Unborn

By Albert Stimson

Try to describe this to a womb:

Being born; your first day of life; 

the light of day in the world.

I won’t believe it.
And this:

When sleep first comes;

The feeling of unconsciousness 

as the sky grows dark.

Darkness?  Light?  

You’re telling lies again.
And dreams:

The way they seem so akin

To waking life, yet strange.

Everything you say is strange to me.
And then the womb wakes to this

And says Yes!  Now I understand.
And then I tell you 

you are not yet born.

What more can there be?

Imagine going back to sleep,

Yet still fully awake,

Restful and alert,

Thoughtless at the source

Of thought.

You make no sense;

This is a paradox;

This cannot be.

Imagine waking from this 

New rest, still infused

With the infinity it holds.

How can one person hold

What is infinite?

Again, you lie.

Imagine seeing this infinity

All around, in every tree,

Person, ant, rock, and vine.

We are all finite.  There is 

Only so much I can believe.

And imagine seeing your

Infinite Self reflected in

Every blade of grass, every

Lake, cloud, star, or galaxy.

What kind of game is this,

When you see so much 

That I do not?

This is the game of 

A second birth.

For unless you have seen all this

You are still among the unborn.

Open your eyes, 

And live.

