OMNICIENT

First you go in

and then you go up

and He is holding your hand,

Then you learn

how to speak

without a voice

within a golden land.

Past the moon

and through the sun,

scarlet red is the sky.

Then three mountains

of fate you see,

yet you have no eyes.

You have no brain

nor body,

no identity,

Yet you are you

And you know all,

For you have passed

over the mountains three.

