Pulsing

Breathing in, whistling out, 

Heart’s ‘Ba doom Ba doom Ba doom’

Inside and out, I’m pounding, I’m pulsing

Gigawatts slamming

Blood’s coursing, I’m slipping

I’m sliding, I’m sprinting, I’m pulsing.

Daylight’s burning, roasted on a spit

Bitten and chewed and 

Gulped down with Coke

Night eats day and day eats night
Sun, earth, moon: Lover’s tri-angle

Time’s pulsing.

Born screaming and howling in pain

Spurted out a bloody writhing mess, 

The doc washes his hands;

We figure out the breathing

And muddle through the rest

We’re living, we’re dying, we’re pulsing.

Stars are blazing, nails of light

Hammered in the long dark loneliness

And Something is stirring, shy and quiet
Hesitant hands, slow to interfere

Grafting and pruning, shaping with Light,

Half-hidden in shadow, but There, and pulsing.

Man and woman, halves and whole

Desire/Fear twist together what

Fear/Desire tears apart. Sex makes it harder
It weaves pain/passion too tight

All wretched and warped and wonderful

Yin/Yang’s pulsing.

Brahma takes out the board
And Vishnu umpires the game.
Shiva gets bored, and kicks it over again
But he winks One Eye at Brahma

Grinning, ‘Let’s try that again!’

And Creation’s pulsing.

Inside and out, breathing, heart beating
Working and playing, sinning but praying

Laughing, crying, marching, dancing

Speaking the lies of a lover’s Truth

Painted bright in multi-coloured hues
Everything’s pulsing.

MindMad

A mirror of light sits coolly serene,

Its full sweet bliss reflecting far.

The mirror mind was formed to be

A friend, an ally, a tool.

A single unhappy thought is 

A rusty bent nail, hammered into 

The cool bright mirror of mind.

The ugly thought does shatter this mind

And makes what once was smooth and cool and clean

Now shards that cut and slash and tear.

And where the thoughts of peace once flowed

Come battered twisted and battered fears and dreams
Glowing in the wan glow of a sterile half-truth.
The yogi sees this nail approach, yet
He sits still steady and allows it to pass

And dissolves his mirror mind.

The ego it is which grabs listens to thought

One hand grasping for this nail.
Other hand fumbles, trembling in pockets 
Grasping for the hammer of lies.
The ego it is that binds to thought

And shatters this mind of light.
It analyzes, interprets, long discusses

What should be passed and forgotten.

The Poem 

A title. Lines, neatly stacked.

Words. Often they rhyme.

A theme emerges. How well articulated!

Written, re-written, polished, it shines!

I pray that none of these my poems will make.

Let my mind, heart, soul, boil out into a quivering hand

And in that hand let there be clutched some writing implement

Clutched with all my might as if with me 'twas born

There is ye exit my thoughts, out, Out

Damn ye Boil Out!

Nay, 'twill not boil out

My magnificent mind, crafted by deamons, angels, saints, madmen

Magnificent in its need, lack, want and hunger

Corrupt. Now the mind wants the straight line

A beginning, an end, a uniform, - a dread.

Here I rage, I cry out, I pray, I doubt

Look again.

At the top: a title. Content: neat five line stacks.

Punctuation perfect; here comes a full stop.

Rescue me from myself.

Let not this mind speak out

Let it screech, roar, rant and rave.

Save it from contentment

Feed it on the Self

My mind will begin anew, but here this poem must end.

Eternal Jest

From lofty spheres that burn so bright

Are poured viscous notes that throb and hum.

Vital, subtle, moving in stillness

Murm’ring lies of new Dawns.

Blest is he who hears this promise

Dimly he senses a Flame

But cursed is He who lusts for Truth

To die becomes his aim.

Music from the one True Source

It bears the Seal of Doom.

It blasts a hole in this dark night

Smashes nature’s pretty bloom.

When Nature lit our passions within

She gave too Earthly pleasures.

So men quenched lawless senses

On kind Nature’s plentiful treasures.

But the One whispers of bril’liant spheres

And shows them nailed into Night.

It bids us: ‘Reach for far off heavens!’

While it laughs at our feeble might.

