged, deeply moved, and drawn by this quiet, this silent ruin. Golden heat is thick. It lays heavy upon shiny ends of ragged'edged tin cans. Heat rises from small mounds of rubble that are scattered amid slender shafts of dried hay. Here, foul odors are the wakes of fierce competition and voracious appetites, heaped heavy with decay from consumer aftermaths through which, the golden radiance from above, penetrates. Small gentle spirits of the wind pass'over, around tiny blades of grass nearby. And the silence becomes heavier, as the heat does, when the grass stands still 

  A deep stillness penetrating me, stops the motion of Earth. And I move from a rusted nail to a broken wooden box..to dull yellow'd grass jutting out from its side. A spirit touches a blade of grass, and it gently leans in the direction of a broken bottle filled with un'wanted stillness..an agonizing difficulty to move, has been consumed 

   I move to see a tiny creature with eight slender legs scrambling over pieces of debris and soil. This little creature moves toward a box made of hard thick paper, holding many metal cans resting crookedly at the bottom of a heap of rusted iron and soiled tin, and shards of bottle glass of all colors 

  Castaways, cracked and broken. All abandoned. The ground is bare with patches of  soil, made dark and dirty by dirty oil. Small paths wynd throughout the rubble. Inconspicuous paths they are, aside decaying pieces of ragged furniture..narrow paths they are, around heaps of refuge once useful to time'saving clever minds 

  Only the roots of grass are alive. Thick detritus penetrates broken toys. Rusting bolts. Lifeless pieces of arbor branches. How has the glory of the adventures I have seen?..brought me to such an unusual place as this. Gold beats down. Heat rises. The air, hot and heavy, thickens more as I drift even slower. An occasional hollow whistle from a bottle, or a buzz of a honey'maker haunts my melancholy. In my surrender, I wander with one in flight to the delicate ethers of a wild flower. And shortly, I come upon a small inconspicuous flower with a yellow grainy center and several slender white petals radiating outwards

  I quickly leave with another of these busy spirits, heavily laydened with the fine sweetness. And suddenly, I am compelled to follow a path made clear, by a strong unusual fragrance thickly blended from many blossoms. As the fragrance becomes stronger, I hear trickling of nearby waters 

  Over a shaded brook, I move through warm shadows, up a gentle rise to a garden fashioned especially for these majestic flowers. And soon, an uplifting mood envelopes me. Their deep color and delicate fragrance overwhelms me 

  I move under a high towering arch made of these flowers. Within the garden, I see small carpets of grass and tiny flowers that were allowed to flourish upon the floor. Beneath the arches of thorn and sweet'scented blossoms, I am deeply moved by so much beauty guarded by hard barbs and saw'toothed leaves 

  Narrow inconspicuous paths wynd around each plant as though special care was given to each. Wynding paths serve as passageways for the waters, having lifted'up high from the sea, and gathering to pass through these beauties, to pass through into a nearby brook and back to sea

  The creators of this garden saw the streaming waters, and they diverted some for this special purpose, where warm radiance from above, fresh dew, and diligent tiny creatures keep leaves clean, and the blossoms' sweet, is irresistible to the honey'makers they meet 

  A bit of wind stirs dark shadows upon paths that wander throughout this garden. Within this pleasant diversion, from the center of a storm of thorns and jagged leaves, a spirit freely wanders through gentle grass and sage. I see the work of worn hands carrying tin cans of seedlings. I see the wood of castaway boxes fashioned skillfully, to help support the burden of such passion for color and fragrance. Narrow waterways were made and lined with small cobbles. And wild flower seeds were sown in all directions to keep the floor shaded and cool, to keep alive this garden, aside a forgotten forsaken refuge of castaway wants 

  And here I stay, near the center of this haven, to where a velvet red blossom has grown from a single seed of affection. And to this immortal surrender, amid jagged leaves and thorns, I surrender with vague memories and remote sensations, and rest from a quest that has given me, my own deep need...if only to be the waters of a single regal blossom...if only to be thus, amid the vastness and greatness, of the universe around us 

  Skies deepen. Impending darkness. Spirits thicken, dense power. The naked light of instinct appears while mind winters to draw into its midst..billowy clouds, cool mist, moody darkened gray. Dim awareness overrun by spirits' ghosts. Of spirit transcending, penetrating the darkness, swelling space, rapidly germinating, I am constantly changing, dying, renewing heavier with the strength of my own weight. Wholly gripped, the Earth pulls, harder and harder..faster and faster, do I move until the horizon disappears. I crash upon rock and soil. All forms, all shapes and sizes are shattered and splattered..hurtled into the ethers, into all directions, into the darkness of earth. I seep and divide and I spread, I flow throughout the many passageways under this flowering menagerie. Upon a hill with a gentle descent, the heart of Earth draws me through a garden. A multitude of floras reaching for life'giving waters, are reaching for me. Through carefully sifted soil, I feel the darkness. Sweet earth surrounds me. Streaming through darkened tunnels, I remain possessed by the Earth's molten heart. Coolness from a trickling. A nearby brook is upon me, but my journey over waterfalls back to sea will be interrupted. I feel the need of a living dream'state pull on me. Surrendering, senses sharpening, I feel its aura, the strength of slender roots gripping a portion of rich earth. Delicate fingers radiate in all directions. The roots, randomly arrayed in the darkness, seeking sustenance, becoming near, I sense its soft delicate hair..each, an entrance way. I pass through, and I am suddenly initiated, I am quickly drawn into, feeling smaller, but far more intense within this firmly fixed entity. Streaming through, and pooling within many caverns..away from the grip of Earth, I am taken and drawn through wynding passageways where I join and rejoin until I wander heavily, but easily, through larger and greater caverns. Through radiating fingers clutching the earth, up and outward do I steadily move..do I divide and re'divide, seeping through every pore throughout every cell to the green of its leaves where the starry gold from above is needed as much as the dark earth below. I feel this entity I am of, living, needing this place..this early morning sun, gentle breezes, and shade made cool by its leaves. For its many needs, this entity has many arms of thorn reaching out to catch a passer'by. Razor barbs guard its soft vital center, and jagged leaves of deep green bear themselves upward to blazing yellow. Basking in golden warmth, growing by its subtle radiant force..only within its Palisade Palaces, is the true end of rainbows. Between sensual needs and the seeds of vision into past and future that meet distant galaxies, this individual touches the radiance of the sun, and is aroused deeply within its sensitive green. To but live!..even for what this bit of stillness would give!..as a raging storm of thorns and jagged leaves spin in all directions..arching higher and higher into the ethers of an unseen mist..amid this treachery of immortal self'sovereignty, who readily delivers prickly pain to any who ventures too close. Its deep is aroused by the slow movement of a meditating Earth, just enough for dominating desires to take small portions of effort from the resolves of a multitude of demands. As its many fingers grip the earth, they immediately divide upwards into countless leaves to feel the radiant consciousness there, as it knows how. A small congregation of the mists so high, passes by. Dark transient shadows appear upon the floor. And I feel the balm of radiant gold through a midday bluing sky. Spirits' presence is noticed from the movement of dark upon earthen floor. Radiant heat from above is warm within, and the Earth remembers each stroke of wind, each ray of sun. Deep desires overpower space with undaunted spirit. Ancient leaves converting the sun, had been especially chosen for alien spirits in need of its blossoms' nectar. Fragrance ascends upon a multitude of unseen spirits and travels throughout the land. Sweet'scented essence given without measure from a dark sweet haven beckoning any who would enter its delicate intricate navel...so formed to lure, and immured with heady nectar..where abundances of sweet treasures wait, where life's seeds lay silent, alien spirits flying, are intoxicated by fragrance and struck blind by deep red. Velvet red is veined and runs the course of trickling rain,  and velvet layers of compassion radiate from a past when buds appeared like tears, fallen from the heavens through a raging storm of thorns..in the shade of jagged leaves and time, by the gold of rising heat, amber twilight sees a single rose resting and swelling on the verge of opening. A red bud waits to open, when the sweetness of its blossom will be given, welcoming any intrepid traveler who would venture into its bosom. Red velvet of dark passion unfolds into packed ranks in all directions. Its fragrant voice is made and released, uplifted upon gifted spirits traveling everywhere, nowhere. I feel cleanness. I feel clarity. I feel fresh rebirth impending when harnessed passions become a flower, blending and possessing just moments of my deep..for fragrant passions they are, lingering, waiting for the occasions of love. Courageous passions they are, being the first to move, and be moved 


2
The Original Peace 

  In life, we journey forth, we course like a river, but only with remembrance of its beginning shall one proceed un'lost. Only with remembrance of the original peace can one journey forth, fearless of death and transfiguration 
  Feeling born there is a beginning. Once there is a beginning, there are the living. What is this present?..this happening of now, but the end of all that is past and the beginning of whatever is future. What length may the dimensions of now be in the midst of newborn radiance? How deep can it be, while sadness wishes to be freed from the grip of its storm? How long or deep can simple aspiration make this now seem? this happening prepared by memories and dreams. To what length may they grow?..in this vast eternal world 

  In this world there are living souls, shrinking and swelling in eternities. Being only of eyes, ears, touch, and smell, or being the whole of these limited worlds, touching lightly, perceiving only a bare glimpse of one's self in times of change..during upheavals of weakness knowing no place to rest, no place ever where the soul can be all of what it is. Forbidden mirrors within, are stayed when the creature within, is denied, and innocence thereby, denied  

  I am the running who hasten from the dead, avoiding the light cast down upon us..hastening into and dwelling amid past wishes and fantasies of future dreams. Or withdrawn, I dwell in eternity, vacuous and melancholy. Driven by fear, I be. Knowing living fear, I fear the light of eternity. Fearing eternity, yet so deeply of it, life passes faintly, like a fleeting dream. I am the down'trodden, the darkness within, the sleeping soul yearning for some holdfast. To feel alive..to feel that life is more than dream in a dark passing night 

  While of past or future, I dwell in this now, appearing unliving without spirit. Yet within, most keenly aware! my spirit pauses. An eternal moment upon me, knowing myself vaguely, and feeling all else as alien, how can the un'selfaware possibly say it has lived? while being of timelessness, the eternity moving, resting, flowing into, around, throughout all that lives 

 With a self'perceiving eye in motion, seeking union with the spirit of some distant song, of aspirations and dreams co'mingling, I live still'spirited. Living with remembrance of living, and I especially remember when a new awareness, a new feeling or emotion has become a part of me. So predisposed for more, I feel distinguished from so much that seems to be unconscious things, existing passively reactive to other things 

 Through passive bits of matter, I feel, I think. Within an intricate body of systems within systems, I am as the stars are..bits of light and vision. Purpose and aspiration seep'out from every bit of matter I call me, so furiously  and precisely formed that my reckoning is simultaneously sharpened to see by its irregularities. By variations do I seek me when rigid form predominates, and by rigid form do I see, whenever chaos over’runs order 

 Awake, so much passes through me into an irretrievable past, into the darkness there within chambers of ghostly brooding. And moments of life are readily consumed by the mood, lost within thick fogs of emotion over deep bogs of wishes and dreams. Life springs from all that is random and self directing. Origins of existential query are inherent in things obvious, as self ordained and vainglorious they may be. And so, self conscious bits of matter have become impassioned, seeking relevance..and caught up by their own dark vorticies, each lives isolated, richly timbre'd between immutable order and all'consuming chaos 

  From chaos am I compelled to seek finite order. From rigid order, am I impassioned for variations of space. Only between them do I feel greater..do I need to enter this 'now' within every bit of matter. Bits that are systems among countless systems coming together, making larger systems larger until the very large cannot distinguish itself from the very small 

  Somewhere between the extremes is life, is there living with remembrance. Is there a thought crystal born by a single element of need. Arising many times. Enough times so each need joins another to become a large crystal born from a solitary need many times over again. Born in need, I change rapidly from my beginning. Whenever something new enters me, my pulse quickens. Anticipation builds. And a moment of eternity passes throughout within. And suddenly, magically awake, something new is seeking unity within, and with all, without 

 For birth, living, and dying do the forces of creation serve. A body is made through which I come to be, an ordered system hosting disordered me. And my sensitivities evolve into a delicate body that would shrink away from the flesh in an instant, if it were pressed upon too much from without. Like a spiny sea urchin, I have felt withdrawn inside a hard shell. Strong thin spikes emerge from all sides, reaching to feel the life, to sense it in every way. Isolation inevitably seeks the light, striving for some change to feel a larger world, to feel all life in it, waiting for primal impulses to become less so, to become more gentle toward the creature I am 

 Within a configuration of elements compiled into flesh, within a complex system in a vastly greater world, I am born. And soon, memories pass into thought for some master dream, and for some edict of soul and pattern of heart, I become future caught. And for such vision, limited valuables of matter are not weighed to be exchanged. For the integrity of dreams, I be the strength of memories, I be the links between them, the links between links..between abstractions in eternity, I be. Between eternity and this conscious moment passing, I am the changing, moving, transforming, a self transcending being of time. And some words stay and claim the immortality to which they belong. Yet to live, words must incarnate and live in time, and become..of precious value, however relative or obscure. Such is the fate for any word aspiring to live in a larger world than itself. That is, to be of substance, a word must be known by the light of other words to survive the trauma of birth, and bear the pain of impending change that begets its inevitable death and transfiguration..its anguish from obscurity, and anxiety of subtlety 

 The dark of my past is commanding, beckoning me. The darkness there compels me to enter. To live, I must enter to find a drop of water for a wilted rose. Bite the fear this darkness bears! Infinities of mind shall in time, find their end..seeking darkness, any greater darkness as passage into my past, I pass through..to feel my beginning. Endeavoring, striving, reaching with uncertain power, embracing equally, the limits and the unending..moments flickering far away..so distant from me that I only know cold darkness between me and the deep, where my beginning is 

 As I approach the center of my storm, I feel agony when my cry goes no farther than my own ears. Unheard, unfelt, unseen..suspended within deep silence, searching for a place to rest, I perceive my bed, my personal things and my uncertain station in this earthly world that arose so quickly, so easily, so readily it seems. The light of day urges me. I perceive the barrier of my window, and the trees, and the grasses, and all moving things outside. The sky, the clouds, the wind and rain...why do all these things seem so strange? They are in harmony I sense, and I!..the estranged 

  From where do my patterns of logic arise? From what source do bits of light I call me, come to be? I live with these queries all too ready to impose themselves..keeping from thinking myself as a component within a vast machine. And being as others of passion, I sought satisfaction..yet, my misery, my myrrh still outweighs whatever pleasure was gained 

  Simple pleasures are shallow and temporal and easily shadowed by subtle agonies in isolation..in some purgatory where life seems far less than a gift, and more than an unbearable burden. Yet..if only I could find a feeling for a greater world, or some beauteous rose perhaps, to distract me from this reckless self'conscious "I." I fear that I am but a dream of some sleeping over'soul somewhere. A passing fantasy in the sky. This vague mirage, I 

  From my deep somewhere..do I need wisdom from there, while knowing not where or how it arrives. Not from shear experience alone, I know, but of the eternity I am, I must learn, I also know 

  Unchanging, fixed..immovable, I sometimes feel like a tree that cannot bend to the spirit over land and sea. Like the cold crystal of my bedroom window, or the dense carapace of an old tortoise, do I feel the deep of me..do I sense fear corrupting..gaining speed from infinities of mind I would be, in division, to inevitably only be, in essence, the darkness within..living, barely feeling me..vaguely feeling the memory of old dreams and what they sang, and proceed directly beyond and become the oblivious dust from which I sprang. Yet in that dust!..like things existing passively reactive to other things, there is peace, and no burden of self delusion 

  From invective pointed words, fear in command would be overlaid by anger threatening..and I know not what would break the barrier between the fears I am and the peace I once was. Deeper within, I move until the roots of my passage disappear. Trapped by my own darkness and so unfeeling am I, that even the biting cold of bleak snow I would welcome..seeking such extremes, feebly feeling the world around me..sinking, penetrating ever deeper 

  Intoxicated by the wine of who I think I am, I cannot help but be drunk from what the idea of an eye, a hand, a body, or another living has become to me. Blurred from so much wine distilled, how can all of life be?..but from some chalice of vanity 

  And my acts of judgment are made of a foundation shifting and wavering. I live within the space of a bounded mind, within a heart petrified by vague notions of a greater universe. Great obelisks of false light. Monolithic tombs of hurt and bitterness..eternally restless, I be the airy spaces of mind that keep the world as an outline of a book. As perfected angles and planes, and absolutes overlording flesh and blood, I would be ever'ascending powers of fear, and its progeny, hate. Within immutable space of perfected images, seeking some vague peace of bauble or bead, I am in vain, attempting to live and love without the peace from which life sprang. I live, governed by some twilight'instant of sweet mystery..between the light of consciousness, and darkness of my moon 

  In the midst of my night, the stars shine and blink as though they were freshly made. The texture of the earth is soft, moist, and distant..because it seems ageless. The waters in the sky just arrived. No time to stay, but those that do, remain suspended as a gray ceiling, veiling the radiant sun..lone castles arrayed throughout its misty kingdom, the living everywhere is preoccupied, as though born with some clear impassioned purpose. And I, a recluse, under a gray umbro'd sky 

  Yet, there is a faint memory of peace within me..passing like the faces of moon and the turning of Earth that puts the reflected radiance of the sun into phases. Phases of light, as I am, seeking the darkness, I am here and now..a mere witness to everything I see, enslaved by my own nature I be 

 To survive and be, I would become like the spines of a sea urchin if need be. I would be the sting of a scorpion, the claws of a hawk, or jaws of a she'cat. Yet, no matter to what incarnation am I impassioned, there is always the memory of peace, no matter how faint. As the eye of a great circulating storm, my deep is the peace of an all'serving moon

  Far from this peace was I carried by fear and desperation. This peace I need, this peace I know. This peace I must remember for my soul to keep, for the original peace does exist, the gift of Eden, outside of which, I muse, the instant I became self aware, its radiant light amid a sea of disconnected words with an uncertain horizon..its anthelion rising, moving the tides of darkness within me 

  Upon so many passageways of desire, pleasure for pleasure's sake does wantonness seek. And I bear the weight of blind desire, but secretly seek within the vacuum  of pleasure's gain a dream of peace amid all that lives. For the peace within, I do not perceive, I do not feel the very deep of me. I do not know..carried upon rapids of a raging river, wandering..meandering forward to some premade destiny. And I anguish over a faint memory by which to make a haven I could fashion..some quiet harbor, a piece of silence, some spanse of pure nothingness, some touch of gentle calm. This, I yearn for..and driven I be, to manifest the means through which I may feel this peace within me. A peace that is the beginning and center of what I have in complexity, become 

  Such a holdfast upon my beginning I keep. From the time of conception, and soon after first breath, I emerged into the open light. I am breathing, and even after crawling, walking, and perceiving self light, I am still emerging from my original peace 

  Growing, I am distracted more and more, traveling far away from my beginning as starry lights in the sky are also but images of some deep uncertain past. I shall return. I cannot stop, not even for a moment! Ceaseless motion becomes constant, and ever constantly increasing, by which I become quartered and tethered to a figment of light..lacking volition, helpless condition, spiraling to some uncertain where or when, but nevertheless traveling there, a dark need impelling, a deep reunion impending. Needing a foundation standing, I live for communion with the peace, deep within the midst of my airy timelessness 

  From the dust through which I emerged, I shall remain separated. Beyond me, ahead of me, deep within, I sense there is more..there is a greater world to live! A world that I once saw long ago..when I was fully embraced and nurtured. And now, at the dark roots of my own intangible beliefs, I pass through, bearing the eternity and transfiguration brought about by denying each self there upon the basis of its own darkness. I am greater! than any sovereign dictum, any presidiary axiom, or system of them that could be. Any change I undergo is but from need. Each rose, a proper death. Each belief...eventual revelation of its dark roots, whereby a fatal blow is made to its immortalness. Perhaps such is the way immortality finds its end...seeking the specific time, place, and occasion that it may live

  The barrier of a thousand eyes weakens and fades as my need to feel life deeply seeks one bit of death after another..until suddenly, imperceptibly, my journey within, ends. And there, in the center of my storm, a deep peace pervades all that I am. No feeling, no thought. Awake with no memory sought. An original peace knowing, everything springs from nothing




3
Firmament of Illusion 

  Far distant and close'by..within pure space, the deep recesses of mind are everywhere flowing, streaming between starry bodies, coursing wide between great starry metropoli into vast oceans of void. Far away I be, away from the noise of futures made by self'made destinies. Deep within penetrating silence am I, where fantasy lives, and whims of thought are constructed with brilliant colored light that perceives only by reflection, and by it, respond only within a firmament of illusion 


  Within these seas, in these worlds, a wish brings its haven that it may become true. Feelings..notes of a melody, its motif..emotion, gives form to the solid objects that occupy this place...deep in space, each object is detached, unto itself, suspended..shaped and smoothed by thought drawing devoted light, passing from one emotion to another, one light motif to another..ever transforming noise to melody, or melancholy to song

  An idea works incessantly, busy shaping, sizing, gathering light unto itself, ignoring the dark cast far by its side. Yet, suspended in self light...when else can I be?..but in the time of my own destiny. To be within a world where time is an invention, a sense that suddenly appears and disappears. When time is gone, illusion is gone, everything is real, and we are where we desire to be. And I, unconnected to figments of mind..unassociated with any feeling that should leave me, wander throughout all the space that I be..forever changed, changing into forgetfulness, from which I may again spring, each again as though for the first time

  Feelings penetrate objects of thought. Dissipating, they hang in space as a misty fog..sullen and dark cooling. A heavy stillness penetrates, and my empty chamber deepens far beyond and away. Enshrouded by void, all objects, all tracks of thought in this pungent emptiness are of me. Why learn anything? All that I could ever encounter would be some feeling, some construction of light or pristine ideal of me, seeking some timeless place to be. What good are these apparitions of mind? that inborn darkness dreams..if they are only of me. By the systems of matter within a system, by a system within many systems am I bounded. To know what is within, is to know what is without...knowing within, immortal selves that would endeavor to remain and transcend the flesh if need be, to remain as they were, in their beginning

  And could I condemn a newborn within, for not having the same light as I? Could I think another born bad because they were taught to never love, trust, or serve no one but themselves in order to prevail and live? Can I judge another self within, without first a'judging my whole to be limited also? for I am also my limitations! I am my anger destined to turn on me, living some darkness within a greater darkness, I cannot otherwise but be..impassioned bits of immortal light surrendering to the mortality of time 

  And in time, I am pulled beyond the boundaries of me. Beyond me, another perceives me only what they wish to perceive, seeing me as they wish from their distant spaces of make'believe. Thereby seeing most often, what I am not. Seeing through stained glass and peep holes that they should fashion for my occasion. Far distant they are, as far as the starry light in the firmament, faintly blinking between whole moons 

 Feelings, images, what I wholeheartedly believe is suspended. Upon these occasions I feel..to live is to need. And with this vacuum taking a hold of me, I would ask the newborn there..."from what do you believe? From where do you arise? What are your dark roots that you should eternally be within?" ...a bit of death I would readily undergo, to know for the sake of my whole

  As the stars are of a very fine substance, so all of creation is. As the stars are mirages of some distant past, we dwell upon many paths of light. From the firmament of illusion, when the stars become suddenly still, time reduces to points in space, figments of mind. And when words become timeless pockets of light, they become vulnerable to the dimensions of time, gradually wearing smooth like a bold stone embedded within the path of a mountain waterway, or salted wood upon the shoals of sea with its splinters worn away, and from the smooth curves of windblown sandstone in distant deserts, I hear..."Words are only angles of an arbitrary notion, a wistful dream, and having no real substance, they do not forever endure..therefore, deny any canon!..abandon any thought implied." But what faint notion is this?..that such a process of ordering and directing the delicate substances of light, can be so easily cast out! Are conceptions made of such ghostly material that they live only as some vague apparition? How deftly is this act?..that, in so few words, innerspace can be severed from outerspace, a universe of orchestrated light extinguished, intellect wiped clean from the mind of Earth..obliterated! from this vast glittering universe. Such innocence maybe kindly, but surely an abysmal dismal darkness it is! into which, the light of stars enters, but does not leave. What is this? that finds such delight in the inflexible absolute. What is this light so dim? that delights only in itself, and all else..flexible, amorphous, according to whim
  Peace from all I need, and the resolution it breeds, for a good foundation that truly is, surely is as it seems...the dust and rock of Earth. From where then? does this confusion arise that absolute spaces of mind should replace the earthen floor as foundation. If not replace...align..or worse than align...just be!..unconsciable alien overlord to the dust and rock from which it sprang. Upon absolutes of mind do foundations of airy ethereal heavens and hell lay. From there, do cynicals condemn fault's innocence, and feverishly build la belle ideals for happiness in the after'world, of which we know not of..a'filling it with all the things lacking in the world we do know...always a'want'n for something better than what earthly incarnation provides. Indeed!..presidiary absolutes stalk the innocent, and direct what shall inevitably take so much, and give so little 

   Within this firmament of illusion, there is the power of roses, the overlords to love. The power of a word. The power of music. Love, words, spirit...all serving power to secure greater power..darkly indentured to serve a deeper need for ever'more power. As innocence is perceived as a fool, the fool knowing no affection becomes the hawk. And the newborn hawk quickly learns prickly deceptions, tricky confusions of emotion, conflicting visions from which fear’driven illusions take shape, like the surface waters of a sea, shallow or deep, troubled or serene..weeping and laughing its truth upon rock. And when resolute rock speaks, words can so easily project illusion. Touch, taste...what we feel listening to shimmering leaves of an October tree may become illusion. Its sensation passing through some resolute word that wants to live, wanting to be immortal so much..that it requires no context to be, amid snow drifts worn smooth by bustling spirits moving over land, ascending, shifting, drifting white purity!..soft, cool indifference packed under its own weight. A stillness within, far beyond the means to feel. Yet, even this detachment is of the world! Of one world high in the sky looking down upon itself, over seas, through streams feeding quiet lakes and hidden ponds becoming the bonds of what we are, and for a moment, becoming one...zen

  Of a crystalline pristine image can life so easily be, but so divine and self shining, shall I be at the expense of knowing fragrance, or the heven'bowe, or sweet melody? Shall I remain as some word forever fixed and rigid?..to be only angles of conception unable to tolerate any new experience from mortal confrontation?..and so restricted in this unchanging now, the sensuals become subtle pains..particles of self'light, those motes in mind seeking pleasures of pain. Is this label, I, so worthwhile? this immortal I, for which, the sensual world, I would so readily defile 

  Tone and inflections of tone that deliver words. Inflection and image. And if the words should belong to the great firmament of illusion, then only do indirections of light perceive and interpret. And righteous words upon a page become profoundly depreciated and lowered. They become sheets of flattened wood and cotton fibers stained with the deep umbrage of a sovereign who has perfected the borders of perfectly imperfect letters. And rebellious to these symbols standing, pain competes with pleasure. Yet, for all the dint of battle, any tone by which a word is spoken will be ignored, utterly obliterated. What end can this battle between competing feelings be? but the demise of each, as each tries to extinguish and make the other extinct. If feelings are not allowed to have their own space, each will estrange the whole..and so estranged, the whole shall deny whatever feels 

  Within this firmament of images that portray only me, empty I feel, searching for some hidden identity. I...illumination or illusion? In the next moment, great world views can so easily crumble into smaller pieces of itself, into razor'edged fragments that can so swiftly and easily sever a motif from its melody. Seeking the source of isolated notes, or fashioning some all'knowing light, apart I be from it all, seeking inflexible preciseness. Seeking myself in vain, each failure weighs heavy, each an impending doom, a'collecting and creating treacherous soil for a growing body of eyes..each seeing a different way, each begetting a new curve for light to travel through, a different shade by which to see what is true. And isolated, each spontaneously splits into two, four, eight..until it becomes the barbed edge of a thorn, until some feeling cools into a fluttering snow flake, until shadows deepen with fear, and the light of me crystallizes and begins to crack from fear. And the thousand shards silently contemplate the peace of the lamb. Yet, I remain..detached from this impending chaos, knowing that...when something is gained, neither is nothing lost. As nothing is, in the beginning, there remaining is as nothing. It is, afterall, when placing life solely into one's own hands, a thousand still'steady eyes looking out, remain unchanged 

  What stubbornness is this? that insists on standing with ideals, while withstanding the ideals of others? What will is this? that insists on being in complete command. What hopelessness is this? that heart cannot reach for something, anything within, that also belongs to another. What despair is this? that can allow one hand to fashion the poison for the other to take, when the lamb becomes the least, yet a lethal bolus inside the belly of a beast. What black hole is this fear?..this room so dim, this sparkless I, that divides so easily from the least of desire's whim 

  But my detachment grows stronger. The firmament is frozen. Only temporary eternities are permitted in death because there is no sense of life within a world where there is only time making motion conscious. Nor is there any remembrance of life when the world is eternally timeless, made so by ideals created to stay one's self...only the shadow of sadness reaching down as far as unleashed laughter reaches upward..for the sake of wholeness, with so many shiny, dangling, spangling, vainglorious beliefs..I am empty with every thought dispelled, every melody in isolation, every sensitivity withheld. A deep hollow emptiness fills me, until all that I am separates and expands...and clear, crystal clear void becomes me 

  I emerge. So born, I am also the space through which all that I am, or could be, may freely exist. This peace from so much pain. What can it be? but a part of I without desire, without feeling, emotion, or passion. Amid whirling images and mirages, they spin. There I be, silent and dim. A mere witness to happenings and happenstance. In detachment, this empty I. An inconspicuous self, an onlooker to all that lives. This bit of space, this still, steady eye 

  Such stillness has no weight, but lays heavy upon spirit. It creates or destroys time. It directs where time may travel in the midst of gray days. The dull white sky appears through bare moody branches already prepared for the turbulent dormancy of winter's sleep. Above, the spirits are alive, moving in unison to the north, and the clouds near the starry heavens are white and soft gray..a vast, wide river with undulating currents..misty waves high in the sky, flowing far and wide. Most leaves are gone. Blown away by the surging winds. Yet, some stubbornly remain, clinging to arbors reluctant to shed a part of itself, for winter's sleep 

  Still, barren and silent, withstanding cold winds, the arbors are one with the Earth spiraling. The Earth slowly turning, moving swiftly, silently coursing, sucking nourishment from radiance shining. Moments later, the sky breaks open. The clouds are swiftly traveling with the winds. Like the surface wakes of a deep lake they are..making their way north, ready to break upon the shores of hilltops and mountain peaks 

  And above these seas and rocky shoals is the dark starry firmament...always there, a perennial evening upon a quiet pond. The waters, like dark silvery glass, are still beside newborn grass when the moon shines full. And the quiet pond also lives, feeling the time to rest. Only the bullfrog is awake..and the stars, intensely alive! images shinning brilliantly from another time..blinking, twinkling, sparkling crystals mirrored by the still waters, and any who becomes awake in this night, feeling a bit of freshness pass, for moments of seeking sustenance, quietly stirring the grass. From a rustling of a reed, and swaying water crest within a darkly streaming brook, do night creatures feed. Meek they are, seeking the quietudes of evening. Sensitive they are to the slightest sounds and changes of mind, and all appearing to my ears like a chorus harmonizing, they remain themselves..unique and discreet 

  I also seek through the dark, touching the cool damp earth..feeling its soft sweet fragrance, and listening to the myriad of sounds somehow blending, until another unexpected creature moves closeby...and silence arises, and fills the sky..disappearing into the deep firmament of illusion above, so far, so wide 


4
Rosebud
  Fastened to the crucifix of her deep, he was also assured by the part of her that was free. Her freedom, inspiring the love that ruled his mind, suspended man..dark woman..they were bound by dark love with roots randomly arrayed, seeking nourishment in the nights of their affections. And they were carried freely, and their love beginning in dark union had cast its spell, when all familiar resolves readied themselves for the consuming fires, when the boundary between them dissolved, and with new boundary raised, and new'found freedom praised, in the night of their solitudes, they see what, and how much was exchanged


   And the sign read, "Last Exit. Each person is an opening into a universe. Enter here, into the midst of many. But be aware...from such a journey, an eternity may await you. And from eternity, no one returns the same." It was a turn in space, a place of rest, the oldest coffee house on Earth. Thought I better take it before I fly. I have traveled fast and far, and need only a bit of peace for a bit of time, before I return upon a new course, back to my distant star 

   At Last Exit cafe, where a table can be rented for the price of a Java cup, it was discussed that the unification of law and love was possible, after which, a ring of gold was fashioned with sterling fish and doves. Three of each meant its power, and their unification creates a star. The ring was offered under the light of a full moon from a traveler she never knew, and the traveler shook a Spring branch, and rose'colored cherry blossoms filled her chestnut hair, as they rained down upon her un'aware of what they bear..raining down, falling softly down around her, to the ground

   Neither had we met formally, nor informally. I felt I already knew you. I felt this strongly. Perhaps we are alike in many respects. If this is true, there is always the possibility that you will happen upon me again someday. Maybe next time we will become friends. Perhaps the feeling of familiarity as I had experienced with you, is only a fanciful flight of an imagination ever'poised for motion. The muse setting the imagination in motion, or the imagination magnifying emotion. Which is which? If you are the cause, it would be because of your effortless ability to distract me from myself who perhaps, all the while, is so ever'ready to be distracted. If you are a muse for an imagination always poised for some romancing flight of mind, then our natures may just as likely be un'alike, and unlikely to darkly effect a perfect chance meeting. As you see, I do not know here what is fantasy or real. Nevertheless, I must assume that you are a muse for my romancing mind, and what has been conjured'up there, must eventually be dis'spelled, as I know how. But, it is also pleasant for me to think that perhaps, my assumption is wrong 

   From his place so small to the world at large, he was drawn following the love mirage. While the love mirage performed her dance, he pursued unaware of her elusive substance, and discovering that she was not really there, he finds himself, the fool. But how does anyone know? Of love, no one is born wise  

   Her hair, radiant and sensitive, is full and alert and directs the purpose of her autumn spirit. Delicate life. So tenuous its branches, so sensitive its leaves readily falling, so this spirit may prepare for the cold siege relentless dictums make. Her poise is resolved. Her soul, deep..her give and take, discreet. We meet, and her need reached beyond the faceless disarray of my mind, but I was ready, so readily waiting was I, poised upon the barbs and fires of introspection. So ready was I, to receive the spirit of autumn for the wintering of her mind

   I cast a spell onto her, and in the same instant, she likewise enchanted me. Together, we were spellbound and felt the magic, and together, we dwelled for each other in foreverland 

   Spirit man and spirit woman formed. Spirit he for the field..agape, all'giving. Spirit she for the home, eros..she all'receiving, but for man and woman, for true love be, something more in each, each to each must be

   If both were all'giving, each interferes with each in the course of their all'giving love. Love is offered, yet all'giving cannot receive, and with love un'received, love is starved, and the embryo of love aborts, and returns to its star

   If both were all'receiving, there is no love to give. Again, love is starved, and the embryo of love unable to live, aborts from the world, and returns to its star

   Man and woman comes to be through each other, but with the agape river overflowing into eros hinterland, an enduring love will not stand. For with one all'giving, and the other all'receiving, and their union made, they are as one, and one of the same. And being one, there is no need for love between two. The embryo of their love does not abort as before..for it was consumed soon after the two became one..as the two there'after, vied for control of the one

   Without love, spirit man and spirit woman feel incomplete. With love, if the embryo of their love once born, and after taken its first breath, is not nurtured thereafter, spirit man and spirit woman promptly fall ill. Empty hearts drain their eyes, like a child's, depraved of affection. In this way, their love too, rapidly ages, grows old, and dies 

   From some darkened deep did the rains pour. Our images of one another were dripping wet. We cried..we laughed, and were terrified. I, king of fools..you, queen of gestures. And the tears became suspended in air..in their stillness, the light reflected, and we saw. The radiant light penetrated the cold images, and they broke like fine crystal glass. We panicked, cutting our feet as we ran. Frantic bleeding hands try to put the pieces together. After so long, suddenly, it seems, we do not know each other. Bewildered and strickened..all this! from simple gestures of intimacy. The pieces are brittle. Cry, and die a little. Laugh, and die a little. I want to live! Let our bodies heal. Let the pieces lay 

   For true love to be, the man knows, and so does she, for love eternal, it must be..as above, so below...as without, so within...each a soul, and for want of each to incarnate..heart and mind, body and soul, each to each, whole and unique, they must each time, recover from intimacy

   For true love to be, he casts his spell onto her, she onto him. Each now, man feeling spirit woman's soul, and woman feeling spirit man's compassion, both can give and receive. And if love between two is nurtured daily, the embryo of their love will come to term, and once breathing freely, be born in foreverland..if nurtured and tended daily, as two surviving intimacy

   How did I, who always deplored romantic illusion,  became a devoted slave to one? Was I so needy? that a young enchantress need only reflect but a few lines, shade, and color to what I needed in another. And I, so readily willing to fill'in what was not there, even contradicted by her, a'wooing and a'pursuing her to the ends of Earth. Did my need so deep cause my view of depth to become so shallow, that it precluded any ability to see others in their true darkness, lightness, and color? Without reservation or hesitation, I reached for the dream. Inevitably, two experiencing what each had conjured up about the other, and love to that end, shallow or deep, was as inevitable to become so fragile, so vulnerable. And while rejoicing hand in hand, each lays into the other's, the responsibility for the role the other is to play..only to become  angered when a word or judgment did not conclude or surmise appropriately..or critically paused about things that were omitted, or things that happened that should not have happened, or things unsaid that should have been said..and most certainly, ignore what did not resemble the portrait at all

    How could I have so fallen? knowing even then, that disillusionment, no matter how horrible, is far better than illusion of love..for I have witnessed the discord between two hearts as one..their control dramas vying to possess the one between them  

    And so it happened, by apparent happenstance, her path and mine converged. The queen of illusions, queen of queens..and the king of knaves, king of kings. And how willing I was to believe!..given already, I, predisposed to romantic psychosis 

    We were perfect for each other. She wanted to become absorbed into, respected by, but could not. I could, but would not. We had between us, great dialogues. So great was the force between us, that when we were not cutting great sensations short, we were beating them to death 

   Yet, illusion or not..romantic psychotic or not, it matters not whether love sees true or not. It only matters that it happens..that one knows a love greater than one's own earthly self..that one feels the power of a self'transcending force..feeling one's own impending transcension into a greater realm..not post viva, but in viva! A love to cause one's bones to strain, under love constraining

    As we were, by chance occasion on a dark Brahman night, an ominous meeting, more than we knew in the  Last Exit cafe. Was it a last chance that day? A pot of java on the table, upon which I spread paper aside paper of metaphysical inquiry. And through inquiry, we met in that night..and met more for the same, for many nights thereafter 

    Our nights became darker, as we learned what we had in common, was of a supra'conscious nature...things unable to incarnate, and be visible or sensible, here and now. We became darkly tied. I, my illusions defying every unreciprocating experience of her...her, surely, unbelieving my conspicuous lack of demand 

    Upon an ark originally given for exodus from our past to a land of make'believe, were we. It was large, made of thick oak beams, but with so many holes in its sides, we were vulnerable  to the moods of the sea. Its draft was the combined space of our dreams 

    We were upon an uncharted sea, upon a vessel, such as it was, designed more to carry freight than just her  and me. Little did I know of its destination or how sea worthy it was. A high tide and an unexpected current had carried us out to an open sea, and neither her nor I, knew where or how to port, if we knew where any be

    Confined and isolated so, it was a long time before the spell of my illusions of her wore thin and transparent. I think she had hope for me, but not illusions. I hoped my illusions of her would become real, but I managed at least, to not hope against hope 

    More adrift than catching the wind, even with sails, if we had them, would have been to no avail. By some singular star must two, together, set a course. It could not be worse..no rudder, no sail, no compass, nor star...only the great distance between us, gave our vessel enough expanse to right itself during stormy seas. Without a star to share, all we could do was ride upon prevailing currents. No vista, no visa...only visceral instinct to guide us

    As uneasy companions upon high seas, we were tethered tandem by some heavenly spun rope. For all we knew, we were well suited for one another..however much our course may become divergent...however much to each other, we were damaging, dysfunctional, or mutually oppressive with mundane detail things..and all the while, with no land in sight

    Our appreciation for being afloat saw us through.  We were set upon a course of fortune and misfortune, which included the range that luck will take with what planned fortune must, and with that fortune to become strengthened, we trust

    We stood fast through many storms, and have laid drained and prostrate through doldrum attitudes of sea..even so, I thought surely, our scuttle had some prospects for sail, rudder, and a cabin or two..with no locked doors or shuttered windows that confine. Yet, where could we go within? in the midst of a vast sea under an ancient glittering sky. From storm to storm, doldrum to doldrum, we drifted aimless upon endless seas..and somewhere along the way, we felt the great divide between us..though serving, became painfully greater, with awareness of it

    Originally, we had so little in common on earthly ground. We shared some empyreal realms, which was easy enough to do, being fast, as we were, to remain aboard in the midst of a sargasso sea. At first, we lived uneasily..a romantic incubus, a paranoid succubus. We dared to invade each other's dreaming. We were deaf and blind to each other's presence, but it was of mind..willfully deaf, and by our divergence, blind. The precious metals with which I fashioned words, were but airy twists of wind, blowing through the chestnut curls around her head. Drifting upon a sea with its vastness between us, did not diminish the bright ray of light that would sometimes shine through the dull overcast gray, when she played with impressions, or worked to improve the accommodations of our starlit state room. Her relationship with passive objects was within a virtual world of her own, and I, was outside that world because I had no image of myself. We were never in any danger of accumulating too much sentiment. With a rigid code of behavior we had for one another, we succumbed to preoccupation with rules. Dollars were spent to save pennies, and sludge hammers were used to drive five'penny nails. There was no community space separate from private space. We could only be slave or overlord to one another. With regard to both, we were poor performers. Chaos always seemed impending. Chaos...interference patterns from colliding remotely connected ordered systems. We were so remote, that only by instinct could we remain afloat

    We pressed on, and inevitably, it was our fate to happen upon that fatal current..without a star to guide by, or sail to catch the wind..or rudder, with which to course by design or whim, we found ourselves at the ominous rim with inevitable descent into a hellish hole..for this swell of sea, this stream we were in, was coursing down into an unseen boxed canyon below. We both knew..we could see far enough ahead. No means to alter the course, redirect the wind, or dampen the swelling ridge of the waters ahead. Floundering, we were pulled in. Our dilapidated ark began its descent into a great cavernous maelstrom. It must have been sixty fathoms across, and the same to the bottom! The nighted sky was broad, and full of incandescent moon. The winds were confused and chilled, yet sea spray was unusually warm. My horizon suddenly rose to a moon a'glow, which cast its luminescence, revealing swirling debris of all kinds, closeby, and far across the way
   Our thick'beamed ark hesitated not. As soon as it was over the rim, it descended upon the inside spinning mass of sickened sea. I heard a deadening roar, as debris from land and wrecked ships are ground into oblivion upon a razor'd sea bed deep below me. Our barge broke in two. It was a sham of a ship we knew, and though grateful that it kept us a'float, its destiny was hopeless. Her fingernails dug into its splintering wood..clinching with white knuckles, and with deep salted tears gushing, she was white with terror. Certainly, now, she knows not to cling to something that was barely there even in the beginning..whose prospect to become something more, was caught in this maelstrom, and naught for anything else, except certain oblivion 

    If I must go down, it will not be on this pathetic barge! And so, without hesitation, I looked deep into the spinning wall of sea before me, and jumped. No sooner did I enter, did I orient myself to a glittering nighted sky promising a sunlit day..and to my right, a treacherous misty abyss and its deadening faraway roar. The world was turned a'wry. Already, because of its overbearing weight, was my half of the old frame..several fathoms away. She, terrified and weeping with a death grip, cling'd to her piece of the barge. She was seized with horror. She was frozen in terror, still a'clinging to a hopeless pursuit. In her face, I saw a dark and grim withdrawal. She was unable, unwilling to let go. It soon became apparent that the pieces of the broken barge were descending at a greater rate than I. I thought..'at least the wretched wreck will precede me.' She peered steadfast into the foaming mists below, the rails of her half, she still would not let go. The look upon her face..such despair and anguish. Further and further away she moved, with terror ever deepening the creases of her soul. I shouted to her for her to see me, for her to see how far away she was from me..for her to see, where she was heading. It was not too late. If she could only hear me..."Give it up. Give it up!" 

