The Dark Tower

A Mystery Play In Four Quartets

todo las madres

Childe Roland to the dark tower came 
Raising hell in jesus name 
His first thought was 
The truth is hard to swallow 
If life is poem, "Poetry and Fame"
Here I come 
Here I came 

Feel the flow 
And light the fire 
These demons talk 
With whom they do conspire 
To give the world a god 
Of fame 
It does not tire 

I took one glance 
At cloven hoof 
And liquid walls 
Respun the tale of woe 
Before mine eyes 
The darkness 
I did see 

Karma chameleons 
Sucked and soothed 
The blood of saints 
And sin 
Sat throned 
Aurora flying 
To our aid 

Sweet Charity 
Then I did see 
By touch alone 
Enblazed me flesh 
She walked 
And galaxies moaned 
In beams my only light 

Necromantic songs 
Of Innocence 
And experience 
Breathe in the crystalline water 
Running down 
The Mountain 
From the Cave 
Of Maerlyn 

One simple gesture 
Of a cloud 
Or a wing of grass 
Flourishes the mind of madness 
In a whimper and a sigh 
Demonic wonders 
In the letters of this hoary scribe 

The first fucking palaver 
Echoed through my mind 
Like ages come and gone 
"We are all dancing 
In patterns that make oceans move" 
Said continental wind 
To continental grind 
Of Hips 
And Lips 
And totems out of Time 

I am you and we are three 
The ritual of eternity 
Whe’er film or verse or song or hearse 
The body bleeds 
And the rain beats 
And hierotits 
Massage the mystic loins 
Of love and gentle song 
Dreams of time and space 
Machines of love and grace 
In action 
And in form 

He or She 
For he was both 
Betrothed this healing salve 
To foot, she touched 
And gained me much 
To know I not alone 
For feeling a cock 
And seeing a cunt 
Warmed me to the bone 
What light in beams 
Caressed what seems 
Hermaphrodite’s home 

When I awoke 
The spell had broke 
Or day the wizard conjured 
The lizard had no noise a made 
When joy made haste 
To inform me of the deeper gulfs 
In which I lay 

Bones and feathers 
Bones and feathers 
The words that bind the beams 
What lay in dark 
What lay in light 
The fuck beat virtue seems 
When the body mine 
My touch divine 
I formed it out of dust 
You speak, I see, 
With tongues as long 
As lust that matter mussed 

With trees unfurled 
My darling curled 
Unmasked, Unseen, Unmade 
Sweet Mystery 
Dear Charity 
The daughter lust had made 
Yet sun delights 
In careful sprites 
That play as long as fallow 
Shadow fields of earthly lights 
The lips she ploughed I hallow 

On all souls eve 
I gave my leave 
Of caves in crystal mothered 
To fuck and kill 
She had her fill 
Her thighs my ears she covered 
"you think" she said 
Upon my head 
"You breath the air of night 
For ne’er have I a reason why 
To stimulate with fright" 

The air in there, acidic 
Bare 
The taste of copper light 
Thunders raged 
And oceans boiled 
In crystal 
Filth’s delight 
The din of sin 
Of ocean fury 
Bury us in flesh 
The dream I saw 
And now I die 
We wave instead of breath 

What’s more I found 
This shore of ground 
Pleasing as in dream 
My eyes you see 
Made from sea cream 
As breasts and ass as round 
When what should appear 
To my jugular gaze 
From depths of pain and sadness 
But the cries of ships of souls 
That shit 
Lightning 
On the Wood of Madness

*


I picked a Rose one day 
To smell the Body of the World

To hear the sound of another World
I have never written to another Body 
A poem to another than 
The Body of this World 

A body that brings two Worlds together 
Could Touch only the Mother of the World 
And only Her voice could Touch me. 
For touch and smell and sight are 
But the music of the soul 
For those that live inside 
The World Snake 
For I have yet to see the Soul 
Whose Voice touched me 


At Dawn 
Does the sun rise 
Or do we? 

Never have I met one 
Whose voice could not be matched 
By the sound of all the Bodies of the World 
Though they live only in the cemetery of life 
And not the Garden 
The music of this poem 
Competes with the Shadow of the Tree 
Of Life and Knowledge 

For I am complete without this Shadow, 
This other Body 

This is a jealous music I hear and speak 
For who could touch me more 
Than my grave and my womb? 
And if I be touched by such 
A Shadow as the Evening 
Do I lose both? 

The Evening that walks 
In moonlight in the day 
The Shadow that hides beneath a noonday Sun 
Your voice does compete 
With the inspiration of a god 
And the dark water beneath 
Our moon 
Does bring the breath of night to noon 

Our bodies speak a Tongue 
That only Love can hear 
The gods not here 
Know not the feel of myth 
Such feeling begs this life 
To be taken from the earth 
For I would have no other knowledge 
But his Rose was picked by such as you 
That I, like you, 
May live and die each day 
This Tree is Love 
That our worlds always say 
Our words to touch 
Would sun and earth become 
Forever 
An unfinished poem 

For if Universal Love 
Be like a Rose 
Immortal in the Body of the Earth 
One body with a voice as hers 
Is the eternal death of God 
And makes this poetic voice wonder 
If Universal Love 
Like our own bodies 
Could be a mortal thing 
Then is it not the greatest curse 
Against the World 
To make Love real? 

For there is one Rose that I have found 
Though it stands in fields 
Ne'er touched or seen 
By any man or woman 
That is a Tower built upon 
The bones of every soul 
Who has ever lived 
And its life is the promise 
And the poem that is 
The Genesis of all faith 

It sucks and soothes 
The blood of damned souls 
And breathes for them the 
Air of mystery divine 
Called by each name 
The silence of the grave 
The name we give 
Is story, myth, or even 
Word of Body 
Of God 

For we that sacrifice so much 
Upon the slimy scales 
Living day to day and 
Year to year in psychedelic sweat 
Though ecstasy of life and death 
Be the only value of knowledge and sound 
For what is in a name 
But so much more 
For we that hold it in 
Our hearts 
A never ending shower 
To be locked as much 
Inside the human heart 
For God is love 
Kept one from one apart 
Lest we should have more than 
The womb or tomb allot 

Dare not ask if there be 
More than ecstasy to life 
Or more than mortality to knowledge 
Any more than ask 
If love be real 
For we, to be, are ever learning how to love.