Her Gift

Her beauty is soft and quiet

Her eyes are patient and calm

She knows I have forgotten

Yet her Gift she holds out still.

She gives me one more second

She hopes I will not sway

To anger I fall prey again

Yet her Gift she holds out still.

She gives me one vital minute

She knows I can change my course

I give my passions their free reign

Yet her Gift she holds out still.

She gives me one precious hour

She sees I have the knowledge

Inertia dulls my wits

Yet her Gift she holds out still.

She gives me one gracious day

She bids me “Do His Will”

Ego draws me elsewhere

Yet her Gift she holds out still.

She gives me one whole year

She knows Virtues take their time

More vices do I culture

Yet her Gift she holds out still.

She gives me one whole lifetime

She yearns to give me her love

I turned my haughty face aside

Yet her Gift she holds out still.

Her Gift she holds out still

But I have now grown old

The Deeds that I had promised

A younger man must do.

Nucleus

The song lies hidden, behind what is untrue

The words can be read, but they are out of tune

A discordant wail, a cackle, a screech

And pretenders extol the noise with vigor and zeal.

The notes slip at random, they fall apart

Here ground together, there floating on a whim

Jumbled random nothing.

Furious charge of youthful rebellion it is not

Desperate longing of impatient lovers – Pah!

A vagrant’s shuffle on an aimless dusty road

Exhausted by its vigour.

But a hidden note stirs, fluttering in the mix

Gently, secretly, quietly, so very quietly

Watching and waiting.

Aeons pass, then patience is rewarded – 

There! Just there! In the wake of that banshee scream

An insignificant chord, a mere bit of shrapnel

Alone and forgotten, but shaped as if made

For union with a secret silent note.

The approach is casual, as if by chance

The roaring thunder whirls all equal fast

Yet one moves strangely, against the tide

Guided by an impulse even chaos will oblige.

Two notes brush lightly, they combine, unite

A little drama with no audience to sigh.

A two note harmony, casting about for a third

Aeons need not pass, for the two parts united are

A yacht with a sail, a bird on two wings,

A man on two legs, a fish beating its tail.

The third note is captured, and so to the fourth

A tiny blissful island, lost in a furious sea.

A quiet four-note harmony captures a fifth

A sixth, it grows, it grows

A crystal, a nucleus, a beginning

Lost in a tornado, yet it grows in strength

Guided by secret harmonies, 

Moved by forgotten impulses, it seeks to gather,

To join, to form union – to create.

And a secret silent dawn 

Glows dimly in the whirlwind

A light that burned to illumine itself, 

A melody that strained to hear itself

A crystal that hoped to conceive itself

A knowledge that sought to know itSelf.

Lights Out

A motion as trusted as the christians’ crossing

Fails me; the flippin switch gives no light!

My world has failed; 

It gives no power, no electric light.

My mind spirals inward, a devolution

I race to embrace my primeval past

The Perfect Ages, ruled only by the Strong and Devious

The Ages where the weak and foolish are snuffed out.

This mind shrieks in horror; how easily they do 't

Touch stick to box: out comes light!

Small stick to long white stick: more light!

But then I am comforted.

Only a soft light; easily crushed on my palm.

That woman who gave me birth has one in hand!

And further she offends me: 'To the corner store:

Bring me bread.'

ME?! This proud hunter? I bite back the words:

'Go forth woman: Gather.'

But of course I go, yet I am glad:

I see them all.

Only motorists are immune in their cocoon pseudo-worlds

The rest are my amusement: they fear this dark night.

They huddle together and mutter their clumsy little words

Grinning a little sheepishly, they offer little courtesies.

The man of the onion nose, normal state: arrogant and crude

Withdraws a clumsy foot that another might pass

All huddle and compete for affections

All offer little courtesies.

But offer me no courtesy

Herd together and cringe

For we know our places, you and I

I am of your Great Primeval Past.

Scant hours later the lights BZZZ back on

I smooth my wrinkled clothes

And the man of the onion nose

Growls and lumbers his way home.

Mind

A complex jumble, a mishmash, trash

Screams and whispers, spheres and cubes

Light and dark spewing multi-coloured hues.

Crushed and pounded by the hammer of time,

Hidden, floating quietly, these thoughts are jellyfish

Sucking at the slowly swimming surface mind.

