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I conceived The Tale of Indigo in Aurora while I was out on regular walks. I lived on the east side of town—west of Bayview. I was keenly aware of the drudgery of walking through all the parking lots in the plazas along Bayview and how they were not properly connected for pedestrians—walkers—like myself. This concrete jungle was designed for cars.

I turned my imagination to making my environment whatever I wanted it to be. I decided it should be a sea and my house was perched on the edge of a wonderful beach.

So far so good. On another walk after meeting someone who would become significant for a while, the poem transformed into a love song. That summer, I visited Rio de Janiero. Wildfires were consuming forests in Europe and Canada's west, floods were overtaking properties at waters' edges, and hurricanes ripped apart the American southeast. In Rio, rain was flooding streets and saturating the mountainsides, creating landslides. On and on it went and continues, flooding and wildfires competing for worst-case scenarios of devastation.

During the past few years, 2020 to the present, a pandemic has raged, directly attacking humans in the War of the Pathogens. The world has become unhinged. The craziness of the cynics is a rabble that continues to grow in volume but not value. The ones who know the least seem to shout the most and the loudest. I hope this isn't the way our history ends. 

Our ending may well be marked by the discovery of our beginning, thanks to the new James Webb telescope that now peers further into the universe—and further into the past—than ever before. The notion that humankind was created by God—a human idea—grows considerably cold in the nether reaches of space. People within faith-based communities still hold dearly onto such beliefs. People need something to believe in.

The Tale of Indigo takes us to that imaginary place where science is yet unborn and myth and legend are possible—if not needed—to explain the mysteries of our world.

The Tale of Indigo compresses the story of our creation and the long history of human existence on earth. How did we get here? Where do we stand now? What is in our future? Take it all in, in one big gulp. 

For me, The Tale of Indigo poses one question for every living being. Is this where you want our world to be? 


Timothy Paleczny
July 27, 2022
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The Tale of Indigo
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i

Time belonged to Indigo

He was the sky, water, and wind

​Azure, cobalt, sapphire, cerulean

He slept in crisp cumulus

Breathed the wisdom of the ages
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He was infinitesimal, a cypher in the surf

An ocean of sparkling code

Flowing, and always ebbing

Until only recently
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Sienna emerged from the depths

Swathed Indigo with

Lava, fire, rock

The ocher-umber of her dreams

Gave meaning to his sunsets

Drew him into her diurnal sway

She was the yin

To his yang
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ii

Indigo sailed through sea and sky

While scents of Sienna slid into streams

And rose with mists at dawn

Granting him day after glorious day

On her beaches and in her forests
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Maple, oak, ginkgo, sequoia

The mahogany of her eyes

Inhabited his wandering ways

Pulled him in, held him close
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Indigo grew to want her

To feel her wrapped ’round him

He took comfort in her
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Like a ship that finds snug harbour

To escape a savage sea

She was that harbour

He was that sea
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Happy lines traced his eyes

Always ready, watching over her

She was his playground

His reason to rise each morning
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iii

Sienna drew him into her sphere

A venue for his intentions

Conjured gardens of exotic florae

Jungles strewn with voracious tendrils

Fruit that tantalized the senses

Mango, sapote, tamarind, cherimoya

She engraved his heart

With emerald and jade
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Sienna wanted him

She needed to be understood

Didn’t want to face Time alone

In his warmth she felt alive

But could never possess him

They existed apart, depending

On the other with compassion

Pure joy, tender care, and love
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Together they created life

In the sea, on the land, and in the air

For an eon

An equilibrium existed
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Creatures thrived in harmony

Taking what was needed

To sustain their broods with honour

Sienna put a spell on Indigo

Gave him what he needed most

A home
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iv

Almighty and all-loving 

Indigo and Sienna

Tempered a picture-perfect world

To enfold and nurture posterity

Yet wanted to do better
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They imbued one mammal

With a palette of rich qualities

Intelligence, imagination, and a curiosity for learning

That far exceeded the instincts of its fellow creatures
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This gifted mammal evolved

In the likeness of its maker

And harvested the bounty

That had been bestowed to it

––––––––
[image: ]


Remarkable mammals, they stood tall

Fashioned tools

Prospered, multiplied

But flouted the design of its domain

‘Take only what was needed’
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They voraciously indulged