*

There would be no passion 
Without immortality 
There would be no soul 
And, hence, 
No beauty 
And no rest 
From the weary work 
Of raising the shallow grave 
Of memory, taste, smell and touch 
To the level of myths 
That belong to no man nor woman 
Save himself 
Save herself 
Save bloody time 
Which is the music gods create 
And none but gods can hear 
The sun rising 
In a blade of grass 
Or birdsong 
We are married to the things we own 
And we own almost more than we can bear 
Save for eternal sleep 
And the soft petals of forgetfulness 
I am a cunt 
I am a cock 
I am a mother father fucker 
Here me rise with centuries 
Hear me rise with the dew from the sky 
This body knows no end in time 
Or space 
For one creates the other 
In the fire in my soul from your soul 
In the water that fills the 
Hollow of my magic vulva 
For only in the grand illusion of death 
And the liquidity of flesh 
Does the desart of self 
Live here and there 
Now and then 
The water does not recede 
The land twinkles 
And the wizard 
Looks to fly form dusk to dawn 
Such change 
Such pressure 
Such stillness 
I would it were not so 
And tyranny is grace. 

[Dedicated to kurt cobain] 



INTERLUDE

Slowly we remember hieroglyphs of flesh. Slowly we unite flesh and purpose. Slowly we create the woman and the man, the Woman and the Man.

Do you feel the hint of pride and shame brushing against your soft back? Or rolling against your chin? A lily floating on water, the soul of womyn. I want your lips, your touch your wet welcome of my warm creamy light.

Do you see what Ishtar and Innana have for you my lady? They have brought two silver trays each covered in silk.


…And the light and the dark was the first body. And as the sun moves through the sky, body is a woman and a man; a woman and a woman; a man and a man; two womans and a man; two mans and a woman. And one would think that a body that will one day take your life, as it has millions and millions of others, does not engage each soul in a multiplicity of intimate engagements. She drinks you and remembers, and your name, your glistening cum covered face, is Life.

And since like the first day, life and death are made of the same flesh, dream and myth is all that makes love real. The cock is a cunt to her, and a cunt is a cock; whether the dream is asleep or awake, one dreams of the other. Body Tyrannus. Body Aphrodite. Lord of the Dance, I submit to thee and thine.

When there was only one card in the tarot, the tarot was the lovers:

The liberal and the conservative;

The jew and the gentile;

The saint and the sinner;

The ruler and the apostate;

The killer and the prey;

The father and the son;

The mother and the child;

The human and the animal;

The sun and the earth;

The sun and moon;

The moon and earth;

And upon and;

Land upon land;

Body upon body;

A bedroom made of flesh;

Osiris and Ishtar;

Lovers in the womb;

Lovers in the moon;

Lovers in the ocean tide;

Lovers in the sky so wide;

Brain

Ass

Tits

Testacles

Always two silver trays dressed in silk.

Two lovers are body in the body, body upon body.

Wrap your thoughts around me, for you spirit is the first bedroom, and it is always the first time for time the mask of lovers three, and sun and moon made out of tree, by poet, acid upon silk; create; be come; oxygen; be spirit body, be feathered soul, be the dancer of the bones; howling wolf, dancing shaman; fuck and fuck and fuck until you cry and then make love, make you…

And when the crystalline water runs freely from the cave in the mountain, then we will fashion the sacred phallus, the sacred vulva. And we shall sing songs of happiness for it is just so.

Chorus:
"My mother…

My father….

Follow me all around…

My mother

My father

Follow me all around…

My mother

My father

Follow me all around..

All around

All around

All around…

I love you

I love you

I will always behold you

I love you

I love you

I will always behold you…

I love you

I love you

I will always behold you…

I love you

I love you

I will always behold you…

….

…

..

.

memories are like tattoos

i

Active Imaginings

Claw and Howl like Beasts

Pictures of the Soul

Flicker in and out of hellish flame

The Door so thinly sealed

Is but a Tree in a Garden

The Truth so tightly bound

Is but a Serpent's fang

That swells the sea of sacrifice

Vampires drink the world

With unnatural thirst

And undying love

Shines like corpse Skin

Myths of ages

Course through deeper gulfs

And Blood and Water

Find Ground

In cave and coffin

The tree finds new life

Strange to see and impossible to free

Life hanging on a dead Tree

An undead slayer falls only once

Hell happens only one time

And all that comes and goes

Is but a flicker in the eye of eternity

Watching hieroglyphs of flesh

Forming in the tortured moan of time

The undead tree becomes a leaf

The sea of death one drop of blood

That gently floats to earth

To wet the myth

With the eternal spring of hope

ii

Falling into ecstasy

Time slips through eternal space

As I dance with my muse

My shadow self

Real as I can be

Her heavenly raiment shines

With hopes and fears,

Wars and years,

Children crying

And angels dying

We wear the moon and stars

Thunder is but the echo of our speech

And a tree am I

So you see

You cannot hear a shadow falling

Do you hear the mysteries calling?

The story of the soul

Written not in the desert sand

But in the wind that blows all time to shore

Ashes settling in a whirling dervish

In infinite supplications to the watery grave

Hear the voice of reason

But caress the Shadow with your soul

And know

That love burns two

That time will eat of blood and earth

Most passionate humanity of ecstasy's birth

iii

In every beginning is the poet

Writing god's epitaph

In endless shadows

Cannibals, us all

Religions, scavenging the flesh of history

Mystics, feasting on the Serpent's tale

And art, the banquet of it all

The sacred Image

Inked and dyed with holy sacrament

Our sex Our crucifixion and Our Absolution

Words penetrate the flesh

And announce new life

Behind the wedding veil of everything

Death waits there, too

iv

We are of the Earth

Mysterious black woman my birth

Thoughts drain like blood into the ground

And memory bathes in cosmic intelligence

I give my self to Her

Whom no man can bind

Whom no words can kill

To that moment, like death

When the body gives the soul to life

When two bodies meet in some imagined space

Where the shadow is free to dance

To some profane music

Heavenly wonder all the years we have walked this blue green planet

Though history were a child's first words

What a divine chorus his screams do make

And if he should learn to speak

The blazing stars know not the ecstasy

Of Tongues that bind eternal life in earth and sky

Perhaps the words he already has in mind

To woo her into bed and make tomorrow

Perhaps the courage we have yet to find

To leave behind and let time follow

Save us Earth

For we know not what we do

Save our Earth

Or she'll save you.