Even the shiny, the lovely, the new

When gripped tight will stay for too long

And slowly dull, rust and grow cruel.

A vigorous stream splashing pure white wings

Wearies of dead iron weights shackled below

Valiant wings beat, but slower and slower still.

Things slip in quietly, they sink out of sight

Biding their time, they watch, they wait

Veiled
One day, I will find the One

And know its deep full bliss.

For now, it hides behind a veil

Secret its lovely name.

In many faces have I searched

My gaze stopped more than once

I sought a union, I thought to join

My greed I called it Love.

A valiant soldier, called to battle

I strove for the fairest hand.

To smash, to conquer fellow man

I made my love a trophy.

Fueled by Lust, my urge to win

I tore my peace to shreds.

Snorting ‘Unjust!’, I cursed the Gods

But hid from blame my pride.

But now I see, for I did lose

That which made me full.

Look! I bow, I drop my swagger

Please, let fall the veil.

Seeker’s Song

Song of the Great Adventure [hmmmm… needs a less obvious title]

Part  AUTONUM "Name1" The Adventurer

Alike in ignorance, we are one and the same

Each mortal being’s lost his divine aim

Every thought, word and deed

Fulfilling only some new greed

We feel something lacking, some nameless need

A prompting from some extraterrestrial seed.

But man’s to be pitied, not christened a fool

For man is moved by this one Divine Rule:

With his own true Self must man unite

But twixt man and Self, this veil of night.

‘Tis through this veil that man ever reaches

And in so doing, ev’ry law he breaches.

In gluttony doth seek this creature to fulfil

Knowledge of a place so quiet and so still

Where abundance will issue from some great Source

Enjoyment without illness, pain or remorse

In greed he does not find it; his pleasure was but slight

Yet still his ignorance goads him with all its great might.

In lust doth seek this creature some union

A balance between yang and yin

Knowledge of something joined and now complete

Knowledge of something perfect, balanced and sweet

In the body he does not find it; within he is sure

Something was lost, something innocent and pure.

In laziness doth seek this creature to rest

Yet in mind derives he new theories to test

In sleep, he’s excused from human desire and need

He might glimpse a path which to peace will lead

And perhaps he did find it; perhaps it was there

But a lazy man builds his castles only in the air. 

And to whom then might this general law apply?

To paupers from whom Fortune ev’ry gift will deny

To scholars with whom Knowledge ev’ry scroll will supply

To Kings to whom War ev’ry Knight will ally

To their soldiers for whom Yama  brings but a time to die

Or to mystics whom Vayu will float high in the sky?

The rule is blind, it sees not these 

Fate whirls them equally, mere leaves in a breeze.

When driven by his fate and shackled by his desire

The Great Question ‘Who am I?’ must little man enquire

He claims ‘My seat is far above this muck and mire’

‘My birthplace is Earth, but my origin is higher.’

Therein lies the joy of the Divine Rule:

It gifts man with subtle pain for a tool.

Without this pain, man is content

Without this pain, man’s to earth bent.

No need for angel’s wrath or seraph’s fire

No aspiration for some loftier spire.

Once pain lends aspiration, to what shall we aspire?

What goal do we choose, after whom may we enquire?

Pride answers, ”Why not God the Divine?”

“I’ll endow my golden temple with a mighty shrine”

“Invent a cryptic dogma for it’s people-sheep to bleat”

“All his comforts cared for, there I my God will seat.”

Proposes the thief “Religion is my sword”

“Soldier am I of God

My idea of Him, no other can there be

Smashing every culture, make one amorphous colony

Raping and pillaging shall I my wealth increase

For, of course, I do this only for the Greater Peace!”

 “Religion – opiate of the masses” does Skeptic quote

By disbelief shall I my intellect denote

Not for me the unruly mass – here a pauper, there a King

For the deserving: misfortune, for the idle: every plaything 

If a perfect God, so too a perfect universe

Yet before mine eye, quite the reverse.

The devotees cry “Across ev’ry sea; upon ev’ry land

Witness the workings of His mighty Hand:

Who blessed blind bat with an acoustic sight?

Who studded moon and star in this dark night?