Like none other

Consuming more and more

Driven by greed

Became a hoarding species

The strong among them imposed their will

Blind to the desolation of others

In favelas across the world
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v

All life in Sienna’s biosphere

Was vulnerable, exploited

Used and poisoned
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Fish and wildlife vanished

Her treasures were slipping away

Weakening her world

The mammals who walked upright

Became a constant, throbbing pain
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The gifted mammals continued

To destroy all goodness on the planet

Her greatest sorrow

Angered Indigo

The harmony had been irretrievably violated

Indigo and Sienna had erred
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Impurities soiled his air

Dirtied the fog and morning dew
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Carbon fell heavy on tar-paved streets

Made mammals disappear

Green turned to dirty yellow

Air and water lost the magic of miracles
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Each being that shared the bounty

Of Indigo and Sienna

Was falling victim to the self-indulgence

Of mammals who stood erect

And each being fought to survive
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vi

Indigo perceived the truth

All would thankfully be lost

A demise he soon foresaw
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Beings who didn’t walk erect

But scampered on all fours, swam, or flew

United to survive

Attacking the gifted mammals

Every chance they got 

The war of the pathogens struck these humans

Viruses, bacteria, fungi, parasites, 

Air and water carried new qualities

New miracles to save the world 
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Humans, gifted like no other mammals

Were ravaged by a beautiful world

Their hubris the belief

They alone were sentient

Gifted, and entitled
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vii

Indigo’s torrential outpouring of tears 

Saturated Sienna

Mountains of grief slid loose and crumbled

Rivers and lakes flooded
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Sienna depended on Indigo

For the air she breathed

For the water that nurtured her bounty

His spirit illuminated

The mountains, valleys, and forests of her world
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The War of the Pathogens

Against the dominant mammals

Continued
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Over time, Indigo

Master of the air, sea and sky

Grew increasingly furious

The bonfire of Indigo’s heart

Lit up, hurling his hot gaze 

Onto Sienna’s savannahs

Battering her forests

Melting glaciers on her flanks
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Rivers flooded, oceans surged, and tidal waves

Washed over Sienna’s domains

Hurricanes, cyclones, tornados, tsunami

Indigo’s will prevailed
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Sienna, too, took quarrel with the insatiable mammals

The earth quaked
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Volcanos spewed molten hell on cities

Fire scorched her limbs to the extremities

Soot and ash filled Indigo’s skies

A never ending veil of darkness

And death
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viii

After the fires expired

The soot and smoke settled

The land and rivers cooled

Those who lived saw who hadn’t

It wouldn’t always turn out so well this way
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Indigo trudged through tears – hers

Billions upon billions of tiny grains

Of quartz and feldspar 

Burning his feet, searing his heart

Water rushed to soothe him

Wiping her clinging tears

Scrubbing his path
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Washing his sorrow away

Another time a different season

Wind blew snow

Obscuring his contrition

And ushered in 

A chastening age
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ix

Indigo was the sea and sky

He slept in crisp cirrus and cumulus

Sienna was his joy and contentment in life

His home and final resting place
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Beneath a blanket of white

Indigo lay with Sienna

Cold wind blew

Glaciers engulfed them, shaped and scraped them

In their frozen embrace
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x

Time advanced

Indigo and Sienna 

Lived on in their dreams 

Sienna missed his whisper of wind

Indigo longed for her shores he had walked upon
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Yet he was content to be with her

The one who had given shape to his destiny

The one for whom his entire existence sought to illuminate

Sienna would remain safe in his heart

Until the end of darkness

When they might rise again

Aurora, Ontario 2018

Rio de Janeiro 2019
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The Quid Es
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When Heraclitus wrote

“Listening not to me but to the Logos

It is wise to agree all Things are one”

He declared his haecceitas, his thisness
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The World learned his Power

With Quid Es –

What you are, what makes you, you

He laid out his Quiddity

With an open Heart

As a Man who is capable of

Seeing Wisdom

Caring for People in need

Respecting Animals with whom he shared the Earth

Giving to his fellow Humans
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This isn’t complicated

This is fundamental

This is what it is to be a Person

The rest is nothing

January 28-29, 2019
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