    I saw the foam brighten and the dark waters take on a deep bluish sheen. Looking up above the slope of the spinning maelstrom, the waters were smooth, which means the wind had died. That always preceded the slowing of the tide..and I knew, there would be time enough for the maelstrom to fill. If only she would look my way, in my direction, beyond me to her beloved starry night, and see her favorite sun, the lesser light in the nighted sky..brilliant and whole. She was dim and grim. In the midst of the maelstrom roar, my cry was drowned. I had to give it one more try..and with all my might, to her I cry..."Jump! Jump, woman...jump!! Look to your left and reach for the sky!"   I saw her hands become free, and soon, with a leap of faith she plunged, reaching for her moon

   Matters of the heart sometimes steep themselves in hopeless pursuits of a pristine rose. Reaching out, each gesture of a word meets its mirror held by pale hands reluctant to receive the offerings of life. The heart journeys, and in movement has set itself into vulnerable motion. Aye!..the pain is vacuous and deep, and perceives only itself. Empty space. Feeling only itself, dark heart seeks to be felt. But in reaching for the bliss of the rose, this emptiness having grown warm from the anticipation of beauty's fragrance and pose, bleeds from a prickly stem. This rose is a perfect bud, slightly fragrant, yet unopened. And so, heart in darkness, I feel deep darkness..an acquiescence, a numbing stillness unable to provide the tender warmth of radiant inspiration, nor sufficient waters of affection, nor rich soil of sustenance that a rosebud needs to open, and live its dream. Darkness streams through the heart swiftly, quietly..restlessly passing. And arising, a fine mist surrounds the heart, wherein beauty is shielded, and the gray fogs are overlord to expectant I. Vacant eye, love unrequited? ...nay, 'tis only a long valley within which, labors of love darken the shadows of a sleeping weeping willow. Wild unripened rye stands in perfection, in perfect stillness, the distant heart suffers the anticipation of another mirror. Another offering is returned. Not even to the wind are drops of blood given, to heal wounds of isolation. The small stream is beautiful. Clear, effervescent, flowing into pristine pools, but flowing away, flowing up through the dark stillness of a glacial valley, flowing upwards to the sky..here is my hand. It is warm in the coldness, of this space between us. My reach is for you. The sun in me aspires to deepen, so my words may brighten. My substance shall enrichen, my heart remains open, and I will gather water from the stream, flowing into heaven. And I shall ever love, and seek whatever else, that will help cause you to blossom. In the bosom of an unfinished poem, an abandoned emotion lives in stillness and commands the aspiring rosebud. Commanding me, love demands from far beyond me, and I shall acknowledge the wish of the rose and withdraw. In loving, I only wish to endear..but the expectant rosebud will sting any, who ventures too near. To touch, to know..soul co'mingling with soul..loving deep, wide, and far, you are waiting, in silence, for the magic to open you. The magic that will come..when my rapture dies 

 Imagination, insecurity, fear. When woven together, they become strands of a deadly rope that left to itself, kink up into a choking noose around the weaver's neck. And with each bitter gesture of mind, the eyes, the mouth, the body trembling, the noose tightens, and spirit is stretched into stillness. Laying spent, freezing indifference makes the body bare itself to its fire of fear. But it too, comes from a deep wintering of mind, and like a faraway desert sea, the fire of fear is but a simple mirage. False flame! Hopeless indifference! It cannot weep. Not even a drop of sea will proceed from my eye. Sleep! To sleep. Sleeping in oblivion, into darkness deep, I plunge 

    "Under the thundering darkness, the sea fell and surged with heavy spirit. Alone, in the night I chose, I arose high upon my challenge to a dark, robust sea. Rising high within me, I feel the power of the pounding sky. My motion forward had come to a sudden end over violent waters of a darkly thrashing sea. Murky bulbous clouds are, in an instant, enlightened by thundering radiance with the bursting darkness closing in. The heaving waters are drawn skyward, and my bow reaches for the heavy heavens. My vessel is thrown starboard, rising aft, falling port, the blazing light fills me with its sullen vision. And with each thundering report, I felt, under the angry heavens, a great surge rising high above my mast. Over me, a mountain masked in black, broke its pose. The sky, fractured by bolting light, revealed a breaking crest lurching for me. But chance favored my sail, and carried me away upon the slopes of a dark mountain submerging "
    Suddenly awake, in the pitch of night, I looked out from my bedroom window. The soft tapping rain. The quiet, gentle'touching wind, I felt chaos seeking order. I saw moonglow breaking through..glimmers of love, whispers of wind, gently streaming above 

    Dark towers of my city obliterate the sky. They fill my eye, and impose their stillness like some giant prehistoric thought. Heavy concrete of jutting polygons competes for a place very high. But now, through love darkly, I see the dust settle gently in the gray crags. And humble seeds from the plain, with a drop of rain, maintain their hold, in the quiet dark cold


5
Beauteous Time
  So easily can a beauteous sensation spawn a brief eternity, in which the universe becomes weightless and non'existent, except for what is experienced in that instant
  When winter is in the north, I face the southern horizon, and to the east, I see the sun rise brightly red, and set abruptly in the west. And below the equator, the same sun is seen while facing the northern horizon, rising leisurely high in the eastern sky, and setting red in the west. North of the equator, I look far to the east. My time is high noon. Their time, deep night. At one minute past this midday hour, I look again to the east, in the midst of this cold windy day. I look to where everyone is sleeping, resting for the next day approaching. And far westward from this midday, they stir from a deep repose for yet another morning, in the beginning of winter's night. Down under from there, other people are also rising, but morning is warm and brighter..because there, it is early summer. Gaining time, traveling toward dawn. Losing time, passing twilight..experiencing no time, leaving at noon and arriving at noon of the same day that was left behind thousands of miles away..time sways, time streams..time stops, time dreams. Time speeds, time crawls, time is saved or lost, but more often belonging to a different day. At the moment of midnight faraway, out at sea, if I should look to the west, I would see the first moments of tomorrow where yesterday and tomorrow greet. With each passing moment, tomorrow grows from yesterday, as yesterday steadily yields to the silent meditation of Earth. And when the last moment of a solitary yesterday passes, there is an instant when all of Earth is of the same..when the border of tomorrow and the boundary of yesterday disappear, and all time on Earth, seems to belong to a single day. Yet, such a brief passing this instant is, passing as quietly as the Earth turns, turning for a new day, with yesterday close behind 

  Time bleeds, time weeps..time keeps and moves on. Time takes, time forsakes..time initiates and terminates. Time gives, time forgives, and lives and re'lives. Time is elixir, fixer, mixer. Time is the medium in which all negotiates. The impossible becomes possible. The intractable, in time, sees a larger world than itself. And as much as time serves, it serves un'aware..unless in its passing, its passing self'aware, takes forever

  Falling I am, into paradise image of wonder divine, I find endless play among metaphysical stars in this timeless space, as one starry paradigm imperceptibly shifts to another. With eternal night and day, ever fading, ever regaining, am I newborn, and reborn again and again with each new sensation...touch, sight and sound, fragrance and flavor, and the mystery of color. Dark sleep is but a brief passing eternity within which, the world and its universe exists without me, and with each passing night, a bit of beauty shall also pass..as surely and unnoticed as the Earth turns, and time burns, and the moment last, never returns 

   While faintly feeling all the beauteous sensations on a mid'summer's lazy day...where? but in this garden of dessicated roses standing still, do purgatories lay. Laying in silence, deep stillness. Hearing nothing else except breathing, and heart beating. Where else? but in the stillness of suspended time, can paradises of beauty be paid. Where else? amid the sultry stillness of an abandoned rose garden, can I feel the subtle, gentle essence of my beginning. Throughout eons unending, it seems..from eternities refrained, am I so formed. From countless periods of time, have subtleties of sensation emerged to be. And how dearly now, do I pay to foster anything of worth! How painfully must I give? a bit of soul for a portion of beauty, for a new sensation, as some light casts its ray into there, and that bit turns from un'conscious night, to conscious bright, so beauty may live 

  As this world is perceived, this universe so long ago was conceived. As this universe was so ever re'formed, was I, from the need to be, so formed. And so formed am I, with only a minute portion of matter there is. Of water, my body mostly is. Of space, I am..more than water. A portion of water, and a portion of space, with a minute portion of matter, am I..but with any measure of sea, any portion of lake, or aloft within a great billowy mist, is there some water perceiving another?..or some faculty of a frozen mountain peak, knowing the beauty from there?..or anywhere? feeling pleasure thereby, of the systems of creation and their intricate relation. Beyond the mountains and sky, beyond the sun and the great starry metropoli to which I belong..far, far away from all this, is so much of creation continually being destroyed, as often as it is made. Being so very, very small in this vast system of things, amid imponderable mass and space am I. And so predisposed..I wonder..even so, amid all this, where is beauteous time? if , like love, it cannot say, "I am, I live" 

  In this world of many sparkling lights, vast regions of stars and space are everywhere. As a speck in this vastness, I am. As a being, my senses are hopelessly inept in bringing to me now, the universe everywhere. Within this firmament, there is only the sparkling and the twinkling of a very old memory. Even the steady blaze of the radiant sun is but a memory of its slow decay..in the minutes it took to arrive and make this day. Yet, from all and everything did I spring. To be. To feel. To simply say, "I am." Is this the sole purpose? of all the vastness of space and imponderable substance..this simple awareness, this self'seeing eye. And if there be only one eye, would it not be the center of the universe? with but one sentiment of beauty. And if there be only one sentiment in the universe, would not that sentiment? own the universe

  Within a minute portion of space, I am through a minute portion of my body perceiving beauty against imposed gradients of order and disorder. Amid great regions of timeless space and unyielding giants of radiant matter, one must travel far to find even one origin of beauty from minute space and matter, self'aware. And how easily! this minute realm can, with one simple vision, achieve parity with all there is. Aye indeed!..only through a self'seeing eye, do the I's of existential calamities lie, vie, and die in eternities for a bit of beauty

  Within sweet haven, I be for a time, for a brief moment. For a blink of evolution's eye, I am of an insignificant amount of time. Knowing only a minute region of the universe immediately around me, I reside upon earthen ground with colors mixing darkly, moving through space swiftly, silently, moving inconspicuously through so much imposing convoluted light. Within the depths of endless eddies and oceans of void am I. Deep in space, I am in the midst of a vast ocean of emptiness. Of spiraling systems of starry clusters, I am within a single cluster upon a planet held fast by a solitary common star among countless stars. Within a body I call my own, am I. Within this tiny portion of matter, I am amid the vastness of space and matter everywhere around me. With minute space and time, I perceive only a small ray of all the kinds of light there are. I can only touch a minute portion of all matter that can be felt. I hear, taste, and smell only within very narrow thresholds. Like the tiny Earth I am upon, my body is but a minute fragment of all there is. Yet, how easily can a single sensation of beauty, equal or outweigh all the preponderance of matter and space there be. So easily, can the rest of the universe be made weightless and non'existent in the moment, when even the least of beauty is perceived. The entire universe of stars can be obliterated during beauteous time. Even for the chance that a bit of beauty may be gained, large portions of soul may be given..or in the end, after a lifetime and chance misfortune, with so few precious feelings..even the whole of one's soul may be offered, for a beauteous sensation, where there was none before
  Traveling swiftly and silently upon a journey through deep stillness, within this silent emptiness, I am upon a small vessel turning..basking before a radiant starry body. Time sees, and time sleeps. The day turns, the night creeps. Like in some deep slumber, the Earth slowly turns, and time inevitably returns the warm radiance of the sun, to everyone. Time breathes as the Earth turns, and time chants as the seasons pass in motion around the sun, spiraling through space, this Earth is where beauty lives 

  And upon the Earth, over land and sea..over the cold extremes far to the north and south are the spirits of the wind, unseen yet everywhere. Rising high, high away from the Earth below, clean and clear, the spirits enter freely, any who would notice its rhythm..breathing in some sleeping rhyme, the Earth turning..like the seasons, its  rhythm conducted by the Sun..and the sea, its cadence, directed by the moon..rising, ebbing, and falling, I breathe freely, and feel its charm...grand, brilliant, and warm 

  So far from matter forming and re'forming the creation around me, the empty space and the matter it contains I call me, constantly seeks beauty. Feeling the emptiness of space, I know the directions that space has to offer. I am soothed and seasoned by beauty enpassing. For beauty divine, how precious are the subtle agonies of discord? How valuable are the terrors of tough love, posing itself as love?..or the impending doom of hate, fear'driven delusions posing itself as fate, or fearless delusions, offering themselves as escape. How valuable? is any tyranny of mind, dominating. Yet, they are progenitors of beauty..the mud from which, the lotus springs 

  Within the extremes of Earth, will life endure eternities of twilight and dawn..of heavy summer days firing clay and barren soil, where the waters are barely measured or felt..or where the earthen floor, thick with evergreen, is gorged with fresh waters, flowing, always seeking its own level..where a small village sits highest in the sky, and the million stars at night readily penetrate the cool stillness of a nocturne mind there..where the Earth cracks deep and wide, opening its past to any, that may read its memory..where the wind can blow a shaft of straw through a tree..or where the waters freeze readily around the eyes..such eyes ensearching, would find, even amid these extremes, some vision of beauty. I live..even if only for a brief moment, and a brief moment more, if more is at hand, because in that moment, beauty may arise, and as easily as wise Earth becomes covered with autumn leaves, immortal infernos of pain become forgotten in beauteous time. It is, by some portion of magic that beauty in all its splendor, make eternities of wonder, and life, forever


6   The Ark 

   From the sun and Earth long ago married, has life adapted and flourished. From a fertilized seed I floundered, and raised'up to crawl. I stood tall to perfect crawling, I walked to perfect standing, and ran to perfect walking...then ran and ran to feel perfect. From the delicate magic of father spirit's aura, from the fertile womb of my earthly alpha, in the moon I feel, a life'giving vision. As life evolved hardy and errant, in spirit and body, its memory I inherit. From all this, have I been delivered since the beginning when a ray of sun sought a fertile sea. Life still clings to its earthly womb, and I, having been freed, and having played to exhaustion, and fought to conclusion, and having wished long and aspired far, feel this sea, its memory, its gentle calling 
   Time, space, and matter, and the nature of life are the events of creation. And where I am within the nature of my senses, the subtle forces are the powers that bind, and the powerful forces are so, only for a limited time. And all I know are the effects of shifting infinities of mind, dichotomies of will between the one, and many within 

   Within this world of effects, I plummet into the smallest of small until changing masses of light indicate to me, where single bodies of spirit are but ghosts...probabilities beyond the inclination of my mind to capture them in suspended time. Yet, they nevertheless appear as delicate and fleeting as matter is reluctant to reveal itself...appearing as red, yellow, blue, and green, the universe is brilliance beaming, gleaming through openings in the opaque mist, where I see the heven'bowe, made also of yellow, red, blue, and many others. All delicate effects within the vastness of the universe are one through the inevitable spiral that one small body makes to a larger one...in deep space..where I must be very careful with thought, because here, the mind is intense, and within an artificial day, thought can soar unleashed, making me central, and through miniscule portals, make weighty the slightest events..where dark voids are the borders of dreams, where wantonness for answers now, would give me the experience of eternity..of eternal unrest 

   I am in deep space within the swirling arms of a large radiant body. I am where a portion of creation breaks down, and the radiance of matter is given in all directions. I am within a galactic body spinning inward with many families of starry bodies, and I move imperceptibly, around the soft incandescent glow of its heart. Around me, great bodies of void are made. They are curved passageways throughout the universe, and I am within one, within its current, wynding and spiraling outward, as I journey inward 

  So large is the universe that countless generations of lives would pass to see only more void. Generations of civilizations would see little more in neighboring starry clusters than what their ancestors, thousands of years before were able to see..for great seas of space separate the starry clusters, and within its midst, I am moving, traveling, drifting throughout the infinitudes. Before me are black voids where light enters but does not leave. And the memory in the sparkling night of galaxies long since passed..their light has yet to arrive. How great and vast, how endless the Universe is! Yet, how profoundly limited it is!..as I am specifically bounded and formed by my own limitations to sense it

   I sense galactic bodies. I see them in all directions..yet, I know not, which un'steady light is from the same body, and which is not! Knowing not, as the race of illusions course through immense reaches of space, evolutions arise from violent beginnings where forces of will meet infirmaries of mind and implode..exploding into brilliant radiance, boldly expanding in all directions. Here and now, where time and space is meaningless, into the emptiness I pass, its miniscule voids re'passing into me, throughout me..through my many portals, am I born on a journey within rapid currents of space, and fated to the destinies of newborn creations

   From the delicate substance of stars are dreams fashioned. From the solitude of dreams does substance emerge into great oceans of space. Beyond a lifetime, far beyond many lifetimes, bits of matter self'aware, gather and re'gather, like with like, and disperse into the great emptiness beyond. They gather into great galaxies within which, life may have evolved several times over again before the image of one starry metropolis is able to reach another. Suspended bits of consciousness a'mass within eddies of streaming space..within quiet pools of space, they aggregate, and disassociate because the sum of all matter, space, and time is always changing, expanding, pooling...eons streaming, space abounding!...light convoluting, matter compounding 

   Since the beginning of what I can see, oceans of space have accommodated many evolutions of thought. Inspiration, a mighty scythe...death and re'birth freshens and re'freshens...color, vision..sound and fragrance. Reaching out to what is there, I feel enlightened..and then intensely, feel its sensation 

   Amid expanding space and conscious light, I stretch out to wherever the mind I am traveling through, is..to wherever radiant tentacles of a sun span throughout many galaxy systems, and when all the self'conscious eyes become weary, cognition wavers, and self'reflection deteriorates old rafters of belief, I be..disintegrating old webs of thought between them into dust scattering throughout the vastness of dark empathy. They become utterly disintegrated, disassociated, but charged by the light of a star, the birth of a new mind is given. The radiance of light heightens..the disintegration of its fiery surface maddens for its own sake..for the sake of even more space, metric volumes of void pass and outstretch all affinities for matter self'aware, for such knowing too compounded, or too singular, isolates too much

   The gravity of substance wavers, as infinity wavers, contemplating the finite, for this place called hinterspace is given by conflicting stations of mind..and when a portion of the conscious should lapse into a dreamless sleep, this now self'aware disappears..and I know the emptiness darkly, I become refreshed by its oblivion

    Throughout the distant reaches of creation, there are the immense seas of space and the great rivers of space that feed them. Above, below, ahead, and behind me, the brightness of swirling bodies of light and matter sparkle like radiant diamonds. They are seen through clear rivers streaming, through seas of void drifting. The wandering rivers are like the cool clearness of a fresh'born brook making its way to the vast waters of a primordial sea. Throughout all the stretches of mind, great rivers of void begin from willful distortions of space and time, when for an instant, motion and dimension cease as the stars give all moods of color, as its radiant beams expand in all directions, and end..when gathered into an image of a star within me 

   The stars in the heavens are upon a course within a boundaryless universe. Paths of light become lost within great bodies of dust. Vast dark bodies discharge their captured light as red sullen heat, but each image of a star I see, is a mirage of a time long since passed, as they find their way through the many streams of clear space to link, through their many forms, eddies of space with the starry metropoli beyond 

   And starry bodies everywhere are formed from the solitudes of a vast dimly connected consciousness, for here, wherever I turn in space, blackness surrounds me. I feel deep darkness around clear channels through which images of the past shine..through which I move, and sense gentle heat from dark space, where starlight from every direction, near and far, have entered its immense system of minute particulate matter..a dark ocean where mirages of the past, end by their own dispersion and distortion. I feel currents of space passing through me. I sense gentle streaming of disconnected light merging and separating around me. The many starry bodies brighten and fade, the patches of dark darken, and another murky, disarranged body of dust, becomes a warm embryo of a star 

    As regions of void become greater around me, I am soothed by its simple clarity. I feel soft darkness, and I am struck softly by radiant light. Amid the celestial heavens, within the confines of time, I feel the ancient light of an old universe glitter at the end of its journey within me. Nearby, within a swirling arm of starry metropoli, the star of molten Earth slowly revolves with other stars, all a'collecting unto themselves the many species of matter according to their nature and abundances. Upon this sun, radiant plasma surging, ascending high, arching and falling into itself, packs into deep compression. From this sun, steady streaming of imponderable might, seeps deeply into all matter, into all of me. This starry body is more than just a source of light...it is a foundation upon which, definitions of space and time endure as brilliant light'beams gather and flow out in all directions. Fires from the deep of supercritical matter arise to make new substance. All matter forms again and again within the inferno radiance of the stars. Light compounding into the matter we are. The emptiness around a newborn star, causes matter to turn into itself, and so convoluted, turns inward evermore. Its moons so specifically formed, finely attune in rhythm around the young star. Eternities of stillness subdue. The earthen floor cools violent upheavals of flaming molten spirits, and the ascending spirits are calmed by the quiet darkness there. I feel the assurance of its mass, and the inescapable relation it has, with other masses

   From matter, already configured with attitude, comes matter self' aware effecting attitude. And so it was, from a deep distant past, from the present and distant future that will pass in like manner, out of the un'selfconscious dust, a self'conscious eye having aged with the stars, will give birth to a self'conscious mind thinking for the first time..and any aware, even dimly aware, remembers distant beginnings, but only as a feeling

   From violent molten magma erupting, days and nights are uneven..erratic..varying in discord with the mirages of distant stars. From the infernal bowels of Earth, mountains spew black fiery clouds to divide many times the forming waters. Here, elements of creation meet openly. They meet crimson tides, purple skies..the earthen floor, its amorphous mass of sulfuric yellow, and gray, and smoldering black caverns. Waters occasionally form out of the dense dust and rapidly cool the brooding skies, to bring down upon the darkly disarrayed surface, fierce rain beating..the Earth cools, and disorderly light and indifferent voids atone with sultry spirits over land and sea. The waters violently surge and rise to thin ethers, rising to the primal dint of a radiant sun, to the primeval mind of empty space there, for the laws that govern great starry systems govern also, the smallest bits of matter

   In the beginning, from the darkness of celestial deep, primeval consciousness of the spirits' continuum become elementals, becoming complex convolutions of itself, evolving into ever'more complexities within an un'interrupted environment. Ever moved, ever moving, it takes from the spirits over land and sea, and from the waters only, what it needs to exist..to resist, even if for only a moment longer, the brunt of any intent or chance event that would quench its inner dim light. And the watery deeps of murky rivers over steaming land, flow rapidly into the seas, into the skies, like some boundless need striving to surpass the bounds of its time, for the first convolution of consciousness is a particle of light escaping eternal nothingness..the need to be elsewhere, the will to continue to be..not by grand mission, design, or purpose, but because it be, knowing not, how not to be. And from this, systems dominate other systems of lesser will. I sense the boldness of primitive fire where it meets the sea. I sense the notes of many melodies. I feel the chants of primordial beginnings 

   Great spirits moved as massive unyielding storms. They were readily fed by soaring eruptions of molten magma from earthen basins deep beneath the seas. Massive fronts of alien gas from smoldering rocks and lakes of fire move across land, carrying turbulence and debris. The Earth was aglow from the flow of the molten liquors from its fiery young heart. Through many eons did the waters gather from gentle vapors upon the winds, rapidly arising, swiftly moving, readily giving and taking with its supple nature. From giant mountains towering high into the dark heavens with thick molten rock oozing, and shoals of the sea foaming, inferno towers alight the black heavens with streaming scarlet red..yet, as hot and everlasting as this radiant Earth appeared, giant clouds burst into thick rains, and quenched the dark moodiness of black barren plains 

   From eons of fire, did the waters gather into greater seas and vast oceans until basins and mountain peaks were subdued by a great body of water, of roving swells and foaming crests, of foggy mist settling upon waters deep, upon surfaces shallow. Wandering howling gales move great bodies of water, and fierce waters surge toward the sky until they become momentarily suspended as giant mountains..and crashing down, they would set into motion, deep valleys upon the surfaces of waters deep..for as the waters were released by fire, they are free, ascending currents over sea, falling and spreading its silky sand, its supple awareness over barren land 

   With seas calm, spirits gently flow, wandering through great spanses of time..shifting, spreading, converging..shearing, convecting, spinning..traveling easily far and wide as cool misty winds across vast plains of water. Clear waters suspended high amid the ethers collect into great bodies of white mists. From horizon to horizon, they settle upon the seas, and muffle faraway erupting mountains. Pillars of fire feed the sea from rivers of hot liquid magma..and a deep stillness settles upon the oceans. Where molten fire and quenching waters meet..where out from the grainy mud, primordial vessels peak, and spread throughout the seas as the first embodiments of peace. From the dust, from the fire in union with a murky sea, throughout eons of crimson sunsets and radiant penetrating dawns, the first primordial bodies formed. I feel for brief moments its inner domain, feeling these simple havens, the need to be this quiet reprieve, a temporary rest from a restless quest among the stars..to be this peace made greater by fiery upheavals of a violent world, where, in beginning, there are no bounds of time...in the beginning, there are no bounds 

   So well hosted, I dwell longer and longer as the hosting body permits. I live as deep as this silent sea, as long as starry radiance gives, upon the surface of a young Earth, the will 'to be' lives within a delicate body, a fragile host so readily changing from the violent transgressions against its small, but affable temple of peace. Within these simple bodies, sweet dreams from afar drift in abundance, for even the most radical variant, may become the only parent. So many are there!..but only when the total of what I am, feels greater than the sum of my parts, do I feel alive! That whole of being, that gentle completeness from which, a larger, freer world is known..where I feel the fullness, a need for realness, that affinity for the radiance..that station 'to be'..as I sense a world larger than I, there is! cause to be, if only to experience one feeling..because I am greater! than the sum of my parts. I live, and readily divide to sharpen perception, and pause from sensation, however meager the feeling may be. Dying, and momentarily breathless for a brief eternity, re'emerging as two if necessary, feeling the greater whole beyond the parts I am. And deep within, is the heart, the memory by which a primal cell becomes my cell, my body in which, the sum of its parts, is less than the feeling of gentle peace within its confines 

   Countless times, over and over again, dividing within, holding on and transcending the limits of growth, am I predisposed..for within me is a deep need to be a bit longer in this vast sea..to feel a bit more, the sensation..if to be no more than momentary peace within this fragile haven of instinct and space..where there is no time for contemplations..only the urgency of compelling need..for in the sea, upon the sea, in the midst of the wind, upon the shoals, a simple dream'state roots into the sun, into the earth and wind, within vast currents of swelling seas they begin. Deep green upon the tides are simple havens wandering, drifting into every crevice, every rift, every crag in every rock. One dreamstate or another, competes with another in its own way for earth, wind, and sun. One or another is favorably or un'favorably selected, in a violent, demanding world

   Primordial havens have evolved to be more complex, insofar as greater complexity enables the haven to exist longer, and being thuswise deeply stressed, the change becomes indelible and a new body is formed to keep. Within one, I am moved, and I move. I am touched only by that which was, in the next instant, forgotten. Only dimly, within this tiny haven, wandering aimlessly..touching and being touched, am I under the spell, the sensations of myself. I change deeply within. I divide many times and grow in greater complexity..feeling more and more as the dark of 'giving and taking' selects those who see more, feel more, or move more..selecting those who are stronger, who adapt and be evermore longer. Only in this now, has all ever lived, and so it always has been, that all living is given only by all once lived, and so it shall always be, that while all to live will be given by all living now, for all to live, only the conscious dust may bring..for only from consciousness, can consciousness spring

   Ages ago, the moon settled from a molten glow, and cooling to the darkness of its new face, it will set itself in Earthbound motion at a uniform pace. As moon'phases pass, great seas are compelled to follow, and a rhythm is set, the seas are swayed, and the waters rise slowly upon the land and retreat, for they are moved by the chants of full and dark moons 

   Violent storms of wind stir the surface of a great ocean, from which great mountains with foamy crests suddenly rise to a peak and separate..rolling and crashing down upon the heavy surface of the ocean deep, ending thickly upon land so steep. The radiant sun beats down upon barren ground, and heat swells dust'ridden space. From the dust, waters collect into massive iridescent mists. Wind'strewn rains assault the sides of rocky mountain cliffs. Upon barren plains, the rains collect into raging rivers racing to the seas..through rugged encindered terrain, through darkened murky days and pitch black nights..beneath thundering light arcing the skies and striking convulsing Earth, wind'driven dust, coarse and rude, rises high, riding upon great bodies of wandering spirits, smoothing and polishing the sides of massive monoliths, and rocky hills, and jagged jutting mountain cliffs 

   Bits of earth travel within currents of swelling rivers to a wide open sea. Effortlessly and swiftly are they carried. Abundant silt makes gentle, the ocean floors, and white sand and windblown barren land by the seas are sparsely inhabited by primordial green, and through translucent windows in a dark murky sky, sunsets are made red by hot magma flowing. Driven upon the shoals, I sense giant flashes of light across the sky, and feeling thunder distantly, softly, the quiet hiss of molten fire enters the deep roar of the sea. I feel intimately, the gentle rhythm of swells, heavily rising and dropping and shattering upon rocky shores. A great sea moves subtly..swaying, shifting..rising, falling...the Earth turns as the waters reach for a captivated moon. Ocean currents move freely upon still waters, and phases of moonglow make another day between twilight and dawn, for the sea, the universe of primal beginnings, serves also as the blood of the living. Striving for feelings more, deep within the waters, or upon some quiet shore, I feel a gentle world against which, motion I make. Swiftly moving, a'wandering, gliding..rapidly submerging with the speed of my will, I feel the waters give'way, yielding to the passage of my body..I rise swiftly through the gentle resistance of this silky essence, for what I deeply breathe fills my veins..rising faster to the borders of my world, I break into the delicate ethers of the heavens..and freed, I am suspended, feeling free..feeling free in motion

   Ahead are sullen waters, and the sky looms over the horizon, dark and murky. Again, the earth shakes and the waters tremble until they surge upon the shore. Rising high as a giant mountain, it suddenly disappears and vanishes beyond. I move swiftly, preserving myself within, carefully avoiding those who would consume me for their own sustenance. The darkened skies approach, and stormy waters foam and swirl. I submerge deep. Throughout within me, is essence of sea. Through me, the waters pass. Of me, the waters become the most of what I feel. Through a great sea, I pass..swiftly, easily, smoothly. And wherever the waters ascend from the sea I breathe, they travel to places I will never know

    Dark rubbles lay quietly as memory of a violent past, when stone, die'd and cast from mountain foundries, shaped into great monoliths. The earth, dark and moist, was enriched with each epoch of life, death, and decay. The warm radiance of a starry body faithfully gives, from dark to light..light to dark. Life to sleep..life awake..sleeping lightly..darkly living, all light, readily convoluting. And once inbeing, there is a new light!..a need to see more a'new, to touch more, to more wholly feel!..until, with complex needs, I struggle to see the light, for wherever there is light, there is definition of space. Within every bit of substance, there is light and space. Without light, there is no substance, no existence, no meaning, no distance..no presence of I, nor sensation

   I feel the presence and absence of spirits around me. The stillness is thick and torrid. The sun burns. Putrid vapors from thick bogs and pungent swamp smogs rise with scalding ethers from the bowels of Earth. I seek the comfort and stillness of quiet caves, for winds from north and south will approach and spread cold upon a dark earthen floor 

   Our quaking bones and quivering veins..the blood thickens to avoid the pain of cold while I sleep in fire'lit caves. Through piercing winds fiercely howling, I sleep..only to suddenly awake, to a slight quake..of a dry twig, a falling stone, or splintering bone. I am deep in our cave..and my deep, yet to be born, stirs in dark sleep 

   The Earth is of land and sea..each life whole and complete from struggles to be, in every action and reaction wanting to be. Through eons of generations, every desire, every passion seeks every crag and crevice, every depth of sea, every spirit of haven above, every niche of Earth, below. Indomitable spirit!...evermore abundant and hungry, driven by fragrance unseen, or charged by the slightest movement upon the floor, or enlightened and taken high above, upon unseen ethers there...this haven I am in, seems peaceful and fair 

    And life abounds within the sea, by the seas..upon hills, within lush green valleys..within currents above, upon the land everywhere, I feel enriched by so much that has lived. Throughout the land, I sense its fragrance. Its softness gives way as I walk toward the sky. Seeing afar, I sense a deep shadow moving with me, and for a brief eternity, feel faintly, the presence of me..feeling deeply, far off, the billowy whiteness in the sky, I gaze long, and feel the birds flying, feeling faintly the presence of me, moving slowly across distant vision..rapidly changing, over a dark horizon 

    Throughout the universe, there is mind co'mingling with matter. There is mind in matter. And as great as its thought may be, so must its feelings be..as deep and profound as its knowledge can be far and wide, for the need to be permeates all matter, and emerges as phases of darkness and light with its own need to be purely, a subject of circumstance..a creature knowing, even for only a brief moment, knowing with no sense of past or future, for better or worse, the bles'sed sensual..the eternal sensuous 

    Even supernatural masters of cognitive evolutions must also rest..for, in as much and as far as they may see, they too, like any being, have their path of darkness within this vast, glittering universe. They too, must sleep..and in that sleep...the flurry of butterflies, and wandering critters of all kinds..the wait of a spider, the anticipation of its web is given...the hawk hovering over a field, the field mouse digging for its home..the fish seeking smaller fish, the lark ascending high..the gater dozing down'under..the arbor sleeping under a blanket of darkness...sleep within deep sleep, the un'selfconscious myriad of all, is but a sleep..a sweet darkness, a reprieve far away, from the event horizons of their day