*

Chorus:
Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love…Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love.. Love… Love… Love

Beware the man who truly loves himself

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Winter is the dark side of the moon

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Beware the man who truly loves himself

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Jesus is Santa Claus

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Beware the man who truly loves himself

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

You are a foot upon the moist earth

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

The ground beneath her feet

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Love… Love… Love… Love… Love

Beware the man who truly loves herself

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Winter is the dark side of the moon

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Moon and sun are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Moon and sun are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and motion are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and motion are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Water and motion are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and colour and motion are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and motion are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Water and motion are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and motion and colour are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and colour are one

Sound and music are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and motion and sound and music are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Moon and sun are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and motion and colour and sound and matter are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and motion and colour and sound and matter and music are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and matter are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Matter and energy one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and matter and energy one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and colour and taste are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Water and smell are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and motion and touch are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and motion and colour and sound and music and taste and smell and touch and matter and energy one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and memory one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Imagination is one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and taste and smell and touch and memory and imagination is one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and motion are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and motion are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Time and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Matter and energy, time and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Time and energy, imagination is one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water is one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and motion and water and sight are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water and colour and sight and motion and touch and taste and smell and time and memory and sound and music and imagination and matter and energy one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and water are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Moon and earth and sun are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Light and space are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

We are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

We are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

We are one

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

Love… (love)… Love… Love… Love

***

As a testament to our Palaeolithic interaction with technology and myth, yesterday I was hunkered down upon the train tracks writing lines of verse on the aged iron and steel, hunched down as though I were taking a shit. How poetic, how physiologically elliptical in the grandest and most profound sense, that of consumption and production, death and rebirth. Odysseus and Orpheus didn't have it this good. In any case, today I found a piece of driftwood to practice this wretched habit upon. 
While strolling, I remembered how Microsoft Word takes the first few words of a document as a default title because I wanted the title of this poem to run into the poem because titles of things are always much more useful than the things a lot of the time. Anyway, I found this shattered bottle of liquor called Baja Luna, made with imported Tequila and black raspberry cream. Today, this is my name because... 


You are an Angel 
That rests upon golden wing 
And picks ‘til time and time anon 
The golden apples of the sun


To me your gaze 
To me your flight 
To me you body takes to light


The nights are cold 
The days are long 
For lack of like 
We sing this song


I am a poet 
A poet is what I am 
Your voices herald 
Distance, place and time


Thrift and bold


As a rock finds its place 
So your infinite centers do hold


I, too, have been washed upon this shore 
I, too, have listened to the stories of yore 
I, too, honour and revere you 
Because


We are but trees 
A train 
Or a plane 
From 
Santa Fay


Look for the wall in the grass 
On sacred ground thereby thee pass


Magic and magic beyond this place 
Where angels fly 
And faeries dance


For the sake of my feelings 
I honour and revere 
The universal laws of motion and chance 
The mysteries... 
of 
Proportion, Perspective, Distance, and Dance

***
Thoughts are the wings of the mind 
Mind 
The heroine and the hero of the Body 
The Soul 
Your breasts 
As my eyes 
The story 
Of us 
Two gods 
In loving embrace 
Osiris and Ishtar 
Moon and Sun 
Together at birth 
My body 
Is 
My wedding vow


Slowly we remember 
Hieroglyphs of flesh. 
Slowly we unite 
Flesh 
And purpose. 
Slowly we create 
The woman and the man, 
The Woman and the Man. 
Do you feel 
The hint of pride and shame 
Brushing against your soft back? 
Or rolling against your chin? 
A lily floating on water, Caduceus
The soul of womyn. 
I want your lips, 
Your touch 
Your wet welcome of my warm creamy light. 
Do you see what Ishtar and Innana have for you my lady? 
They have brought two silver trays 
Each covered in silk. 
Our name is free 
In vanity 
You breathe 
Drink you 
And remember

You look at a cigarette 
And see me there 
And don't want to burn it 
Our lives are poetic. 
We want it like this 
To write a story.. 
Let’s enjoy the day... 
With good attitudes and love 
Cheers (a glass of clear water) 
To God 
The first and last great fuck 
To Aphrodite 
The beginning and the end 
The sun rises 
And I hear our evensong 
What time is it when jesus comes? 
What time is it when sunlight sparkles 
In the morning of the rising ghost 
Can the moon become the sun 
Can I now become you one?


There’s a thing I know 
You should be knowing too 
That where we are and where we're going 
Is a place worth going to


A place more beautiful and divine 
Than reasoned why 
Or imagined by 
The time worn souls 
Of love's goodbye


Catch me 
‘cause I'm going there 
And going there are you 
Catch us between love's goodbye 
And the morning of the moon


We've been running long to where we're going
Running t'wards never knowing 
Say goodbye to lonely growing 
The silence knows where too

***
All in all is who we are 
The very sweetest 
Touch the water constantly 
And there come one 
With lips as bold 
As eyes with but old 
For what light has cast against 
His withered cheek 
Dare drown this vision in 
The pleasure of not finding 
For if in vain this search 
The water rushes to 
Glistening in the sun 
Sounds sweeter still

We are all Faeries

And the world's our silver screen

Why didn't they call it

The film actor's guild

If the wave's bell curve

This should be a good ride

Cause every time she smiles

I lose money

Which is a good thing

In a fall down drunk economy

She speaks in metaphors

Jeff understands

And if so

Is Jeff a metaphor for me?

Thank you Anne

I mean fuck you

Summer didn't start

Until very god in this universe

Did conspire to give the world a man

Is it just me or did

Jove just get on the blue bus, sit down

And thank me for my heart

Though it were an after dinner mint

Venus ate mercury this morning

News whenever the fuck we feel like giving it to you

But first a word from our sponsor

She paints portraits of Da Vinci

How rich 500 years can make man

Why if he only knew what I know

He would have got to the end of god's finger

And stopped mid flight to wonder how a man

Could masterbate himself onto the horn of heaven

And when she starts

Forcing religion upon him

D'Angelo looks down

Gets inspired

And paints this church

As mother nature's smallest appendage

That ever made a grave look inviting

Are you buying this ?

