

Am I awake?


        By Albert Stimson

Am I awake?  My world keeps changing so;

Or is it I, my wind-tossed mind adrift:

What is this knower, how and what to know?

My life is sand; where can I stand

That will not shift?

To sleep is to escape this fickle land,

As every night through darkness I am hurled.

The only place, save death, all beings walk,

What is this place awareness cannot know?

To sleep, and yes, to dream – another world

As false as that which I escaped in sleep

Where phantom forms and moods are all unfurled

Quixotically, then fade into the deep.

Long might these three unstable states remain

Without a certain sound that can be sought

Through whose vibration backwards can be wrought,

From changing life to Source, a single chain.

I turn within, then out – my sight turns clear;

This sound pulls back the curtains from my eyes:

Within dynamic life this stillness lies,

Distant desires found forever near.

I am infinite, yet what do I see?

How small a Planck can physics walk across?

How fine can things become before they’re lost?

I see the smallest that all things can be.

But last, what is the smallest speck of coal,

Or particle of light?  I gaze beyond 

The relative – the stillness of a pond

Is in the world: reflection of my soul. 