    Among the multitudes of all manners of life..through the spirit of their living encounters, the mighty conquers the weak..the caterpillar deceives, appearing as a snake, or the bold spirit of a tiny creature attacks with imposing jaws...its own destiny, determined to make. The dawn horse gains stature through generations, growing mighty with great speed to match its own need, to be. In the deep of all substance is the change I seek, seeking diversions for the eternity I am...I drift throughout this earthen body, in the midst of a vast sea..having been clearly created..having been born into a body that will certainly wither in time..having been born of spirit in that time..and in time, to inevitably know the different courses that body and soul take, back to the primordial sea from which it came. Such vastness of space is this sea, such vastness is there, to serve even fleeting moments of life. I am the space, I occupy. I am the unseen ethers I breathe. I am the waters emerging from wide'open seas. Among the living, am I..each giving what the other needs. I am profoundly bounded by what I see..bounded by what I think I see and know, most certainly bound to what I feel. And within the bounds of habit, narrow limits of memory serve. So timeless is any beginning that perception is quick and intense and inclined to enlarge what is there..where impression is affecting and readily effects ardent retreat or manic attack where everything seems to be happening at once. Un'reflected, life is intense, each moment an eternity as life passes so easily, so softly, like a fleeting dream 

     A body does not move unless there is separation, unless there is another body, unless the body is restless, to break the stillness.  With countless bodies in motion, vast numbers of starry bodies seem unchanging! Am I but a fleeting dream of some celestial soul? so intimately bound and ever changing..so darkly restricted, so deeply a part of all..that the sweet earth rises up within me, the winds blow gently throughout me, and for a moment..I feel the ends of my fingers, the palm of my hand...I feel the rhythm of my walk, the sweet nectar from the colors of life'giving fruit. Within this body I feel aloneness, I feel every turn in direction and every decision of action..I spontaneously move, fast or slow, or remain in perfect stillness..pause for sweet fragrance, or the spell of a vision, or the feeling of wondrous spirits around me..to simply be...satisfied to be, just substance of a dream 

    All is set in motion by the Earth spinning, turning the dark to light, the light to dark..the life to death, death to rebirth. Days are even, past days forgotten, sustenance is plenty, the winds are warm, my burden is heavy. I move. With each step, the rich earth pushes back, and I am comforted by its presence. Deep within sleep, warm winds are but a soft blanket..and upon the winds, floral seeds are carried far. From its diaspora, does life so readily change, do some that were large become small, do others that were very small, become greater..radically changing if need be, flowing, conforming..dissolving, forming, darkly compelled, the predator adapts, to catch the prey, but a variant prey survives, living its way, and passing it on to descendants beyond. And so it is!..that all of life is sustenance to one form of life or another, arising from dark earth, from the waters and air, from the radiance above...all the stars there 

    Within dark cool shade, stirring from sleep, I awake in stillness and sense a commotion in an arbor as two creatures in the air fight for their bounds of space. I feel deep crevices in the palms of my hands. I look at them. I extend my fingers slowly, out and back again. I watch my fist clench and tighten. I hear the delicate trickle of fresh waters, and feel impassioned by the intense fragrance of fruit blossoms. With the other foot upon the ground, I slowly rise upon my legs feeling my strength swell, and my arm in motion, stretches to grip an arbor arm. As my weight bends its grain, fruit falls to the ground. I reach down..grasp the soft sweetness, and know..it was surely meant to be eaten. In the night, beasts and darkness everywhere. Alien shadows fall darkly. Anguish penetrates stone. The night suddenly enters me. Screaming winds are driven by hostile aliens with nature's giving and violent taking. The alien waits within the darkness. I live, dreaming moonbeams..to be awakened, jolted suddenly from elsewhere into 'now and here.' Within me, within yesterday am I, moving, roaming, suddenly appearing, a thousand'eyes attack, through the darkness over rushing waters..from a ridge above, from high in a tree, from the deep of a familiar shadow..fiery beasts burst upon us. From my deep I echoed, with anger and fire as one! We roared! We lashed! We thrashed and gnashed, as we felt indelibly in our Earthly soul, the heart of this fanged beast, who would readily take us for sustenance..contemplating well its spirit, before piercing it with its own, finely honed tips of bone 

    And now, on this morn, wrapped gently in simple quiet, restful breeze..warm sun falls softly upon the young. They sparkle in their play, like dancing light upon unfolding leaves. I am warm and at peace. My deep is quiet..my heart, a steady rhythm by a still'quiet pond where the grubs lay. Upon this morning warm, a mist penetrates the silence. Subtle pleasures course throughout me. With spirits enpassing, the bright misty air makes the shallow pond, gentle and still. I felt the pond, its stillness and its shoals beyond, when suddenly, peace abruptly broke. The stillness in me felt this moment darken, for something is upon me, within me..something heavy, is impending 

    At the water's edge, I feel an unfamiliar stillness, a quiet much deeper than what is around me. Something alien seeps into me. Deep silence, a deep aching..alone, heavy solitude. And I turned back to perceive what I saw moments ago..an image, silent and still. A familiar darkness was there, upon the mirrored surface of the still'water pond. The image there, penetrated my eyes. An emptiness I feel, and having fallen by the dint of this immutable angst, a dark reflection continues to be given..this body, I, doubled in mind. Quickly, I touch the water's edge and my image vanishes, and quickly I move to another place to see. Touching the darkened image to feel, substance upon water's surface, I see. Again, I disappear! Moving again, I seek the vision upon the quiet pond. Again I look...my darken image is sharp and clear, and there, made of light am I, untouchable and isolated..made of substance so easily distorted by the slightest touch. Suddenly, again..a flashing! I feel my eyes..and dazed, I touch my body. I am assured. I touch the water. I flutter. The light divides me! Restlessness seems unending, this emptiness within, brings light to fall upon old dark memories. Remembering the deep stillness, the heavy air..a thousand'eyes flashed amid wavering cries..terror and panic, my deep within, is moving. Being moved, sweaty heat is upon me in the midst of this alien quiet..for I see so clearly, simple innocense..and the beasts of darkness fade, when we became one and larger than they. Such dreams penetrate the silence, the emptiness around us. In those dreams, does the past have light. Only from there! can future be enlightened

    Knowing this light within, I feel the pulse of heart, I feel this now intensely! I remember deeply, I feel deeply! knowing the fragile image of my dream spirit. Feeling estranged, a vast emptiness...this freedom, a word, I..my body, my life! I reach out to the past. Images from there quickly emerge and pass through me, into future. And I remember the evening before...fragile night, heaven's light, when I reached'out to the image of a memory so clear..reaching out to touch the blinking, twinkling radiance amid the cool night air

     Quiet meadow..water's stillness at my feet, with this image filling my mind, I feel 'all and everything' as I feel this “I” moving throughout me..feeling life with the light of past, present, and beyond..this I, upon the surface of a still'water pond..deep darkness, forever gone 

     From the dust of earth, from wind and water, the living are formed by the body's seed deep within its cells. By the essence of every cell, of bodies of countless cells, countless varieties are made by the dark cosmic light. And each living system selects and consumes other living systems. And all living are subject to selection, and together they are, within the changing seasons of time, living and begetting their own kind. And so it came to be, lords, in the name of the divine, would sacrifice a child to their overlord, unless in their eyes, their own did they find 

    Since the beginning of waters upon cindered land, when the open skies allowed starry light to pass through, life evolved upon this earthen moon of a young star. And as I am, I dwell for moments only..as fragments of primordial inner light, merging with ever'emerging creation with the means to divide one's self..to gather as one, dividing as one..regathering with new sensitivity, dwelling longer, extending our sensitivity beyond, feeling a greater world..feeling that I belong 

    And with such a home, I have become many embodiments of light..emerging, struggling to exist with the balances of chance that will tip my way, or per chance opportunity, favor me 

    For eons and eons, ethers of the sea rose with heavy heat. The waters of primeval life became freed, freely rising high to rule the sky. Storms and fierce rains fell steadily in the northlands, and the primeval waters were never seen again as they were before..nor felt in the same way under the same brooding skies from which they came 

     We lived with fear of many formidable creatures larger than we..and when pursued, be quickly upon a path that could only be swift and straight and deeper into this haven through many stout arbors, leaving far behind those great white fangs pursuing...having appeared suddenly and profoundly, as our sense of impending doom would, as suddenly, disappear in the midst of aggressive retreat..keeping enough space and time between us to avoid certain transfiguration from this creation..living moment to moment with less tension and fear, for life to suspend and hold dear, whatever our senses load and bear..to prevail and stand, to see farther..and walk'down those creatures, we would stalk 

    We roam through the extremes of heat and cold, and the small prevailed and became bold. And by the demise of generation after generation, by ancient arbors and flora of all kinds, shedding yearly from waxing and waning days, the earth became softer..deeper..and darker. And from sparkling mountains peaks, melting waters flow swiftly over barren tundras..flowing, swaying far, seeping down into the rich earthen floor 

    An arbor branch makes my arm longer. With a sling, I am stronger. With a stone, I am harder. Dimly lit caverns are thick with the fat of sizzling meat. The stars in the darkness above, are the eyes of gods, looking down upon us. Covenants of the beast make huts of skin. And seeds are collected, and set to soil. And time lives, but with the slow beat of harvest moons. And self'light still emerges from the still'water pond, bare beginnings of future dawn 

    Cold winds race over vast grazing plains. The beasts pan their horizon. They move swiftly, driven by some unseen shepherd upon tundras of cold stunted grass..smitten by stark white mountains aside a frozen sea, bitten by piercing winds raging over land and sea, wild packs of hungry wolves and long'fanged cats, and huge jackals feed upon the sick and lame, the very young, and the very old

    We roam far and wide..mindless of morning passing and day changing, we love the hunt, the catch of prey, and there is no returning to the warmth of flickering, crackling light, and gentleness of mate, nor the joy of sweet innocence..none of this until there is sustenance to provide, no matter how late

    Time to chip an edge for the heart of a beast, and time to strike the rock that gives its light to the wood by our cold, cold feet. Tending the fire for the night, dancing light glimmers and draws thought into its radiant powers. Needles of bone are used to penetrate the skin of those bones. By spearheads made of rock, by loud drums, we are more powerful, and so enlarged, we pursue the fear and rage of those bones

    Painted images upon cavern walls, between which bones lay, arrayed like with like..for the beasts, they are strong and sturdy..and upon those walls shadows dance, and with fire burning, we are stronger, more enduring than they 

    Early in the morn, the hunt begins. Murmurings of fear and dread are muffled by a dead'quiet mist around us. The hesitant are lead by the bold. Fear hears the slightest movement nearby, moving together as one, quietly, barely disturbing the weeds between shrubs and trees...moving carefully, roaming as one...wary, and aware...that as we hunt, we may be hunted...and when coming upon a prey, silently survey the territory. Deploy quietly, then together, beat the drums loudly. Shouting, screeching, cracking wood...great as one!..because the beast is dim and far away, and we sense impending death, waiting as long as nerves can bear..waiting to overcome fear..for to wait, is to also be bait for the darkness of alien time..the time, the beast waits for us 

   As much as the dark force beyond us would give, it takes away. The seed of light within, is nourished, and I am renewed, but from new light there is also new darkness. New shadows fall darkly within, and thick walls of fear had to be made with stone, within which a quiet Eden, a safe haven the village inhabitants make against a vast, imposing world 

     In the evening, ghostly silhouettes move upon walls of stone. Flickering light seeking itself in the stillness of dry grass and wood..spitting and crackling, the spirit of fire lives freely, always the same light, never speaking the same way. Red cinders, warm and glowing, reveal where sun had been stored for dark cold nights. And days are made warm. Within its warmth, dreams drift high and faraway. A bright old moon turns night into a soft incandescent day, for us to see where fear otherwise may. Fire gives us this day with its radiant light..but too close, it will burn. Too far away, cold as night 

    Under the stars, I become lost when light dances lightly upon my hands, but with my hands unable to hold it, my eyes become lost in a fragmented past. This fire lives!..absorbing me, seeking me everywhere within, every place without. Wherever I live, whatever I am doing, a bit of sun enters me. All around me, it penetrates and reflects, and I feel the boundaries of darkness, while its gentle warmness assures me a safe place in a hostile night where cunning beasts dare not approach our wood a'fire!..for they too, by their living deep, fear the radiant substance it keeps. As the flickering radiance deepens the stillness, I gaze into its depths. Possessed by an unrelenting night, I am scattered into the darkness, until those wondrous moments!..when the firelight inside me bursts and radiates..when I feel whole, and I see!...seeing whenever the sun, for a brief moment, enters me 

    An abundance of creatures, there are. The forest is heavy with territorial edicts and omnipresent movement seeking sustenance. Through day and night, the forest and meadows are alive. In the deep of night, the howling and screeching I dread. I feel their heavy spirit in the air, their presence there, penetrating. Into a deep ravine I descend..with their spirit I must blend to know them

    Darkness envelopes me, and I arrest motionless until I sense well enough through the dimness. Suddenly behind, savage fangs approach steadily, I turn and fix upon its night'lit eyes..locking onto them, sensing its hungry soul after mine, I strongly forge through the bush..silently..undivided. I cannot falter..no permission for any separation between me and 'all and everything.' I approach directly to its charge, and when the dark'fanged creature sensed my unerring approach, I lurched! Attack!..my soul assaults its soul. Quickly, nearly upon it, I screech as they. My marrow thickens, my eyes a'light, hair bristling, my soul hungers, and seeing itself in me, it suddenly falls silent, and retreats into a deeper umbra of the night. And I remain, knowing the spirit, of a great she'cat 

    Homeward bound, I approach those I once knew..them now, knowing me not. The coat of the she'cat I wear, and they know that the creature's spirit will always be within me. Of the fierce fang I am..of the hungry wolf, am I..the fast heart of the deer, the great heart of the bear. Of these creatures, I am. Upon the earthen floor, each foot is carefully paced..one linking the other in meditation, in harmony with the pulse of my veins. Small arbors pass by..and the many songs, the many voices of all creatures follow me, echoing around me, as I pass from one territory to another 

 I move not fast, nor slow. I travel as the rivers teach me to do..a path least resistant through the evergreen. The tops of great arbors imperceptibly passby as I sink deeper into the rhythm of walk with the pace of my chant 

    Day moves easily into twilight and night, when I rest in a nest laid thick upon arbor arms. And morning is raised with crisp fresh air, and I feel the space and the light, and I again begin the rhythm of my pace through valleys and meadows. Easily I move, across small brooks and aside wandering rivers, moving upon the earthen floor, its rolling surface, its softness rises up through my feet, carrying me high..and aside me, the walls of valleys rise up to make a world alive with many creatures gathering their own sustenance, as I, in mind, travel to a past filled with fear and toil, and into the distant past of me, filled with joy and adventure 

    Steadfast, I chant the rhythm of my walk. I am fixed fast by the purpose of my journey, to know where the hunt should be.  No longer feeling the pain in my legs, the bottoms of my feet, nor the surface of my face, the floor moves to the rhythm of my pace, in steady motion, daily and nightly..the feeling, the memory of home, compels me 

    My gate is long and steady. I can out'walk the fastest of any creature, but I am distracted, seeing sights I never before seen. I pass through, as though I have always known them from some faraway dream. I have become my legs, upon which I rest in motion, for simply waiting am I, to see familiar ground, and the paths upon which, I began 

     Upon a gentle plain, within an oases of lofty palms, of many generations past am I, like the earth deep with the memory of ancestors..bits and pieces of the past assembled into a new whole, we wander and live within a world of spirits past..living where the earth will give..seeding until earth spent..search for fresh land to rent, throughout eternities of rest and motion, faint death from joys and laughters..from the stillness in sadness, and the bitter roots carried thereafter, summer passes quieter and quieter, as our aestival festivals celebrate..later and longer into the night 

    In cool shade, we wait for twilight, fashioning our needs from riverside reeds, living in rhythm with all that springs from the earth, in the midst of all that flowers and bears the seeds of future dreams..we dwell here, for as long as dark earth renders to us, the surrender of long past ancestors....our fate also, in time, to give what lived, to all that lives now

     Within, the isolated there, feels impending death from the inevitable change there, as sustenance wanes, spirit waxes..the alien is freed, and thought soars high..high above in the sky..seeing a'far, as far as my mind can ask why, through eons of nature's indifference..from dim beginnings within primordial seas, spirits rising, soaring freely, and seeing from a'far, the light within, the light without..all is real. So anointed upon deserts of mind, the mind is freed, and alone, akin only to the wind..the mind soars within a boundless sky over land and sea, flowing deeply through all that lives, flowing swiftly throughout the darkness of me. Above, in the dark firmament, starry'bodies disappear and return to where they were before, and the radiant star that makes our day, moves until dim..and when reluctant to leave, its anthelion appears upon the opposite rim. The moon changes from dark to a silvery yellow glow, holding essence of sun, for a new dawn within. At night, ancient lights are seen in formation..as mountains, rivers, and dippers..as flora and creatures of all kinds, drifting through its black sea. The moon and the stars move, as the world turns, all living moves and reveals itself throughout the seasons, moving to the rhythm of the stars, to the sway of the sea amid great currents of wind. From the moon, reflections of emotion are revealed, and the primordial need to be is moved by the celestial firmament. During long days and short nights, all that was asleep awakens with warm winds and gentle rain. Nests are made, and flora leaves unfold, from which fragrant blossoms of all colors, sizes, and shapes proceed amid alien spirits, beckoning them to penetrate and disturb its delicate center, the essence of what they are. The seeds give spirit to gentle days, for life has awakened from its sleep, to live again, through each other. The arbor supports the creatures of the air while making shade for small floras. And the floras offer their fruit to be taken and eaten by those who roam, for the essence and future of these living dreamstates to also roam. By midsummer, all innocence having been born becomes a new generation of life..intimately changed, subtly changing by life today..deep within the warm folds of an aestival midday, heavy misted spirits move slowly over plains of tall grass..when the sun enlarges and momentarily rests above, pouring its radiance down, around stunted shadows made..the spirit of creatures panting in shallow sleep, are wrapped by faint soughs in sultry shade 

    A dark hand turns the seasons, and powerful winds from foreign places set upon the land as day shortens, and the floras shed upon the floor, their sensitivity to the sun in preparation of the cold winds. And throughout the winter night, short days and long dark nights intern life..and the rain from the heavens, turns tepid to cold, limpid to white. By spirits bold, from winter's cold, the leaves borrowed are returned, and creatures hurried flight long ago abandoned their domain of twigs and mud. Many creatures have flown south against the wind with only a few of the hardy remaining to stay..and within the caves lay, beasts made gentle by winter sleep. And in that sleep, dark slumber bridges time to another aestival dawn, when all again will awaken new, as though the last summer day, was just a yesterday

     Having the power to govern one's mind is the power that can lead humankind! Yet, her radiant aura, her soft gentle form consumes me. Heart surrendering, sounding into the darkness of beauteous soul..beside her, the dint of my spine lessens, the sound of my heart deepens from darkness enchanting..heart compelling, halting time..disarrayed, I seek some harmony and rhyme 

    Aside her, I feel her power. I sense her law. Her gentleness is profound, and profoundly removed from all. For her darkness to become light, would require ingenious kindness a lifetime to inspire. Her words reflect a self ruler, such as I, who should carefully hear, silently bear, and generously allow. Enchanted by the beauty she inspires, a darkness envelops me. Unwitting destiny she brings. Past and future become vague imagery, her alluring darkness, darkens me..making shade for the turns of light, I be. A song casts its spell, for the voices within that moan, as this a'rhythm of rhyme is dedicated to its end, by any corner or facet that imagination would lend, by any face any word may borrow..love is the jury, and to love, time is resistance, yet gentle assurance, that all words in time shall blend 

     In the midst of the city, a tower rises to the heavens. The multitudes upon earthen ground, earth'dusted, and earth'bound, scurry around, spoiling for pleasure they lust, toiling for trade, they must. High into the sky, my tower rises, rising to a point upon which, only I ascend this day, and commune with the overlord of wind, water..fire and clay
    Here, I see as the hawk sees, circling freely above the boundaries I make and enforce. Now, upon this summit, I am in the moon of the beauty that my belov'ed inspires. Like a moon'stricken night, like a goddess she is. Sweet darkness in the center of a dark blossom, her dark beauty spins the moon, and my soul is moved, and I am moved to gain power for her..that I may venture deeper into her darkness. I would readily construct any light that would please her, and live upon the deep waters of instinct, and tack the wind if need be, for alien love upon a wide open sea. For our truth, I would live as much illusion as necessary. A fool for her, I cannot else but be, and fast, under the umbra of lust..for so vast a space is there between us, this space between us, I must know. What is this consuming desire? that grips the backbone of my soul

    Upon this summit, I see the kingdom as one. So much difference, so much in common. For us in peace, so much change within me there be that I become a stranger to my familiars..wondering if I truly had known anyone..or even myself!..knowing only, what I want to see 

    So love labors under the spell of a romantic psychosis, and so often inward turns and burns the wings of this fine madness. Love is...the grim reaper. The deeper the love, the brighter the light, the greater is the sensation of death, transfiguration, and revelation. Living this love, am I. Its space..far, far beyond me..enveloping me so, and so darkened that only by instinct's wake, can we journey through the sea of space we make. Until by her light I also see, shall I dwell in the shadow of my moon upon this tower,  shall I abandon whatever is familiar, shall I live and love in the very midst of her dark soul..good or bad, foul or sweet...not for love returned, but for restoring faded senses..to feel intensely, the colors, textures, and fragrances around me..to feel these ends of eternity, as they were in my beginning 

    Upon this high tower connecting heaven and Earth, I must be nearest to the gods, and see as a god would see..for having arisen so high, I see as the multitudes are unable to see. Beholding this great kingdom as far as my eye can see, it stretches out to an unbroken horizon. How grand this fortress is!! Yet, at the end of this day, at the end of this light, twilight fades and all the greatest inspirations and bleeding calloused hands are whisked away in a fleeting moment, when the god of Sun and Earth makes an effortless turn, and twilight dims, and the oils burn..its faint light, readily sucked up by the night..yet, her beauty remains! The radiance of my queen still shines! And the night gives her beauty ever more..giving, as a lavender moon does, to a pale desert floor
    Spirit I be, while the ways of love are as mysterious as there are ways of life..while freedom to be, is life's soul..and for this, would I serve for the sake of love'sent..for the sake of feeling love deep. Only this I keep. Of fear and illusion, I be, but of spirit only, I cannot otherwise but be, until upon the vast sea between us, each other, we are able to see 

     I have broke the yoke of sovereign reign, bound by self divine'd edicts of mind...for shall I live in fantasy? Shall I dwell within a dream, so it can be easily changed to suit the desires of some divinity's whim? Upon a desert, I would live..if only I could re'enter my primeval past there, where I may live with those who innocently know, and have no appetite for my soul

    Upon all horizons, as far as I see, bare peaks rise to the sky, and nearby, are boulders and rocky rubble upon dusty ground. There is only the wind to fill the emptiness of this barrenness. Far'off are the plains of red baked clay meeting the parched foothills of sun'scorched mountains. Upon their sides, I see the caves men sought..not for shelter, but for precious rare stones. As pure clear green and brilliant blue opaque, and lusters of translucent red and radiant gold, the bold endeavored to make themselves likewise rare, by adorning their bodies with radiant color..beckoning any to become lost within its charm..its symbol of power, or the beauty mystique, it creates 

    Yet, these are but jewels of darkness, where heart is drawn into the center of a cold stone, into the web of another heart already entombed. I have disguised myself as a simpleton, and know the terror of the un'rested and its darkness surrounding. With spirit spent, I fled to where the Phoenix sings, faraway from the isolation that compulsive want brings 

   I have endured the putrid odors of rotting market places under a blazing sun. I have felt the heaviness of waste'filled poverty'stricken streets. I have breathed the fermenting flesh of a floating corpse in the midst of an apocalypse. I have witnessed the authority of brutal words, and bludgeons staid, to impress the wide'eyed and conscript its innocence with holy script said. I have heard a sea of words of not much worth...illusions to seduce, love to sell, or a body to rent. I have experienced beggars sedentary on earthen bed, pleading for tokens of compassion...that they may yet buy, one more drop of fermented red. Yet, in the midst of all this, I am steadfast, a'moving, a'wandering under open skies, as the world overlords me, with a thousand eyes 

    A thousand cries rain, yet I would remain changeless, seeking my mate..for like putty in her palm, I would be for her, who would willingly remove her jewels of darkness, for me 

     The spirits moving freely over land and sea belong to a greater world. A vast world of a rising and setting sun, of solemn seas deeply swaying to faraway celestial rhythms..a grand world dwarfing me into perfect stillness. I feel warmed by light of day, but within this eye of me, is an uneasy sensation..like something through stained mottled glass that only through its distortions, do I perceive..yet by certainty and its attendant fear and hate do so many perceive. For every pleasure gained, yet unable to keep, within this ever'present transience, something unchanging I seek. Seeking company with nameless flowers, I bask deeply within the soft light of full moons, for its gentle incandescence penetrates me until I forget how easily, quickly, life can pass..how so much time can pass without a stir of a simple feeling. So easily, this nighted light penetrates me, entering me..filling me inside, amid a dark firmament outside. With this heavy stillness..aimless, I wander into silent prayer to a distant star...may a single wish be granted to any, such as I, if per chance, its luminous guardian should happen to feel my gaze 

   "Beautiful star before my eyes, your colors wax and wane from red to faint green and blue. I wonder upon this silent night..is it true? my way is already laid before my feet..or may I choose, unfettered by the darkness of my own fixed nature and relieved from the burden of its traditional fate..to become of creation, and boundless as creation is, lifting the veil of the womb, to see a larger world, and feel all that my darkness would otherwise feed upon, and consume into forgetfulness 

 "May I wish upon this dark night for rebirth?..away from traditions empowered to imprison spirit, and toward special days and nights when I may feel everything as it is, and become, what I simply touch and feel there 

 "May I choose my own path? where I am free from the darkness of my own fettered nature..relieved from the burden of its dark fate...to become of creation for moments I would cherish, lifting the veil of the womb..to see greater horizons, and feel all that I would otherwise feed upon, and consume into forgetfulness 

 "May I wish for rebirth?...for the freedom to separate myself from any tradition, whose eternity I do not wish to enter..to be here and now in this earthen haven, in this heaven where I may deeply feel this creation and become simply, what I touch and feel there..for surely, life cannot be so incidental, as to settle for the diversions of wine and flesh, filling wants limited by imagination only, in the still nights of their solemnities, as the centers of its fragrant blossoms beckons all into its uncertain depths" 

    All and everything, nearby and far distant, a pleasant repose I feel. So muted, for love then!..am I freed from this strange darkness gripping..am I released from some predestined feeling with a bit of love reaching. With a wealth of time, to simply be, and live a bit of eternity, or many of them..as I live, life to life, between them

     Truth is rock, born from molten cauldrons deep within Earth, and under the skies, it becomes rugged, rigid, and stark..but like the rock that lays by the sea, or under a river running over, truth worn smooth becomes wisdom, silent and luminous under a distant moon 

    Integrity of truth may be seen in an arbor, as it recovers its posture from prevailing spirits over land and sea

    Enduring truth is present within desert megalithic flora, against torrid time standing fast, facing all horizons over which twilight and dawn eternally pass 

  Truth is also like the wind, always in motion, always changing, and by it, the spirit of a flower is seen. It is bright. Its fragrance, sweet and good

   Autumn leaves are falling. They defy great Earth by falling in their own fashion, in their own time. That is truth. The cooling sun slowly setting, is truth. The leaves of autumn imperceptibly changing, is truth. The dark sleep under blankets of snow, quilted by crystal clear brooks, flowing toward dreams of long warm days..truth is

   South of the northwind, there is no gentle warmth nor peace in life...only the barren mountains high, and ghost waters a'far. Here, in the midst of this bleak forsaken place, of hard baked clay and radiant heat rising from ancient sand and rock, freedom abounds as far as one can see, the eternal in everything everywhere 

   And rising suddenly, unexpectedly, is another oasis, a little Eden, where sweet shade readily consumes lost spirit, and delicate waters refresh wandering souls 

   When alien winds descend low from high above, they sweep down upon sand'barren land, laying its truth upon the ground. Its edge assaults flesh like the pricks of a thousand needles, and the thousand stars at night mark the way south..for by the morning of the days we travel, there is a large arrow made of stones upon the ground. A star speaks, and great mountain peaks are marked, and today we know our way 

   Brief reprieves from abandoned joy, set song and dance upon gentle winds. For a moment, our heart feels strength, and the many songs harmonize until they disappear into the darkness of this land around us, into the void of barren sand and dust 

   Far from the civilized crowds maddened with spoils of want, from its darkness we run. Into the deserts, we venture. Within an oasis, we feel gentle coolness, the sweet rush of a desert whisper through the shade of a palm, as it reddens the sun into a cool glow. The deep within, draws nigh, and we are moved there, remembering distant gods, and their towers so high 

   We roam from city to city, from tower to tower, each claiming to link heaven and Earth. I have been upon their peaks, feeling illusion upon illusion, isolation within isolation..feeling redemption upon descension to the earthen floor..we move from generation to generation, from oasis to oasis..feeling always, the delicate pervasive entity in every bit of substance, in every substance of life. In every substance, there is life, for everything is radiant and alive. Above and everywhere around, are the powers..the father'god of light, the mother'goddess of Earth. These powers, sovereign rulers say, beget them, for them to rule the common and wise 

   Why therefore?..defend any banner of thought..for vacant, and in the end..vain, does a ruler maintain and persist for power. Why work hard for one's own gain?..for when the fruits of labor become noticeable, they are readily plucked and devoured by would'be gods. So this fate has been, so the masses have been weaken..so the meek knows this earth well, given this day, given the work and the wind to soothe the pain. So it was, that life's spirit having grown old in youth, laid in the shade beside some wretched earthbound creature, knowing little more than pleasures of flesh, and cycles of hunger and sleep. For what do we have left in the end!..but to be entertained in some way, and become evermore darkened by the empty aftermaths of momentary passions 

   So were the bitters given, were the pinnacles of vanity strengthened, was a grain of sand more enlightened!..did relentless self'reflections perceive its dark face upon still waters, and the wine jars were filled when a pouch of gold was found upon a wasted body, or when a woman's willingness suddenly warmed and softened to give her flesh freely for yours, we laid with spirits spent in self'conscious stillness. Gripped by faint fear, alien motion everywhere! So much so close and so faraway, that I wondered how anything could exist at all!..without a guiding light deep within every bit of substance. Out of control..still and silent, I was hung in some dim gray. Only faintly, could I sense anything around me. So far away from despotic rule I must, I sought a greater vision beyond the dust that covers my feet, one that sets me free..or at least, some certainty that calms the uncertainty, ever'present within me
   The sun will always rise, the moon will always glow, the tides will always change, the stars will always be slow. Autumn birds fly away, autumn leaves fly to stay, the stars will always blink..innocence will always be pink. The rain will always fall, the winds will always bend..the trees will always be tall, the clouds will always float, the seas will always rise, the mountain will always climb..the owl, will always be wise. The hills will always roll, space will always be cold, an empty nest..always looks old. The sky will always be blue, the eagle will always be bold, a brook will always trickle..and streams will flow smoothly..and gracefully to the sea. The bee will always work, the spider will always wait, the fly will seek the light..shadows will always be late. Humor will always warm, a heart always beating. The hand always cools, from a mind always thinking. Valleys will always protect, sadness always seems darker..peace always a center, no matter how much solitude may be felt. Rushes will always turn green from what always feels wet, the fish will always swim, the sun will always set. Blossoms always turn, before autumn leaves begin to fall. And mountains always rise..to a sky..very tall. Wisdom will always follow, beaten hearts ladened with sorrow. The moon will always glow...the tortoise..will always be slow

   For even in the night, when the bright luminous glow is present, when the light of day had been given so rivers would sparkle within..when inflamed emotion raged, when the sage once spoke of those empty gestures, wandering around illusions fostered by scrawly grubs of fear upon a desert floor..I roamed incessantly within, and traveled upon journeys unknowing where they will end. Restless, yet unmoving, youth's light shines briefly. Looking back painfully, swiftly, I sought some oasis within, upon a desert gripped with drought, upon some bright vision that once had been where words shined...where desire sparkled like bright glittering waters, and demands came from alien powers...embittered and sad was I, seeing so much indifference toward un'named flowers

   Forgotten, in solace, abandoned..in all directions, there is nothing but vanishing horizons..for no fair way of life is there, it seemed, except those leading into some pit, where some heavy whip ruled. With no grain of grit, nor gram of wit, vacant within, am I. Where has feeling gone? that I should aimlessly wander within this chamber that is my head..and wonder if my life has been but fragile illusion..delicate dreams. Is this what life is?..to have every joy, every awakening, every pleasure scattered into some dark void, where all is suspended and still..wandering upon dusty old paths made rutted with heavy feet and hollow heart. Is this what is left?..after so much has been seen and felt! To see the light penetrate through the open passageways of the clouds?..and feel no more or less, than the darkness cast by its side

   Where does the hawk go?..in its apparent freedom, but after some aspect of appetite. Or of all around me that I see living in continuous want. My darkness is an indefinite night waiting for dawn..a dawn I sense faraway..far beyond my resignation today...of grapes and wines, of warm fragrant flesh. In the solitudes of distant songs, I dream to root this restless spirit, for my spirit to rest 

   Throughout the distant past since the beginning of the word, symbolic sound became symbolic image. Images were sown in ordered rows, set upon pressed hides or flatten reeds, or hammered into stone, or baked in clay. Like the fields, they were cultivated through generations, as generations of dreams proceed 

   As golden words binding scattered ends of emotion, I am set indelibly in memory, building and adding to itself seasonally, like shedding leaves becoming fertile ground from which, new words inevitably spring and live!..like a child, independent in sound, but dependent upon so much else around 

   Feeling their meaning, divinities of light arise..even if one was to only turn the pages and behold the ordered arrangement of its packets of light! Within them, within structures of thought, the common and individual qualities of a word are carefully cultivated, arranged, and place together upon leaves aside leaves..into pages upon pages, bits of light are, as all words can only be, some delicate reflection of being, so profoundly less than what is, and so easily disturbed..at best, a reflection, a crude construct of what lives 

   For all that lives!..the Earth turns, and the seed is given. From heaven the waters seep, the earth will keep, and the spirit will rise. The rains will pass, and the earth will sow, and within creation's womb, we are, for two full moons, pruning the vine for wine..for sweet water's fire of youth 

   Aye!! Winter rain..spring showers, aestival glow..we know the earth will keep the fertile seed, and the seed will grow. Aye! We hear the chant. We laugh. We hear the cries. I feel the eternal, in all that lives and dies 


   The purposes by which one may live, as deep as they may be, are subject to random, yet through time, balancing forces. Forces that produce upon a windless doldrum sea, the rhetoric of spontaneity, or notions connected only by the unseen regions of one's own being. The reason of such darkness lays beyond the light through which I perceive..living within a world that I, by myself, do not wholly conceive. Therefore, let spirit be whatever it may, as aimless winds stay any feeling or thought rehearsed, revised, or re'chosen, under the spell of a single notion..for the purposes of prevailing darkness, conquering dreams, and pleasant movements of unconnected themes