Fuck no

Its too entertaining

And without an 800 number

You can go broke

Looking for the master plan

I say the gods did conspire to give the world a man

But you would like the facts of the case

Not one hand

A filthy canvas

And one hardly used but apparently highly dilectable heart

Which will cost you everything anyone one day

Since we all have to really live at least once

So fuckin listen

Or fuck

And listen

When a book about falcons

Being held by a young boy

Contains an illuminated manuscript

1415 in Chaucer’s day

Now just how many people did that colourful Duke Berry have to eat

To afford all that colour and light

Just the facts

I know

These noble peoples

Are hunting falcons

And a book called Shoot

Finally did me in

So you see

Jove always gets her man

So I gave the book back

To this young errant Knight

This man in the moon

And bent back towards

The waste land

She said she'd like a child

And I say why

He just going to fuck me

With illuminated scripts

So I feel all I can do

Is wait for the silence of the grave

Without her

And Sartre would have me believe

That dumb luck is my only escape

But children can have babies too

For if Apollo always rises

The setting sun sets me free

And in setting

So is she

We are in love you see

Though it seems you're hearing only me

Dr Zeus can be a tree

For in every work of art

There is a sexy family made of three

Though if winter takes away the leaves

Leaves only Dionysus Aphrodite

Leaving me, of course

A slave to the spoken word

I'm still trying to get over

My complete infatuation with you I say

She smiles

Gets up

And walks away

And this story

Is here to say

I'm going to make this worth some thing

Some day

But only all the light and paint in heaven

Could make this as priceless

As that yesterday

***

the veil of maya, lila

Five years have passed

With the length of five long winters

Are you man enough to be my mother?

Space, all space

And time and light of you

Intersect

You who dare not pray to yourself

When the space aliens

Landed on the dinner table

The only light

Through the pantry fence

On dirt

And trees made out of grass

The smell of old wood and older water

Elder dampness

And perfect clarity

Through jars of glass

The demon song would come later

Chorus:

I love you

I love you

I will always behold you

I love you

I love you

I will always behold you

For the great war is fought

By the alien who emerges from light and space and steel

As from an old tin pot

A plastic christmas toy

Made from love

I awoke the other day and thought

"Look,

There is the poem we made…"

In blue sky and clouds

And bits and bytes

Something from nothing from something

You are only ever naked if alone

I am a voice

Crying in the wilderness

Make straight the way of the lord

As architects of light, technodruids

Strain towards the sky

A bird sings with us

In a virtual universe

Like where you are now

You prayed

And I answered

With art

With us

With you.

Cut and print.

"Personality is Everything"

Opens Friday at a Theatre near you

Starring

An auto phallic cyborg sakti

And a transexual god that dances in the only grave

He’s ever known, animal skin, dancing bones

Animus Mundi
To the beat of eternal bloeden

Or

"Necropolis"

By Logos Langue

Necromancy is your new divine friend

Dedicated to Aries and Oedipus

The eternal art of war and criminal nobility

Without whom

There would be no grist for the Medicine Wheel

Death, my eternal friend and foe

In secret water all below

With eye askance

To watch the working of my lie

Away with delicate touch

We have wars to fight and why

Joy

Erotao

Of Anger and Sympathy

Universal triptych, triune, trinity

That is

Each person

Each walking nation

Each atom and tone

Colour

The halogen light of common day

The holy water of the infinite architecture

Of the crystal palace

Each magic moment in

Space Time Light

The uniform hieroglyphic

Eternity

In a flower

Our forever song and dance

That is

Each story, word and pitch

Life tastes good

Fuck you, Bitch

No. No.

Fuck you

Praise jesus

And pass the ammunition

A magic fractal of chaos and control

You are gods

Hero

Kill and

Be killed

Eat and

Be eaten

The heart of the earth

Beats here too

Forever youth

Holy Grail

666

Born again

e/m me

And so we say once again

Let there be

Water

Gods prayer of self acceptance

Wake me up on the other side

Make all my dreams

Come to Life

I talked like a man

But they didn’t hear

My thanks in every raindrop tear.

Tyger Tyger

Burning Bright

In the forest of the night

What immortal hand or eye

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry [Blake]

I…Need your love ["unchained melody"]

metamorphoses

As the last lines of our poem fade away

What is true of water

Is also true of sky

What is true of body

Is also true of mind

Earth’s the right place for war

Blind and with furious anger

We shall see if we shall see

Take your medicine and close the door

And when we wake

We shall see

What things have changed

What things have not changed

Sing! Heavenly Muses

North! East! South! West!

Speak! Sing! Your native tongue!

Weep! Your salty tears

Sugar divining heaven in a manner

I smell your skin soaked thoughts and know

What is inside me

Is also inside you

Tell me

Whisper to me as to your lowest servant,

What does a child sound like?

Where have we come from to come here?

And where are we going?

…And…

I know not how to say

In words that do compel

The mind to listen

With something of a dead man’s ear

What magic phrase was I

Given to chant in time

In language that listens and speaks

With thoughts immortal?

Wind to leaf to ground to life

My strife bowing to the earth

My death I know

My life I write upon it

I cannot make a tree

To bend at will

That Wind blew long ago and still

What wind bends me?

I have howled

Not one will stir

I have whispered like the night

I heard no one listen

The sun can be the car fading

The radio noise

The clouds parting for thoughts

Like grass what purpose moving

Yet in darkest Space

What Solar Wind have we

To blow our Souls about

Still, fixed as the stars

How we fill time with time

Though moment were our measure

And not the eye

That by the light is traveled for its pleasure

Go, then

Stop not with me

And wonder not what fixes me in space

And makes me shine

For I see not what worlds I touch

What silent noise I free

When my eyes and ears ‘til death do us part

The clouds of infinite, if one, eternity

…And…

The night is come upon the land

Where are you now my beloved?

If I should die before we wake

I pray to you my soul to take

Many centuries of wood

Move with the waves beneath my feet

What kind of ship is this

When all that moves are the stars?

For I need not wash upon the shore to know

That life is moving too fast

Even’ here

To deal a greater blow

Than Apollo’s single wave

One fluid motion of every action

Upon this watery blood soaked field

And one lamp

From many (fed by a river of timelight)

To bind us to this course

Praying only for a good death

In your arms

My beloved Muse

I send this last and final thought to you

Death is no great thing

Compared to our love

But that is brings

That which is far away

Closer

The sooner you forget me

The sooner I am rising again

We did not think we could see our shadow

Or the shadow of a tree at night but

We can! We can!

By lamps lit at evening

Lamps lit at evening!

By morning,

My Captain approached

And an angel crowed from his right shoulder

For he himself was mute,

“Where is this creation taking place?”

I thought about his before answering

And finally said,

“The man who knows the answer to this question

Lives under the sea

Inside the moon.”

This answer seemed to satisfy him,

Which was a good thing,

For I could be killed for the other

And all that got me through the night

Was my own thirst for blood

It invigorated me

And made me whole

By morn’ a mist had settled upon our ship

And a skylark sounded

Meaning land we have arrived at

Rowing to shore

I shiver all the way

This is harder

Knowing what I have done

To get this far

On land

I stand

Knowing where I am

Like a child

Like a bird

For as much I know

I not know

A tree first speaks to me,

“Where I have gone,

You shall go also.