Who balanced carbonic breath of beast ‘gainst oxygen of the plant

Must one question or reason? Come, instead, let us chant!”

“Nay,” quote Scientist, “Universe is a big place

Let statistics overthrow divine grace

Aye, survival IS rough – the chance a million to one

But give a million places – in one, life will walk, then run!

Give me a million years and Darwinian evolution

We’ll have another Earth without God or devotion.”

Thus far, it is on the negative side that we have dwelt

And yet, truth be told, if each aspect in all fairness is dealt

It is possible that we might something of value unfold;

Perhaps a positive principle was missed or not clearly extolled?

So let us return to thief, he of the mercenary devotion

And let us wonder, What action will follow a purer emotion?

If, to honour a chosen deity, Thief denounces another

It is his own faith that he begins to stifle and to smother

For underlying this action lies hidden what is true:

He must stand on a slain soul to bring himself into view.

Therefore, Thief must balance devotion against a calm faith

That his religion is so perfect that it needs no opponent to hate.

To the Skeptic who pines for the perfect nation:

Where on his world is the pain that lends aspiration?

And should the Architect him with such a nation grace 

Will the human there reside, he of deeds both pure and base?

Nay, the loving God who would hold His children near

Creates too the dark so that we to His Light will adhere.

To the Devotee, who claims never his God to question

Who shuts tight his eyes and over his mind forces suppression

Ask by what  arrogance it was given to him to decide

Whether to accept the gifts that God to him supplied?

For it is when all-knowing God draws Devotee close to his breast

And suckles him with Knowledge that he becomes indeed blest.

To Scientist who would demand ‘Prove that God exists!’

Answer him ‘Prove that He doesn’t! Can you do this?’

‘You so long believed Newton’s constant time and space

When Einstein’s Relativity showed it wrong, you hid your face!’

As with all good things, progress will be made in Science

But it is still not so perfect that we can stake there full reliance.

Concreting

The call came early, about seven ‘o clock

A wall to be built, with concrete and block

O Joy! Concrete! No cleaning’s to be done!

O Joy! Concrete! Concreting’s extreme fun!

All worshippers of concrete assembled there at eight

Comrades in arms, not one of us was late.

But we stopped in our tracks, ev’ry mouth agape

For there in the sky roamed a monstrous shape

Neither eagle nor vulture, it issued no birdsong

Neither roc nor falcon, ev’ry guess was wrong

Ev’ry eye in the sky, not one on the ground

But ‘twas from there issued the most awful sound

A dreadful roar to chill the bone marrow

Rajen ‘twas, spitting ghandiva and arrow

“There’s work to be done! Fill ev’ry barrow!

There’s work to be done! Ev’ry bird is a sparrow!”

Hours passed pleasantly, the wall coming along

Everyone productive, everyone going strong

When in our midst did a stranger appear

In his face no Brahma Tejas, his gaze unclear

And when he questioned, ‘twas plain to me 

He was most timid, therefore no Brahmachari

He questioned my friend, for “Is it not true?”

“For concreting, no-one’s trained you?”

He should not have asked, of that I am sure

Of the friend he questioned, I’ll tell a little more

At security did friend value sleep most dear

At lunch tables was he always near

Miserly was he with nuts and sev

He wouldn’t give like our GuruDev

Reminiscent was he of mighty Kumbakarna

Yet his aspiration was high, so we named him Soyananda

‘Twas he who answered, and he did so quite breezily,

“If only Sadhana were done so easily.”

Scant hours later, the wall stood complete

Our great monument to steel and concrete

Now enthusiasm died, for ‘twas that time

In Swamiji’s Ashram, messiness is a crime

We scraped and shovelled, hid dirt out of sight

Concrete’s messy business, Swamiji’ll say it’s all right.

At inspection, every face the picture of innocence

Dirt around the corner?! Oh what nonsense!

“Certainly this place looks quite divine?”

“Nay” quote Swamiji “You’ve incurred a karmic fine.”

But Swamiji and GuruDev are compassionate and kind

And on that day, we were not fined.

Finally then each labourer said “Hari Om”

Workday complete, time to go home

Where was the truck for these men so aromatic?