    Dark space. Gleaming twilight. Glimmering night. The waters of the sea are transfigured instantly by radiant light of day. Cool blueness of a clear sky! The moon quietly wavers upon the dark mirror of still water ponds. Storm clouds brood when a feeling left alone too long, finds itself suddenly exposed and disconnected. Identity and purpose. Its heart. Could it only be simple emotion?..what has been set in motion by anger, what has been sweetened by joy. A flower is trampled into the mud, and out of the mud,  another springs. And the cool white snow, and the clean drifts of void, and the shifting winds renew well'traveled hills and valleys within. And the aestival festival celebrates new life where cool..pristine pools of springtime melt gather. Fathered by the rainbow, the waters are formed, and within the inescapable grasp of the earthen body, they are pulled from the sky, and from mountains high, they gather into rivulets, moving through, coursing around, flowing over and under..finding each other in streams..resting together in deep lakes and shallow ponds..moving as river rapids above ground, under  hills, into estuaries, bays, and seas..surging and ebbing as the tides of the moon bring, the waters constantly moving..to be more depth and breath so the rain may be more intensely felt..feeling its delicate essence enveloping me..surrounding me, the fragrance of evergreen embraces me...the gentle moss, the sweet grass intertwine to form an intricate carpet upon the floor, and the clear sky above, becomes an open window through which, ancient images of distant places pass. Above, in the night, the cool twinkling lights from the past can only be imagined touching skin. Yet, with a slight assist, so much within, can be so readily aroused and moved. For every memory of the past, there is a haunting. For new seasons, there are renewed celebrations. For every moment, an emotion turns occult. Of life, the compulsion, the dark compelling drive to survive, likens itself to the incessant wind..a'constantly moving from tree tops to mountain peaks..seeking, forming, reshaping...being reshaped, ever flowing, always feeling..enduring, always striving..for no more reason than, to just be. Hardships are so readily endured for the prospect that enough time is leftover to harvest the fermented grape..to enjoy and preserve the delight of distractions and variations of thought and perception..to transform a tree into a single body arrayed at both ends with the many there holding together the Earth and Sun..or a horse into a savior with wings, or another with a horn to protect the innocent. Aye..how far have we evolved indeed!..that we may see these things..that we may have the time to relish and treasure sensations of enlightenment..of the morning dawn, cool sparkling frost upon grass..upon quiet reeds of a misted pond, where I am deeply mollified by its dark silence..as the lark arises, slowly rising..gaining speed and control, I slowly spiral, higher and higher..rising high above the earthen floor, I look down...there are no boundaries..gliding, descending, gliding, ascending..turning, spiraling toward the only home I know..within a melody, within a song..for so great is the world of spirit! So great is this realm of space. From the small so far down..from the large beyond, from far away beyond me..from the deep within, I anticipate, I dream..but I know not, whether it be fantasy or future reality..or something ghostly that might become real, or another part of me that always belongs to all that is around, making future and past dreamlike. So isolated from, and so entangled with convolutions of light am I, that I have aimlessly wandered between opposing beliefs with equal station and attendant opposing emotions..spirits with no name deranged by one or the other with the notion to be both. Between two extremes, I am bilateral and endowed with a dichotomy..a right brain and a left one. Two. One or the other, but more often one more than the other. One for 'we,' and the other for 'I'..the only two ways to survive. Each mutually exclusive, each striving to be ever'ready, ever'sharp..when to be port, when to list starboard upon a wide fathomless sea, and endure those moments when massive inner worlds in collision do battle. But on the brink of extinction, a feeling is not forgotten, for so readily do I change if in return, there is some chance for a new sensation. With perception narrowed or broadened as need be, changing only as necessary, I am compelled to continue to be within an alien world knowing not, how not to be amid physical things. Yet, the sun has a beginning and end. And all life has, at the very least, some beginning and end..like a story does. As all life uses everything within its grasp to live some story..is the sun no less alive!?...passive, predictable, but alive! Is the world of passive matter as much a belief construct as any I could create for myself? Does matter self'aware use matter made passive by un'self'aware attitudes? Am I but self'aware bits of matter!? commanding passive elements of consciousness to distract me from my own imponderable self consciousness. As light is squared, self consciousness is consciousness multiplied by itself, and thereby becomes aware of itself. How easily does life spring so readily from the darkness! So readily does it boldly venture, feeling deeply, feeling vague, feeling exactly, life adapts within every fissure, every crevice of uncertainty. Tender youth. So much is new that all becomes timeless, perceiving anyone, anything as it is, like a newborn with eyes, large, open, and vacuous, gazing upwards..snow flakes are wondrous..falling from a bright gray abyss above..softly and quietly more,  laying themselves down upon earthen floor..the ground becomes cool and silent, white and clean. And the spirits beyond, enter me with each breath and become my spirit. The arbors drink the waters of which, all life shares..and always growing, they are yet stationary..again like the eyes of a child, all absorbing, a dreamstate deeply rooted into the darkness below, rooted deeply into the radiance above. Between these worlds of darkness and light, I know creation. I feel it within the cool shade. I feel it upon soft carpets of moss. I revere it..the earth quaking, the wind spinning, the profound peace in between. The cold dark rain. The pelting ice stings. The living consumes the living, and the survivors protect their own. Everything is created into some form, fit, and function of size and shape..but the ancients arranged bones according to length and width, shape and shapelessness..according to pleasure'giving or pain'inducing...useful, useless, fantasy or truth...everything and their intermediators, is perceived as a conglomerate to suite their need, layering upon itself throughout the years as easily as we breathe and eat, thirst for water, hunger for spirit..this conscious streaming, this con'streaming reveals the spirit occupying configurations of  water and elements that fashion our body..our body, mostly water, and more than water..mostly empty space. That our salted blood is likened to the salted sea, that the metal in our blood is the heaviest sun'made, does not weaken how easily a self'conscious eye can separate one from another. As much as all are related, all can be blotted out if need be, or knowledge readily fabricated to serve the emotional need of the inventor, for the cause and effect of a coincidence shall artificially connect, when desire for greater power over'rides intellect, or when enough smoke has been created, the devil will surely provide a fire for it. Nevertheless..it is true! Someone obscure, will capture and sustain a genuine insight. And soon after, the rapture fades, but the power of insight makes new light within, and the bearer is changed forever. Power of persona or enlightenment? With persona, realms become smaller, because the instinct to survive has shifted to the persona with limited boundaries. With enlightenment, realms become larger because the reality to which they belong, has no boundaries. With enlightenment, the truth bearer will seek a greater context for truth, and sustain it, and enjoy it, and position it with the rest of the treasures, carefully apprehended and arranged throughout celestial space and time into massive existential spirits amid great spans of peace, and the sensual moods having evolved through them, foster the dimensions of the living through what Earthly mind perceives. A kitten attacks a moving piece of string. A dog chases its phantom tail snake. Or a child is startled by its own creeping shadow. How resolute may the confinement of perception be! Does what live, reveal itself also? by simply being in motion..so much within the spanse of a few seconds..when the mind decides to collate a multitude of sensations before seeing..for within the world of perception, there are untold numbers of "I" through which, sensations are perceived. The isolated "I." The un'named, unqualified, existing as it can only be, relative to its surroundings, according to its nature. I feel the preponderance of infinite everything, the alpha..and then feel utter nothingness, the omega thereafter. So the un'named says of itself, 'I am that I am.' 'I am,' the alpha and the omega...eternity and nothingness, the symbiotic one. In that instant, utterly alone, nothingness in eternity spontaneously becomes light. So why then, are the days of genesis measured by the days of humankind?! Are mortal Sapiens so vainglorious that they must measure a day's work of the eternal creator with a single spin of the Earth? Where is the light and mirror through which one's self can be perceived? What composition and temper of glass must it be? to see what is truly there. What compels one to be the center? of all that be. What pathos causes one to lose one's self? in the midst of all that is. Where are the wise?..when all experience the same fear. Where is the sage?..when all feel the same gloom resolved to the same impending doom. A state of grace was broken, but not entirely forsaken. A vacuous solar'plexis wants to be filled, if not by the return of a lover, perhaps a morsel of a fine sup will do. Is an insect munching on a leaf so different from my own need? Or from the dust, the tree taking from earth..as we must. And the ideal!!...what a rogue! So vitally necessary, so difficult to separate one's self from..for once an ideal has become greater than life, so do those who are only their ideals, and so readily do ideals, un'self'aware, become disappointed, and attempt to upload its dark resentment into other minds in the form of some over'lording word, or some imperial vision with its conceptions of evil and its minions, fear and hate, through which, the world, they can emotionally negotiate..and as their darkness wanes late, their shadow grows taller..but soon, in their confinement, it becomes apparent that the faults they call out on a broken horizon, merely outline the sun setting on them. With the absence of sun and presence of cold, the arbors' sensitive green reddens from isolation, and the earth receives them. Dissolving, they become one..with all and everything. Passive bits of matter, unselfaware, always know this. The tree is ready to sleep. Self aware, we do not know and continue to seek,  and after a passage through winter's snow peaks, life springs! The rains gather more dust of earth, and the leaves form again under a radiant sun from what was dissolved before. The sun penetrates the green, and fruit replicates more life and more green. And the rains gather more dust, and the leaves radiantly shine. The sun deeply penetrates, and fruit is abundant. And the rain carries the dust from autumn leaves, far and wide. The flowers blossom and  fruit ripens, and the dust is taken up from the earth again, to become bright new leaves again. Self'aware light, having long since passed into its own shadow, returns a'new..when desire rules, and self righteousness becomes heavy, requiring suitable wine and silent song. Truth un'tempered with time becomes like a rock passively fettered to the passing days and nights without context. Into dim mornings, truth is hungover, because it did not awaken to itself, it did not find context for itself. In the morning, afternoon, nor in the evening, did anything separate itself from itself. By midnight, the silence and darkness makes no demands, and I, reclined..ponder vacantly until I become accustomed to the darkness, for divided in darkness, I readily absorb the night with lingering twilight shutting out painful dawn. As the dust and waters are assembled into wondrous blossoms, their fragrant colors beckon life. Within the multifarious derangements of dust bearing earth, decaying twigs, and pieces of straw from minute amorphous rock and crumbling leaves, and from the shapeless chaos of random bits of matter do the orders of life spring. From disconnected feelings and aimless moods, out of the muck of unconnected thought, does life spring, does an inspiration become a lotus, or any other wild thing with upper and lower sensual thresholds, and I perceive through them, only a very small portion of creation. My touch and taste..sight and sound are but portals into manifest creation. Through them, I live now. Transcending them, I sense a'new. Denying them, I simply exist from some past dimming. As the Earth turns and the seasons pass, living dreamstates evolve through cycles of growth, conservation, and decay, and inevitably, in dark eternity, a scepter is given to a dark warrior armed and ready to wage war about which, no one knew was declared. No one knew when the ideal became disappointed and armed, but it soon became apparent when the apocalypse was not confined to within, when love and life became occult and barren, when the world became points, planes, and vectors of energy..unknowing what is within from what is without..seeking in desperation, some union with a greater self..by violence do the darkly polarized seek themselves, canonizing the motes in their eye, and setting them upon missions throughout their realms of fear and hate. Yet, even for a dark warrior, there is a place in creation..at its edge. A place where the earth is barren, where bleached sand,  drifts toward the shores of ghostly lakes. A watery, wavering mirage..a haven where dark warriors are soothed by the steady flow of rising heat. They are relaxed by thorny cactus and dry scrubby bushes, and tumbling weeds, and dust'bearing wind. They are calmed by the hot stillness and bleached rock, or by the bitter cold of night during winter's stay. They are at peace with all that is intense and fearless. Vipers, lizards, and venomous spiders, and scorpions..all living ruthlessly, struggling for themselves and their own kind. Vainglorious warriors are comforted by jackals, varmints, and treacherous scavengers. They love the spirit of the wolf. They know the burrowing weasel and the vultures high in the sky, patiently waiting nearby, for flesh to become abandoned carrion. Indeed!..there is a paradise in creation for the warrior, sired by desert heat or barren snow fields. Within those fields, self light is equipped for isolation, no matter how little or great, with the will to reach beyond itself, when necessary, to touch, to feel..to hear and see more. But what if an entity of evolution's epoch should actually appear? whose life is so long that it can clearly recall the beginning of the sun and its vast galaxy..and be so vividly sensitive that it can draw up from memory, enough detail to answer any question about past or future. Say such an entity should appear among us, and dwell for us....what would we become? with one who knows more than our imagination could ask. With such an entity ever ready to give true light to any question that one could imagine, there would be no frontiers of thought, and work would not be needed..except what we might mull, for the sake of restoring feeble will. Where would the sensation of life go?..with such an omniscient soul. Past nor future need not be remembered or imagined, for any question posed would be answered with lasered light. Any misunderstanding?...ask the lord! Any problems, any needs whatsoever...the lord will provide. With such an overlord, there would be no darkness by which we can perceive..no mystery, no movement into a greater light..no care, but for an occasional empty stomach easily repaired..no fair way of life, given a fixed past, and absolute future light. Nothing but the finality of a benevolent keeper serving all needs, eliminating all darkness, programming all deeds. In this existence that death could not change, nor sleep relieve..from such a benevolent entity serving so completely, would I ask reverently, through its ominous power..for its dearth, a bit of ignorance, a place to live it, and wholeheartedly receive there'after, the blessings that ignorance has to offer 

    The heavens above, at night, are occulted by scattered dust clouds. Only a few twinkling points of light can be seen where the dust is not. And I feel drawn. My mind is lured by the darkness there. A single point appears. A very small, perfectly shaped one that I know cannot be physical, nor have any dimensions of its own. Yet, how am I able to conceive such perfection? having arisen from the imperfect dust of earth. Other points appear. Apparitions aligning themselves without deviation until they become so close that this perfecting eye sees only a straight line..without any deviation whatsoever! The line, solid and straight, is within rigidly fixed space, and another line appears and passes through the first, passing through..a single immeasurable point. Another line appears, and many others pass through the same point until the lines abruptly disappear and become a plane. A plane is conceived. As a new dimension of thought, it has the thickness of the un'measureable point and inscrutable line. It has no variable thickness, but nevertheless is. From another direction, a duplicate plane passes through the first to make a form. A form is conceived. The forms are moved into all directions at any rate of change..all shapes and sizes, static or changing, having exact absolute dimensions without any deviation, and a form in motion is conceived. Without substance..they nevertheless are! Of substance and no'thing, I am. Substance imperfect..perfect nothingness! Perfectly imperfect..am I this dichotomy of mind?..a window through which, a portion of creation is perceived? This dichotomy thinking, ponders on itself, for while points compounded into dimension can only frame the physical..the physical can only approximate what numbers perfect. What gradient? creates this sense of unerring perfection. For the universe to be, upper and lower thresholds of senses, must also be. And from the margins of error these senses bring, does the very large idealize the very small? Does the very small conceptualize the very large? Is it? from the very large and the very small brought together from diminishing margins of sensual desire..that the mind and its absolutes spring

  What are you doing here, in the midst of winter? The first snow has arrived..yet, you remain. I feel your color, and relish the pleasure, but there is now, only cold winter's spirit around you. All others have long since disappeared with the first frost..yet, you remain. Winter rose so pleasing to the eye, there is only the howling scowling winds for you, and the harsh bitter cold of winter nights. Tiny sparkling crystals of sleepy thought, silently float down from above, gently laying down, laying life down to rest within aestival dreams. Yet..you remain. In this frigid stillness, you insist, you persist, holding fast to another time, whose time has long since passed 

   A winter rose defies its time in front of an abandoned house, old with outside boards weather worn to the grain. Its family last, now past, a vacant house living bare. Within a barren room inside, brilliant yellow flows boldly through dust'hazed window panes..and a fly seeing its god, frantically attempts to penetrate the invisible barrier. Faint opaque particles are lazily suspended in the midst of the room as though carried by the brilliant light beaming through naked arbors. Upon the floor, warm stillness penetrates a worn empty chair..and except for an occasional frantic buzzing, only stillness occupies this shanty place that once served so well 

   This place, so thoroughly worn, was lived to exhaustion. Cracked and splinter'd. Sharp edges worn smooth, like ancient rock by an ancient sea, by simple life once lived..pleasant daily routines, structured by resolute tradition. Deep within the womb of nature they lived, and from the dust that now lives here, I hear its faint voice echo

  "As we wander, we see far'off, for our home is where we freely dance and sing as our ancient forefathers did. With the earthen foundation beneath us, we are deep within creation, ready to move to wherever our tradition may live. Our children's children will learn that a house, or even a piece of land is but a rest'stop, a wayside attraction of our journey..for the universe is in ceaseless motion, and all substance but transient possession

  "There was a rumble outside..and there were people yelling and shouting. Impending danger. The noise of a large crowd was getting louder, and there were many horses and carriages approaching. Suddenly, one of the windows broke with a loud crash, and then another, and then, there was breaking glass tinkling everywhere. There was heavy coarse commands outside. The edge of profanity and chaos, penetrated deep into everything around 

  "And we had to ask, we needed to know. What made these strangers so deeply afraid? How could our peace cause this?..for are we not, only onto ourselves? Our goods and services are only for you. We ask only..that we be left alone 

  "From outside, we saw the temple torched, and our books tossed out and burned. The fire stretched'out through the windows into the night. We watched wild anger rampaging, violently attacking old pages of books..a penny's worth of ink holding a vast treasure of light for us...only useless vellum for them 

  "We were being attacked. Amid the death, a deep cry, a dulling pain..dazed, we fell to the spell of this violent spectacle. A dark winter night was made darker by terror. Timber crackling..words burning, friends slaughtered and bleeding in the street. Into the red flickering shadows, we retreat. The temple and books turning to ash. The mysterious leader of the marauding mob approached with blazing eyes. His hair was bristling with fire and ice, and by its angry light, from high upon his horse, without hesitation, he trampled a sage who was bending over to pickup a book

  "Powerless and with no opportunity to understand, the fire of hate burns, but we leave unscorched, for we do not curse and hate the violent storms of the seas, nor raging pyroclastic magma consuming stately dreams. We do not hate the cold blizzards that freeze time, nor sultry drought, sucking spirit from life'giving thought. Likewise..is this violence any different from rocks tumbling down a mountain pass?..or any different from flooding rivers, giving far more than what the living needs?..or any weapon from the wood? invading a new territory, attacking the indigenous there where they stood, for what they cultivated all they could through a generation, or many of them. By their own hate, they have reduced themselves to simple abrasive winds upon a desert plain. Violent night, dark inquisition..cindered rubble, broken glass...disaster shall return if we remain 

  "In the hour of our departure, we feel radiant beams of the morning sun penetrate the silence. Our hearts mourn, yet this destruction around us, is of 'all and everything,' and only with 'all and everything' do we atone. We are hung low in sorrow. We are cast down into the mourning snow..until, into our gaze did a flower beam. A blossom had somehow survived. A dream, out of its time, survived" 

   Beyond our eyes and ears, deep within substance is order and disorder. Between chaos and rigid form am I, within the deep of matter, bits of star, am I law and rebellion to law. Wills in opposition, in mutual exclusion, each with its own spirit, and the spirits become a rock, and the rocks congregate into great towers..as mountains jutting up to the heavens, to the stars from which they came..and from its height, do restless waters stream, flowing fast or slow from its source..gathering, separating, and re'gathering throughout its course

   Upon a river bank, a tree reaches outward with its roots deep into the ground, and up from the trunk, branches and leaves reachout to the air for what is there. From this tree, an eagle arises upon a wind, and looking down, sees a tree..reaching with its roots deep in the sea, and up through the river, streams, and rivulets, climbing the mountain for what is there 

   Rising high with the ethers from the seas, the spirit of the eagle rests easily upon a gentle breeze, for this spirit is high..aloft..easily turning, any direction..and being of the wind, the wind freely courses..swiftly moving..and in an instant, stalling and falling, its wings extend to catch the wind..and when an overbearing spirit insists upon the direction of its course, only the eagle will prevail, rising higher, seeing greater..resting, gliding, round and round, spiraling gently toward the ground 

   To feel as the eagle sees, I too, readily ascend upon the first wind, for only mountains with frozen peaks, or gales motivating the swells of a flooding tide, or great vortices of whirling wind, spinning destruction inside, can stop this freedom. Only by the extremes of nature can the eagle be bound..but even bound, the spirit of the eagle continues to soar. Feeling as the eagle sees, I fly high upon every thought born free, for no where in this world, so coarse or fine, can true freedom be..but in mind 

   A philosopher's stone within a world we know not of, transforms common metal into precious gold. Within a world we do know, transmutes liabilities into assets..for the philosopher's stone and its sentiments, the sun and moon, the stars, Earth, and wind..all that a mountain knows reaching for a cloud, refreshing a tree, have no vanity, pride, nor truth absolutely to live'by..nor envy, lust..greed or hate as fate of feeling...only the knowing of wisdom, and the fear it cradles, while telling a bedtime story. 
   Returning in circles of time, it recalls old laughs or adventures from the past. Through it, hallow'd time is felt from the ghosts of mis'placed dreams. Its spirit may linger, but only as light dimming, growing dimmer, where a well'worn path had grown thinner. As a hidden treasure, it quietly lays..only to spring awake by a place, a word, an object..by whatever may happen with some glimmering aspect, of what had once happened. And resting upon paths that wynd through life, it readily disappears when the future is clear, or into the past with misgivings. But even tears with a slight edge of regret, misted, or stricken sad, inevitably reappear..and from its 'eternal return,' the mind can madden, but just as easily, suddenly brighten, when the same tears suddenly sweeten 

    From below an uncertain horizon, it rises bright upon the rim, crosses over to disappear at the other end. As a radiance serving life, being the simplest of substance, companionship is restricted only, to elements of itself. Darkness says 'it cannot be everywhere,' but it tries, being a propagator of space that its captured matter occupies. While time has but little presence within its essence, by it, eyes are gifts through which, in the misty sky, a heven'bowe displays its inner nature 

    Captured by it, the sea was seduced from beyond, and by this affair, the tides of the sea, we see. With unebbing motion, it moves to bring special moments within the dimness of evenings, where everyone may see by the gleam of silvery water streams, or bluish sheen of dark obscure arbors. As it labors through the pitch of night, a cool incandescent glow is passed from the farside of Earth, as yellow'silver of a brilliant globe lays blue'gray upon everything, everywhere. Listening carefully, shadows of its gentle light are silent, dark, and deep. Silver'lined clouds are high, and day life is soothed, because its velvet light is soft to the skin, having been renewed from a deep umbro'd night

   Arriving as steady light in the dark of night, they will faintly blink and later fade from the dint of day. Many sizes are they. Some radiant, some dim..passing slowly across the black sky, and returning the following night, they seem to forever stay. A display of figures and figurines are they, all made of light, of near past and distant past, and those that streak the sky are really not, what they seem. Yet, upon one that is genuine, if that one should capture an on'looker's gaze, the heavens permit one wish if their colors can be seen, for they will always remain forever bright, under the blanket of night, having long since passed into the midst of a dream 

   Turning with precision in rhythm around the sun..tilting toward, positioned away, the living upon its surface arise and sleep, each day passing with day's bright and night's deep..blending rare elements of the universe plenty, making a fair haven for all the living. Nearly upon a circular path slow, it harbors all that will live and grow. Like a perfect globe it is shaped, and because it turns on its own, we know day to be both dark and light. From some place distant, if it is seen, its quiet moon feels deep blue and soft white.  To embrace it, lay prone with ear upon the ground, and with outstretched arms, feel its aura glow in the midst of starlight's eternal night

    Moving everywhere, the arbors bend to its mighty blow. Through valleys it flows, from mountain peaks it speaks..across vast plains, it causes tall grass to appear like gentle swells of a sea. It moans and groans within the deep of night..and to know it, by the light of a glowing full moon, be still and silent..and with luminescence cupped in hands..and with a whisper and subtle hiss, feel its gentle caress

   High to the stars, it rises from an infernal cauldron that is a part of a large intense heart, and for all, the cauldron beats through eons to some obscure rhythm. Veins of fire are hidden within its body, and as a citadel of power, it is usually nearby a sea. When the cauldron beats, great fiery bodies of light and heat are hurtled into the sky, to make rivers of fire flow, and its body glows and grows throughout the radiance of day and darkness of night. With cool winds and time, it becomes larger and larger. Higher and higher it rises until rain becomes snow..and over the perennial white so high are the voices of the wind blowing higher over its peak, as to say..."It is the only tower in creation, that may be seen from a distant horizon..to be disturbed, only when it must grow, to otherwise reside boldly, without explanation, before anyone's eyes that behold creation" 

    Swiftly moving, at one with the wind, only when divided does everything else brighten. Quietly, in ceaseless motion, when it weeps, so happy from freedom, its tears become the blood of the living. Giving darkly, always with a silver lining, desert Edens spring from its presence. Its lofty spiritual manner may swirl in great violent vortices, sucking up anything in its way. As it rises boldly to itself in the sky, its deep is not so easily aroused..but when it is!..its force is great, as great as the command of shifting earth with its turbulence and violence surrounding a clear calm center. Like the spirit of the wind, it dies as readily, as it lives. It is essential, but elusive to the touch. Intimately always needed, yet often not appreciated, while serving by suspending and bearing what it is not. Born to wander, life seeks to live nearby, to feel it, freely passing'by. And the Earth will always surrender to its gentle persuasion while it travels freely as it might..every day, every night 

    Within two worlds, its body dwells. Dividing and re'dividing, it reaches into one that is always dark, and into the other where there is light. Where darkness is, many fingers grow with delicate hairs unseen, reaching for the water it needs, and within the substance of earth, its body will grow upon mountain sides and throughout the valleys far below. It holds together the Earth and the Sun, and while it continues to breathe, the Sun, the Earth, and waters are always the means by which it is known as first life, and the estate of dreams 

    It can live only alone, but constantly seeks company. It exists invisibly, yet needs a mirror..looking everywhere, seeing only itself, it recognizes none but itself, as its own peer 

    Even though fragile, it is always out front. Always shining, it will always assure, yet more glossy than wise and demur. It is strong, it will stand'fast against any wind..rigid, solid..not inclined to bend. A progeny of vanity, a dividend of triumph! It is first to shine bright, being always inclined, towards vainglorious light 

    Stubborn and immovable, it is darkly rooted. Seeds of despair it will sow, of itself it must know. Self'impassioned, representing itself as soul, it is strong, but only when collectively commissioned. Always saying, "I know," and seeing only through some inflexible notion, always mistakes cynicism for wisdom. With ears muffled and eyes fixed, it lives without context. As the nemesis of the righteous, its opinions are not cautious, not even for the apparent to be somewhat reverent

    It seeks the glitters of gold, but saddened when gained, and craves the glories of triumph, yet resigned to despair. Bold in disrepair, in dark stillness, it will always be shy, while staring at life, passing'by 

    Deeper than the darkest void, it consumes more than the fire of the Sun. And raging as a storm within an empty heart, the mind becomes a furnace, for it surely loves beauty and carnal passion, yet readily devours beauty, as it hungers beyond sensation 

    Hidden desire that only creates greater desire, its treasure rises to become a mountain. High into the sky the treasure will gain, a peak from which, blindness looks for the most precious. Becoming lost, a timeless ghost, it is always in want, only for that which makes it more gaunt 

    Sharper than any knife could be, it makes the mind eat first, what fear conjures most. Enshrouding the soul with voids, the mind becomes mad'stricken, the heart sickened, the soul..grief'ridden. Burning and void'centered, eyes turn..one to fire, one to ice. It has no substance, yet can turn the living into a thing 

    Restricted in body, it exists only in mind. It is sensed between peaks of laughter, or between tears when sadness remains thereafter. It is seen in an arbor bending to the wind, and like the wind, it may always be. We may notice it, having more than one direction to move, moving as we wish around some law immovable. Under its influence, the seas become great mountains until they crumble and fall. Through it, there is always a prospect for a new song. And often longed for, by the young in heart, it has been known as a song, a silent prayer, or the parent of an original thought. So close to what we essentially are, it often lingers beyond immediate sight..but precious within, dim or bright, it can be made of anything!..even darkness or light 

    It is hidden as often as not. Allusive by hiding, and hiding as the obvious, it is sometimes bold, sometimes cautious. Has no substance, yet is priceless. Ready to serve, always working, it becomes darker when its convolutions become greater. Its power can turn eyes inward or outward. Courage is required. Its lover is Time within its universe, the mind. Its body, a vision. Its shadow, a question. It speaks without reservation, and offers itself as the final arbitration and warrant...even though to itself, it be only apparent 

    With fiery assertion of what is true, it has been known to speak unknowing how deep, tongue was imbedded in cheek. Compelled to seek, running towards a cliff's edge to be free, wandering in any direction, it lives tall and thin without sight or sensation. Seeking..searching..running from eternity, its sense of impending doom lives desperate, impoverished of will..for it has wandered backwards and forwards in time, enduring the nagging voids, daring not to enter, knowing that some emptiness, some eternity, something unfathomable is there. Even the light, it may dread, and only by challenge, will it die, and after all being said, if to no avail or reply, each tear, a moment of eternity, it must bear 

    It lays or stands..stoic, silent with no motion nor life, unless there is learning. Suspending time and dis'belief, or using time to guide, and belief to hide, it often entertains when its smallest parts, rigid and unyielding, blend to become..as alive! For of it, some is new, and some is borrowed. Sorrows, delights, enlightenments..a few of its ingredients. Some are old..very old, but this only inspires the new to be bold, so it may say of itself...”all was told, that could be told”

    And I knew I would be forever changed, once I enter, dispelling fear, comprehending these words that I would indefinitely bear, apprehending time, its nature..of time present, past, and future 

   It has rhythm and melody without making a sound, and knowledge of its ways is rarely known. It may move backwards or forwards while always uncertain, and can be measured by any event, only if it happens the same, again and again. With a starting point that always becomes the past, it moves both slow, and often very fast. Imperceptibly it may stand still having no substance..yet, it is among the greatest treasures that one may have. Many have given a King's ransom for just a small measure of its nature. Through it, freedom is felt...the rivers, and oceans, and whole universes that would otherwise remain obscure, when magic and fate rule. Sometimes blue, sometimes bright, it is in common with all things perceived to happen..only to, in that happening, somehow disappear. Where adventure arises and passes in an instant, where a thought is difficult to keep...colors, fragrances, and sounds are vivid and deep. The overlord here is joy and laughter, and all innocents love this place because life is, adventure. Without measure, it moves, making everything seem to suddenly appear. The spirit soars here with the lightness of heart, and the mind is hungry, touching, seeking the next adventure to start. It is where affections freely express, for affections are the waters that allow love to season strongly. And so strong is this place, that only sleep has been known to end it...yet, even in sleep, it may awake from the wake of what traveled through the day. In the absence of this place so precious, the moon in return, will appear radiant and full..heart and imagination, out of control! With ears wide and open, and eyes large and silent, this place having spoken, enters forever a dark quiet..where many legends are told about it. Some are true. Many are not. It always lingers as memory, sometimes clear, sometimes not. Bitterness or love may spontaneously emerge from it. With it, some hope waiting for the circumstances of sentiment, and others come to enlightenment about what lays ahead..giving no light except what a single eye can see, or will see..and as uncertain as it often seems to be, many nevertheless go there, to live and dwell where they wish within its dimly lit caverns. And many are ruled by those vague, ethereal, and often eerie apparitions which are better off remaining as sustenance of the mystic..for from here, is where mystique gathers its magical power, where all things fade into conjecture, where all search for those beliefs that they want to forever hold, and fantasies are made, about the boldness and daring of those..who had no idea how they would be set in memory! In passing, it often leaps to where dreams and aspirations are made..sometimes of hope for spirit, and for those with the will to achieve, it is where vision lives and breathes..where the unknown within, may become known..where only prophets dare to speak, for its ways are truly mysterious. Sometimes cloudy, sometimes clear, it becomes more certain only when the present draws near. Courageous leaders live here, where a civilization or an entire empire is first built. Here, innocence fades whenever it is considered, and savings are made for an arrival that will never happen. It is where dreams may live bright and daring, and the imagination caring not what may rise, freely produces many wonder worlds of such fine substance, that all or any of it could disappear in a flick of an instant. Through its ceaseless nature..this elusive presence having been called by some, an invention, does seem to be alive! or at least, enhances what is alive..for if you quietly remain still amid mundane activity, you will feel an entity always ready to emerge..to change tears into a drop of sea, and through its way, to see this part of the sea, enter the earthen fingers of an arbor..to be drawn'up and outward to the green of its leaves..and the turning leaves disappear into the ground, and enriching the foundation, the earthen floor becomes small blades of grass, and the grass turns, to become a creature..the end of creatures becomes the beginning of new plants and new creatures, who join others to become the waters traveling aloft to other places, where all bodies relate to other bodies..where the relation of all may be envisioned..and through a small portion of its nature, perhaps little may be seen or felt..but all that is needed to sense the pervasive delicacy of its many melodies 

    My gentle woman, if you please, I am an alien here because the place and time for what I know has yet to arrive. I sense deeply, and see the colors of your need. I sweeten from your laughter, brighten from your anger, and become the shadow of your sadness. With you, all of me lives!..past, present, and future. I often feel as a man of the sea because I am accustomed to a foundation always moving beneath my feet. And I ask you....”would you be, simply with me?”..in motion through the universe, upon this vessel, Earth..small and hidden among the stars, where there are great oceans of time to span. I am not regarded as wise by most..and by the values of many, most rightly so..for I do not spend time learning the weakness of others for advantage and gain. Nay..because of the nature of what I know, I am more often than not, alone among peoples..but not so with the creatures, the children, and moods of the vast spaces of darkness and light. I have come to dwell, per chance perhaps, within a larger world..most of which has rarely been seen amid many systems of suns, of stars, whose space boundaries end where space and time takes its turn inward as being. Yet, an ocean of time may pass, perhaps several times before we can be seen. And upon this sea of happenstance and chance opportunity..of what you can be assured, I can only promise me 

    There are indeed, those who hold themselves sane, and there are those who have a'judged others to be otherwise..and there are those who would be both, as long as we have two brains..both of which, would be very busy arguing their case..and both would until one prevails somehow, and there, somewhere within the temple of thought, one cognitive will rests with notions about states of being that distinguish the sane from the insane. Thus, there are many questions of sanity that have apparent answers, and apparent answers to such delicate questions are made easy enough. They are made in response to the manner, or style, in which the logic of argument is versed..for an argument that persists with eloquence can make the premise of common sense, irrelevant. Well..these troublesome questions concerning proper states of mind are answered by most, with convenient definitions. If a clear definition of sanity is conceived in mind, there then, is where insanity must also reside. As sanity lives, so does its doppelganger within the darkside of emotion..perhaps never seen, but always there for those intrepid sane through eons of cognitive evolution who seek to meet their dark moon upon a battlefield, and plan its demise. To many, sanity appears bold, resilient, and strong..however, the gravity of logic captures me, wherein, I must admit that insanity within a rigid, logical, self'ordained sane society, is far easier to prove than sanity, and therefore must be by far, far easier to live with 

    Newborn emerging, newborn crying until first rest. And later, the latest of what evolution offers perceives and feels new circumstances. Newborn living, newborn in isolation amid the many wonders of creation, the spirits there enter, and newborn eyes brighten. They were not forsaken, for newborn children of the moon..they are of the seasons, the Earth, of all that lives and grows. They know their father who is from the Sun. They are enchanted and moved by his heart, the moon, for when his heart moves, his children can feel the swaying tides of mother's womb. In return for his brilliant radiance, the mother gives freely to her children of the moon, who delight beneath the heavens of their father, and live within the bosom of earthly mother. There is no faltering joy or sorrow, nor any tomorrow. There is only the father above, and Mother Earth's love. The newborns live long after their spirits' beginning within their body, which inevitably returns to water, the womb of mother..and to dust, her body, and to light, back to father..only to begin again, faraway within empyrean realms of over'souls who dream life

     For the rebels with a cause, these words are not a revolt and thereby revolution..not as insurrections to the learned or wise. This is a form of a testament however..of how one may begin, such as I, whenever oppositions of mind become a vise 

   Within the universe, this place called Earth has been at peace with the stellar elements for many eons. Here and now, we may behold the labors of the past, simply by holding a bit of substance in our hands. We may feel the future as we envision the temple of life around us. We feel the seasons of life, we take for ourselves the products of timeless labors..for the peace of limited darkness and light amid this violently erupting, expanding, contracting universe, has indeed settled here, where we are..settling within the quiet clearness of a gentle brook, within the cool morning mist over the stillness of a meadow pond..in the ebb of motion the tides of moon bring..in the evening, its silent darkness..and in the mid of day, as the brightness of our star penetrates the fragrance of a blossom. And far off upon many horizons, there is the lofty silence of mountain peaks, as they too, embody time. Upon this earthen place, enough time has passed in this manner..enough time for us to emerge in form, where toil and struggle in its brief stillness, feels the original peace upon this ship in space, where all has come to live and take root..where all cultures and all beliefs may live aside one another..where dictums of would'be kings and queens come to know themselves as part of a greater whole. Here, all forms of space and thought have their place and time and, their representatives. Therefore, no one way of thought..no single manner of doing will prevail over all ways of thought and manners of being..for living in freedom, a way of thought seeks naught, timelessness..but rather, the time and place it may begin, and the opportunity to live and end in its own time. Freedom of thought, a manifesto of an inalienable right is defended by all, for all to be. The destiny that involves the stars and the expanding space of the universe will evolve from the bosom of its work, its love, and its vision 

    We, of the universe within, in order to form a greater union, to establish general principles of relativity, to secure and ensure domestic tranquility, hold this truth to be self evident...that each quest of thought is endowed with an inalienable right to pursue and assume the responsibility of any truth it should see, any compromise it should make, and to establish any belief or any variation thereof, that would be as unique and distinct as necessary, to bear the labors of its love, and receive the truth of its work 

   For the end of such pursuits, to begin, we establish and ordain this constitution, these canons, for the integrity and sovereignty of self'light within 

   "That the 'all and everything' of creation, is all knowledge and ignorance, all space and power, with which, atonement is made 

   "That love is need..the need to give, the need to receive for the sake of living the world we perceive..for love of life and love's labors, for freedom to be, to be any of these splendors 

   "That what has been made conscience, can perceive only in terms of itself. The good and bad, perceives only the good and bad therefore, and only by evil conceived, can evil be perceived

   "To fear power, power shall rule. To conquer power, the power becomes you. To respect power, power benign. To ignore power..inert to all, for all time 

    By our Will, we live throughout the day, by month, by year..we are here in a larger world made by eons of trial, extinction, and new life whenever a new  variant is favorably selected. Elegant nature chants its eternal song for the celestial heavens..because the stars also live! The celestial heavens respond. Their meditative refrains are subtle, as their images of the past are fragile. As they move, I feel the delicacy of their pervasive awareness. I feel it within each bit of substance, a faint awareness, this fleeting yet eternal existence, feeling the whole of creation, a genesis testament with thanksgiving 

    Dark force rising, always arising to remold self'molded knowledge. Like deep waves of earth passing down'under, the dark swiftly passes through the light of consciousness, the omnipresent darkness surrounds me..trembling mountains of certainty, are suddenly uplifted and set into motion, and the dark force swiftly penetrates self'sovereign light. The earth shudders, and the solid floor pitches and rolls. The walls of an earth'sod room become the bulkheads of an unsteady ship. Terror obliterates time, and lost in eternal vagueness, triumphs momentarily, have no more weight than a fragile image of a distant star. Dark force rising, I feel beyond, and see past the brightness of illusion, into the darkness where the stars truly are. Apparitions of sensations. Unfamiliar faces appear and vanish. Faceless, darkness drips from sadness. A familiar feeling becomes a fleeting dream. Melodies are chanted over and over again. Their refrains become alluring gray moods laying me down, still'born..gently, in eternal sleep. Words in eternity, crippled truth..half'truth roars, but only a weak tremor of a bleating lamb is felt. Lost in hinterspace, impending doom..sovereign dictums impale the living flesh..searching, I am deeply pooling. The consuming Dread threatens. Solitary rhythms..aimless wanderings, a melody is searching for a greater world than itself. Rage! Indignation! Space'slicing being! Suddenly exposed, and from everywhere seen, crimson claws reach for me. Horrid, torrid fires scorch me. I move deep, deeply within. Swiftly moving in reverence to all, greater and greater, the depths I seek..the quiet, the sweet silent, the loving dark, I want the oblivion of sleep, to be where forever keeps. The gray walls rise. The poisoned air penetrates my eyes. Heavy metropolis heat feeds a violent war. Profound congestions of competing wants inspire chaos, and embittered eternities of hate, burn and smolder amid pungent odors of indignation, for the judgments of 'good and evil' inherently larger than life, rage a relentless war. Good'evil, half'truth, a thorny flower from which, the living aura is so readily marred..that prickly hate, having laid to waste its object of evil, lays spent in its agony of peace. So many compulsive habits! So many restrictions and constrictions! So many conditions to simply live. Fear'stricken fantasy, shallow lungs gasp from acrid vapors. Suffocating darkness, a heavy darkness is where my heart should be. Floundering within a polluted sea of unconnected feelings, Armageddon, already old within me, is a spinning storm of wanton desire's searing cold. Deeply within I move, for so tired am I, the bones of my soul bleed from enduring Hate and its mate, Jealousy, having been pursued by all they beget..for immortality's sake. Hate is exceedingly proud, and fraught with a priestly guise, is envious of power, it has not. To be clear and changeless, it must be un'evolving, it must lust for pleasure..and being timeless, it can only pre'judge, and in eternity, Hate knows Greed, for it always needs. Aye! Wearied am I, hollowed and absent. With only a bit of sleep's death could I find a temporary end to this eternal restlessness. So deep within am I, so far away from all, I am..this dark silence is heavy..the ecstasies high, having paid so dearly for themselves with vacuous pains, seem shallow, hollow, and faraway. Falling, warm darkness envelopes me. This deep within...I know not, when it began, nor when it will end! Within this dreamless dark, I am still and silent. My heart slowly opens within the darkness, and suddenly from it, a lethal light is cast..for love's lost had equaled love's gain suitably enough by some heavenly domain..and from its pain, and its fire, and from the ashes, I emerge a'new and behold!...the evils of the world are, in the eye of the beholders! Where it ends, I seek at'onement with all light. I seek peace with all that was, is, or could ever be. I seek where the moon shines quietly through the dark, and gives its life'giving light to the wandering rivers..laying its gentle substance onto fields of still grass, amid lofty trees, where its luminescence casts its silky essence upon meadows..upon shallow waters, upon still'water ponds, where the fragrant floras breathe deeply, the peace of a translucent evening 

    The bonds to a boundaryless universe are limited to an array of inborn senses, limited portals into a universe outside, my world inside. Changing within, turning inward..senses are heightened, the world is broadened, I live its mysteries! From nighted stars, I feel the celestial history, drifting and streaming, and from a sea of starry images, the boundaries of mind are but primeval beginnings