Where I am

You are”

“We shall tell them

What you have done

And they will kill you for it

In great pain

On third day

You will rise again”

But then I thought quickly to ask tree

“What is my name?”

And tree could not answer

For I had seen

Lamps lit at night

Making for an even stranger day

Sojourning in its own land

All is forgiven now my Beloved

Let us go now

To be with one another

From the prying eyes of eternity

In the darkness of our own creation

There we

Alone

Bringeth light to the world

As one might compare

A book

Which one reads for meaning

To a book

Which one reads to hear

Words that sound alike

With like meaning

All of creation dances with me

The Lord of the Dance

A leaf that falls from a tree

There you find meaning

A leaf that shares your fate

There you find ancient horror and terror

Do you not?

Be at peace

The sun is come upon the land

We are equal ‘til

We are no more

And who should know the difference?

Be merry!

Space does not part

Nor fall can cleave you

From Her bosom

Suckle Her Here Hear! For a time

And think no more on this matter

As it thinks not on you

But lives to greet you with rapturous joy!

Forego vain attempts for mercy

For mercy’s sake

Sing a song of self

And hence! Mercy Muses

With you

Melancholy

Oh, Ambrosia!

I breathe the breath of life into all things!

Smoke

On the horizon

Orion

Sits with us

At the feast

Diana whips

Sea foam

From the mouths of

The dogs of war

Dogs the size of horses

Griffin

Carrying Sabine

She whips them too occasionally

When she forgets

As she is wont to do

That only the Huntress

May taste the forbidden fruits of war

Why she as well gives chase!

Her prey lashed to her creamy soft chariot!

Death does not part

Death does not part

Make no mistake

There is one earth, one life

And many turnings of it

And each good turn

Deserves, like you, another

As Orion makes straight

So do we eat of his flesh

And drink of his blood

Amen.

Holy

Holy is our land

Water from whence we come

And come to

I and my Name are one

What is this you say?

I ask the turtle

Holy

Holy is our land

Water from whence we come

And come to

I and my Name are one

What is this you say?

I ask the eagle

Holy

Holy is our land

Water from whence we come

And come to

I and my Name are one

What is this you say?

I ask the clouds

Holy

Holy is our land

Water form whence we come

And come to

I and my Name is one

I awoke with a hungry heart

And when I smelled fresh apples at the marketplace

It remembered me of the festival of youth

Every land has its food

And the piazza of youth is none different

Northern beans

Northern wind

It’s been a long winter

And a cold December

I like ham and bean soup

Made with northern beans

Messiahs are like gods

That sit back

And eat grapes

And drink fine wine

And watch TV

(A domestic Goddess!)

Domesticity is to the human animal

What dew is to a mountain glade

Nature’s Piazza

An open space atop a mountain

Within a vast woodland

A desert

Where the animals teach us of love

How to build space for them

And, hence! Ourselves

The animal church

We say

“Let us find some higher ground

some higher place

some higher self”

Thus, is the story written

And we weep for Adonais

Is the sun higher than the earth?

Adonais is the story of Adonais

As Atom is story of Atom

World Spirit

Put on your animal skin and bones

And tell us of humanity

Awe

Sweet Awe

At the glory of the Self!

Lamp

Light Bearer

Lucifer

On every speck of dust

On every tongue

I hear a man crying my Lord

There

Sugar divines heaven in a way

Is divining heaven

A spacio-temporal pun

For spacio-temporal hellish fun?

Neglect your children

For the sake of knowledge and

Quasi Mojo

Shall reward you greatly

With an Orange for his Orangeman

Enkidu

Pan

Waiting as we wane

Going

We remain

In name

Human

Soul

Gilgamesh

Our pets show us who we are

Our buildings

What to do

Who we were

What we did

For most of where we are

Is beyond us

Enter Quasi Mojo

Swaying his hips

And shooting magic at the stars

The man without a face
A dim reflection in the mirror
Africa adrift
Bereft of Rite
That sets all things to right

Quasi Mojo
Does without doing
Moves without moving
talks without opening his mouth
Quasi Mojo
Is a dream
That knows it's being dreamt
And the further he looks out
The closer he is to himself

Wherever one thirsts
There is Quasi Mojo
Wherever the blood stirs
There is Quasi Mojo
Wherever there is healing
There is Quasi Mojo
The man without a name
Moving the lovers through the dance
Lusting with the gods and monsters
Jesus
Beelzebub
The dancer and the dance
Moving the warriors through the fight
Moving the ritual through the rite
Onto the other side
The place of breath
Where one single wave
Takes an eternity to fall upon the shore
And conquering death and sadness
Out of the corner of your eye
You are Quasi Mojo
Dancing in the shadows
Dancing in the shadows with you

When I awoke
I felt I needed
A spell of honesty
To keep me sane
For a mad season 
Had surely come upon me
And I felt ashamed 
Of my self

My dearest Beloved,
I wrote
I have been terribly 
Untruthful to you
And worst of all
To myself
Even if you forgive me
Even if we continue 
To know one another
I will have to learn to forgive myself

The gods did not furnish me
With the art of
The ordinary

Even so
I fear I have
become
laughingly so

For many years
I did not know my mother nor father
So it seemed
Even to mention them
Betwixt by them
I lived a lie
Or a fiction
For in my blood
Their spirits fucked
endlessly

So as knowing myself
My desires and
My fears
Spoke without a tongue
Of my beginning
It was though
I stood
At a cave
From which
wind and rain
and life rushed
over me
But I could not enter
Because from it
I had come
Even as I yearned
To crawl inside
And rest

Although I called it home
I was a sojourner in another's cave

My Beloved
I was homeless
And without food
So that when I first learned to trust another
I called her Mother and Father
And I wanted to fuck her dead
For the men whose love she hated
Then I burned the world
And suffered great madness

And when I returned
From this season of fire
I drowned another in my heart
Only to find my self
Gasping for air
And soil
For I had found a new cave
With fresh water
Which I ran over my body
As water
Runs down a large stone
And people walk by
And touch its
Cool wet strength

But I thought then

They were really

Sojourners in my cave

For they stole

My fire and my water

And buried me alive

When I rose again

I was confused

And told you that

I lived alone

When truly my mother

Resurrected me

But I am not sure

For she sees me not

And I wish to

Have sight

So that I may

Create the picture

I thought stolen

From me

Now I am sad

For I know not

How to breathe

Life into this

Monster

Father, why hast thou forsaken me?

What does my father look like?

Smell like?

Sound like?

Where does he come from?

And where is he going?

