hush and let go

5-21-2000

Sta. Fe Beach, Bantanyan Island

rows of empty cottages. save for the hushing waves, stillness fills this place…and it’s starting to fill my being.

i can’t pin down what I exactly feel. aloneness perhaps? a wanting to reach out? it just came to me that beneath the clutter of talk, is a scared person holding out his hand just to ensure somebody’s out there and that he is not alone.

but it also came to me that it is when one is settled with one’s aloneness can he come to grips with his being. a lifetime of attaching and attachment paints a terrified person.

i am glad I came here and avoided the fiesta. I can almost hear myself think now. let me put off the light and be one with the dark. “Hush” go the waves. telling me to keep still, be silent, to not drown out with analytical thought the tenseness that this aloneness brings. hush and let go.

i am not alone in my aloneness. we all are alone, in fact. many just don’t know it; they struggle to avoid knowing it. so they fail to appreciate the union and oneness of separate individuals.