   From the inside looking out..I, subconscious eye, feeling the life far distant throughout the heavens, feel it everywhere surrounding me, penetrating me..diffusing, permeating every bit of substance. In every direction, do journeys of self'light shape space and time, which are destined, with every diminishing turn of I, to scatter itself into bits of matter..until in time, those bits, ordered and arrayed, say.."I am"

   Within this sea of space, upon a vessel powered by a radiant star, my journeys amid galaxies in constant motion, ebb and flow with their tides. I move relatively fast as light toward one starry blue, or as fast away from another shifting red, or slow and still, relative to another shining bright. While feeling the soft swirling white in the sky, the deep bluing there..the quiet mountain gray, the rusted clay inspires the life'giving green to become evergreen. Over the seas, faithful moon chants to the living, and to the salted waters where all began. Both were persuaded to serve the land. I emerged from water to air, spirit unseen, always moving seeking every crevice, every rock, every height..desires in the night move freely over gentle seas. Moved deeply, stately arbors whispering, swaying, life radiates, arms branching, mountain peaks shining..glistened white, radiance penetrates the cool stillness there. The sun lingers, the waters gather..dripping, descending, streaming..wandering journey, gathering and regathering, swiftly moving, the Earth gives, the waters are carried..Earth and water, forever married. And high above, the waters gather until bursting clouds descend upon barren land. The silent cactus, the prickly skin swelling, refreshened, alive..sultry heat seeks the shade, spent waters having gained, stillness penetrates a dust'ridden mind. Darkened clouds, thundering quakes, falling waters, river wakes. Mountain valleys..the floras, the faunas, still lake..chanting memories, prophecies make. The moon is burning, seagulls wandering, arbors grip the earth and hold fast. The fruit is eaten, the seeds are taken. Cold winter, the earth has darkened..the leaves have fallen, the trees shedded..leaves to dust, dust to air, moist dark earth..sweet waters adrift over land so fair. Over hills, over plains, earth'scented spirit into the sky, misty waters wandering high..primordial salt, fragrant sea, enters my blood, my soul, my spirit be. And from the shoals of sea and soul of ocean's deep, a small pond is left behind upon a dust'barren desert. An old sage bull kneels by the shallow pond, tasting the waters for the last time. Scavengers patiently wait for the spirit to leave. Cautiously, the scavengers approach, and the water vapors ascend. Dormant shell, abandoned vessel, spirit akin to the wind. The waters pass from life to the spirit, over land and sea, from mountains' peak to peak across the sea to foreign land..into thickening clouds and descending waters, into deep quiet lakes, dark and unseen. The leaves unfold. The hungry diligently consume its green. The waters are collecting and falling, far distant and high where the sky touches the stars, and nearby, upon the soil within every crevice, every hill, I feel the deep molten heart of Earth. Turning darkly within itself, the waters remain within the grasp of Earth until the moon brightens, and the waters heighten, and the streams swell..the river wanders, the arbors sway to songs of the wind, wandering the Earth, there and back again
   And the Earth wanders also, through an ocean of space, for it is an ark..carrying countless ways of life, and the vision, life itself, also upon a journey. Such is the way of life..ceaseless journey, restful sleep
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   Beauty of skin is instant pleasure, and even though it disappears with the blink of an eye, many endeavor or hope to forever keep, beauty skin deep. While such possession is but illusion, such illusion often prevails..until heart awakens, seeing much deeper, beauty much longer, thereafter 


    When Beauty's lines are mostly balanced, when bold strokes of contour are few and controlled, and when peculiarities are distinctive, yet contrasted and complemented well by all else, then the basics of beauty skin deep has been well met. Then one day, someone old hesitates, someone younger stops. A man suddenly turns. Repeatedly, many want to look, to stare..to peep or glance, vying for chance opportunity to touch and feel what mind has perfected. And then, one day again, she looks closer into the mirror to see what so many value, what they need, what some figment of mind desires. And perhaps at first, only for play, mind and hand take imperfections away, but most assuredly, what beauty was gained will surely stay. And later, upon another day again, Beauty's gain became very apparent!..that what was given and improved is most clearly a power, what visions inspire..a craving to touch what cannot be touched, creates desire. With a web of silk, only pleasure can be given from its treasure! Pleasure for pleasure's sake does each strand intertwine with another, draping closely..falling, strictly conforming to every contour of Beauty's form. Pleasure of flesh. Desires rushing, blood flushing. Days too long, nights too short, and from wants unending do endless cravings beget cold objects within. Spirit's unrest, no place to rest. Mind and spirit, forever restless

   When the eye has been deceived by line and shade, the power of Beauty is apparent. And so..as without so within, does spirit become so formed. What has been given freely has become a divine right, a power..a lever, a tool for those especially, who wish to know only by suggestions of reflected light. A broken moon is made of stone. And throughout the mind's vast space, wanting and desiring, securing its ends, the seas do not rise, the tides of emotion do not flow, and time imperceptibly passes by. In perfection, in perfect order the wanting mind is, seeking perfect dark light far beyond its own sight. When light shines upon such beauty, its face is smooth and firm. Unblemished, it is the perfected center of the body, the regent of mind. The hair is dark and formally shaped. The body...long, offered, and leisurely draped. And from the center of this resplendent pillar, the mind of pride is, as clear space...empty, imposing...only void where emotion should be. And from the darkness of its deep, watching and waiting for soul to keep, there is no place to weep..within this empty space filled with promises sweet. Resplendent beauty is haunting..yet always ready to change, or be measured, or altered to pique desire in any one's eye. And in hand with such free gifts, is the darkside of Beauty's pride that no one can fully know in this space of mind..in this place, within this palace especially made..undaunted, unbending..adorned with soft silk, the substance of dream worlds in the midst of a vast dark sea...she waits amid the pillars of her dreams..of beauty, some would endeavor to possess, unconditionally

    A clear, crystalline clear untouched heart is the center of innocence. And when draped with the fairness of light's reflection, the life'giving waters of primordial seas bear vast treasures of emotion from every sensation, from every leisure of peace, every pleasure of joy. Such is what fills the heart of innocence..what makes simple fairness resplendent and glowing. Then, a heaviness thickens the air where beauty was moments before. A new feeling, a sensation of a larger, greater world has suddenly claimed its place in heart. "But the sun had never shown there before, and with fear's vacuous arms, a dark stillness, a heavy emptiness gripped the depths of you." Aye!..someone has perceived you truly..seeing past your eyes into a place unknown, untouched. Run! Run fast, but distance only adds weight to love and love's lost. Run if you can. Flee! from the light of your moon. All that awaits you are flowers without flavor, gardens without color. Such is the nature of the eternity before you. Run if you wish..back into those carefree days and innocents play of dreams..but look upon your horizon. There, you will find the moon, resting upon primordial waters of a silent sea, simply waiting for your return. Only a lover's emptiness you are, and love's lost you cannot otherwise but be, within the substance of your dream

    Rising and settling low in the sky, the moon is silent and full, and a barren branch of an arbor penetrates the stillness, as to say, "Glowing light shining full, how easily you charge so much that lives and grows. How silently you enter my deep. Your brilliant aura has taken a'hold where life boldly ventures, where Beauty endeavors to seek its destiny."  A sleepiness is in the ethers everywhere, and the arbors, short and bare, silently waver from gentle cool breezes. Tufts of scraggly grass scattered upon barren soil seem to be the only sign of life, the only remembrance of a dream. Where has life gone? Where does it sleep? Will it be away for long? Vacant moon, undaunted stillness, your radiance weaves a delicate fabric, loosely draping, casually adorning Beauty's form. Your eyes, haunted and silent, beckons in vain for some touch, some sign of life. Reclined and withdrawn in the midst of a hollow moon, vacant eyes opening to the very deep of Beauty's soul asks, "Where is life? Where is it sleeping, so I may find it, and lay aside its warmth and eternal peace." Yet, what is a barren moon, but a loveless light shining down upon a sleepy life resting from itself. And since Beauty is never barren, this must simply be, winter's sleep! Lovelorn Beauty, barren moon..the arbor is bare only from the tides of stillness, and the sun's remote radiance. No need to wait and fill your repose with lovelorn gloom. Your lover shall return. Aye! Life has only gone to temporary sleep, and will soon arise to meet your wholeness willing to be adorned..and your heart, yearning to be filled 

    Alone and darken, divine care is taken, and with reverence given, she carefully, cautiously is. Being divine, she is lifeless. Being some eternity of mind, she is faceless. So still is she, her peace is firmly resolved. Unto herself, like stone. Sure of her treasure made from many sorrows, from bits of soul given, for a smile..a favor, some sentiment or blessing touch. Her peace..lifeless. Its beginning, dark and dreamless. And where does spirit live? when light enters and forever stays. Symbolic beauty is like the stillness of deep space, being no more than the dark or light some word may emit..the word, this beauty is. No matter what light shines, or darkness cast, the world inside if seen, cannot last. No light can rise from crystalline eyes where spirit has not been. Her eyes are dark, and face, shadowed, and rising high inside symbolic beauty, there is no feeling, for the body had become a pedestal divine, for what had become the property of mind

    From within hidden folds of tender warmth, Beauty is drawn, and the mind is quartered wanting to be touched. Dear sweet pain! From one arousing touch becoming greater, consuming, becoming many, into pleasure's dark bosom will Beauty venture. And taken deeply, simply for pleasure's sake, tender touches, over and over..sweet love, Beauty would make for pleasure's bles'sed sting. Sweated by its fire, there is no measure for pleasure gained..for what is gained, an equal measure of light is given, and Beauty falls swiftly, darkly into itself. Poor and stricken with cravings, there is no end..only deep darkness when pleasure ends. And only pleasure's prickly sting can bring Beauty back for a brief eternity, on desert and dust, where lust had been beaten to death. Impaled by heated breath, Beauty is lost in swollen flesh..having grown from wanton fire, Beauty lives, but only upon a crucifix of desire

    I saw her holding an unusual flower. Like in a dream, she was radiant and fair with dark hair rolling, curling down upon her shoulder. I sense its coolness. I feel its sweetness. And I drift even closer into the deepness of her eyes. Her aura is elegant and radiant. But somehow the spirit had left her. She is very still, suspended, in some quiet trance, her glance fixed upon a flower. Suddenly, I too, feel its fragrance. Its dark center is as compelling as its radiant elegance. And so small and delicate are the leaves that forsaken they must have been, so that the flower will open wide again..a flower now, filling me with so much pleasure that closer I must be, to its deep dark center. What is this compulsion? to seek the source of such fragrant beauty..to touch it, feel it..to open deeply and be changed by it. If only I was a gentle warm wind..that I may touch her, that she may feel the wanton air, her beauty inspires.  So often am I drawn into its dark heart. As the wind carried the essence of this unusual flower to me, I am carried far, close'by, it seems. And soon, I am near Beauty's breaking beams. Far away, very far away from the harshness and coldness. And I see her as I see all beauty...partly seen, half hidden..soft, supple, waiting. Into this flower, am I beckoned deep, am I carried with all the sea, all the land..the misty, billowy waters above, the clear sky there..all life moving, traveling into a vanishing horizon..a journey, seeking the destiny, the sweet dark faiths, of majestic beauty 

    In that instant when the wind suddenly surged, the lower body of her hair shifted as she turned. Feeling the presence of my eyes, she permitted me to sip her vision like a fine wine. But only for an instant could I taste such fairness. This grand mansion, a temple of lush opulent fragrance, a delicate domain of exquisite beauty so radiantly adorned, and so love blessed that the gentle shear of her silk readily clings to her supple form.  My awkward mind stumbles and trips over itself contemplating her. And deadly fixed, is the faint expectation in her eyes, having turned to me, reaching..asking, becoming large and full of long hope. And I, in my abrupt manner of passing, say, "No, not I, dear one. I am only an onlooker, a passerby stopping by, to let your beauty fill my eye. And please forgive me for disturbing you. I, being able to know you only through this instant you enter me, must make you become like the crystal stillness of a looking glass mirror..becoming timeless, indelible in memory." What common irony is this? that, by my own moons, can I only be a brief fantasy to you. You are high in my temple, and faraway you cannot but be, so deeply buried inside your beauty. Lost within the slender grace of your fingers, within the smooth contour of your face, the clear wholeness of your eyes, within the undisturbed fullness of your lips, love is silent, unmoved, and entombed. What strange irony this is!..that beauty can become so entombed in me, or become the tomb of love in you.  Love entombed, reaching, seeking a greater expectation than the mansion built around you..and you wanting, waiting!..to be more than some image with mortal memory, what more can you yearn for? but to be simply, something more than what was given you in your beginning 

    How fair she is, in her silent repose, holding a bit of stillness while the gentle winds play with small reeds in the sand. The sea is quiet and calm. The steady rhythm of waves upon the shoal is like a meditation, a chant, warming the spirits everywhere with its salty essence. The sky is clear, and from horizon to horizon, brilliant radiance from above warms soft sands by a sea.  How still the flowers are, with their broad leaves drinking deeply radiant beams. Sweet silence in waiting they are. And a flower has opened its dark center for the special one who would enter. Is this why? the power of beauty beckons from a'far, any spirit able to enter and make fertile its seeds, so beauty may again arise? She has the sea behind her, the open sky above, and the warm soft sands beneath her. For a silent moment, she is inseparable from all that is around her. Radiant beauty, splendor divine..where is your special one, your true lover? Your dark gleaming hair is bounded by the cloth upon you, adorning you, as your silent repose adorns the sands by a sea. Alone, and inseparable from all, you cannot otherwise but be.  Madam, flower in waiting...do you often wonder when your lover will appear? How will you know? among the many attracted to the fullness of your breast, to the full lips adorning your face..attracted to the sweet dark depths of Beauty's embrace..to the clearness of your eyes, and fairness of your face. How will you know which enchanted desire can recover enough to truly see you in your eyes? Only he who sees you, whose inner sanctum warmed and colored by you, will secure and magnify yours, for the seeds of your beauty to be nurtured, and freely be

    The wind gently moves tiny blades of grass. Small leaves twist and quietly joust. A flat sea stirs upon its surface..subtle ripples. The great bodies of billowy clouds are free from the hold of Earth. And freely, the wind blows. Freely, the blades of grass sing, and the flowers rejoice whenever the spirits over land and sea, move them. Beneath the heavens, day brings clear warm blue from above, and satin winds lay upon silken skin. If only this dream of freedom I feel everywhere, could break into me and become real. If only I could touch her gentle contours, perhaps her beauty deep, I could feel. She lays so complete and whole..so firm, yet giving..so still, yet living. I know I could never touch her, because how does one caress the wind, or cup a silent ripple of a sea? How does one embrace the delicate ethers of the clouds, or this dream of freedom that wishes to forever be? Laying there, so quiet. Being of all. Feeling her from a'far, like a dream this freedom cannot be possessed. In possessing, one is possessed. And unless I turn away and leave, forever I would be indentured, by the enchantment of her dream. And I turned to see her once more..to see her soft subtle form, but she had disappeared with the last break of the sea..and then I remembered...like the dunes that forever shift, she was only made of sand, and the substance of my imagination 

   In the dark of night, the summits of clouds shine bright. The spirits of the air are thick and heavy. Yet, so clear these ethers are, that when the clouds separate, the waters suddenly enlighten with a silvery sheen. The moon glows silently and brightly, and so very large that the far side of Earth is an incandescent day, sparkling the crests of breaking waves..sparkling everywhere, this boon into vanishing horizons. And high above, the misty waters are also clearly seen. They too, have been filled with incandescence of moon. Dark night, silent glowing night, the beauty in everything suddenly radiates. From the dark of a distant past, Beauty arises adorned with its resplendent aura, ready to give, ready to receive..always willing, to do whatever pleases. Beauty arises easily enough from the elements of earth, from the waters, from the light of a radiant moon. And so still is this Beauty, that the waters within, easily commune with the gentle mists high, over the sea below. Being of the waters, so easily are we spirited, so easily are we soothed by its giving nature. The moon shining radiantly full, giving its silvery aura to the sea..the sea now, far more silent than it could otherwise be, beckons Beauty into its depths. Yet, Beauty is held fast, while I, like the Beauty before my eyes, also receives the spell from its potent light...subtle, gentle glow, everything awakens with your presence! In the pitch of night, soft light and gentle spirits settle upon dark ocean swells. Upon deep waters, you make the mists above, become one with the sea. In this silent light, moonspells enter easily, seeking beauty. Sweet Beauty, I see you clear and strong. I see you...untouched, silent, and waiting, because you are there..like the deep of the sea, like great bold winds wandering freely, you are there, like the moon moored quietly upon the sea...incandescent, radiant, and sparkling 

    A strong emptiness suddenly enters me. My spirit is lost. My mind...empty space. Into a kind of limbo I be. Of no feeling I am. Within an eternity of no free feeling, suspended am I. The lines and subtle shadows of her face are so deeply assured, so completely curved into a radiant wholeness that each feature of her face, every lash of her eyes, every bold prominence seems an unwitting servant to her body. And most assuredly she moves, for every aspect of herself is a slave to her beauteous form. Intimately intertwined, and forever married is boldness and grace. Moonstruck, and so taken by this mysterious, yet wondrously soft form, with fine line and simplicity of contour..so profoundly bound am I  in this enchanted stillness, where there is no clear meaning, no aspiration, because being completely of all, is just being.  In this ebb, an emotion moves and becomes a current of feeling..untouchable, yet strong and gripping..unfathomable, yet compelling. Suspended, a part of all, the tides of emotion are, for a moment, still within a brief eternity..feeling the radiance of her beauty, feeling its radiant aura. And so faraway is everything I touch, so detached am I from all I see that this strange vacantness possesses me. So fully and completely have I been taken that, in this still night, looking up, I do not see the moon, as otherwise seen...I see there, quietly upon the sea, a beautiful woman. I see her lean back, close her eyes with her lips slightly parted, and dip her long dark hair, to be at one there with the moon and sea.  En la luna, I am doomed. In the moon, I feel like some empty uninhabited shell. Limp and weak..spineless and unseen at that! Her beauty radiates in the brightness of day. And I, in a silent night, can only remain still and just be..peering out from this eternity, that beauty has cast onto me 

    Beauty says..."Behold me. I am the gift of love. I am greater than the total of your pleasure. I am the quiet balm of your leisure, the treasure of your deep." Such a pleasant aura Beauty has. A quiet pose that may be as deep as life is old, or as strong as love's hold...Beauty is, in all that lives..glowing and radiating as though it was the sole purpose of existence, the primeval essence..a reverent prayer. Beauty for Beauty's sake! Aye! Many, as well as I, would gather together and trade all the odd pieces of an entire life for a bit of beauty. Yet, what if such an ideal should suddenly incarnate, and all too quickly appear before me? The skies would darken to a brooding mood. The rains would seep into my soul to where a sculpture had been made, of perfection, of beauty so consuming that if touched, a fatal blow would be struck. And resolved to my own ideal, I would say..."Dear Beauty, please arise! Live and give of yourself only to the one who can see you truly. Please arise, and leave this blinded soul, hopelessly entombed by your radiant glow. Forever this now, I feel eternities are dedicated to Beauty's creation. Long life is promised for the true lover, who, while captivated by her aura, and suffering the deep dull ache from a small world suddenly grown large and intense, suffers only, from Beauty ideal so changed within, and forever changing if need be, for Beauty's sake. But how much must I become a stranger to myself, to be freed from la'belle ideal? Let the divine images of Beauty live! Let them flourish within. Adorn them. Derive pleasure from them. Savor and possess the sensation, the exquisite joy of beholding the final consummation of one's total values. Behold them in secreted, secluded places of mind. Caress the gentle ethers surrounding her body. Touch softly, the parting of her lips. Kiss lightly their corners. Embrace the borders, the sweet soft lines of her body. Do all of this, where Beauty is...but what if I should truly meet her? A temple had already been made. And there, forever bound am I. Yes!..the skies would darken and cry, and I, deeply empty, would say, "Begone! Beauty in youth is only skin deep, and being of mortal life, it must inevitably fade."And in that fading..does Beauty die? Aye!..often gone is Beauty, when love is shallow and transient. Yet, such small, savory morsels make appetite greater, for beauty much deeper, and longer lasting 

    Her lips are full, extended, and sharply defined. They are of a kind that compels me to touch them with my mind. Touching them gently, stroking them carefully onto her face. Her eyes are bold and her face is commanding. And she, knowing her beauty, allows nothing to touch her without becoming a part of her. And so woebegone would I surely be, if ever I should endeavor, to enter her consuming mind. All of my past and future would instantly and forever fade between two moons far away. Her garment is but a trivial compliment to her delicate form. And so striking is the radiant fullness of her hair that, like her lips, I am compelled to stroke it, gently and easily, around her delicate ears, touching it onto her face. Things of beauty are blended in perfection..blended far beyond my inclination to detect imperfection. This beauty blossoms and radiates, and she thirsts for the sun. And in that instant when the radiate heat of the sun poured down, like a flower opening its pedals to beckon free spirits into its dark center, she opens her full bodied lips, drinking deeply, as the radiance rises in a sudden surge, rising!..to a radiant high..and there is where I left her, because when her hair lets down under an intense sun, I know she would become a flower with such a radiate aura, that I could not withstand the command, her beauty would make. Looking into Beauty's eyes, a radiant high would enter me..and instantly, forever changed, I would be

    Love, and sweet quiet sea, pleasant dream silent before me. Your deep is calm, loyal, and true like the sea, and the spirits aloft move easily, and freely, between the tendrils of life and your beauty. Like the winds everywhere, freely wandering, you hope and wait for life's embrace. And with eyes bright and awake, waiting, wanting, my eyes cannot look steadily upon you. Above, high above, sweet unseen ethers of the sea soar freely. Fresh clearness and warmth. And I, so often wishing to be there, feel strongly the waters of your soul upon this earthen floor, rich with the seeds of love's yearning. Beauty, dear Beauty...how can I receive your eyes? A part of I, while embracing your delicate aura, would surely die gazing into your soul, I know, asking only for simple living. But even in simple living, while beauty begins innocently enough, at some time it must end to live. Such is the fate of mortal beauty, un'knowing of its beginning, nor its end. Beauty..sweet beauty, warm radiance from above..of the moon in the sea, I wish to be of. Of eyes, clear and fair, within their deep, I may live. And from my deep, the unseen there, would willingly suffer the light, and offer its darkness. If only to behold such radiance. If only to perceive for just a passing moment, a brief eternity of Beauty's soul. Aye! For such moments, I would die a little, and while a bit of me would feel as a stranger, the rest would surely feel that it has lived. Life arising, slowly rising..embracing, and gently entwining this Beauty's soul..carefully rising, slowly seeking its sweet stillness, this peace patiently waits for the tendrils of life to slowly embrace, and in time, reclaim what has been given. Beauty has been freely given. Never driven, nor forsaken...love of Beauty, quiet sea, the waning moon promises life, a pleasant life for you and me 

    This fairness, once a blessing, was fashioned in shades of color and bold lines for the sake of another. But only does the cold last from instant pleasure. In this craving endeavor to gain and forever covet the blessings of a beauteous rose, Beauty shall swiftly, completely vanish with each blink of an eye. Into forever, did she silently weep. Into forever, did she succeed in keeping, beauty skin deep. But while she was there, someone dark also cries, under a twilight sky, and on, throughout the night. And now, the sun is falling into her eyes. Such a pleasant aura does Beauty have. And the tides of emotion are, for a moment, still, within this brief eternity, feeling the radiance of Beauty, feeling its radiant aura. Such stillness is like the touch of a velvet rose petal upon new born skin..a gentle softness I cannot touch, for I cannot touch what the mind has perfected. Beneath the heavens, day brings clear warm blue from above. And the gentle winds lay upon silken waters...if only I was the wind, that I may touch and feel the moon moored quietly upon the sea, feeling the substance of dream worlds, and the shadows of mind, whispering forgotten dreams. Beneath the night, the sky is broad, open and clear..and suspended, I am drifting over the ripples, flowing aimless upon swells of a sea. The waters contain me. The sky embraces me. And for a silent moment, Beauty gathers the brilliant beams of an early morn..this pristine essence early born, is the substance of dreams, the radiance of a star. Such a pleasant aura does Beauty have, that it seems to be as deep as life is old. Radiant splendor, beauty divine, from high above, warm gold enters you, and the spirits within you, move easily and freely. And you glow like a new'born..radiant, all knowing. How deftly you enter me!..permeate, move me. With forsaken mind, my heart you keep. And my soul, with a radiant high from looking into your eyes, forever haunted shall I be. Your eyes, shall always persuade me 


8
Dear Conscience

   What has mass and weight? but with shadows late, or not at all, does not belong to anything at all. In the rain, it can stand, its dream will withstand, but becomes genuine, only when the sun breaks through, when it sees it shadow, strong and true

________________________________________
   Dear conscience...in the heavens where the stars are, of this Earth where life is..of clear space, your peace of mind..the substance of stars you are. Only from the time of life are you born, and only through time are you destined to see. Of the stars faraway, you have wished to know..if only to bring a bit of its substance to this earthen soil..if only to carry a bit of its radiance, and give, as it is freely given, throughout the starry heavens 
   To you, the deep ache of my youth said, "Rule me completely, or be gone!" But the anguish of my youth knew..."If ruled completely, selfless I would be." Within the eternities of life are you conceived. Without you, life cannot be 

   Dear conscience...when you are unclear, there is only formless spirit. There is only a faint feeling of life yearning to be..feeling burdened to know all..stumbling, crumbling, and so often rebuilding that you fall deeper into the dark. Falling, with no place upon which to land..darkly appearing and venturing to know all..to be all knowing amid the darkness of you, all pervading 

   In seeking the highest pinnacle of knowledge, you traveled upon apparent paths and obscure roads into alien territories, wandering aimless if need be, to keep your noble quest. Any revelation of yourself then, would have made death certain..yet, even so, a death sustaining some relief from pain. Such was the nature of your unfeathered wings. Such was your disposition..set to some ultimate, yet to be gained 

   Of ‘right and wrong’ absolutes, you have presumed yourself to be, simply for love's sake. Out of the misty world of youth and make'believe, you strove to be for the sake of life. And striving to fulfill all that I need, you labored to separate all, from what is I. Yet, in all your effort for me to keep, your limited relevance made me feel, your isolation made me feel, uncomfortably unique 

   Thus, deep darkness followed you, surrounded you, and when you stumbled, you crumbled into it. And you quickly rebuilt yourself, but, dear conscience..your separate parts never returned the same. You could never fit yourself back..exactly the same. Undaunted, you continued..falling deeper into the dark around you, falling with no place to be of, darkly appearing, and arising again in the light only when some light should happen to shine upon you. Seeking the all'knowing, to be all'pervading, creeping throughout the darkness that so easily seeps throughout you..I, at least, admire your steadfast valor 

   Always, so suddenly downcast from your holy quest, and so surprised to find yourself floundering upon gentle swells of a sea of dreams..and so indelibly pitted with memories of your triumphant unlight, you hesitated..and doubted your quest for an all'knowing vista. In that moment, you felt high..yet cold and light'headed, before you became too filled with the void, when some overlording force from your dim past quickly assaulted you and directed what you should be. And soon, those pithy moments did pass, and once again, as before, the next moment was..as though the one before had never been 

   The dint of your thought carried on, never stopping, never slowing because of that nagging fear...if the river of images should ever be dammed, if it should be slowed the least bit, it may stop. And once stopped, fear predicts that thought may never again arise and flow. Life may never again flow, through you. Thus, bles'sed flowing thought readily sought new words for new light to shine upon you, for new space to travel through, while thought also sought the connections between them. You at least knew that words have so little worth, unconnected, and by themselves 

   And how unspeakable this condition of wretched selfworth was! Yet, no matter how bottomless was the dark pit where your selfworth laid, you persisted through mires of self myth...for was it not true? that such fragile myth in the light was far easier to live with, than what might be un'bearable in the dark 

   How precarious is life! within the universe of your broken prose. So little of life would inspire fire within the gray world of self doubt that so much of life had to be ignored, blocked out..quickly discounted from the gifts of eternal creation. So blinded were you, by your sacred light that with every experience of life you readily exchanged for some abstract symbol, I felt a misgiving...that so much life, could so easily be reduced to some abstract dreaming 

   And so, so much of life would remain suspended within the murky spaces of your mind. And for each pain, one symbol would form. And being predominantly of mind, your passion for symmetry readily conjures up a ghostly opposite. And when a pleasure is gained, and says, "I am," it too, soon divides and becomes shadowed by pain. Thus, you reluctantly proceed from day to day, with a vast  array of ghostly opposites. And evermore possessed by indifference, you could not help but be predisposed with a melancholy heart. Existing and enduring somehow...empty, simply. Distracting yourself as much as necessary. Living timeless, unawares of so much life enpassing..through countless seasons, it seems, you endure only to simply be, as you were a moment before, cursing the floor under your feet 

   And in your desire, dear conscience, for knowledge so high, you too often forgot its price..sorrow so low. And how can you live? when truth has so high a price, or when it is too complicated to know. And how dearly you would pay, or how exhaustive your effort to know! How futile your efforts were in brightening those days with borrowed memories. How pathetic you felt it all was until you again acknowledged...that sorrow low, is indeed, the only price paid for knowledge high 

   And once, I saw your tears fall onto the street. Weakened by the squalling beating down upon you, and because tears become lost there, sad tears bear themselves alone. You seem to be lamenting about some darkness cast there. And I said to you..."Well, we all have one. Why are you crying about the sun? It stops in you!..like it does in everyone" 

   So many times you have wept while standing in the sun. Weeping silently until your water wells dry. Each time you were so moved, you became more isolated from all. And with each emotion welling up, a moment would become a year. Feeling unborn, you could not bear. And so it was, that you could not soar in mind, and someone feels your gloom, and because they are kind, a soothing thought strokes your mind. And the pain goes away. In that year, you remembered..that you cannot hear but your own inner voice, and made only of the 'good and evil' be, the mind knew not color, nor time through which to see 

   Then suddenly..from the heavens, a very dark cloud released its heaviness, and the rain poured down upon you. And everyone runs except you. The day is dark and cold, but there you are, naked and bold while the rain burst..yet strangely at peace you are..at peace with the murkiness above, traveling swiftly upon some mindless journey, turning outward, turning inward..moving fast..forever changing. Anxious, shiftless. Impending chaos in the midst of your darkness. This darkness of you, you cannot keep from its silent weep. And under the murky mists, you suddenly arose and filled the sky, if only to be this weeping storm, just passing by 

   Dear conscience...such a heavy burden you was given. You were told that you are destined to become an earthly soul, the core of who you are..that the body is just a vessel to serve you, and all else, subservient to you. A slave to fear, you have considered. Fearless, the unforgiven..you have been driven. But neither fearless nor driven by fear can you be, because in living, there is always something foreign, something new bearing down upon you. And what heavy forbearance of thought leans upon you! You was also told that the soul is immortal and does not change. And your silent weep knows the fate of immortality...if it should actually incarnate, and suffer daily, those oblivions of death'filled dreamless nights

   How easily therefore, for the sake of your supple light and delicate body would one such as I, plunge themselves into the ends of indefinite nothingness, and venture there, and remain until some eye there, perceives itself and spontaneously undergoes change, releasing its hold upon some timeless dream. Into such abysmal ends you must enter, seeking the deep, pursuing the darkness..probing formless notions of light there..following the dim paths of ethereal intuitions,  eternities of sadness and joy...if only to gain one spark of light!..one bit of light'emitting substance that could sink deep into memory, without losing its glow 

   But woebegone are you!..dear conscience, having been given the legacy of immortality, to be a heavenly soul..absolute and unchanging. With such a heavy destiny, the revelation of your darkness is forbidden. You must swiftly turn, and keep turning to keep it hidden. Turning, spinning, twirling and whirling if need be, to keep apparent light only, for all to see 

   From the sun, you must run and follow rainy days, and the gray days over'casting your sullen mood. And if the sun should break through, your eyes become rigid and fixed upward toward the cloudy heavens to avoid what you would see upon the ground. Upon the ground, at your side, what you would see would only make you cry...make you die a little, cry a little. Crying, because you became so easily lost amid so much to touch and feel 

   For love, you strove for immortality, for love's sake..to make rigid, black and white, its unbending light...for love. And forever dwelling in the shade of all else that lives, you came to be a child of mind within the confines of desire and hate. Nurtured by sweet ideals of a perfect rose, yet cradled by its thorns. And so easily divided you can be..of the righteous divine, of the self divine'd thought and its pernicious evils conceived. The events of wounded pride knows not the bottom of its pain, nor the extent that it would avenge itself, being so un'selfaware, and waging therefore, a relentless war for itself 

   Allied with dark vengeance, spirits are in rebellion. The rebel is without pause. The  affliction becomes an addiction to one's self so deep and dark that only the barbs of hate arise, for any good that should happen to wound. Far beyond what is good or wise, dark hate of an unflinching conscience wages blind vengeance, and soon arriving to itself, and suspecting some evil in disguise, deftly levies a fatal blow..after which, having not perceived itself as it never does, hate quickly, darkly dies until the next wound

   Where? in this sea of words can you find yourself. Especially when your umbro'd soul should begin to brood. And up from your deep, swift currents of emotion surge and break violently over itself. And night swiftly falls upon your mind, whether sea serene or vicious maelstrom. Within all of this, you are simply, in the dimness of yourself, resigned to the horrids of despair fostered by a self, un'selfaware. And when this eternity darkly passes, and the sea becomes calm, and the day breaks, and the radiant beams from the heavens penetrate and make heavy the ethers there...where are you then? when the dark blue sea, loyal only to itself spreads evenly flat. Undisturbed. And solitudes of passion'stricken thought spread to vanishing horizons. Where are you then? when all seems equal and leveled, with no sense of where you have been

   You have searched high and low. You have looked deeply into, and upon. You have sought near and far. You have hungered to see. And the hunger in you has kept you from feeling this day, so far away. So remote you are from this now, who can say? who you are..being such a silent heart beating at your own whimsical pace. How far, and how much must you search? before you arise, before you awake for the sake of your own life. And I know very well that a grand ocean of words you would readily make...if only you could fathom the essence of its author..if only you could hear the plain language of colored dreams, especially made for you 

   In your despair, you stood defiant and glared at the darkness brooding in the heavens. But all you could feel was the dark getting darker..the chill, ever bitter. And when the stillness of your mind finally sets upon you, you fell darkly, unable to utter a prayer. Yet, the language of your soul, I could hear..."Twilight is dimming. I feel like a child who does not want to stop playing. Loving to play as much in the night as during the day. Night is almost upon me, and I feel sad, though I must, that I must go within and be silent..and slip myself into a crypt, and sleep a dreamless night"

   Dear conscience...once so far away and so long ago it seems, you were crying on the street. But even though the darkness of the heavens brought tears down around you, they were warm. And soon, the gloom from above, fell into a melancholy silence. And the darkness was displaced by a brilliant golden light. And there you stood alone, dripping from so many noble quests, trembling from so many battles fought, for the sake of divine'd thought. There you stood, still as stone...radiant, clear and new, staring at your shadow 

   Dear conscience, how could you ever have been before? In seeking the brightness of omniscience, within its radiance you could not have been distinguished from anything else! How could you have possibly been seen? How could you possibly be, living unknown to yourself or anyone else 

   Dear conscience...for so long, throughout so many eternities you were without eyes and ears. Afraid. Bleeding from thorn. Yet, impassioned with undaunted will you were, seeking the allusive intricacies of yourself, too numerous to count. That is..until that moment..that special moment when you saw your shadow..and became born 
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The Sangraal

   So it seems, but is it true? that for beauty to be, something ugly must be. That, for every token of happiness, there must be the hand of sadness holding it. That, while seeing by everlasting light, darkness of mind also, must forever be 

   And then, from the darkness someone says, "Who do you think you are?" And strangely awake, time stops. And into the infinities of life through this instant of time, of life do we perceive 

   Some say what they know and call that themselves, 'I know, therefore I am,' as much as 'I think, therefore I am.' And equally,  'I feel, therefore I am.' And like anyone else who has no more to say of who they are, I am as I was in my beginning...'I am that I am' 

   Within the shadows of hopes and dreams, earthly ambition, the struggle to gain more than what was freely given in the beginning is singular, and alone. And in the home, the children want now. And then some dark corner of mind, some grief'inspired mood invites the sins of fathers and mothers to visit themselves upon daughters and sons. Warm winds become chilled, and darkness drapes the child

   It has been said, "While ignorance is darkness, be not shameful! Awareness of ignorance is deliverance and light." Yet, darkness we shall inevitably feel when affection is given, only upon compliance with requirements of tradition. A feeling so hardened by blind tradition can assault like the edge of a razor, or point of a needle. And the pain is searing to the soul. And roses bleed from an over'weighted past. And in its vase, sentiments rank, and from its depths, programs of fear make dreams, dark and dank 

   So darkness of me, speak now!..I am listening. Speak freely!..life of me. Emerge from your hiding, if there is so much to be said about your condition. I need to hear the deep of me. I need to breathe from there, even if only once in a fortnight. I need to feel from there, think from there. I need to live where I may gain more than what was given to me in my beginning upon a planet turning, revolving around a sun spinning, all circling around a galaxy center. Like the galaxy's journey, so far beyond what I could ever realize, this earthen haven in the midst of stars is evolving amid a metropolis of galaxies..if only for a moment of a single lunar day, may I feel my deep, feeling the life of me that, having been given freely, awaits me

   Every bit of change I call me, is a death of me. I enter adventure. I live, and I change from the pain, or from any great happiness I should gain. From the happiness I seek, I die a little. From the pain that seeks me, I die a little 

   Of all the love and life and love of life there is, who of the living? can condemn the darkness of providence..for hate too, has genes that can be passed on. Or when great currents of wind from many directions meet, and turbulent cells aloft form, and the currents shearing, a'right spinning, and reach down, and great masses of earth, fire, and water violently ascend...is this some devil incarnate? spinning its wrath, its treachery indiscriminately, this Will of creation interrupting the Will of life in any that should happen to be in its path. And soon, the same wind ravaging and wasting life becomes dispelled by the land, unraveling to the north and south until moments later, the wake of this hand of creation, is but a gentle stirring of fallen leaves. And the lark soars high seeking lush meadows. The meadows shallow become suddenly broken by a surge of moist wind from the distant north. The waters are rippling, and the alligator waits just under its surface 

   Suddenly, after long labor, a cry pierces the air as first breath is taken. The mother immediately comforts the baby to calm his distress. Spirit newly incarnate, needs rest. Baby dozing, suckling breast 

   A squirrel scurries up a pine tree and across a limb. Pine cones fall, and life's seeds readily spillout and spread out throughout the land 

   A man finishes his work. He is tired, and he opens the newspaper, and reads, "You may not be able to drink the water tomorrow. Should filter it first." The freeways are jammed. Engines overheating. Earth a'quaking. Hundreds, thousands!..roadside camping. And some angry despot in another land is making threats with forbidden weapons, and we think about him and we worry.  A tornado tore up a town and indiscriminately wasted some people there. He throws the paper aside, clips a cigar plug for his pipe, and fires it up, because right now, he is tired, and all he needs is a little rest 