With these thoughts

I sleep now

And dream of Mojo rising

Your father is your

Mother

Home and time

Without end

All things

An end unto themselves

As time slips quietly

Into the future

All things

All motion

But a shadow

Of who I am

As I give

So do I reap

In this many chambered

Shell

Of infinite possibilities

I live on the ocean

Floor

My every breath

As yours

A cathedral of

Water upon light

Do as I do

Speak as I speak

And one day

It will be as though

I am a shadow of you

And then

You, as I,

Will use every breath

To praise life

Amen.

Holy

Holy is this place

Though I am

A traveler

In a strange land

I am home

As you do

So do I speak

Holy

Holy is this place

I sat, watching all this

The ship anchored

In an island cove

All this

A light flecking

Off the

Coral chant of

One single wave

That seemed at once

Perfectly still

And forever washing

Over me

Again and again

With a fiercely primal beat

That echoed through

All the chambers

Of my mind

Until the

Faintest smallest

Echo

Dropped me like

A pebble into

This world

The ship anchored

In an island cove

My mates now

Many years

Passed away

From this place

Some eaten

Some I buried

And now I sit

And watch

Birds lighting

About in the

Distance

I picture my self

In a story

For it does now seem

Like a dream

The further he looks

Out

The more he sees

Himself

Like a ghost

Risen from the sky

The birds pecking

And eating

From his

Rotting corpse

Playing

In a dream

With dream stuff

Watery ashes

Fiery water

He spits into the

Endless pit

And a man

And a woman

Emerge as from

The bowels of night

By dawn’s early light

Westward leading

Cumming, pissing,

Licking, kissing, defecating

In and around

Every orifice

They find on or

About one another

Though light would

Fill the

Bottom of every

Oceanless well

Light going, like him and her,

To its only possible

Destination

For all is above and beyond

Beginning

Tracing forward

Where they

Have already

Come from

I peered into the

Well then

The well I had

Created

Covenants of colour

Clung to the

Blue-black abyss

No matter

For I looked deeper

But before

I saw the bottom

I heard every sound

That ever sprang forth

The well isn’t everything

But it is how everything

Returns to the source

Like the history

Of a single breath

Which stirs me

To the wave

I hear my self

And my own breath

Is almost more

Fascinating than the

Ocean shore

Except the shore looks

Straight at me

Like the bare

Creamy back

Of virginity

I am in love again

Creature of a million eyes

Hero of a million faces

Amicus usque et aras

We will remember you

Until we forget again

At the alter of flesh

And blood

Amen

East! West! South! North!

Never did I imagine

Where the wind would

Take our ashes!

Never did I imagine

That I was not

The first to ingest

A ship of souls!

And for precisely that reason

Never would we

Forget again.

All hail!

In formation!

There is a place

Between breathes

There is a space

Between the

Beats of heart

There is a time where

The serpent eats its

Own tale

Here the laws of man

Prevail

Here the laws of God

Stand fast

Billowing sails

Of energy saves

Thrift and bold!

Saved for none other

Place than we

Sail t’ward no time

Untold

All hail!

Magi Nation!

As the sun sets

So does it rise

Make straight

The map of this land

And for my setting

You will rise

And great riches will

Be yours forever

Though a vast

Distance

May come

Between us

Time will ne’er again

Part us

Let knowledge be

Our bond

And far or near

Will be like

The curve of my

Hand against

Your cheek

The touch of our

Lips

Others will dream of us

And we will

Be together forever

Architects of dream

And the spawn thereof

They will call us spirit

And other men will

Tell the tale

And when they rest

We will make them

To lie down

In green pastures

And rest in peace

With us

Let them light fires

And gather round

And speak tall tales

Let the shadows

Twist and turn

At the corners of

Their lips

In the meeting of

Mind and body

There I am

There all things

Live in light

Go now

Stop not with me

And wonder not

What fixes me in space

What makes me shine

For I know not

What silent noise I free

When worlds I touch

When eyes and ears

Do part

The clouds of infinite

If one

Eternity

Go now

May the road rise

Up to meet you

And the wind be always

At your back.

Amen.

Here I am

Alone once again

Walking down the road

That brought me home

Once again

Now I know

How I know

A bird

Takes flight

In a city full of trees

I hear a swoosh

The river sings

Brings me to my feet

Now I know

How I know

My feet

Pluck food

From stars I merry eat

Joy to the fishes

Witches ghosts

And goblins

Faery Mab

Of the city streets

Now I know

How I know

I walk

Through town

See trees whe’ver I go

Reaching up to

The golden arch

Of heaven

The dark currents

Down below

Now I know

How I know

Many years have passed now

And countless turnings

Mountains hurled from space

Now flutter like grass in the breeze

The spider builds his home

So does two-legs

Build his home

As in the dew of little things

The soul finds its morning

And is refreshed

I greet and am humbled

By my image

And the tribe, Elohim

In which it lives forever

The water does not recede

The land twinkles

The dark heart of creation

Beats all around me

As I close my eyes

Letting all my worries

Flow into the earth

And give it life

I look up

At sun through drifting cloud

As light bathes me in warmth

I kiss ground

And wind now

Carries me away

By smell alone

I touch all things

As all things

Touch me

As tall grass bends in wind

So do I listen

To the beating

Of my own heart

Yellow!

I greet you

With warm welcome

What say you?

Oh, boy

What riches

In what

Is thrown away

Puzzled

I look back up

At sun

An unexpected feeling

Washing over me

Time herself

Did not expect us!

To find such beauty

In the most

Shameful part

Of myself

I will never tire

Of your love

Says sun to yellow

As unexpected to me

As to you

A spring shower

Or snow on Christmas day

Or my reflection

In water frozen by fire

Fire frozen by desire

For surely then the very

Laws of my being

Are mutable

And thereby you return

The breath of life to me!

Oh! Careless love!

So near,

So far

This page flutters

In the wind

The slower we go

The more we

Seem to know

With fear and courage

We reach as far as

Fast as God

The dream is real again

The red of wonder’s

Wondrous ache

Make. Make. Make.

Life! Life! Life!

With God’s courage

God’s speed

To you who would

Dare to look

With the body

What only God’s

‘Magination can see

and feel and

smell and hear

and touch and know

and remember

and cries out

My blood is yours!

Drink! From the holy chalice of your mind

And make me, God,

Whole!

The ache recedes

With glorious

Dispersion

Into spittle at

The back of my

Throat

And I swallow it

As the lion the

Meat of the lamb

For some the red smell

Of the apple

Attracts

Others it repels

Harmonium

Is the way of

God and man

Harmonium

We rest in this

Begotten land

Black Sabbath

“Barah”

says the beetle to the lion

Barah!