Then arose a scene, indeed quite fantastic

For this filthy, grimy lot belonged behind bars,

Instead drove off in recent german cars!

Stranger’s Hand

The knock was rapid: the rattle of a machine gun

Yet there was no menace; he was already turning away

Intrigue: what urgent quest brought a man and turned him away so quickly?

Hence a door is flung open and I call out 'Yes?'

'TB' quote he, thrusting forth official papers bound officially

His urgency inspires: I snatch the papers;

Race to drawer; scoop out money; thrust all his papers unto him.

Grinning a thanks, he whirls and bounds off.

TB. Tuberculosis. His urgency makes me pause.

A fantasy: A man racing against time for lives

Gathering the only weapon that can save: money

I imagine him racing my donation to save a life, oh foolish vanity!

I see it all once more: his hands: dark, cracked, rigid tools

My hands: unmarked; less noble than his.

Would that I had hidden them

The parting grin: directed against me?

No, such amusement is beneath the bright ones,

Whose reward for work is work itself

A life of service, of industry and vigor

Leaves no space for the small and petty vision.

Double Exposure

Once I was young, a dreamy-eyed poet

I hid in my books, I devoured with delight

Peoples of other lands, beasts of other suns

I wrote of gods and demons, the dark and the bright

Once I was young, lost in my science

I saw new horizons, for I was lifted by giants

Karnaugh and Newton, Einstein, Reynolds

Go there, they bade me, show what lies beyond.

Once I was young, lost in my magic

Men against Nature, men dressed in flame

They smashed the dark night, they stole the One Treasure

Come to us, they bade me, see what lies within.
They took me to their place, it too dressed in Flame

Their people clothed in robes, their songs in unknown words

Their poetry and science melted in the Ochre Flame

And a quiet, dangerous diamond soft began to shine.
GuideMen

In beings of true divinity, a trace of arrogance is there none

Only aspiration, renunciation, and a heart blazing like a sun

No Angels wrath, seraph’s fire nor Yogi’s Third Eye

No floating above the ground nor rushing into the sky.

These true beings exuded only compassionate Grace

Despite man’s obsession with lust, violence and all emotions base.

‘Tis the thought and deed which does a destiny sow

Alas! Then man’s future place was to be far, far below.

But by self-sacrifice did these Beings into divinity grow

On man’s behalf, They practiced austerity beyond his capacity to know.

To be gifted with Knowledge then became man’s true fate

To glimpse a future bereft of anger, jealousy or hate.

So finally to the higher things did he aspire

And the Great Question, ‘Who am I’ did little man enquire.

Rock-a-bye-baby 

What hope for this tiny, cradled scrap of life,

A mere breath ‘gainst the tornado of humanity

A plaintive murmur ‘gainst the roar of strife

A mute candle-light ‘gainst the neon flash of society

A soft raindrop ‘gainst the ocean of pain that runs rife

Tearing my heart with your weakness.

Feeling my tender glance on your defenceless being

You clutched it as would a drowning man a lifeline.

Threatening with weapons of tears and howls

You shatter every last defence of mine.

Powerful as I am, hardened, tempered and grown wise

I am but a plaything before your softly pleading eyes.

If your wish is yonder silver ornament,

Why, that is but my command!

For in you I see an echo of myself, 

A being who enslaves, not with power,

Not with money, not even coquetry,

But with the secret promise of purity.

Lulled by your gently muted sighs

And contented stillness of limbs

I lower you gently to cradled, plastic warmth

Yet yearn to give you again and again my own.

My wish is granted, for you are not deceived for long;

I must call to sleep your wails with the ‘Rock-a-bye-baby’ song!

Trudge

I trudge along the line, I see its changeless curl

I breathe the graying fumes, I suck the dying life

I hear the changeless drumbeat, I shuffle my aching feet

I feel the blood pound hotly, I weary of my own heartbeat.

Grim gray skies veil the constant scorching Eye

Fast hard winds dry the limp, faint raindrops

Howling, murmuring winds mute the crow’s croak

Scraggy, lifeless roots mar the sterile Earth.

I look into the skies, and see there’s no rainbow

I put one foot before the other, I tread the weary road

I turn my eye to earth, I ignore the mirage of life

I trudge along the line, I see its changeless curl.