   The ethers of heaven are suddenly shaken, and a great volcanic surge of fire rises to the sky. A black gray, murky massive cloud billowing up, rolling up, throws arcs of light everywhere, and thick gray ash pours down. With evergreen a'fire, the hills in an instant, become barren, dark, and smoldering 

   She slips into the comfort of his arms. She radiates, and he is glowing in warmth. And in their time, they share the beauty..the sublime sensations. They sustain it, for as long as they can 

   Where the lark landed by the pond for a bit of sustenance, only a few feathers remained to show that it had existed at all. The alligator disappeared for awhile. The lark was never seen again 

   The child's cry was weak. Days passed since any food was available to eat. Dull pain. The spirit of the land waning, the sun desiccating, the trees dying. Everything is so far away 

   In the instant the earth shook, and the sky turned dark, the deer surged and heaved through the brush. But the black sky came down. And the deer running fast, suddenly became silent, beneath a bed of hot ash 

   Is beauty so easily created? that it can be subject to the whims of violent upheavals. Is beauty so inherent? that it can be so readily taken away 

   Their sensitivity had been abused for so long. And because they love, by providence they were marred. And in striking back at providence, as they were taught to do, repeated bruises became scars. Within their private void, scars equipped them with daggers. And they learn to kill. And society accepts their killing for its face value, and readily seeks 'eye for eye.' And the alien predators are wasted. And no one ever learned how they came to be. History thuswise, inevitably repeats 

   Millions of people are vacant and gaunt from want of food because they are poor. Millions are sick from too much food. And some new offspring are demanding the downfall of the system that feeds them 

   Deep in a dark cellar, for many days, she has been on bread and water. No one knew. No one knew except her and her captor, and she knew not why 

   Well, after all, when children are raising children, tragedy is nearby. Is humankind orphaned? On Earth, is humankind like an infant?..with a bib, but without diapers in a crib  

   The mother had labored long, and finally with what seemed to be her last bit of strength, she pushed. And he said, "The head is out! It is coming out! Now push. Push hard!" Then there was a stillness, a heavy pause, and then a loud repeating cry. And he spoke again, "It is a girl!" And the aged doctor stood in wonder as he always does upon this occasion 

   The squirrel was sitting on a limb of a tree. The boy seeing the opportunity, approached the tree and took careful aim. The squirrel suddenly dropped, and all was quiet. The boy surprised with his accuracy ran to the squirrel. It was forever still. The boy felt despair because he knew that he made the living spirit leave. The boy silently grieved while burying the squirrel, giving back what had so beautifully sprung from earth. And the boy heard his grief, "if only I had known, before I took aim"

   How much of life must die before the rest of life venerates it? How many ever?..must lose what they have, to learn what they value

   On the beach warm, young man and woman, arm in arm. Of the stars above, they mused. Flying high on love, flying high in the silence of the drug they used. Young, yet so far away...how does youth become so removed?..from this day, this night..under a purple moon

   The old man in the heavy heat of the city walked crookedly with his cane. He felt strangely new. He knew. Soon it will come, and he watches more intently, feels more intensely..all the things, all the moving, everything around him 

   And there she stood, a bit shaky raising a cup of milk, taking a drink by herself for the first time. And having just learned to stand, she soon discovered how much better the milk was, drinking it by herself 

   "Crying! Crying!! She never stops crying! I have done all I can! I cannot give anymore. Stop crying!! I do not know what is wrong with her. She will not stop crying! Crazy. Crazy!! Evil child, stop crying!" And the mother grabbed the baby..."Stop! Stop! ..Stop!!" And the baby opened her eyes, and became afraid 

   The man was already quitting his body. He was charismatic and self possessed. He had a deadly potion in hand. By his own hand, he will soon leave this here and now. His power in life was waning. And hundreds of people..men and women, for their own reasons followed him. And of the men and women, their children followed because the children loved them 

   And the father in loving his daughter, "My child, how could I know? You were so little. Your fingers so dainty. Of sweet smiles, you had plenty. My dear one, how could I know?..you, filling my heart so full. How could I possibly know when you were so little, that I would have to let you go. Let you go, for you to love" 

   The men, grim and determined, hurried the gurney to the airplane. The man on the gurney was gaunt and pale. He was silent and peaceful. They rushed the old man, but it was too late. The wealthiest man in the world, with all his power at hand, had just passed away from mal nutrition. Died from starvation 

  Here and now, night and day, bitter terror, sweet sensation. Flesh tearing, fatal pain. Flesh swelling, pleasure gain. Life greater than life, murders life. The alligator does not know the beauty of the lark. The irate mother, the innocence of daughter. Innocence blind to innocence. All insult to flesh and spirit, is by the hand and mouth of innocence, for the predator knows not, the prey. Two lovers savoring penetrations of nighted pleasures. And two others, drug depressions, confine themselves within carnal darkness. A newborn cry. A last sigh of life'giving breath. A quiet stream of cigar smoke rises in still air. The night...moon stricken and sullen. Pungent fumes of wet ash rise from a thousand, dead gray trees. A child, a weak cry, turning the sky. A party high on wine and laughter. A penitent, agonizing. A child screaming on a thrilling ride, while a woman screams on the darkside of an isolated street. A painful blow. Fresh fruit, satisfied, complete. As this moment is relatively long or short, life passes on and out, within and throughout. And youth's voracious appetite for sensation makes time long..its moments, heavy. Absorbed and passion stricken, the world within, braces for the old, readies for the new. How quickly the living moving, so spontaneously pass!..and upon any impact, its reaction so quickly assumes, and moves spontaneously on, into a separate reality. Or when so much happens at once, flooded senses, mindless, absorbing everything leaves far behind conscious mind. And it shall happen!..whether time has become relatively long or short, the world within, ready or not, accepts the change and time a'new. And so, from decaying life does life spring, does all life flourish in spirit. And, as in my beginning, I cannot but be in this moment stretched far throughout the living. And within this instant that life contains, I raise the Sangraal to my lips, and being the only cup from which life may flow..the life, far greater than I, its bitters I know, but made subtle..as I drink deeply to receive its eternal beauty 
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Idyls of the Flesh
   From hearsay borrowed, and a few scenes stolen, from fantasy's flight and memory bright, these idyls of the flesh, their meaning, not for the separation of spirit from flesh, but for their co'mingling, not from what has been, but from dreaming what could be


   We should not say anything to each other. Only feel. Be blind, empty our minds, feel the sensations..idyls of the flesh. Giving with careful gestures. Holding for precious moments, postures restraining wanton flesh. The spirit shall commune, and so relishes the closeness and prolongs as far as possible, the sweet sting of Pleasure's subtle turns. It seems that I could take on all the violent throws of a vastly troubled sea, if only we could occasionally commune, and for a brief, sweet passing, place all our stings and pains into each other's care, and after becoming lost in Pleasure's supple folds, all the dullness, and emptiness would surely disappear 
   Alienation, at onement, all temporaneous, all forgot..never certain which is dream or sensual, which is of me or not. Naturally disposed so, I am neither'nor until distracted by some conflicting bits of light, or by some sweet vision of Beauty's rose. Distractions by me, for me. Sweet visions to deepen my treasures. This pit in me! I have crawled out of it so many times. What hope in purgatory, what ambition in hell!..or wish in heaven keeps me perched uncertain at its rim? Why not just crawl away and be satisfied with what I have gained? But so equally ready to suffer as not, am I..its dark wit, its piercing revelation, its imponderable might extruding the depths of me with the dint of its ever'ready persuasion. So readily would I suffer great doldrums of dullness or brinks of pain or panic, if it teaches when I need to know, what I value..insight, wisdom..its magic. My own limitation…a magician knowing how to disappear, but uncertain how to re'appear. A bit of treasure given to set aside and save for when I do not feel brave, for when all seems wanting or empty 

   But how much must I enlarge and translate for myself, such small fragments of what is real? Perhaps when Love seeing me, holds a gaze...brooding darkness, sweet wonder, mixed with portions of apprehension...Love thinks "What a strange creature he is!..possessed by a dream, ruled by melancholy. Aye! I am quite sure, he is quite pure throughout with perfectly resolved values. Clear and multi'faceted. Pure, like fine crystal of a grand glass menagerie. And he probably noticed my incongruity, my inconsistency, my smoke glazed eyes. 'As within, incongruent with what is without' is probably what spread that gentle wonder'mystique over his face. So it seems, seeing me..his radiant innocence, that wonder mystique spread'over, 'as within, as it conveys itself without' has given him, as he must have thought, instant insight into the world within. And perceiving me, has wondered long and perhaps far over this, unsure if he should even be curious about me at all. But no doubt more true!..he really has not gone that far. Maybe he has not gone anywhere in pursuit of my smoke and confusion. More true surely, I was just another exaggerated drollery when I am actually as simple as I am  complex. That indeed, he often wonders if I am lost in the wilderness..if he is not actually cringing in awe at the gaiety of my waist belt, at the surety of my voice, at the purity of the thought and action I strive for, what I value most, the celebration of life, and a simple rose evermost " 

    I heard Love speak. I know, if it goes deep, life will spring fresh, out of all and everything. Even when love is lame, it is wise. All I do, is what I intend, what I want or need, for better or worst. Innocence knows no fear. Fearless, love is pure and clean..and fresh giving, and sweet smiling, and well disposed. In maturity, love has courage and radiates an aura of well being. It is a pulsing pleasing glow, like some natural wanderling having found its perfect place and pace of time. And even if I should feel the pain that loneliness cast, it is but love's passing shadow or its sweet spirit's sigh, as a larger, greater world draws nigh, love is both..dependent and separately unique. To love, be both.  Loving without fear is what gives love its color, and warmth, and a rose in winter

    With a deep sigh in these troubled times, I am reconciled...only in a dream can we be. Only in our dream can we be willing..only if I should happen to awake in a dream and find it so, because you are there, would I readily be for you, divisible and indivisible..body and soul, heart and mind

    Barrier reefs we raise for each too steep. However high or wide, ourselves we cannot keep. No matter how hard we try, and strive to break, no matter how long the sleep, or deep the hope in its wake that the barrier would be gone..before we embrace, hand in hand, warmer and more a'side we stand. Over or under the reef, you or I may go, but not without leaving some of ourselves behind, not before the rose softens, each for each..for chance harmony, and companions in'kind

    The night is soft and warm. The natural order of all around, I feel..a thousand movements, a thousand songs moving simply, wholly. Each undaunted, together, randomly blending, and for a moment, I do not feel me, and belong. Echoes, all pervading, hollowed and faraway..like under the spell of gentle wind chimes, I feel its peace..I feel heavy, pleasant, and distant. The moon is brightly glowing, a kind lantern hung high in the dark firmament for love stricken moods to see in the dimness..through the fog of my sensual darkness, moonglow spreads throughout, pervades within, and amid the disarrayed clutters of opinion and thought, I feel far beyond me. To there I journey, and soon..deep within..a very special place..always open and welcome..my favorite space into which I retreat, far from exhaustions of competing wants and all its heat. Once, directed to me while dwelling there, "Within your day dreaming, you prefer more than me!" That was said by one who could not entrap me within the confines of her day dreaming. Or, "Into your secret self that you refuse to share, you hide." That was uttered by another, whose motives for want of knowing me, I did not trust. But if I should be left unto myself, to be without suffering some over'lording disapproval or cosmic frown, she can be with me in my special place, in my special secret place 

    When I am there, I feel that I belong to a much larger world, especially so and especially sweet if there is but one that can be there freely with me. Far from the war of Wills, I see my peace, and needing rest from all, all I need do, is open my windows, look out and upwards, and let a greater universe in! What a pleasant thought I had then, when I realized how private my mind was. Reasoning in that instant, 'if there are those who can hear me, I do not know they can, and feel fine. If there are those controlling what I think and do, it is enough that I do not know they do. A great audience could be surrounding the stage of my mind with its lights and shadows, and upon that stage, strings tied to head, hands, and feet moving me...only so long as I do not see the audience, nor feel the strings pulling, will I be fine, shall I be with private mind and free' 

    So it shall be, that I can think and do anything upon my stage! In my mind, total freedom! A sovereign station in any direction..any time. And only believing it so, for anything in it to be. With freedom of will!...I have freedom of mind, a true freedom I know. All else is governed by laws of passive light. All else is governed by law. And so it seems, higher and older than any hardfast law, beyond many lifetimes of stars is this freedom. 'From high atop a mountain tree, did a drop of rain become free, and after a great and wild flow, flooded the valley far below.' So this freedom seems..something so innocuous, so ponderous, so prodigious

 Instinctively, one can live easily from one craving to another, busying one's self in a void, contemplating the next great sensation, and suspending all other sensations until that void has been filled..at least with some expectation, of some titillating delight, and from delight to delight can life so easily be, interrupted feastings of simple senses. Living from 'want to want' will carnal desires pass into vanishing horizons. This I have known..and gazing up into the night, a faint blinking and twinkling there makes the night in me even darker. My dim light down under, enpursuent of a dream..yet, in constant motion seeking constant heat, passing around, over, through whatever..seeking to appease some compulsion as though under the spell of some ruling edict, some cosmic law..or unflinching thou'shalt moral..yet, like fresh rain water passing rapidly around, over, swiftly flowing unawares from..to a vast undivided well, would I immerse myself in currents of carnal ecstasies, only with her..who dreams as I

    Upon a gray day, long after the leaves have gone, I followed a stream up through the evergreens. The day was very cool and subdued. And all subtle shades of green, yellow, and brown of the grasses, trees, of all the willows and shrubs were made intense by a slight falling mist. The green everywhere, was lush and clean, like the delicate watercress swaying in the gentle waters streaming. Its disquieting stillness..this thick Sunday gray entered and occupied me, causing me to sense with awe, each new sight of natural law, blending and accommodating other laws. Each sight glowing with a sparkling misted light..each, a new mood slightly altering the one before. Passing through this enchanted wood, feeling so much a subject to another, I was suddenly struck again with awe, at so much law, subject to law..so many laws, governed by greater laws 

    This enchantment, this heavy gray is what weighed upon me up the path from the stream to my dreaming. This mood possessed me while she was conveying to me all the nuances of her beloved forest and creatures. "Be gentle..very gentle, and they will trust you." That was a good thought! Without trust, one cannot experience love. "Be sensitive to every motion and sound. They will feel you are one of them because that is what they do." That helped, too. She said, "Seize the moment and hold on to it." We stopped in the next clearing to enjoy the natural order of things. We drifted into the evergreen, feeling all, sight and unseen..gentle breeze passing, swaying thoughts of a nearby tree, wandering aimless throughout me...'if there is too much pain and no change, then not to be. If there is too much pain, but change, then to be. If there is more pleasure than pain and no change, then to be. And it is true, there is to'be with no pleasure nor pain, but without feeling..and no name.'  I looked into the bosom of the dark wood, its familiar sight, sound, and fragrance, and knew, it is sometimes better to remain with no name

    At night, upon a long country road, we walked and casually talked. I was escorting her home, and we had so far, so far to go it seemed. Like in a dream, the gentle darkness everywhere was pleasant, warm, and fair. The sound of our voices were carried away, and forever stored within caverns of moonshade. Even the sound of our gait was taken and hidden..as though all the fields, the trees, the spirits of the valley, the dark firmament above, the rich earth below, were serving to draw away..anything that would distract us from us, from the night embracing us. Like a pleasant dream it seemed. And the moon was especially large and bright. "It will make a good harvest moon." I said. The vast fields of hay to the east of us, had a silvery yellow hue that wavered between light and dark as the spirits of the valley caused its swells to flow gently under a moonlit night. A brief stillness was upon us, and we were also moved to abstain from motion. We paused quietly against a fence. "Look. Out there! It is like a beautiful warm lake. Do you see it? Want to wade in it with me?" 

    She smiled and put her arm through mine. Through the golden field we strolled, listening to the wind'whispers upon its surface. The moon was large and hung low in the darkness..a moody lamp imparting its glow upon the smooth silky features of her face. It entreated me to see as much by darkness as by light. In the darkness, I felt her eyes shine. And under the dark firmament above, I touched the shadows upon her face. I felt her smile, her warm embrace 

    Supined, hand'in'hand upon the long fine grass, we stared up at the sky. How so very nice it is to be with her. So possessed, I felt a wondrous sensation. Something alien, but beautiful. Something greater than me, yet personal. Reclined, our bodies lifted slightly off the ground, and with head held high, we let in, all the myriad of ancient lights above. And at that moment, we were all and everything, nowhere and everywhere

    Then suddenly..our star spell was broken. We sat up and heard it again. Another shriek! Louder and closer, we heard it again and again, then silence.  "It came from over there. There! See it! Over there!" The winds were steady, and in its current, a nighthawk, an owl, had its wings spread'out far. It was hovering in one spot when the dark mass suddenly dropped to earth

    "The hunter has found dinner for itself, and perhaps for its family." In the midst of this gentle dream...death, tragedy for one, sustenance for another. "Why so much tragedy and death?" She mused. "Laws of life." I said.  She said, "...but they destroy dreams...cause them to burn like a falling star"

    We stood and looked in the area where life and death had just been. There was nothing to say,  certainly nothing up or down about it. I felt she was disquieted. Perhaps it reminded her, how so very much everywhere so far, so close, was so constantly in the struggles of life and death. And we, creatures of Earth, enjoy our pleasures and leisures. Yet, did not the owl remind us not to let our pleasures distract us too much from all? Even we, sovereign Lords of Earth, have but a tenuous hold here 

    She was very put off from all this, and fell into a deeper silence. Her within, me outside. And so, as always, it suddenly happens from apparent nowhere, out of the deep night, some of the living passes into the gray. Forever gone, the finality of it..the young or old, the rich or poor, the bold or meek..the weak or strong, more often leaving only a trace of themselves behind. And I wonder...we, when our eyes forever close, do we divide into separate parts?..and at that moment, the infant part shines through newborn eyes, and the wise part waits for someone on the brink of inspiration somewhere in the universe, to shine through reborn eyes. Or does all of who we are? remain whole and continue upon an ever expanding, ever changing path, like the faint and crooked path of a deer through the woods

    There is some reality before and after, and I am innately compelled to own every experience, no matter what that experience is. There is obviously not, a divine protectorate ever'poised to intervene every dark fate. Not only not poised, but life is actually equipped to readily take without the slightest bit of compunction, other life for its own carnal needs 

    Indeed, by chance fortune, by skill or instinct, by prayer to a supernatural benefactor, or by atonement with all, I may gain more time of life. I may be spared. It is not tragic to pass into the Beyond when one is in old age. That seems natural. It fits into the natural order of things. What may seem tragic in early life, may perhaps be a great adventure into the grand twilight where even then, a bit of wisdom is gained with the release of spirit's holdfast on flesh and bone 

    And by old age, for any tempered by Life's pitch and throws, growing wiser, we are naturally, gradually prepared for what appears to be some inevitable grand transfiguration..or fixation. Living, loving, becoming more and more detached, like from a severed umbilicus, we transform from fetus to newborn, and born a'new, reset upon some new journey. For this end perhaps, all living effort is preparing. Tragedy is but a special view through which we feel special, at the cost of especial smallness. Is this the price?..the risk, we are willing to take

    As the living..are we so, because we are resolved to pay in terms of tragedy, for one feeling or one genuine thought? Tragedy springs from two maelstroms within, each a'trying to make the other's spin, spin their way. And if who we are, is this sucking maelstrom need, then the more occupied with its intent, the smaller we shall be, the more vulnerable we be, and greater, tragedy will be 

    And perhaps someone will be strong enough to protect innocence from its blindness until coming of age, but even at the zenith of self'seeing power, will sensitivity to an oversoul spirit be even more greater! How so much, so near! is so completely unconcerned with the pursuits of happiness we hold dear

    She suddenly turned..."I want to leave this place, I want to leave." I agreed..I did, too. We looked at the moon hanging low. How radiant and glowing it was. How brilliant its aura. And the spirits of the valley were moving again. The evergreens, whispering. The brilliant harvest moon, flickering. Her hair aglow with luminescence of moon was aroused. Hand in hand, we walked through the open field upon its silver yellow'rd swells flowing deep under our feet, and were gone 

11
Amber Nights

   A love eulogy enchanted and dominion'd, I tried to comprehend the sensation, but how does one assign discreet pockets of light to an indiscreet streaming of a dark night. And in that night, overhead, a silent scream pervades the ethers, penetrates every leaf, every drop of sea..salted waters seeping, and by its dream light upon a nighted sea, a misty haunting is more real than real..for an amber night is an ancient night, forever waiting for its dream


   Familiar sight and sound seems far away. Estranged, I stand looking at this captivating woman, feeling the world so greater, so open. I saw her, and my sense of her grew from a stream of beautiful sensations. We had so many pleasant sensations between us, a fine rapport, yet I felt crazed, unknowing whether or not, if this rapport is real or but a phantom rose of what I want to be real. This enchantment possessed me to uncomfortable compulsion for more, which I readily abate. I want only what is real. But I see her, and it lingers. My sensation of her, this dreaming readily invaded every waking thought. The subtle, gentle curves of her spirit made mine warm and li
quid when she pulled her lavender top down tight while peering into a looking glass. With pursed lips, "What does he see?" her gaze asked, as her top pressed softly against her breasts and hugged her hips. She stared into the mirror, curious about the effect her contours had on he, without noticing the effect her mind had on me

  I felt sure, I could learn not to offend the delicate patterns of her translucent form. Our beauteous moments inspired a greater space, into which I spontaneously plunged. Some emanation, an apparition, a fine radiance, unseen but felt, and more real!..than anything material

   This powerful aura, my power to perceive it, between which the synaptic passage through which, a rose is ultimately conveyed and offered? Yet, only through circumstance or happenstance, could some collage of me be revealed. How difficult to perceive? how unlikely to happen?..the right place and time given to instinctive youth willing to take the time to venture? And to this, gentle offerings are subtle and beyond grasp. Matured youth, she seemed ageless. I, restless. She, nimble. I, facing deadly eternity. She, supple and evergreen. Face to ghostly face, suddenly outside myself, I was not good for anything except wandering throughout tangled wood. I hovered over dead moss'd logs, floated over ancient deer paths. Over bush, I drifted. Through gray fogs, cool dark shade, over damp earthen soil autumn twilight made..into the arbors' northside darkness, by ruddy moss, off which stray light is redirected into familiar palisades of green. I floated wonderstruck. From her dwelling, she emerged and paused. A radiant glow penetrates, pervades all around 

   I saw, and was sure of the cause of my drifting. I stood staring. In my silent awe..stricken, I felt the stars a'far. What possessed me loosened every fiber, every cell. I felt the wind shifting in a space greater than me. But how could she know? And I felt sure, it could very well be for me, to eventually fill the space introduced by her, and she, amiable still...we would become grand mountain peaks, a'yodeling across the way, down which, baby stones with edges worn smooth, would tumble into the future, each according to each 

   Having returned from my enchanted forest, I sought familiar places, familiar sounds..recognizable objects. Familiar people talk to me. To them, I talk familiar, but they know not, the presence of her in me. My bed too, estranged, rose kindly to receive me. Into the darkness I stared, ghosted by a supple translucent form with twinkling eyes..intelligent, with a fresh lavender spirit

   To a morning mist, I awoke from a dreamless sleep. Deep into the forest did I move. I walked into a clearing. In the midst of golden grass, high and un'trodden, I gazed upward and envisioned. Gentle clouds took shape. The light from its linings obeyed my every command. The broken mists over this forest were high, a haven in the sky, I knew she would like. Perhaps she will gaze upon this day, intonations of light, but simple invitations to my clearing especially made in this forest of my dreaming. I felt sure..my light spinning in the sky..she would eventually seek its source, and inquire why 

   Some dark firs suddenly parted. A soft amber radiance shown through. All manners of light were above us, around us, between us. She smiled, then gazed at one of my images, then introduced herself with a query. And so began our long devoted dialogues, so began our play. By them we were warmed. And little did she know that the fire of our exchange, the sun so kindly lent, occupied the space she inspired. It was there in our play, that we became acquainted. Our radiant apparitions changed readily to keep pace with our give and take. The light exhausted, the sun impatient, endless day, endless play pushing against the curfews of night 

    It was such a natural thing, it seemed. I, budding light of past and future...her, eternal here and now, how could I possibly know? Maybe she was just being kind. She was such a natural wanderling. Unwittingly wild, a primitive rose. Delicate roots, new seedlings deep in these woods ensearching the light above, and the nighted soil below. She saw the great number of forms I could make, destroy, or transform. All sizes and shapes were readily, spontaneously made. All that could be conjured for the sake of play. For the sake of a rapport growing...I, this peacock display, with plume, broad and spreading, it was but me struggling to become master of this magic so greater than I, to become adept to this enchantment, so far beyond me. A freedom she inspired, a space I so willingly occupied. I felt, this could never die 

   And one day, she did not show. I was told she was preparing to live in a faraway land. I thought how could this be? Was there another inspired?..the same as me. An October wind suddenly blew. Tenacious leaves seemed evergreen, but now, red and brown, looked dying, about to fall upon the ground. A gust of wind surged, and the trees stood bare, and for the first time in a very long time, I felt cold. Aestival dawns, waxed and waned. My clearing in the forest, overgrown. From the sun with surplus light ablaze, coarse beams penetrated through dark evergreens. Towering hulking firs play with urgent spirits passing through. Cold shadows danced over a forest of dreams 

   And so it came to be, beauty divine, a another rose declined. Wandering aimless in mind, laughing heartless, dreamless nights blunted the day. And weary of eternal winter nights, I sought the wisdom of it, but without success. I looked darkly upon the spirits of the world. I laughed darkly, I slept darkly

    It was then, when I suddenly awoke in the deep night of my attic room. I awoke sitting. A being..some apparition was at the foot of my bed. It wore a brilliant white robe. The hood cast deep black over its face, and I could not see into there. Already accustomed to such a face, I stared into its darkness until a radiant rope began to undulate out towards me from its heart. When the rope came close, I immediately reached and grabbed. A great current of spirit passed into me. I knew! I knew!! The spirit world is true! The window panes creaking, the dark wind howling, my brow sweating, I began to gather the dim light of my empty attic...simply dreaming? No!...too emphatic 

    I must see the wisdom of it, and bring to an end this endless winter night. I must see, so the rose will again blossom, so the sun will warm, and by its charm, once again, harvest its offerings. My natal home, now somehow so very small. I was given to high expectations, given to much, especially inquiry. I began to seek the wisdom of it all. In some faraway land I must be, to break free, to be as I may. Out of control, I sought circumstances out of my control. But I enjoyed the play. I love to play, each time, paradigm to paradigm. I will remember this day, the play of thought, one to one, spirit to spirit...there was wisdom here, but I was not wise enough. I was not wise 

    Many seasons passed. I was far in a foreign land. I was in high adventure upon the seas. And I would empty my head promptly, when the least bit of light would begin to penetrate on its own. I stayed in motion, like a migrating creature over winter'd land. I just needed a clearing, and someone endearing. I returned to the field I knew, now heavily overgrown. No matter how hard I tried, I could not make life wait. Life does not wait. It curves, always in motion. Anything straight is an illusion. In waiting, I found this faraway streaming, and me, on a path back in memory 

     I stood as before, reaching above for the light with light'gathering powers. I could even shape nebulous clouds. The power was back! and greater than before. Yet, for what purpose? Absent and faraway was her essence. It is only but memory, amid the trees of this quiet forest 

     She returned from her faraway land. Even still, her motion created no wake. She dwelled so long in the dark of me, her lavender had paled..her light, interrupted by more than one mote blocking her sight. She trembled head to ground. And so mal nourished of herself, I turned my light to her, to cast down warm upon her. She gave thanks..but no time to play, nor inclination to play 

    I was ready'made because when the lover loves, the lover already loves the loves of the beloved. She backed into the shadows of the trees. I could barely see her, and her seeing me...only darkly. But this madness is strong, its melancholy powerful. We had enjoyed our play, but when?..did she stop playing. With child behind us, and the child springing up all around..why must the child in us be abandoned? Why so difficult to be found? For without the child within, who can possibly see the child issuing out? Without us playing, how can the child in the field, be seen playing? How? can the child be seen. With light from the sun within a playground especially cleared in a forest to revel and rest, the best is offered for eternities to come..but as mysteriously as before, she went away

    Without hesitation, I sought to cast off this madness. I ran to each rose I could find in the forest of my mind. Each receptive to me made some motion, but none could play as I..or could be, would be, here and now with me. What terrible risks we take! In the midst of myself with no distractions from what I see, in the midst of everything but myself, without a mirror, myself to see

    I am now, as I was resolved long ago, the haunting, the fire, the divine play, she could inspire. I took to the sky. I sought high adventure in the world. In every port, I sought every open rose. Anger polarizes, and drunken, I could not stand..not for this haunting, it was waning, but because I know in this timeless now, all and everything verily, however coarse or fine, how ever wretched or sublime, is the best my best can be. Nevertheless, I, some primal scream, streams across the night to unfetter me from this melancholy. But like a child at play, the universe keeps the primal cause spinning like a top. I spun faster than the nighted stars. The light is dimmer. The dark, darker. I tried to hide, but could not hide. This enchantment is innocent..and cannot hide 

    I returned to the familiar forest and clearing. I still felt its power, but the field so overgrown, only a few rays of sun shown through to the ground. The forest is dim and cool. It has laid long undisturbed with only traces of memory and feeling dissipating into the trees rising higher and darker. The sky is black and murky, swirling dull, grayish purple..but here, I forebear and stay 

    I immediately sought the largest of the arbors. When I touched its surface, its amber pitch blending became my blood..its fragrance penetrated the far reaches of my mind. Branch by dwindling branch, did I ascend. This glorious body reaching for the sky shall teach me now, how I may defy the purple mood swirling, brooding, streaming high 

    Upon my rise, great spirits whipped the murky heavens into a greater froth, and there to greet me..tops of evergreen, valiant in the midnight sky. I see as they! and clung tight. Hang on! Let the force of the wind over land and sea, pass. It was all I had to do, all I could do. Sway, stay the ride, no place to hide, let the murky streaming passing, take the last of innocent's play 

    In this brooding dark I saw, I was enabled to see far, and I began to descend into turbulence within. Deeper into the dense forest, I went. In the darkness I saw on the earthen floor, all that was calm and peaceful with all. Enchanted, possessed, I no longer wanted to break the light. I saw gentle brooks feed the arbors high in the sky. I saw the sun tied to the Earth by them. The fields, the bursting fruit. The delicious morning fragrance rising from still meadows. All the colors are here, all the light we need. All the freedom we can be, this dark enchantment inspires the eagle in me...for I can feel as the eagle sees. I fly high upon every thought born free, and remembered, in this forest so coarse, so fine..nowhere can freedom be found, but in mind 

    Enchanted, I learned that Autumn does not steal the leaves from trees. Rather, the trees are paying back a loan they made earlier from the earth to celebrate the arrival of aestival dawn. But before this, in my winter night, I knew what I wanted to be in the overgrown clearing, to the hidden fruit'bearing trees..to the rivers, mountains, and seas, to great forests of mind..to be simply, a member of its society 

    Under falling leaves, did I stay. With feet firmly planted, roots sprouted and defied the purple heavens. The sky grew darker, and through it, a strong beam of light cast down. The undulant hay in the field of play, was cresting with a fine layer of lunar essence. And I, rooting deeper, saw the lavendar heavens part. A beautiful radiance, I once knew, was passing through. A brilliant soft amber, delicately laced with iridescent white. A peaceful smile gently turned the night, when all the myriad of life passed into me, through me, coursing through my veins. Only for a moment, her rose pedals opened, a brief passing in the night..and I was there, rooted in the history of our time, in the only place where she could blossom, where a greater world would allow some essence of me, to pass to her. And in that instant after, as mysteriously as she appeared, she vanished for the last time 

    The night grew darker and calmer. The arbor over me, fruit long since ripened, its seed forgotten, released its leaves to the ground. My roots went deeper into the cool dark earth. To a broken sky, I posed. Incandescent, luminescent clouds swiftly passing by. Moonbeams split, spread softly. By them, I saw darkly, the seasons pass. Now, under this dark moon, I am new. All life is intricately connected, all separation, but apparent separation...all spirits, true. I felt enriched that I loved..and assured that I could love beyond myself! I rooted deep, I filled the sky, but how could I know?..that by a spirit so kind from hurried days and dark flight..amber light, and amber nights would forever grace the forest of my mind 
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Existential Angst, Karmic Tighes
    In a mirror, stare at what is there long enough and a mystery will appear..but stare too long without anything said, in a world that does not favor the self’aware, the terrible Dread will be upon you 



   Knowledge is a blessing. Otherwise, one is predisposed to the dreadful mires of existential angst, and troubles of karmic tithes therein. Yet, trouble is a useful distraction, and serves well, the general purpose, which is to satisfy the general need, for once it has been seen, it need not be seen again. It is likely though, that it will be seen again..but it is advisable to avoid this, how ever much possible
   We are on the go. We look for any strange, odd, or dire circumstance, not necessarily to forget..which, by itself only borrows time, which I suppose anyone would be grateful for, if it was needed...not necessarily to forget, but to become distracted to avoid becoming undistracted and subsequently, inevitably, perceive the Dread 

   If it was possible to forget about it, what need would there be to incarnate at all? The entire production of elements in the universe is made for a purpose, because anyone who thinks an event horizon is just a random event, an accident, another attraction to visit, sooner or later will discover the increasing difficulty in finding anything random at all. This is a problem, which is why we have propensities to forget. Forgetfulness is useful. Nevertheless, whether cognified or randomized, whether proactive or reactive..whether any form, fit, or function in nature is an accident or not..makes no difference with regard to our general purpose. Though a chaos generator in one's pocket could be handy, especially when the search for a distraction begins to appear hopeless. Such portable black holes from which one cannot escape, surely would serve as one of the greatest diversions of them all! But there are others around that are not so drastic, or desperate 

    This is why everyone, even the most disparaged of us, looks upon a child with pleasure. They have not, what makes the rest of us antsy and on the constant go to become distracted. Even for those who are the most miserable failures at this, and no doubt responsible for the darkest deeds in their quest to avoid perceiving what the child does not, they desperately go. Perhaps one may postulate that the darkest deeds are committed by those who have only meager resources to create distractions for themselves..that is, an adult who has profoundly fallen from the grace of a child, one who has become darkly separated, entirely wolf'd without any apparent means to reconnect. They are the greatest at risk to be negatively selected, and suffer the Dread

    We are all on the go, in our own way. And the world is ostensibly and insidiously, a deceptive place. Even within some dark morass, one may be desperate, not because of some particular muck, but for that dirge of all perceptions, for which one may covet the darkest mire, or certainly be willing to be covered by it, if there should happen to be nothing else around to serve as a diversion 

    One solid and lasting distraction will do, yet for insurance, many are secreted away, however divided one's attention may be, or diluted one's thinking may be evident, for divided attentions and diluted thoughts serve as excellent diversions. Only the general effect here, is all that is really important. There is a risk, we all know, in permitting only one distraction at a time..serially as it were, for the purposes of a lucid process of thought, from which pass those deadly, empty, conscious interims..a serious price to pay indeed. Surely, something akin to a tender body's exposure to raw space. It matters not here, whether or not, reason is sound, from step'to'step of logic's thought, if by illogic, a suitable diversion can be found

    On the go, the world is an obvious dangerous place within which, one strives for those precious distractions, those bles'sed deflections, or indirections, for which one instinctively seeks. A good profession or a commitment to one's art are two excellent solutions to the general problem. Also..the pleasant company of a compassionate rose, or the pleasure of satisfying carnal appetites. My pipe serves occasionally, without too much risk, or a good draught of rich coffee, or the warm gentleness of grooming hands...fine diversions in themselves. How ever temporary they may be, we readily take them. Serve me grog!..if there be no other diversion, but grog

    Why do we surprise ourselves? Some crazy impulse, or a sudden omission of memory that was otherwise so easy to recall a moment before. Some variation of action, causing our path to divert into some unknown direction. It is instinct. It is but another distraction. It is for the sake of diversion. It works 

    Or why do we fear to change our ways?..because, why risk it? if it works. Yet, in fact, jumping from a rutted track is one of the most effective methods to become distracted...that is, to have to situate one's self all over again within a new environment. Nevertheless, it is often thought, why risk the Dread, the end space, the place of serious angst? No immediate need to, necessarily, but sometimes we have to take a risk for the general purpose, and any compass will do..any altimeter will suit our need. And sooner or later, everyone comes to learn that for any direction, one has the license to take..even for a temporary distraction, we are limited only by ourselves. And if a way becomes too deeply rutted, causing those scary protracted incarnations in which the Dread threatens to rear itself, one should always have enough resources in reserve to abandon a rut, and cut a new one, if necessary. And yes..I would say, another rut is better, than the Dread. What is there to lose? One rut usually leads to another. Ruts work. So what?..is there to lose

   Sometimes we find an open track we travel heavily. It may seem well worn. From it, we cannot vary, but down deep, at least for as long as it may last, we are grateful..we are at ease from an uneasy soul. Sooner or later however, from the track we must depart, or maybe, it just mysteriously disappears, depending on how intuitive or self'lit our life may course, and once again, here we are. The blackness surrounds. We were lazy, unforgivably otiose, and are beginning to get a little antsy'd, then seriously irked..maybe even a little whimp'ring. Anything more distressing, we tend to block out..in general, complaining about one's lack of resources to fill the darkness, and muddle through what is in the middle of it 

    But whining or complaining is of no help when a diversion is desperately needed. We see, we smell, we feel for anything that will carry us off, away..hopefully, far away. These carnal portals are given for lack of available imaginative resources. That is why, it is not good to rely upon them indefinitely. Carnal desires can be beaten to death too easily. Yet, one small carnal distraction might work. Might inspire an obsessive idea. Worth a try. Maybe we get lucky. Sweet serendipity! Luck happens...unexpectantly of course, and I am off!..and happily faraway 

   But do not hope for this. Actually, to avoid regrets, do not hope for anything. Hope contributes, but it is such a pitifully delicate thing. Hope gives one the tendency to reach for things far and away, and this could be dangerous, especially if the Dread is nearly upon us. Like the carnal senses, hoping is too much of an easy thing to do. Plan, prepare, calculate...gradually work up to the long'lasting ones. But this takes humility and fasting, and only love makes one humble and enabled to fast. Love utterly obliterates the Dread, for as long as that rose may last 

    Hope is a penny on the ground..but if one has nothing in one's pocket, a penny's worth of distraction may lead to a greater one! It has been written that 'a penny in one's pocket is infinitely more than an empty pocket.' Yet, what a paltry distraction it is!..because from it, a much greater one is unlikely. More like a little one. Scrounging, grovelling around in the dirt, looking for pennies is a sign that one has lost the better part of their imagination. If hope is all that be, let it be for a greater imagination