Sounds! Like a name someone

Would write a

Poem about

Like Barah through the

Mountain pass

My sun would rise

With this fair lass

Where winds prevail

Upon canyons deep

With my fair Barah

High, asleep

Pure and Innocent

Nestled beneath

(a blanket of snow)

With Barah in the stars

Above

Barah in the hills below

For Barah

God is far beyond this place

In other worlds than these

For Barah

God bestows his grace

Through angels sent – not Heracles

When they followed Caesar

Into time

Barah’s people kept time

In rhyme

For Israel’s sake,

She laid to sleep

And dreamed with Aengus,

Zion’s clime

Where no path goes

One lover does wait

Where forever lasts a lifetime

Together for the last time

Knowing Twilight

Past, the water light

Of tears no hope to shine

Through early morning’s face

My own reflected grace

Where is this place

Where no path goes

Alone but for the chance that fate

Is hiding where the breeze meets

My morning in the world now bright

What river feels the flowing

More than I

And there, when and where

One lover does wait

At the end of my desire

Where chance and fate do conspire

To sing our forever song

While you are gone

I can wait that long

Black Sabbath

Barah

For our lives are like

A death upon a thousand stars

The green that grows

Within me

Ne’er wished upon a light

So far

This is that other

Way

The course not set

‘Til yesterday

When all that’s left

That ashes may

Return our lives to us

Unlived

Forsaken not for time’s remorse

For time eternal

In its course

When form finds flight

Finds endless night

Away!

Was when the future might

Dare gaze upon so far away

That death the light

That life’s the way

Green to red

Green to red

Holy! Holy! Holy!

Amen.

Lastly

Pink’s great peace

Came upon me

Eternal ecstasy in

Need of love

In need

In deed

In love

And thereupon

And all about

The passions

Pranced along

The soft parade

Like the face of the Buddha

Sitting quietly at the shore

Drinking in the lovely

Pinkish ambrosia

Filled with stars

His only spell

The simple hunger of a child

Who has spent

9 months inside

Someone else’s body

Deep breathes

And deep peace

On the running wave to you

Deep peace to you

*

~

*

The Light Tower

The soul is

My earth

I shall not weep…

With glorious ease

Love bounds

From revelation to revelation

Stopping only to reflect upon its own brief history

What wondrous Creature this is

Able to look within itself

And see a Thought

Transforming that Thought

Into whole cities and civilizations

Such activity

Upon a mere speck amidst the dark Infinite that lay beyond

What was what is will always be

They fear Death

Yet it is the knowledge Of their fate

That kills them

A flower does not merely live

It struggles to do so

And in its struggle it does Play

Play with me now

Love

Play with me now

Candles and Violets

Like sex and diamonds

Sing round the round horizons

Eternal change makes happy thoughts

Which dance the lightening Argonauts

What we receive

What we send forth

Mere being, mere thought, mere feeling

Is to our Selves the whole design

This space we love

The planets, reeling

These words

That straight round starry ceiling

Time for me

And Time for you

This promise issues sanguine hue

What number, word, or cherubim

What mask, what sham, what jest

Could hide the simplest nearest Hymn

She sings us to our Rest

Where for art thou

When these words first didst thou read?

Where for art I

When first these words are freed?

How dost Love grow

When story of its birth unwavers?

No sublime words to these

In rainbowless cloud

Has ever sage or poet answered

"That was wonderful"

"And I helped to inspire that ?"

"Yes, you did"

"Let’s sail to Xanadu"

"Let’s send warm wishes to Katmandu"

"I`m humbled,"

She mumbled, from the piney glen

Where first we practiced elf and when

Sweet love unlit alighted skies

Moonlit love and let love rise

The charms of Viking prows and more

An image of men in the minds of Yore

"You’re killing me, Violet"

"I'm dying here"

Never fear forever fear

Your boat is in the sky

A wonder of the why

The living

The dying

The way floats on a lie

A bleeding gad-fly

That hums to the beat of drums

Of muses dashed on rocks of far off shores

Oestrus

Oestrus

My love

Delight me like none other

Sweet Spirit fair thee to thy Mother

A lie, the truth that delights the self in thee

A this a that, a dreaming sea

*

~

*

The Tower of Love

The sky

Is the colour of green

Because my eyes have seen her

Seen her shadow

The curved serpentime line

That stretches

From the stars to her feet

A tower of love

On whose face

The light and shadow

Play like children

And this limping elephant

Sheds a tear

Of unspeakable joy

*

I heard a young woman

Sing a song, once

And I thought

At the time

That it was about

How much she loved me

Her name was Rio, meaning River

And so began my journey

As, I fear, it has always begun

Into the tower of love

There are words

And many of them

But between these words

Is an unspeakable joy

Like being called

By an unfamiliar name

If words were just words

It wouldn’t write the same

If moon be but a word

I stab myself with words

And bleed only these thoughts

Upon the quiet earth

This is how it begins

For the more we know

The more we know

This

Is the tower of love

Light

Now light is a word

That fills up

All of its own space

Which makes me wonder

About all words

For if they only mean light

What do they mean?

Lost light?

And light lost

When it is not

Is time ‘til darkness

Forgets me not

And if time until

Is with me, still

What matters most

Spirit?

Ghost?

A host

Of golden daffodils

Wandering

Lonely

As a cloud

Rage, Rage

For the living of the light

The body

The story

Of the day and

Of the night

Accept the gift

Of your destiny

In a box made of lines

With luminous hairs for ribbons

Accept the gift

Of your destiny

In a box made of lineaments of Gratified Desire*

With luminous hairs for ribbons

There are roughly

17 billion more

Words to this poem

Because I look at you

And you

You look at me

Writing our own

Marriage vows

To eternity

River inside the ocean,

Ever since I first saw

Eve the specter of you

I have wondered

With excitement and fear

If I am qualified

To spend the rest of my

Soul’s life

With you

Will you marry me?

For

It was a wonderful evening

And it’s

Been a wonderful life

For she

She teaches me

She teaches me

How to love myself

*This line is taken directly from William Blake's "The Answer"

Now we are moving on to heaven

Just like a million times before

Inside a river inside the ocean

In the talent of the shore

I talk to you beyond,

Outside me

In the shadows and the light

I talk to you the life that lives me

In the day and in the night

There lives a field of endless magic

That regenerates the world

In the whisper of the willows

And the laughter of a girl.