    And so it comes to be, in some of us. We could not help it. Love becomes set. We must feel pain, or it is not true, or it must be blue, or hell, for us to tell..or just a plain ol'pain in the ol'backside sacroiliac. Someone might think it be a neurotic thing, an unfortunate tendency for some to be at once, happy and blue, but down deep, we actually envy those who have it...us, straight and true, blithe spirits with no burdens other than the sun on our back a'trying to penetrate through. Pursuit of a rose is a major cause of dysfunction, which is inclined to spin off even more dysfunctions. An excellent source of distractions. Just imagine..if there was no dysfunction anywhere, we would be in a serious hurt, like a machine made of frictionless bearings, no wear, no problems, and..no distractions! So take a risk! And if we do not know how...plunge! If it is a belly flop...better than no plunge at all 

    The greater reality is a steady'state eternal thing. How else can there be anything? and likewise, timeless. This timelessness is the problem. We have to deal with it. Not too much or too little of anything because only in relationship with something, do we have the means to at least temporarily forget. Too much..our senses deaden from saturation. Too little, one is without an effective diversion. This is why, it is advised to avoid cutting short, any great sensation, or beating any pleasure to death..because in that death, nothing is left in reserve, and the Dread is espied..invades us, and unsettles us terribly 

    I have seen it, and stared at it, I felt its terrible dearth of everything but itself..as though, if something was to awaken in me, if I were to know this something, I would promptly be dashed from existence. Oblivion, I can handle. It is its anticipation that causes serious consternation. I was naive, but if I was not, I might have been shattered. Who knows what might have happened? That is the blessing of innocence. While innocence always has the worst metaphysical experiences, it is able to survive without being permanently hurt by them..as long as there are not too many hurts spaced too close, too often. But even if there were, and the child should acquire a few more articles of clothing to cover its innocence, each serves well, as an effective diversion

    Ignorance works for our general purpose. Sometimes, looking at it, there is an awful curiosity thirst..its queries needing an answer, but I wisely remember. Stick to the facts. Do not venture too far with assumptions. Have patience. Being desperate for answers tempts one to make up their own, which eventually causes one to end up in a dark room by themselves, and we know what they will find in there. Learning to live with a mystery is a great asset

    If we want to live for centuries, we better have a great capacity for forgetfulness. We should be able to forget readily, an ability to deep'six it, as it were...that is, in addition to science, have a profound appreciation for nescience. That a grit of knowledge will inspire only one question, is not a disadvantage..but a blessing! Sweet mystery is a blessing! Do not stop with the light! but do not make light, a 'non plus ultra.' 'Non plus ultras' wound the soul. And a wounded soul, we know, seriously handicaps it from avoiding the Dread. Causes one to be focused on one's self too long. Look farther, past twilight, search deep into the night, if necessary. Bring light to what needs to be seen. Keep darkly, what does not. 'Knowledge for knowledge sake' is weak, and is not what is at stake here. The ultimate answer, serving better our needs, may be in the form of a question

    There are a great many mysteries from which to select and add a little darkness to old age light. Otherwise, we face those tiny, vacuous moments of impending doom, when we have run out of diversions. If this should become a pattern, one is truly in a crisis. It is a dreadful stress, the kind that, if protracted, tends to assault the liver. Aye!..therein is the method! Whether weak, regular, or great!..if a piece of soul has a place to set foot onto, or fasten a tether to...that is, even tradition, simple or ornate, can promise great resources for a diversion

    With earthly heart, we are only limited by our imagination as to what material things one may be fixed upon, or be obsessed by. These certainly prove better than what figments of a fleeting mind could create from what happens immediately around. Focus! Reach for the flash! Make a splash! To have effective diversions, we must make a mark somewhere..be sucked in by our own spinning, a new beginning with each facile belief, however superficial it may be, returning to greet us..such that, by it, we are compelled even more, being ever darkly driven, no matter how deep the mark upon its return imprints on our backside where we cannot see. We love it, or at least, appreciate it. Anything that springs out of our darkside, serves

    And once a bit of soul awakens, a great deal more from beyond is in line to incarnate as well. What a great treasure it would be for a bit of soul to live that was otherwise dark..for one to become that deeply self aware, a great resource of diversions is in store! An unending procession of them! For a bit of soul to awaken, a general need is required. This general need is powerful. It has no gender or age. The need is so great that tethers to earthly incarnation are deep, broad'banded, and supernaturally far fetching. For whether the tether is a passion for beauty, compassion for the down'trodden, lust for Venus or Adonis..or the inevitable karma brought about by judgment and condemnation, of one divine mind'd over another...it works. Whether it courses through the flesh, or through the subspace of an idea, or super imposed space between lives..it works 

    Only the awakened in life can experience death. Death happens in life..not during any disincarnated state in the before or after'life..as far as anyone living knows. To experience death is to experience the most profound upper or downer known, a value of measured consciousness, whether lost or gained, no matter how long or short that measure may be..is still, an effective distraction. Death is always nascent, whether great or small..on the rise to new eyes perceiving newly, a shift in consciousness..a new point of view, a new plane to explore, or a new global space to feel and move through, unlike before...all amounts to new opportunities to design fresh programs for our general purpose 

    Good or bad deeds!...there is no difference. Each serves well. As we know, there is karma associated with all deeds whether symbiotic, commensal, or parasitic. Even those who have effected grievous judgments upon another, have created an effective diversion for themselves, having assumed the responsibility for their action in some supernatural mode, indefinitely posed until the responsibility takes, and makes a new passageway appear..perhaps with some diversion mileage there with roadside attractions, and even more distractions like Hades, or tending the fires in a Gehenna ravine..but who would risk experiencing the Dread there? One may be born there, but one always goes out from there...not knowingly, to there. Indeed!..even the most desperate, the most un'witting may be saved from the Dread in life, however much they may have to face it, in the after'life

   Good deeds also have karma, and a distraction value, a reaction that has carried the aura of its action back to its originator. And its aura compels us to repeat the same action, again and again, for an end we are so grateful for..for more of a good thing here, is invariably better. It works for us. For the good of even a stranger, we would take action, but only as long as that action is recognized, which is usually, always the case. Gratefulness. There is a return for good turns because it is good form to have a savings program for any thing of value. Therefore, it is not necessarily immediate gratefulness that is sought here. Rather, it is to have a lifestyle in a good'deed world where gratefulness seeks us, like enabling blind Luck to see and perhaps think of us. Feels warm to think about it. It is nice 

    Many things of the past, visit and distract one in the present according to its nature. This is limited only by the imagination that executed the original good deed. Bad deeds, especially the particularly offensive ones, effect distractions well enough, but its karmic rebound lacks number and diversity. Diversity is essential. Since the original transgression is invariably executed with imagination lacking, it rebounds in the form of isolation. Isolated, one's imagination, such as it may be, becomes over tasked and extremely stressed in its effort to avoid the terrible dirge of the Dread. A good deed banks dollars in diversions. A bad deed banks pennies. This is why good deeds are better than bad ones

    To be compelled, even obsessed, we are relentless, as anyone self'awakened is, or ever has been about seeking diversions for the general purpose. Fun seeking is good. A carnival works. And it shall be again and again, for memory of form is routinely transformed, as it passes incarnate through flesh...or dirge, or some dark foreboding pit! No matter. Oh sweet heaven! The pain for lack of wit! Into a hall of mirrors I have wandered! Only blackness surrounds each, each the same..each, an eternity with only me in them. Without a narcissistic spell, I am doomed! Yet that, not withstanding..how sweet a diversion pending is at hand! Without hesitation, let us smash each and every mirror into tiny bits, making it easier to bear, little portions of Dread, eternal isolation, any shard may reflect 

13
JHVH
   Split a piece of wood, lift any stone, look into your home..into your enemy's home, look into the earth, water, air, and fire!..it is there. If those who lead you say, "Behold!..the kingdom is in the heavens," then the birds will precede you. If they say that it is in the sea, then the fish will precede you. Rather, it is within you, and it is outside you...the eternal divine is 'all and everything,' with which, one atones  
_________________________________________________
   Atonement is with JHVH, 'all and everything'..not a word, not a thing. Venerate no image, mental or thing. No anthropomorphic being, earthly or supernatural, can be all knowledge, all power, all space, all darkness. Venerate peace of mind. Respect equally..the truth of one's self, and the truth that is selfless. Judge not any being by seeking understanding until compassion is felt. Honor the spirit of marriage. Covet not, any thing, and to one's self, be true
    The divine is 'all and everything.' Love of the divine is the beginning of knowledge, and knowledge is the beginning of wisdom
    Of all the wisdoms to achieve, the first is that 'they need not be worn, upon one's sleeve'
    Wisdom is better than rubies. It will not vary in value, and can never be stolen
    One, rich with silver and jewels may have nothing. One poor of them, may be among the richest in the world. One pre'occupied to gain silver and jewels, between their comforts becomes prey. One pre'occupied in the pursuit of wisdom, attains ever increasing comforts of its wealth, for its sum cannot be measured. Who consumes wisdom, satisfies the soul, but the belly of the deadlies, its appetite ever unsatisfied, shall always grow
    Wisdom for wisdom sake, its merit?..no more than a seedless husk, caught by a lesser wind, beginning its journey at dusk, and on, into the night
   Wisdom knows...haste is from want, patience from need..only from need, does wisdom breed
    Wisdom may be stricken, it may be sick..wisdom may be beaten, but ever awake, it shall seek again, knowing what succeeds, confirms..what does not, teaches. Wisdom..with success or failure, happiness or sorrow, ever increases in strength
    Wisdom knows when to pursue truth, when to give it voice, when to make it mute
    Wisdom knows that it does not cause inspiration, but only affirms what had already undergone revelation, or is about to
    The sun rises and sets at the other end, and hastens to the place where it arises again. The wind flows south, turns north, and whirls and whirls, there and back again. Rivers run to the sea and disappear, and from the seas, rise to the sky, and from mountains high, reappear, running back again, to the sea. All that has been, and all that will be, has been before. What is now, will ever be again. In eternity, there is no thing new under the sun, for what is new, can never be known. There is no remembrance of all things past, or remembrance of all things now, nor of anything to come. In eternity, remembrance is vital, but so is forgetfulness
    If I should say, "Creation is from the many," I am like the stem of a tree. A single eye I be, looking outward toward the branches and leaves, receiving nourishment from the sun. And if we should say, "Creation is from the one," we are like the many branches, the many eyes are we, looking toward the stem of the tree. Just a single tree therefore, can embody "I" or "we" that should happen to be. Within this tree, the one or many sources of creation are as one, drawing nourishment from the darkness below, from the light above..coming together to produce the fruit for its own way of life. Drawing nourishment from the dark within, and from the enlightenment there..the universal prevails amid the turbulent winds of complexity, and the particular is heavy, under doldrums of simplicity, but the fruits of creation endure, however the universe is perceived. And from the dust, from every rock and drop of sea, every tree and creature arose, anchoring deeper into the earth, reaching higher into a world greater than what simple unity knows, or what colorful complexity can be 

    And from some ancient past or distant future will life, self aware, inevitably beget time and eternity. All configurations of self'light readily occupy, convolutions of passive light. And the life courses, flowing, always glowing, its eternal moments, given eternities for change, given time to forget, to select and adapt itself, to course radiantly, and ever live on 

    Wind'blown sand insults flesh. Desiccated earth impoverishes soul. Without time, loving only what is sublime, knowing evil and hating its object where god is not, complexities of affection and hate readily mold innocence until 'good and evil' re'emerges...and assuming immortality, again seeks its destiny in new flesh, and the end of a worn out shell. Hell has no bounds for the eye, unable to separate what the eye holds from what it beholds everlastingly, and locate where evil truly holds fast, in the eye of the beholder
    A thousand cries, a thousand dies. So born from extremes of affection and hate, the eyes having opened conceiving evil, become as treacherous, sharp, and destructive, as good can be protective and nurturing. The fruit forbidden, innocence hidden..fermented from powers over life, over humankind, its heady wine with intoxicated vision becomes feared, as a god would be feared, or adored, as a goddess needs to be adored. Innocence in bondage becomes indentured by the vain..darkly divided by 'good and evil' conceived..ever conquered, ever conquering, never nurtured without an ever watchful eye. Deceived with precision and calculation, the child dwells in isolation until the forbidden fruit, bearing new seed, becomes apparent. From generation to generation, is some 'good and evil' prevailing. With one impassioned outpouring of spirit into another, with one hand caressing, the other enchaining..with one eye loving, the other coveting, this entity, deep under the rose, having grown old, soon beholds itself...incarnate in another! But the fruit is bittersweet, for with the Cherubim, the child became lost, and what was left, became master of illusion, of themselves and everything else. Such is the nature of 'good and evil' refrains, with the child within, silent and comatose, aware, but of life, only dimly aware 

    For earthly incarnation, a being is bound. The child severs the lifeline of the womb. Womanchild, manchild readily lives deep, unabashed, unashamed. And free to live, the child fits in perfection with creation..boundaryless, as one eye unique, as one of many..seeing clearly, seeing far, wide, and deep, innocence prevails and lives 

    What is this belief? that whosoever is not as I, is evil and an enemy. What is this belief of evil? that transcends and overruns others who live. How did this word, live, become so completely turned? that like a lethal serpent's fang hanging in the shade, or like the air, filled with the waters of an unforeseen flood, the living can be so swiftly, so easily whisked away. Another life can be taken, or entire universes can be discounted for evil's name sake. Centers of a universe, such good'evil becomes..becoming dark holes in space where light enters and does not leave. How can truth absolute, by itself, live? but within those who would be as a god with unending appetites for power, and evermore, for greater power 

    With such predators of innocence, the mind consumes the living. Predatory mind feeding upon innocent spirit's flesh. Loving rigidly, conditionally..using sensual desire to control, or emotion to enslave compassion, as one eye indentures another, until itself, in the other, it sees. Fear and desire in eternity, so profoundly separate from the dust and the waters, possess and clutch every thought, belief, and isolated song for the sake of, the immortal body they make. Such apparent immortalness, such vanity seeking life for life, is the vanity that venerates the consuming night, and melancholy song of early morn, yet only by the singularity of vanity can the worth of anything be measured 

    How easy does life seem then,  when one chooses to perceive only themselves within others. How joyous is life in one hand, with vanity in the other? How easy is faith, shallow and sensitive only to itself, enslaved. Such an overlord blinds as much as it sees. And they are innocent therefore when blind...as innocent as newborn innocence they are, however much they are charged only with themselves 

    Long ago, it seems, did I begin. So formed from a vast history of countless evolutions given for this day, the sum of its knowledge within a single seed. This seed nurtured from the dust of earth, gives this body through which I live. At one my body is, with the past and the world today! And when great pressures of emotion unbearably press upon me, at one with my body I become. At one with all there is I be, freed from all bits of matter, I call me. At one with 'all and everything,' there is only the thresholds of my senses and the space to feel a larger, greater world than what troubled mind can see...here, where innocence is cleansed of pierced ears, finger rings, neck adornments, or any other fantasy fashioned into some novelty. Here, at one with all, vision repairs blunted light, and keeps clear, the way back to Eden, as I was, in my beginning 

    What symbol can there be? or what sound can be meaningful for all that is? What force can be omnipotent? What place, omnipresent? What knowledge can be omniscient? or ignorance, that is truly omninescient. What can any thought of life be, but a word born by the one through which we perceive as a limited being. An indeterminate universe of words we are within, perceiving others without, while being what I feel, what I think, what I know...and what I do not know. And the greater of me perceives the dust from which we came. We are born into the world of 'all and everything.' Of power that is within every bit of substance, we are..of the universe of light, we are amid the sleep, of consciousness deep

    After separation from all, and so fallen from grace, I am mortally bound, self'aware. And being so limited, and so constrained, a dichotomy is, between the eros I am, and the agape we are. Only by atoning with 'all and everything,' as I was in my beginning, can my rapport with life be ever increasing. From a'far, I can feel the clouds rising from the sea, or the snows mounting from passing rains..or the coursing rivers nurtured by mountain streams. How otherwise can the spirit of the waters be seen? rising from the sea, sleeping upon mountains, and flowing back to its vast beginning. From a dichotomous whole, I perceive the dust of rock, the emptiness of air, the light of sun..the living everywhere, is of an indeterminate world. So this life can so easily be..deep asleep while wide awake. Living in forgetfulness of 'all and everything,' who can comprehend all the elements that are? and remain able to perceive in that instant, the systems of those elements. And what end of time do we choose to become wiser? What other end could there be? but that which begets the dust of earth from which I spring. The 'all and everything' beyond me that was, is, or could ever be, does inevitably beget me, again and again. Sweet peace there is. Pleasant rest from a self'seeing eye, we be. Profound peace everywhere within. And here, in this dreamless sleep, is when time becomes the delicate sound, through which all self'conscious light is bound 

    Once a needed truth is found, one is born again, and by it, knows their ‘beginning and end’ in a long progression of them. Once reborn, no passion can be great enough to make the memory of this occasion, easily forgotten. But how forgotten can an all embracing world be? when there is time aside foreverness, when there are all things and their oppositions, and all things inscrutably unique. What manner of space can this be? but this space of life where anything, in due the course of time, may exist for all that can possibly be listed, as the ‘beginning and end’ of any being 

    If all light and darkness created, are of one..if all peace and war are of one..if all good that could ever be envisioned, if all great wrongs that could be imagined, are also of the same everlasting one, whosoever speaks of good therefore, says of their own morality. Whosoever shouts about bad, speaks only of their own way of life within a world always greater than what mortal or would'be immortal could ever be. If one should claim to possess the essential vision of the universe, one becomes the most isolated, the most innocent in that universe. If one knows the least, they become the most incarnate in the universe, and also, the most innocent 

    Within this universe of 'all and everything,' how can one be? but a traveler, a wayfarer with no place to stop for more than a brief passing eternity..no place to rest for the best of what is deep to awaken, arise and follow the songs, from which one was begotten. Youth can only be a wanderer, it seems. Painfully angst. An unsteady emotion daring not to feel too much in one place. Time's pace is fast! Time's gait is slow. Time, ever fast or slow, never seems real at all

    For every thing, there is a season, and a time for every reason. A time to be born, and a time to burn, as the Phoenix burns. A time to plant, and a time to reap. A time for bleeding, and a time for healing. A time to weep, and a time to laugh. A time to get, a time to lose..a time to keep, a rose to choose. A time to destroy, and a time to create. A time to liberate, and a time to withhold. A time to be bold, and a time to be weak. A time to speak, a time to be meek. A time to sew, and a time to rend. A time to begin, a time to end, except for love...to love and love, and love again
    When the time of life stops to wait for me, I hear, "Wayfarer, traveler with heart secret and silent...no place to stop, no place to settle and rest. Destiny, fate..for these you wait until providence gives..waiting always, within some dark awkward room that you would not otherwise, ever think to occupy. Wayfarer, wanderer..do not find too much comfort for your head. Do not let too much beauty fill your eye, nor too much wonder, enchant your mind. Do not let your feet sink, too deep into the warm softness of earth. Do not allow yourself to be touched too deeply by simple joys of living. No feelings so deep, nor laughter so high because the heart needs more time to open, within a world where a grain of sand can fill the sky, where one can feel less than the smallest whiff of wind" 

    Only a wayfarer can I be, when separated from ‘all and everything.’ At one with 'all and everything,' all of creation has equal station...all places of light, the seas of space, their vast sweeping currents, the rivers flowing..the vision denying all, the passion in reverence of all...the relevant truths, the isolated facts..the many eyes seeing the same in all directions..the one eye, seeing in one direction, so many different things

    Remembrance of things past, anticipation of things to come serves only upon condition that it serves things now. Otherwise, we are predisposed to not remember, nor to anticipate anything
    Aye! It is true. Time is a relative thing! A necessary invention. All that can be imagined to happen has happened an infinite number of times. All that is happening now and all that will happen, will again happen ad infinitum. Thuswise given a universe with an infinite number of dimensions, the infinities of vanity, past, present, and future, exist in the here and now. And so it always has been and will always be, only forgetfulness makes the 'here and now' and life, more than a dream
   As events passed through the hiatus of sleep, so any number of them, universe to universe, may pass between identical selves and their repeating events. This matter, this space needing no hint of time to be. In this here and now, variations of 'all and everything,' time'light bears the burdens of its own convolutions. Endless cycles of construction and deconstruction, am I...but only that I do not remember. Only so, I will inevitably forget
______________________________________________
  Once, long ago, a manchild was immaculately conceived, from a dream seed of life so spirited, in a fertile womb within whom the dream was venerated. He was chosen to bear the burden of so much pain, bring water to a desolate plain, and with spirit impaled, vanish but forever remain. Yeshua...was his name
  Who were they?..that were ever'ready to give their heads away? What calamity lays them down? What hopelessness keeps them prone? What despair makes them eat the dust there, and compels that bitter dust to overlord the rest
 Once, long ago, a man cried in the wilderness, he fought the self righteous, he sought a greater love, his light shined in the darkness, but the darkness comprehended it naught 
 The light therefore, will not dignify hate with hate, nor magnify any fault apparent, for the light seeks only peace in prayer, not a greater light. The light seeks the paradise of a child's eye, not 'eye for an eye.' And with the dark wisdom of a child, seeks also, love beyond self love 
 And so, like the traveler upon the waters that nourish the 'tree of life,' and like its fruit, which must inevitably separate, the light will distance itself from flesh, for spirit inseparable from flesh and bone, remains un'reflected in carnal darkness

______________________________________________
   Out from all, I struggled to be, pursuing ever greater light, seeing a heavenly star, inevitably becoming a son of all, of 'all and everything.' In the great wastelands there is peace, and my heart is soothed there. Dwelling there, I feel the presence of the fierce and the cunning, and in the city is the wilderness of arid hearts. Feeling silent darkness, relentless allusive pain, un'appeasable appetites, my guard is sharpened by predatory wantonness. In this vast wasteland, I feel my own self clearly, heavily...this world within!...itself the substance of starry bodies, a firmament, a heaven within, a haven to dwell within..a temple of thought so easily suited for its maker, for from one's own nature, one's own creation, one may make, however isolated it may be. Even with body in isolated bondage, what chains can truly bind? What army or what Caesar?..can rule such allusive substance, as the stars are 

   Once, by the edge of a desert pond, to my world within from beyond, I heard the waters speak for me to keep..."All of the past is flowing to a future when terror and fear shall not rule, when 'all and everything' will be revered but before this age, there shall come a time when there is no place to travel, no place to run...no frontiers beyond an eagle's vision...no place to go, but within"

   In the heavens above, do the waters gather. From the mountains they flow. As the sea, they become one before transfiguration by light. There, in the misty heavens, I feel they know a world far greater than me. The ways of life are as varied and unpredictable as any being could be...or as sovereign as any tradition may reign, or as firm as a Caesar's edict can be, for wherever there is need, there is love, as profound or not as need may be, as deep as vision can see. So much beauty is there in creation! All the creatures, all the resplendent floras, so many creations..their texture, contour, color..yet, by such heavy forbearance of heart was I possessed..a heaviness pervading, a restraining keeping me little more than an onlooker, that only by the very dim hues of broken light was my deep revealed...my deep there, asking..."Where is life?..in this civilized world. Should not the young such as I, have more questions, more darkness than answers and light? Is this not to be aware of life? And where is the need by mystery to see?..for there is no shame in ignorance, there is no shame to be so, since by darkness also, does creation exist" 

   Possessed I have been, by the temptation of ascension in a world created by mammon, a venture of some unending gain, reaching again and again for some want, eternally restless, relentless, and gaunt. This is well indeed, if there is no life, no time...no place within, to rest. So, youth passes from all'knowing forever'living, from generations of 'good and evil' notions, from its eternal sameness and diminishing emotions. Such is the lot of inner darkness..youth in isolation. Must this be an eternal way of life?..for so cold it be, that only angst is where feeling would be free, where inner darkness rules, and inner light is as swift and fleeting as glacial waters flowing. And here, upon a threshold of my own being, I would ask youth, indentured by power..."Is there something greater, than 'all and everything'? And you say, "God is here, but not there!" And I say to you, "To what station must you assume to make those judgments?" And I say to you again, "Must 'all and everything' be the likeness of you?" And you say, "But it has been written that God made Man in his own image." And I say to you, "It shall be written, that fallen Man has not only made God in his own image, but gave God the same gender as Man"

   "Where is life!..that I should be impaled for becoming aware of my own light. This is the cross I bear, the one I bear now, to but simply be

    Children of fear rule by fantasy's whim..and by them, fruits of life are given only to the chosen few. From those few, pity deals pennies to the down'trodden. Within the dust of the market places, this 'here and now' is fleeting, the past but vague imagery..the future, some dark uncertain beast

    Cast under this worst of all tyrannies, my soul cries, my spirit dies, for I have witnessed mortal judgment, and by that judgment, were they driven and flogged, and bearing their heavy end, impaled upon wood with rope and nail. This pain enters me deeply. Unbearable deeds! Who are those by 'good and evil' judge. Who are they!!..to say, where God is, where God is not

    Desert winds are among us. Barren dust passes through us. A barren domain beckons me from a'far. I cannot bear to see so many make so many more faceless, impaled, and lifeless. To a sea long since dead, below all other oceans of life, am I drawn

   I once rested beside a silent vestige of a distant past, only to see uncertain horizons, and winds speaking to rubble, and restless mountains moaning and shifting in the night. What pathetic despair!..that I should feel such peace here, within this old palace overlooking a dead sea. I feel I am much like its crumbling walls and pillars..and like its paintings, my dreams are fading...solace wasted, with gardens long since dried and gone. From this palace ancient made, upon a heavy bright day, I saw an ancient sea made of fatal brine bordered by the shores of dust and rock, as if to say, "The past cannot be brought back. Uncertain futures, empty and black. And because there is no wisdom sought, we know not what shall come to be. No bit of feeling, nor particle of thought"

   I attached myself to objects that seem pleasant and stable. I become those symbolic things that seem to be so assured. My logic moves from one object to another. On the edge of a dream, I am that I am afterall!..within the shambles of my own temple of thought. High upon this plateau, my island in the sky, I may rest looking over a dead silent sea. I am here because there is no life, except when brief rains should come..when its supple nature assures me of life ever after. Sadness becomes even darker when beauty, for a moment, is given. What hope is there for one?!..who, by the sight of beauteous springing life, saddens. Soon, yet all too soon it seems, I shall be gone..and my spirit shall retreat, but not before I pause, upon the precipice of extinction

   "My tomb is the wind of the desert, passing as the only hint of time. Day and night are the same. Distractions from the rising heat of a barren earthen floor. Within these ruins of opulence, my deep is spent and scattered into broken fragments of my past. Aye!..therein are the time capsules of dreams. Dainty bottles for perfumes and tiny combs of those intrepid sweet beings..who think nothing at all of improving a bit, on what has already been given to them by nature

   "Within the catacombs are objects molded and shaped by nimble hands, working quickly with no thought of yesterday or tomorrow. Within such innocence, there is only the now. Only spangles, baubles, and jewels..and practical things, particular things of apparent value within some lost past that now lay silent and dust heavy..waiting, as do I..to be seen

   "Within the cisterns is the elixir of life that once trickled into fountains and filled sacred baths..wherein, the misted'minded cleansed the body, where the flesh becomes blessed by every thought. The flesh hosting simple light, its freedom of thought..that elusive, ethereal sense of being free..that sublime feeling, that eternal sense of freedom. But with violent intent would cunning rulers of mind dwell within the hearts of other would'be gods, overlords to life..reverent only, to their own

   "Wrathful violence!! Cunning Caesar! Lifeless space everywhere seen, the waters and dust of me will separate forever. I feel thunder distantly. Rains pounding, hitting body. So softly they touch, so faint and far away they be. Like a good word perhaps, will my passing be. Something meaningfully spoken, clear..unabashed..hopeful, but perhaps forgotten

  "Darkened day..to my father high in the mountains!...where is peace now! Have you forsaken me?! I feel a cold stillness..a gentle veil of a violet moon impaled by fear. The darkness of mind I bear, darkens a rose nearby. Such bondage will surely rule until the last great war between eros and agape ends, when they become equally stationed..when the world will be crowded with no frontier..no place to go but within. Then, only then!..evil's dwelling be seen..for only with an eye turned inward and evil espied, can an evil perceiving eye, die

  " Suspended within, within this silky feeling slipping, I see the vast firmament of the sea. So far away it seems, I feel faintly and distantly, feeling people softly, dimly. So innocent they are, they know not, what they do

    "Wisdom is in everything, everywhere! My rage..but wind and rain and lightening passing from a moonless night into this gray midday. In Jerusalem...where is the temple of life!? Where is the temple?..the  spirits over land and sea..from everywhere going to everywhere through lofty dreamstates, evergreen!..the deep rich valleys, the sweet green meadows..quiet lakes of crystalline blue, the creatures, the seasons..the sparkling firmament is true..as true as this good Earth, our vessel, traveling through a sea of space. And as the Earth is to the stars, I am to life everywhere. Inconspicuous, silent body, I...I open to commend my spirit spent. Heart I be, for all to see. Light of the starry heavens, I seek"
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Mantras of Love
   What is in mind lives brightly. What is in soul is very old and wise and does not speak. What is in heart, treasures of wisdom we seek, and these roses, odes to love, many plus one to keep 


    An ancient memory became a calling. With eternities waiting, a sweet voice from a’far, I am hearing. A memory bred in bone, I bear from world to world..one ending, another beginning. And I opened myself to a new sun, radiant and beaming, casting down unto my umbro’d soul…once again, it has begun, there can only be one

   My first sense of love, its nature..elusive, warm, and sensual, created a magical moment, a feeling both simple and complex. Love is indeterminate, which is how love enables one to live in a world greater than one's self. Love is also the fire that warms, and by its light, sees into heart and fathoms soul. It is both the compass and mountain peak we seek. From peak to peak, love gives to love, the vessel empties, and with love in return, the vessel fills. Two vessels filling and refilling, the sangraals are full, and in love, heaven and Earth are brought together...as above, so below, love and beloved, love returning doubles love, redoubling every pleasure, every sensation

  The first sound of its voice, I felt it carry over a wide open sea, deep currents ruled by the moon, inflections of love endearing, waiting to journey. In the moon, the vast supernatural stars serve as a trifling muse in passing..waiting for the next current of love. And I flow with it. We are upon the same sea. We catch the same wind..its destiny in my heart I trust. Loving, my soul magnifies, my heart treasures, my mind..its figments combust. From its light, I feel a wondrous spirit between us, permeating all around us. And if there should be a sudden change in direction, it is but us catching the wind deep in the night. And to whatever direction it may flow, is of no matter..nor in whatever port we rest, because together, we journey anywhere to any place we roam. Together, we are home

   We embrace the night, but in that slumber, the dark knight spoils love, its silky pleasure, its dreamy face. Its victory though, is but an instant hiatus enpassing, whereafter you, in my heart, awakens with me. The freedom that awaits you at my side, gives your imaginary form, the same in my nights, imagining the presence of your sweet aura, your virtual flesh, soft and warm. Even from a'far, we are heart to heart filling, more and more is willing. We are in the night, as the night so ordains, embracing, auras mingling, sweet subtle stings..spirit entwined, pleasures rising to oblivious heights passion brings

    Whatever seems crazy...is soul, sol, solely between us, being so far beyond our simple self'aware light. Love so high and unfathomably deep, ever increases each time we meet on the shores of our paradise isle. It is scary...this sensation of falling, ascending..all at once. Together as one, we are doubly enhanced. Apart as two, we are doubly enchanted. Ever enhancing, ever enchanting..yes, we are a little crazy. This rose is a little crazy. A little craziness beyond what we know, familiar with, Earth enclosed..earthbound, isolated. Together, we maintain a fine tradition, make alive again, a great tradition!..the need to love, but without a little craziness, how can the space between lovers? be greater than themselves

   In me, there is so much that wants, needs, desires...all at once. Loving, all I see, feel, taste..becomes amplified, fresh, sensually enhanced. Loving in all the little ways I see, in all the great, I can imagine..toil happily at the mundane, revel in the sublime. Travel to the ends of the world!..together, we create our own time. We are timeless. Explore the ends of human mind. The silence between us..but ample space for us as one, and separate as two. Symbiotic, never. Watch water trickle down your skin..spread silky soap over. Comb your hair in a candle lit room. Spread over your body, fragrant emollients. By a flickering light, upon the stars in the heavens, we muse...mysteries, wonders, beauty. You and me, just be...the silence, our deep, together we sleep..and in those dreams, we play...gristly metaphysical things, a coffee cafe, night or day, I am drawn, I am forever drawn. We are so mutually rappor'd, it seems we were once before. You then, rooted in earth, pointed to the stars. I, arrayed from the stars, reached for life on Earth. You, with your star'filled soul inspired the life in me, a star'crazed traveler. We have lived and loved before. I am comforted by the warmth of our mutual giving we knew last..for then too, we knew we were once before, beyond the shore of a great sea, by which we lived, beyond the horizon of a great sea of space through which we journeyed. Knowing we were from other distant stars, many worlds we bring to this new Earth beginning. Our love is made of the substance of stars, their destiny, our love in its midst..our plenty savoring each life. Each day, each night, celebrates a new one, in which once again, we live 

    Dear mantra of love, life now ever mysterious began self'aware, and later, self'knowledged. And soon after, I sought you..you, far distant from me to let you know, deep in your soul, I am here, on Earth, searching for you. And in my search, was I readily deceived by solitary attributes in those who proved to be someone other than you. An all'consuming passion is not an irritating mote in the eye...it is a blinding beam! Yet, with each beneficiary, after discovering you not there, forsaken I have never felt..for I sensed you yet, after so many mirages and impending grief..for each, suspending disbelief. Within the throws of self imposed fiction, in fantasy I would remain. My rapture for what was not there, would sustain, until heart and mind are compelled to bare its sight, pull out the beam, and see the light
   I remember. I remember awakenings upon Earth, many and distant, upon which I once spread supine for my arms to embrace it. And another time, high a'top a great tree, moonglow made trees visible to me. The wind through them, I sat listening. At one with the wind in their midst, its spirit entered me, through me, and beyond. It carried my nighted heart..."if only I could be the wind, and wander freely in search of you." Who are you? for whom I eternally search throughout the galaxies of stars. Who are you? whose voice floods my mind, rocks my heart, rubs my soul. What is this deep haunting canon? that awakens me daily from reluctant sleep. Who are you? whose every thought soars..the bounds of my mind, unbounded for you. Who are you? who ever'seeks the light, and is ever'ready to give light wanting, whose spontaneous outpouring flows with the strength of a great river separating rainbows..upwardly moving toward a sun'filled dome, I call home. Who are you?..a song without words, its sensation. I feel its need, and love to exhaustion. Who are you? but the one with whom, I am with..from life to life, spirit to spirit, gift to gift. Loving the same way, we need the same. You are the one with whom, love consumes, and be freely what it may

   And who am I?..a dreamer in search of gold, and for its luster, I have traveled far..many times into my own event horizons. Imploding, exploding, I have seen the best and worst of human conditions. From these visions, black and white, I learn their colors in all that lives and grows. I want to soar with you in mind. Search the caves through the darkness of humankind. Savor the aroma of montane heather..made greater, us together. Dip our fingers in the sea. Anoint one another with its primordial essence. Feel together, the warmth of each other, body and feelings, said and unsaid, love carried from a'far through a rose so red. Who am I?..the one for you to keep, my love so steep, to fill your heart and mind, and woo your soul so deep 

    Over ancient memories are new ones made. We are already made. It is inevitable, we shall once again be together. With life given, though death and dearth driven, we bring to each other from a heart cleaved long ago..its memory in my soul. Through your eyes, the memory will awaken, and the sun will rise, and a new day will begin, the moment we meet. And in its dawn, to each other, our hearts and souls complete. Two halves of a heart surfeit..two independent yet complete, our bodies meet, through which our spirits hidden, enlighten and warm. My spirit form, conforming to yours. My spirit, gentle'd for yours. I feel your gentleness moving, its silky presence, its radiance..and for a momentary eternity, we shut'out the world. It has been so long. For you, my wait is deeply nighted with what is so clear. Seeing you from a'far, I wait to draw you near 

    In my heart, I have been stirred, I am moved. I have no love to prove..for you see me clearly. A life'bound mortal waiting to give. A simple caress, my affection, I wish to express. My night has carried the deepest unknowns. What would otherwise be dark and cold, becomes sweet and warm, just with the memory of your charm. Instead of sleepy unrest and soul uncertain, an unbroken sky fills with light. From horizon to wide horizon, I see you there..silken hair freely arrayed..eyes brightly, and full of charm..skin, supple and warm 

    Love mantra, under a wide open sky, you are my guide. I shall always need you, for you to be at my side
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Apocalypsis
   There is a place and time that changes the lights of destiny to darkness, and within a world that seems to be not much larger than what we are, this darkness becomes even darker. We are caught up by our own love and vision, and in this way we belong to the living. Within the darkness of chaos, there is an apocalypsis. Within it, we discover how much we belong. We sense how small we can be. And when the winds of infinity pass through us, our eyes open to see..how large the universe can actually be


    Upon departure, crowded together, a flat voice said, "Look to your right, to your left. One will stay. One will limp back. One will walk back." Something inside changed. I ate knowing that it is good for my body. I sipped whiskey because it is suppose to relax me. I look at a woman's legs, because they are suppose to have beauty. Look into the quiet sea, the white puffed clouds, the white sandy beaches, the gentle winds because..they are suppose to be peaceful 

  Upon arrival, there was a deep thud shaking the ground. And another. Then another. Everyone was running in desperation. I saw an explosion and thought, "That cannot possibly be meant for me" 

   I was told to go to the armory, and there, I saw a half used, unlit cigar hanging from a mouth. I heard, "It's either your life or their's." He issued me a weapon. And I held the piece. It was there, even though I could not feel it in my hand 

   First night, my clothes were my blankets. My pack was my pillow. Darkness brings all the sounds of violence that I dare not interpret..because I knew that I must close the eyes, so I will think I am resting 

  First light, morning mist muffled distant guns. The road was ruddy, not a rose in sight

   Checking in, a hurried voice says, "Do your job. Eat and sleep as best you can. But above all, know where the holes are, in the ground." War is usually making holes, not finding them. And then, something happened. Past and future disappeared 

   A sunset always stops time somehow. Sometimes it is a welcome rest for a moment. Sometimes it is impending terror. But a sunset in the apocalypse always means the other self is being aroused. With the last glimmer of knowledge, I peer into the surroundings. I survey carefully. Every little sound, every glimmer of light is amplified. I feel separated from everything...localized, isolated within my own little night

   On the road, I am surrounded. In the village, I am surrounded. In the bush, I am surrounded. In my sleep, I am surrounded. And someone says, "It's always like that." And there is no sense in being afraid. When I am, I feel a little touch of craziness 

  When impending destruction whistles overhead through the air, there is a stillness inside that knows I can never feel completely safe. I feel better, but not much better, learning to live with this 

   There is always some site, some structure where the winds of chaos passed through once before. When I look at it, I feel pulled into its time 

   In the name of the father, resolution...the son with no legs..and holy mother spirit, hope..life, in the midst of an apocalypse, is so blessed 