*

~

*

August 1993 to

Venus Day (Friday) July 25 / 02

12:26 A.D. dreamtime

SaltSpring isle

Epilogue


We love life; not because we are used to living,
but because we are used to loving.
Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche (1844-1900)


I
The Natural Religion

Value comes not in difference
But in the mystery that makes distinct
Needs, wants, wills and wiles

It will take courage 
To smallen the time
Between what we do
And what we know
And what we say
Needs, wants, wills and wiles

The life that lives us
Is a person, as well
Like you and me
Needs, wants, wills and wiles

You have a name
You call yourself
There is one name that calls you, my love
One distinct from all others
Needs, wants, wills and wiles

For there is a mystery that moves amongst
The shapes and sights and sounds unholy
If I can but lose
My adoration for this spirit
So that I might win your heart
Might I win the mystery
Of my own heart
And commit my life to
The very laws of nature
Mercy, Pity, Peace and Love


Epilogue

II

The Talents of the Shore

il penseroso

Where there are no poetic words
When the moment catches in my throat
And threatens to choke me
Then
And perhaps only then
Does reality reveal
Her crystal palace 
To me
Love, and its efficacy
Rebirth, and its all powerful dream
The world is an re-invention

Our birth 
Is a narrow path
That curves like our lives
Through the magic forest of a dreamless sleep
And there
At the foot of Goddess
Fallen from a head from which millenia unfold
In rivlets of perfect harmony called Souls
(For they bend, as well
to catch each other
Falling from Her cosmic womb - 
cosmography - )
The curve meets itself in Her Aspect
And Her Eye
And, in so doing,
Draws the circumference of Her mighty girth
One soul without the other
and we would have but one;
Earth,
The Goddess dreams of you.


So I...
Went to Holy Wood
To forget about a girl
And said,
This is how we get
To the end of the world

I went down to the ocean
To get lost or
To get found
Met a man who picked up rocks and
Gently placed them on the ground

And She said,
The sun comes up
The sun goes down
And all we can do is dream
Make me dream
Make me cream
The moon, I mean
Make me cream
The moon I dream

This house is haunted
Hear me howl!
This house is haunted
Hear me howl!
Mother, 
Hear me howl!
Farther,
Hear me howl!
Light dances through the ocean
Hear me howl.

And He said,
Try to see some lightness
In the darkness of the world
Then devote all of your time
About the story of a girl

He said,
Try to see some lightness
In the darkness of the world
Then devote all of your song
About the story of a girl

I said,
I want to live forever
But even more than that
I want to love forever
I want to love forever

So She said,
I'll be the-air for you
When love flies away
Love is
One way
To die

And He said,
Be the moving form of Her
Silent shaping energy
Then devote all of our time
About the story of a tree

He said, 
Be the moving form of Her
Silent shaping energy
Then devote all of our song
About the story of a tree

So I...
Went to Holy Wood
To forget about a girl
And said,
This is how we get 
To the end of the world

I went down to the ocean
To get lost or to get found
Met a man who picked up rocks and
Gently placed them on the ground

Imagination
Or...
Dreamtime


What if that reflection
In unfathomable chaos
Is real?
What if that reality is will?
What if that motion is still?
Then ask me not where I am;
I am with you, my love -
The Goddess dances all about.

Epilogue

III

The Shekels of the Shore

l'allegro


Where we are one dream dreaming
Where the ink is only beaming
Where the light and shadow pounces upon the shore
Where this wonderous fall to death
Is all that's really dead
Where what we say
Is all that being said

Where we first met and meet
Well dressed will runs deep
Blessing and being blessed
A slipper of time upon our feet

Where we know the scourge of time
The hearth of unforgotten rhyme
Begetting handsome holy strife
The beat of breasts that breathe this life

In sweat of years
And milk for tears
The body, mine,
A shrine for fears

Of laws, substantial
Hearken'd Ecclesial 
Wedding bubbles with the beer
A taste for luminosity
In the fulcrum of a year

Vision born of vision
In life blood, cunt is risen
A holy hill
With cave-like troubadour
The holy history of a thought
Lives where the rhythm
Pounces upon the shore

Not gone, not left
Not dead from theft
What's one is two
What's two is one
Once more

Dare we speak cunnilingulese
If, by moonlight, ransom frees
The fisher king of Tantalon succor

Of mercantile astonishments
And rosy crimson compliments
The son o' hoary crime
Contagion in a store

Where guilty things
Don't act surprised
So much as wide-eyed infant eyes
Whose laws we do but dream if we but live

Propriety for a shekel
There's a vision daemon dreaming
Of the riches that did flow before the flood

Of birth the earth in fire's girth
The wisdom glow in lust to know
The owner of our fate
And fate's true blood

The water of our memory
Or the motion of our love
Or the unfamiliar ravages of rime
Our name is free
In vanity
Eat me and remember Lady Time

O I am you
And you are me
As certain suns rise
Mainly on the plain

For the root that raises to be blessed
Is blessing us with us

In dream the faeries of dimension
Quicken throbs of comprehension
And delight the world with ecstasy's disdain


For I am you
And you are me
But by the by
I beg your leave
This vision rife for cloist'ring me in pain

Sealed with the kiss of blood
The sting of sweat
And lusty things which are what they are not

That milk I slake
From Pneuma's burning lake
Where here's elsewhere
The world is what we make

Waves on shore
Light on skin
Shadows pressed down hard in valley countenance

There's more than this
And aught else this kiss
Of here and then and there and root and rot

Shall we fail the fantasy of romance?
And gain what we
In dreams of come what may
If me be not
That awful beast
Becoming you and I
I would coil that snake
Up to the ark inside the sky
Without which dreams or no
Assail the ranks of creatures deep and wide
Lady upon Lady remembers their crimson tears
Without which there would be no vision
We are more real
The dream is real again
The red of wonder's wondrous ache
Make Make Make

The leaves move
The wind stirs
Suns rise and set

And at the border land
A ship's whistle sounds
Like dreams of like
In the endless wake
Of all we see
And all we seem
In this dark and pandemonious
Inconquerable prism
Of doubt, chance and mutability;

A creature of its own creation
Self made
Self won
Self seen
And never ever the same
In the twilight of a nefarious heart
In the land of Faerie.

*
~
*
finis.
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Devocation

The Dark Crystal
(Mother)


This tender will
of mine and yours
Oft shaped by forces
Quite contrary
Love lend this tender will of ours
The pleasure of that noble christian faerie
Who, by lights far oft contrary
Did bend that darkened bough with crystal lust
And shape the world with faerie dust

~
*
~
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