   Looking at a calendar, I know down deep that it is madness to use it. But I do anyway, just to feel normal 

   One day, after violence, I saw a little girl. She was wearing a dress for the first time. She was so small, and eating an orange for the first time. The pain seemed gone from her damaged leg. Violence always brings, first experiences 

   Once, upon a brief reprieve from war, a doctor sat down. And suddenly some boys under his care ran to him, under him, beside him..on top of him. And he was smiling. In brief reprieves from chaos, sometimes I see a heart of gold, and its purpose 

   When I saw, the young boy was firmly supine. The light was radiant and cast onto him, onto his skin, into my mind, raw and dark scaled from burns. The pain had consumed nearly his entire body. He just laid silent..waiting. Pain can only go so far, until it just ends. Pain goes no further, than the destruction of its thresholds 

   "GI! Hey, GI!!" He was asking for a favor, or had something for me to buy. But his words echoed, not for what he wanted. In my mind they echoed..."Why? am I here" 

   Living in the midst of the apocalypse, there is always suspense everywhere. A question is always everywhere. I do not look too deep inside, because there, I am simply..afraid 

   And I saw. There was a young boy sitting darkly in a chair. He was sitting crookedly because his left arm was bandaged straight, and his chest was bandaged. The fires of chaos were searing. And I looked into his eyes. I could not find him there. Truth is difficult to look at. Reality..too difficult to bear 

   He was only three, and his leg bandage was firm and clean. They gave him a soda, and he drank it. They gave him a name, and he liked it. They gave him some beads, and he wore them. And someone gave him a smoke..but he returned it. Alas..it is so, that in chaos, friendship is a delight, and a basic need 

  And there was another. And he was very young. And because of his body cast, he was immobile. All I did was lift him, and he looks at me, and I feel a great truth..."another world is in my hands" 

   Just a young boy he was, straight and true. Got his hand in the way, the winds of chaos blew through. With bandaged hand and arm in a sling, he was so very small, leaning against a white post. His eyes were shy, but his smile, very large. When I see happiness, it is often inspiring. Through a single smile, I can feel home 

   I walk into the nursery where new life is. The wounds of chaos are all around. I feel weak and lost. And suddenly, I feel something penetrate the corner of my eye, and I looked. A pair of eyes was looking up at me, smiling. In chaos, sometimes a pair of eyes can own you 

   The yard where the native people bury their dead is protected by a stone wall. It is believed, "Evil spirits travel only in a straight line." So, the entrance, a charming arch tattered by warfare, has a stone wall behind it to block the way of evil spirits. Well, the winds of destruction did pass, and the stone wall remained standing. There are some things that will enchant, until I look at them closely. There are some things that will enchant, until they reflect your reality 

  In the aftermaths of fire and damnations, there are little flurries of excitement. But mostly, there is unsteady stillness. And inside, I am crying 

   Once, I was drunk on the ground, on the perimeter of my operations unit. The ground shook. Everyone was crazy. I tried to run, to find a hole. I had to run. But I could only crawl. And I knew, I would not have, that kind of nightmare, again 

   In chaos, there are some who are loners. They remind you of your other self. When the heart is uncertain, the self'sufficient self is forgotten, and generally I find a friend, who I feel I can help. Helping makes the heart more certain 

   There are many pains. But none so affecting as the one that is deep and dull. I saw injury through her eyes..her eyes starved for love 

   When all was dark and empty, I could not stop myself. I took a jaundiced look at the divine heavens, for a brief moment, inside 

   When the winds of destruction pass through, I feel like I am being sorted. There are many short trips down corridors..narrow passageways where everything is visible but dim. I feel ushered. And I do not understand, why so much is mal natured 

   Hell does have a back yard, where I can know only each blade of grass, each rock, or grain of dust, by itself..each isolated, from everything else 

   Once, the floaters came in. They were long since dead. They laid long in the jungle field. They arrived to Graves. And I was drawn to see. Missing arms and legs. Torn, soiled bodies. And gases rising from feasting maggots reached down into me and pulled my stomach up. I turned and walked, not feeling the ground. Later, I saw a child suffering from famine and disease. In this child I saw, what was gnawing in me 

   I searched deep for answers. Sometimes, I think I have a hold of one. But in bringing it to the surface, it slips and falls from my touch, like a piece of silk caught by the wind

   In the midst of the apocalypse, what I feel most of the time is transience, entrapment within impermanence. But nature is everything everywhere. And if I look at the sky, I can see the part that is free 

   Off limits, confinement. When I saw them, I knew that I was as restricted. I hoped not for its end..for I dared not spend, any bit of wit, for any bit of hope. When it did end, I was still confined, to search for whom I had become 

   When I look up into the sky, I wonder if there is a heaven, a haven where there is peace. And I wonder why it is so isolated, too 

   There are many things in war that are unexpected. Everyone is afflicted. Everyone is the same height 

   I saw disease break the heart. I saw starvation bury living spirit. More often than I perhaps should have, I hungered for home..before the pain comes..on alien ground, I look far off and see the hills that were so familiar to me, as a child 

   I was preparing to leave. And I saw a small boy looking up at me, watching me. When I leave, I will leave him behind, inside of me. Somehow, I will work hard to get him back, inside of me 

   Papa'saun. Papa'saun, grand Papa'saun! I am always running from this now, into the ethers of my mind. You seem to accept relentless tearing of flesh, these conditions for life, while I, only hearing pain, so many cries, you remain, giving comfort with your armor, all stately and wise 

   When night arrived, my watch had already stopped. I became restless, but remain motionless. Dawn is dim and too far away. And there is no way of knowing how dawn will arrive. There is no way to run from this now, no exit into past or future 

   Covered with alien dust, weapon readies for weapon. The children are forgotten. Life is forgotten. The world becomes misty. The guns are heavy 

   A sense of something wrong never leaves me. Yet, all of these things that are wrong are in life. And we burn mountains, so the enemy cannot hide. The people there, they also burn mountains, so the soil once fertilized, for all will provide 

   But for now, there are no differences. And there is a place inside that is very still. All things in war are equal. And there are always the clouds in the sky, or the distant hills, to see home 

   And so it was, from this torn flesh flooding life, and so it spread and pooled throughout the night of me, until from that night I awoke in the midst of pounding thunder. The breaking heavens! The blinding light! The ground was black and barren. And it violently shook from convulsing earth. And behold! Under the bolting light! A fiery horse. And seated upon it was a child'warrior, self crowned. And having destroyed the world of time, it proceeded to make war and conquest for its figments of mind. And again, the ground shook. And the earth convulsing, quickly brought forth a black horse. And seated upon it, was dark Famine. Its flesh, withered. And its eyes were sad, but there were no tears. And the skies deepened in thunder. Jagged light scorched the living. Torrents of acid rain poured down through poisonous air. And look! Up from the broken ground. A gray horse! and its rider, Pestilence, is old and in torn rags with open sores upon its skin. Its eyes were filled with terror and blood. And soon after, the heavens became murky and silent. And the earth trembled. And suddenly a great bolt of light broke through, and the earth was drowned in thunder. And there appeared a pale horse! moving swiftly, splattering the cold muddy earth everywhere. And from its hooded rider, was the creaking and clattering of skeletal bones. And its eyes..pitch black. And its scythe was dark and heavy, putting life asunder, for what followed was the Hades..and its living dead
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Naked Ego
   Given the plausible logic that what is known to be indivisible is the fundamental element for all that is real, and however much alien its view may seem, a continuum becomes apparent. The all'inclusiveness of this continuum is more important than proof of what may prove to be self'evident, for within its ‘here and now’ eternity, one is always assured some vantage, rather than suffer repeatedly, applied exhaustive escape velocities required for posers imposing their face values..to accept them without reason, and surrender to the gravity of their black'hole oblivions. This continuum conveys no less a mystery of what is so familiar and real, and in terms of mystery, the same price is paid to enable one ultimately, to choose their own guiding or beguiling light, as desire or need may be

  The universe exists in eternity because ego knows not, how not to be, and undergoing an eternal return to its many selves, an empirical continuum ego makes..an integration of desperate, if not disparaging notions..each a rogue pursued in eternity to apprehend and incarcerate each within an indeterminate world..a mere concession for all the fright and exhaustion after torturous, circuitous paths..vacuous losses, and impasses too numerous to count, and having been at times, lured and so assured and hopelessly seduced..but upon recovering from the last, its intoxicating stupor and compulsory fast from past and future, what remains after all, are but points of view...that a unified field minimizing ego, leads to objectivity..one that maximizes ego increases sensitivity to 'all and everything,' that the Divine is 'all and everything,' everything is alive..and the physical is real only from the stay of self'reflected light, and illusionary..as limited perceptions of those self'reflections configure the dust we are, the space we journey through, starlight old and new within the starry firmament

_______________________________________________
  The brightest light radiates across a desert. The dimmest illumines a rose, enough in its plush environment to see its shadows, its thorns, and suggest an intoxicating fragrance. The darkest night falls within, and only a bare twilight illumines the heart, just enough to reveal what is rarely see'able there

  Ego believes..to understand the universe requires understanding the total nature of reality, and once this understanding is achieved, further understanding will be gained by communication with it, far more than experimentation of it

   The study of the universe is the study of metaphysics, which begins with the acknowledgement of two separate realities. A virtual reality of absolutes as they are apprehended by mind, and an empirical reality of approximations, as they are gathered through sensual thresholds. Matter cannot exist without these two realities, each incapable of validating the other. The study of metaphysics cannot be pursued in the abstract and empirical realities independently without falling into a singularity of reducing one's self to zero in the former, or undergoing an infinite regression in the latter
   Ego thinks about what an object is. An object is an embodiment of some thing that has some kind of relationship with other things, whether the thing has measurable physical weight or not. Ego thinks words are objects and have weight, only insofar as they have a relationship with other words. Not too few, nor too many..focused just right. Ego knows that sometimes, and often times, its virtual objects can outweigh the empirical kind

   Ego also knows that the only folly in the universe is trying to make sense of it, something like a'try'in to make something finite out of the infinite

   How does ego know that the universe is infinite? Ego knows this because ego understands the idea of infinity, and if one part of the universe is infinite, then the entire universe is infinite

   Ego is already tired and goes to a nice park to sit. Pondering reality is fatiguing. Even a little bit is arduous, and needs a place where all the symbols of the luminous world have no meaning, no relation with anything at all. Ego knows that to understand anything within the empirical realm, one foot must be out of it. This place where the foot goes, is called the null space. Within the null space realm, each word and each letter of each word exists without any assignment to anything else. A continuous procession of letters and their combinations can be included in this null space reality, but they have no meaning. Nothing does not seem like much, but ego knows that without it, not anything can be, nor vantage gained from which all else to see

Of the Dust We Are

  Ego thinks about energy. The fundamental element of energy is an indivisible singularity. As the frequency and amplitude of energy approaches zero and infinity, respectively, the limit or the ultimate resolution of that progression is zero'infinity, or a state of mind, and when isolated, undergoes spontaneous generation of a photon, or a state of high velocity consciousness, hvC.  An equilibrium between zero'infinity and hvC exists. That which gives fire to empirical equations is zero'infinity. In every particle, a zero'infinity state of consciousness exists.
     HvC is the measure of the passion to escape the Dread, or  'nothingness in perpetuity,' and that passion is the mass by which, all matter compounds. Thuswise, the source of energy for everything in the universe is a pathos, and the sum of all elements and their systems in the universe, is a measure of the need to maintain diversions from that pathos
   Ego thinks about everything. Everything is alive. Everything is one state of consciousness or another, every abstract element, every atom, every subatomic particle, every system of atoms, and the myriad of complexities they make within the cosmogenesis continuum

   From the subconscious dust to the self'conscious mind..from the first glimmer of awakening, from ego obsessing, to ego recessing, its imperceptible change..ordered matter, its universe be, until again, an eye opens, and matter sees itself and itself in slumber. All is at once therefore, in its extremes and everything else in between, simultaneously awakened and slumber'd in eternity

    What does ego look like? Ego is like the shadow of a thing, but ego can leave a thing where a shadow cannot. Also, ego can attach itself to another thing and give that thing a sense of presence that no shadow can do. Ego has some weight, however difficult to measure, being made of freely associating light..yet, ego is something self’aware, something deliberate, and affecting. Ego incarnate knows that ego is a creature like any other creature, naked in the fur

   Thuswise, ego knows that the fundamental indivisible element from which the universe springs is zero'infinity. Infinity, the continuous..zero, the discontinuous, like two hands drawing each other into existence, zero and infinity co'exist. There are no paradoxes by this. There are difficult choices perhaps, or choices that only instinct can make, but otherwise..only ambiguities, unqualified statements, or pens in hand with equally valid points of view set to compete with the other. With zero'infinity stereo'vision, there are no paradoxes..only the dichotomy of limited minds within an indeterminate universe

 Ego poses, "Is zero and infinity any less real, than the feel of the pen writing these words?" With the axiom that everything is alive, and is one state of consciousness or another, where the ego, zero'infinity, serves as the fundamental element for the empirical reality, matter is to one degree or another self'aware, and being aware of the Dread, self'reflecting, self'comprehending, and therefore, self'evolving. As with energy in the empirical reality, where energy cannot be created or destroyed, but only transformed from one form to another..likewise, 'only from consciousness can consciousness spring,' and since 
all matter is one state of consciousness or another, to experience an alien, simply touch the nearest physical object..and feel an alien push back

   Life is the stage upon which metaphysical I, lives the nature of reality, R, as it is empirically sensed or abstractly realized, since R is ultimately defined by how it is sensed as much by what is abstractly conceived, of which, sincere examinations may lead to speculations upon questions of R that science cannot answer, in as much as R beyond science could or would be revealed...which precludes taking very seriously any a'priori inductive chrysanthemums or a'posterori deductive roses. This, ego knows, leads to one form or another of existential oblivion

   All matter is ego'driven. Matter with the least ego is the most advanced state or ego'recessive consciousness. Matter with the largest ego, is the least advanced state, or ego'dominant consciousness. The most advanced is the most recessive, the most predictable, the most un'selfaware, the most useable by the largest, the most ego’dominant, the most un'predictable, the most selfaware. Ego'dominant driven matter uses the convoluted light of the most advanced states of consciousness to extend its existence for as long as possible. The most advanced state of ego'recessive consciousness, having set aside its ego countless times to survive, and having become evermore diminished, and evermore recessive in the process, evolves in complexity throughout an un'interrrupted environment until, in its midst, ego’dominant matter awakens. In the bosom of the most advanced, the least is born and evolves to become the most advanced
  In that moment of wakefulness when one senses ‘all and everything,’ and 'all and everything' bears down upon one,  nothingness is simultaneously comprehended by the rift between one's self and all that is. In that instant, infinity and nothingness becomes internalized, personalized, they become I, and with that first ray of light, I'am

   After the preponderance of all bears down upon the ego'dominant newly awakened to itself, it remains connected and senses ‘all and everything.’ To negotiate a sense of so much with so little, the great rift between them causes the little to fail, and fall from all. This resolute isolation is the result of what feels to be an unbearable 'all and everything' to which it belongs. Thus, infinity, the cause..and zero, the effect, are simultaneously energized. A single ray of consciousness shuts out all but itself to avoid the oblivious Dread. As much as these visions may be feelings and impressions, passions and diversions, the newborn ego'dominant awakened to the universe is equipped with a faculty, zero'infinity, and is enabled to evolve, alternating between isolation and atonement with ‘all and everything’..evolving as much as diminished ego allows before  returning to a new beginning. As the collective of the most evolved hosts the birth of the least, energy is conserved, and the starry firmament is simultaneously fail'safed

    What ego can be, is anything that has an energy system..however small or large that system may be. Every system in the universe, from the smallest to the largest has egos, countless singularities of ego'dominant and ego'recessive matter. Ego is a sense of self as an individual and perceives the universe in terms of itself..or as a member of a system, who, through a shared and unifying idea or vision, perceives the universe, accordingly. Ego means 'I am and we are.' Survival is binary..either as 'I am,' with individualistic initiatives, or as 'we are' with group sensibilities and their initiatives. So important are these mutually exclusive means of survival that two brains evolved. One brain for sociocentricity, left, where the group and group'think is the center of the universe, and the other brain for iocentricity, right, where 'I am,' unique as an individual and its sensibilities, is the center of the universe. Separate and mutually exclusive brains evolved to facilitate both, which are enabled to see from the vantage of one or the other, or see with spiritual depth..stereopsychically, seeing simultaneously from two mutually exclusive frames of mind, the sociocentric and iocentric nature of all energy systems

    A resonance, a codominance between two mutually exclusive frames of mind creates the philosophy of indeterminism, the space by which perpetual motion between each, perpetuates itself. Each with its own instinct for survival, each with its own criteria for transcendental metamorphosis. Between two codominant, mutually exclusive frames of mind with equal ability to bind, configure, and direct energy, does a state of eternal energy exist..does the Chi eternally flow

    Configurations and continuity of matter are configurations and continuity of consciousness. Since all matter is made of light, and light is consciousness, of the dust we are, we are the dust of stars..the first embodiments, the first volitions of light..hv, the first convolutions of consciousness.  Matter then, is qualified and stayed by ego's inertia. Matter is the effect of ego's limited sense perception, as the universe of egos’ intent within a vast continuum..compliment, supplement, or conflict with each other in pursuit of their respective diversions. Ego, however manifested, however systematized, exists in a timeless reality..however much change it undergoes. Existing in a timeless reality is what drives ego to be what it is, from birth to birth..from pain to pain, pleasure to pleasure, ego can be only what it may ever be..itself, because in eternity, it knows nothing else but itself, which is why ego can do nothing else, but continue to be, simply because it knows not, how not to be. This inability is why evolution tends to favor greater awareness, greater consciousness with better means to endure longer. So it is, ego knows that the evolution of greater consciousness is a matter of necessity to be, not ambition for a greater station of configured light 
   Ego is a self'aware evolving photon being, a supra'conscious luminous being made from the substance of stars..our body, thoughts, beliefs..feelings, and dreams.  The luminous being develops throughout the course of its life, which survives the ego'recessive body system at the time of dis'incarnation. The ultimate destiny of a luminous being is to evolve, as reluctant or not as that may be, to just be and inevitably become un'selfaware enough to be a part of the ego'recessive collective. Of the before' or after'life, we know not, but in dreaming..a day, as the world turns, likens to life as the soul turns..from dawn to twilight, twilight to dawn, where in between, per chance to dream a past life..or envision the next 

   The universe is a system of zero'infinity objects that construct systems within systems, dreams within dreams endlessly nesting until ego becomes lost within a separate reality of its own. The objects of zero’infinity consciousness push back with a Will of its own whenever something else touches it. Since all matter is predominantly empty space, one in pursuit of the final bit that is not, will discover in the end...the Dread, 'nothingness in perpetuity.' All that is something are objects created by zero’infinity consciousness, which has no mass, no space, no time

Of the Space We Journey Through

  To experience the empirical reality requires sensual thresholds, and such experiences are measured as plus or minus this or that. For matter, there is no measurement without variation. For matter, self'aware, no sense without limitation of sense. With the immense number of energy forms that exist, ego’dominant matter exists in its midst with a configuration of senses, narrow thresholds through which the universe is experienced. All knowledge is based upon upper and lower limits of sense thresholds. Information is gathered, but that information collated, is only a very small portal into a much greater space. Ego’s reality is not only limited, but also, only relative to the thresholds through which it senses. Thuswise, ego feels exactly, or thinks absolutely, but knows, only approximately
    Quantum physics is an effect created by diminishing ego. Once the ego'dominant awakens within the midst of advanced ego'recessive systems of the empirical reality, it progressively diminishes, being only what it can be..itself, and in that continuous irrational, discontinuous rational state..it be, not knowing anything else it can be, for as long as it can be, paying with the cost of itself..itself diminishing, in exchange to be for moments, days, or years more. The space of a unified field continuum exists as an equilibrium between relative degrees of matter self'aware..the ego'recessive and ego'dominant, and the vast paranormal regions between them

   Given the symbiotic relationship between the abstract and empirical realities, there are an infinite number of dimensions of space in the universe, and therefore, nothing new under the sun since anything that has been, is now, and will ever be are simultaneously existing in the 'here and now.' Each photon is a vanity, a singularity, through any of which, the universe can be perceived, defined, and valuated

  The foundation of this emperical reality is zero'infinity. Ego already knows that from nothing, does something  ensue, and whatever energy dynamic is created by matter creates space
  So, ego loves to journey, and many of the things that ego sees are useful..as far as the nature of reality can be comprehended, or 'good and bad' can fit, or causation..fathomed. All what ego sees, ego knows how to get there and back. But most importantly, ego knows there is always more than what can be seen because so much of all must be sacrificed, shut'out, profoundly nulled..just to see anything at all. This is why ego feels so comfortable while journeying. There is always something to learn about what ego does not know, what ego thinks ego knows, and what ego knows about knowing. Through all of this, ego negotiates through the empirical realm, and of course, prompted by the least bit of fatigue, ego enjoys the peace of null space, especially in a pleasant place. With such peace always at hand, there is no reluctance to journey

   Wherever ego journeys upon a path of logic, ego is like Logos, but if assumptions were tourist stops, Logos would travel only through them. Ego would not, necessarily. Ego loves adventure and insight. Logos loves axioms and proofs that popular tourist stops provide

   Failing to decide what is alive and what is not...ego believes that everything is alive! The default position. A failure that works better than what dreaming or any reasoning can conceive, for definitions of what is alive and what is not, will lead only to irreconcilable mind'body problems, and oblivions of paradoxes, too numerous to count. Occum's razor is needed here

   Ego knows...evolution leads to consciousness comprehending simultaneously, zero and infinity. This zero'infinity within, that permeates and surrounds all energy in all its forms, is a state without space'time. Zero'infinity and energy, these two realities together form a continuum, each begetting each. Within this continuum, the space we journey through requires expansion of consciousness, and a destination is chosen, and consciousness contracts and incarnates within another fully functional form, and I am there

    Infinity comprehends continuity, which leads to irrational things and its understanding. Zero comprehends quantum, discontinuity, which leads to rational things and its understanding. Gravitation is comprehended by infinity because this force is continuous. The gravitational relationship between all things is one of rational parts and their irrational connectedness. The separation of parts is from a 'zero' point of view. With the force of gravity directly proportional to the relevant masses, and inversely proportional to the communication between them, and since there must always be some distance for this to apply, all matter in the universe is connected..from an 'infinity consciousness' point of view. Everything, however diverse, however dense, convoluted, twisted, or un'twisted zero may be, is connected by infinity, and separated by zero. The universe, as zero'infinity suggests, is simultaneously separated and connected. As ego'driven matter increases or decreases, continuity and separateness remains. The universe of matter is a stereo zero'infinity perception. As this perception sees, the universe is equally finite and infinite, ordered and chaotic, separated and at one, where the greatest ego is always nurtured by the most evolved ego within a dichotomous indeterminate world

    Is the force of the substance ego occupies..its push, pull, and dormancy, the result of a weightless property of mind? The focus of its Will..being so small, that with only its self in focus, all else becomes equalized for its mind to be...the un'ending small becomes null, the un'ending large..infinity, and these faculties..zero and infinity, become properties of mind..weightless, yet the concrete by which, matter compounds

   For matter to be, something..anything cannot be relative or have energy, but rather something indivisible, something concrete by which the force of matter comforts us, conforms to our hands, or pressures us into submission, or nourishes us, or rains down upon us. We feel it, and immediately in response to it, deploy our bumbershoot for an otherwise overwhelming saturation. By zero, we sense space. By infinity, we feel the dint of alien Will, as it attracts, inerts, or repels. By our zero’infinity faculty, we sense the dichotomy of matter. To experience substance, we experience the sensibilities and values of foreign realms..profound alien realms intimately connected…darkly so, next to our own

    Ego thinks, "Whatever there is to be..to be, there must be the very large and the very small. But whatever I choose in between, I eventually lose. And a ray is given. Many rays I readily give, and in return I shall see, I shall know at least, a bit of me. For every new experience, I must first, sacrifice something. To experience anything, I must barter..trade so much. And so much I would readily give, if only to become so limited..estranged, gain the experience, and know that I am. I, now, so very, very limited, the very small, the very large...all but ego folds of relativity"

    Ego knows, that even for motion through space, I can imagine that all matter had disappeared in the universe except me and some moon. As I pass the moon, it suddenly disappears, and there is only me. I hit the thrust control and accelerate. I feel pressure, but am I moving? And then, I disappear. Is there now? any space at all
    And one day, all words had been lost, but two. There were only two words, and then the definition of one was mislaid. For the remaining word, what would have to be done to make it meaningful? More meaningful? Focused just right

   All epistemologies are relative to one another when they develop through the same sensual thresholds. We round'off aspect to the nearest integer. Epistemology is created with truncated values, approximations, averages, mean values..impressions from limited senses. We have limited means through which to experience. Limited awareness, and unlimited therefore, in all that may un'expectantly happen..until ego dividing into oblivion, screams into the night as it separates into the very large and the very small..for in the beginning, the primal scream ever increases until the summit of all experiences is reached when the very large cannot distinguish itself from the very small

    Ego feels. Ego thinks. Ego knows. Ego is, that it is. In each of these dimensions is ego connected to 'all and everything' upon a course limited by its sensitivity and by what it knows. Limited by what ego can sense and perceive..unlimited by what ego can conceive. Therein is the rift..a precipitous cliff above when a conception is venerated..or a lush valley below, when it is not

    Of the space we journey through, chaos creates the gradients against which, consciousness expands and transforms chaos to order through greater understanding. Through ordered niches of mind, order and chaos exist in a steady'state equilibrium, in that, with too much order, ego'dominant matter will not survive. With too little order, ego'recessive matter will not survive. Between order and chaos, a steady'state exists
Starlight Old and New

    In eternity, ego knows that everything, everyone is eternal. The simple is no less immortal than the complex. All is..only a matter of changing shapes, colors..and moods. Life, long or brief, is equally re'occurring, equally immortal within a universe ever'present and eternal 

    Ego thinks...”What does it mean to be able to conceive of zero and infinity?”..something that cannot exist in the physical world...to conceive of something that has no energy, to apprehend something that cannot be physically experienced. How is this possible!?..this zero'infinity beyond the physical. Reality is!..more than the physical. Perfect stillness..zero is absolute zero..is abstract and non’physical, but as existent and real as anything physical. Zero and infinity are faculties. However separate they may be, they are symbiotic in that one cannot be without the other. Twist zero, there is infinity. Twist infinity back, there is zero. Zero..infinity..like alternating currents, from left brain to right, right to left. At the core of the universe is zero'infinity consciousness, and all the continuous and discontinuous things that spring from it
   The relationship of one ego system to another is a function of one multiplied by the other and divided by the distance squared between them. If the distance is zero, an ego system is at one with itself, the same, and the relationship is zero. If the distance is infinite, the relationship is also zero since anything divided by infinity equals zero. Therefore, given this equivalence, the nature of the fundamental ego, zero'infinity consciousness, is simultaneously at one with itself, and from itself, infinitely removed

   Without zero’infinity faculties, ego cannot count. To get to a number, an infinite progression of approaching divisions is needed..yet, without simultaneously perceiving by zero, each division of a progression could not be conceived, nor the ultimate limit towards which the progression is approaching..a counter, plus or minus zero. With zero and infinity faculties reciprocating through a progression of counters, ego is busy counting along an undefined line with no width, nor length

    Ego wonders...what is the shape of the universe? An atom takes an electron, internalizes..I died and reborn, I. Light energy from the sun penetrates the Palisades Palaces of the evergreen. The light, the evergreen internalized...I died, and reborn, I. Elements gather until it rebels from its own weight, and become light. I died, and reborn, I. The stars, the planets gather elements by its own weight..internalize, and become I, I'am. The stars and planets gather by the motion of their own mass and become galaxies..I, I am. By their weights, they move high and low, up and down, to and back again..within and without, substance to substance, I to I, in ever'flowing streams, eddies, deep space lakes, and oceans of starry light, and delicate minute substances in flight, and the beliefs and systems of emotion, their action, the spirit energy between them as I, I'am again, and again. Moving to within, moving to without, the most delicate of substance is taken up and gathered by an ordered niche of mind, gazing perchance, out at the starry heavens. Starlight internalized, I, I died, and reborn I, I'am.  All is internalized in the starry firmament. Ego, I, I'am..sharing nothingness and infinity with everything else, the form of the universe exists without boundaries. Therefore, the form of the universe is a matter of what is, in the moment, a'constantly changing in an instant of eternity, bounded by where everything is flowing to within, flowing to without and back again within one, a sun, a galaxy of stars or systems of them..bounded by the eternal elementals, zero and infinity..I, 'I am'

    Ego thinks...how much the universe weighs. Given that the entire universe is made of zero’infinity fundamental elements, which have no weight, the universe is weightless. A sense of weight is created by the belief systems of the fundamental ego, zero'infinity. If an ego’s belief system can be altered to ignore the force between one ego system and another, then no weight. Once a belief system creates a mass'energy effect, insofar as the belief system holds, mass'energy is conserved within a universe bounded by zero'infinity and ego. Conservation of energy applies, yet if zero'infinity, attendant with ego complexities, increases or decreases, so would the weight of the universe, as it would be presumed...and if not proved, certainly as it would feel

    Order is a function of intelligence, information, and intent, which is evident in every system. Lack of order, or randomness, is a function of limited senses, in addition to differing opinions about what order should be..manifested as interference patterns from colliding, remotely connected ordered systems. The less remote one ordered system is to another, the more predictable is their relation and its outcome..and therefore, less chaos and more order. Chaos is a function of nescience..limited perception, communication, and understanding. More recessive ego, more order. More dominant ego, more chaos. All matter perceives, communicates, and understands in terms of itself..iocentrically and sociocentrically

    A unified field that excludes ego, becomes a puzzle where one piece must be sacrificed to see the rest. Ego thinks that a unified field theory cannot be formulated with the empirical reality alone, because physics is not the total reality to which ego belongs. A unified field theory is not a physics problem, but rather, a psychophysical one

   Ego thinks this energy conservation notion cannot be proven, and therefore, all science is based upon assumption..that no energy can be lost, only transform from one form to another, ego notwithstanding, with measurements plus or minus this or that..that energy being conserved remains the same..cannot be added to the relative state of things, nor subtracted in anyway, such that the totality of the universe appears to have minute fluctuations of energy determined by how large or small the one piece is, that had been sacrificed to see the rest

   Time and space, zero and infinity..are but effects of ego's overwhelmed mind. Self'aware for the first time, equalizing all beyond itself, 'all and everything' bears down upon ego. Ego, apprehending the limit of an infinite progression, transforms to zero. Ego is conserved, and a paradigm of a continuum is implied

    Since the universe knows not how not to be, application of past and future can only be made within the context of infinity..that is, the history and future of some window of time into reality is bounded by infinity in that time..that a finite thing becomes meaningless when compared to an infinite thing..for when reality compares a life a hundred years long with one a thousand years long, we know both are equalized..both are equally, fleeting moments in eternity. Such apparent insignificant moments become more significant because they are destined to return by chance re’occurrence..an infinite number of times..each occurrence, as though it has never been before, nor will ever be again. Within the vast sink of eternity, what is new can never be known because as zero'infinity sees, there is nothing new under the sun. Only ego knows what is new or not..from what a moment's significance is, what a new sensation was or not, for ego cares not, whether or not the new sensation has happened before, or will happen again evermore

   Since a time reality can only be a small part of the eternal reality, to avoid becoming too imaginary, or momentary, ego does not date itself too much. Time is marked by events, and the events are held onto for as long as possible. Time is not a passive variable of reality, but an intended invention. Otherwise, there is only the dulling 'eternal return' and the prickly pungence of eternity..where it seems, no thing is new under the sun. Time is arbitrary, but necessary, and in eternity, forgetfulness is bliss 

    The universe may be mapped according to any point of view. Universal order is the sum of all world views. And the universe may look odd, or seem mysterious, but the creators of world views love their respective epistemologies, and are endowed with the authority and freedom to exercise whatever vision suits their need. Subsequently, universal order is relative to a spectrum of ego vantages created by limitations of perception. By that same limitation, as ego vantages ever increase and engage one another, universal disorder becomes ever apparent by the interference patterns between them

    Universal constants are based on relative ego systems of matter. When the ego systems are relatively large in respect to one another, such that the large is large enough to equalize elements of the small within its influence, a universal constant is at hand. It is out of this 'principle of equalation' that universal constants exist. Constants such as light with which we blend, we hide and ride high, and passing by, become enabled for an instant, to see a rocket in the sky become frozen in motion. Or the Earth's gravity, the objects upon its surface to which a great building falls equally fast as one of its bricks beside it..for relative to the Earth, the brick and its building have insignificant differences in weight. Relative to the speed of light, we are all equally slow. Relative to some vastly distant place in space, two other places differently distanced from it, are in effect, equally far away 

    To be, limited thresholds permit ego to sense the light, to feel a ray brightly and know it is there..to feel space, experience thought and motion in isolation..and know it is there. From egos isolated are all bits of matter created, is all of the universe sustained. Un'dimensional ego, isolated within the convolutions of light, is ego incarnate, happy to be forever relative, for the many diversions, relativity provides

   Ego ponders…"Within a single dimension of space'time, there is no past’time, except in the form of memory, nor any future’time, except in the form of probility..only the ‘here and now’ and transitions between conscious and supra'conscious realities..existential shifts of the luminous body as it undergoes birth and rebirth, like the Phoenix who will not burn, unless another within, is newborn

    In the vast systems of things, its eternity..there are systems within systems, within systems within systems, and under the right conditions within an un'interrupted environment, systems of ego'recessive matter evolve to ego'critical matter until light quanta escapes the Dread. At that epiphany, conscious of itself, a separate reality is created. At the core of that separate reality is a sense of nothingness in eternity, whenever 'all and everything' bears down upon ego returning

   Within the continuum of the ego spectrum between ego'dominate and ego'recessive matter, ego'driven matter speciates ad infinitum as the preponderance of all bears down upon the least.  Ego courses ever on. The existential theorems rule. The destiny of the evolved soul, is to become the host, the fertile soil within which, a new soul is born

   As an incarnated luminous being, ego is embedded in an ego'recessive system and perceives its environment through its senses, and once incarnate, evolves through successive incarnations. Within each incarnation, ontogeny recapitulates phylogeny. Ego's general realm of consciousness remains so unless, for the purpose of survival, it expands. Expansion for expansion's sake of consciousness, makes expansion temporary. Only expansion out of necessity, does ego keep throughout successive lives, throughout the occasions of ego's work and play. From such work and play, and love, ego evolves, only as necessary. The pleasure principle rules here

    And so it is, about starlight old and new, a luminous being assimilates starlight through successive incarnations until, in that night, the starry firmament generates ego'recessive matter so self'defined and self'assured that it needs but minimal cognitive facilities to interact spontaneously. Ego'dominant matter is so un'defined and un'self assured that it not only needs to process information to exist, but needs an un'interrupted environment to do it in

The Starry Firmament 

   Ego thinks about eternity. How can it be? Eternity exists because ego does not know..how not to be. This nescience is why anything exists at all, Therefore, fundamental ego, zero'infinity, exists in perpetuity, and to avoid the dreadful pathos, light is created and compounded into diversions ad infinitum 

   The general purpose of existence therefore, is to escape 'isolation in perpetuity,' and maintain that escape with diversions that intuition, imagination, inspiration, or instinct apprehend

   Ego knows that the general reality of 'all and everything' is psychophysical..therefore, everything that exists is alive. Everything exists in one state of consciousness or another

   Since everything in the universe is made of light, ego sees the universe as a holographic one, which is boundaryless. Look into the starry night and see an endless mind there, bounded by zero'infinity consciousness

   Within the general reality, ego knows that special realities are created and evolve for ego to be, for as long as it can be. A special reality is created with limited sensual thresholds through which, small portions of the general reality are perceived. Within this special reality, two separate yet symbiotic realities exist...the abstract reality, which reasons through absolute values, and the empirical reality, which reasons through approximate values

   Ego believes there are three dimensions of space because there are only three fundamental states of consciousness...zero, infinity, and light quantum. A quantum of light is spontaneously created to escape the Dread of the first two in isolation. Such a diversion creates a sense of three dimensional space within the empirical reality where the passion to excape the Dread provides the basis for time
   The measure of this passion is equal to the singularity of the fundamental element. That the universe exists with an infinite timeline, and what appears to be the creation of something from nothing is rather, a connection to another universe. Within an infinite universe with an infinite timeline, all that has happened, all that is happening now, and all that can possibly be, exists simultaneously in a universe with an infinite number of dimensions
   And so it is about existence. A sense of zero or nothingness exists as a result of the universe suddenly bearing down upon ego awakened to it. Matter exists because of the universal pathos, 'isolation in perpetuity.' And the existence of, and relationships between everything in the universe are divine relationships with which, one atones when re'attaining a state of grace with 'all and everything' is necessary. Given that zero'infinity is indivisible and the fundamental element of physics, and given how zero'infinity hyperleaps from the virtual reality that does not have mass or energy to an empirical one that does, is incomprehensible, notwithstanding the infinite number of dimensions through which, energy somehow flows to and fro through every singularity of the world. Since the two realities are unable to validate one another, they are incomprehensible to one another, however, this incomprehensibility is a fundamental requirement of religion. In this way, since the fundamental requirements of indivisibility and incomprehensibility for science and religion respectively, are met, a unified field  becomes apparent

   So, ego appears to defy the law of energy conservation, and embraces the proposition that somethingness does spring from apparent nothingness, given that nothingness is as equally real as somethingness. By accepting this equivalence, a unified field paradigm is at hand
   So, what does ego want !? Ego wants freedom. Ego knows that only from the belief that 'something springs from nothing,' can the greatest freedom be
    From universe to universe, life to life, from sleep to rise in the morn, ego knows that the hiatus, long or short, is always the same. With no sensation, there is no sense of time passing, there is no time. The hiatus connects twilights and dawnings..connecting lives and days of life as they course throughout the living universe. When the body lives, the mind can rest. When the body dies, the die is broken.  Incarnated, life is a series of interrupted dreams. Disembodied, existence is...unreflected, unspoken. Only in life incarnate can one undergo a death and transfiguration, and thereby, experience change. How ego is bound, is as far as ego can be without becoming 'all and everything,' and disappearing altogether. And so it is about all, the eternal state of things ego knows. Take away thoughts, feelings, and knowledge, there is only ego in eternity, with utter nothingness surrounding. So, ego is busy
*   *   *

   Our pilgrim is tired and looks across the desert. The light is bright and intense. Rocks and remnants of life are parched and blanched. Life sucks water and keeps it. All live from light to light, shade to shade. He walks the desert and feels the openness. He is enlightened by the radiance, and magnified by its expanse. He passes from desert to lush oasis where the dimmest light illumines. He sees a rose, just enough to perceive its velvet wine'soaked pedals, its umbro'd thorns and jagged leaves of life'giving green. He knows that ego is naked. And the rose, being so readily warmed by the sun..so immediately cooled from the shade, knows too, that it is naked
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