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			“He called a little child to him, and placed the child
among them. And he said: “Truly I tell you, unless you change and become like little children, you will never enter the kingdom of heaven. Therefore, whoever takes the lowly position of this child is the greatest in the kingdom of heaven.”


Jesus – Matthew 18:2-4


New International Version (NIV)


 


“…Change


and become like little children,


then will you enter the Kingdom of Heaven…”


(rewritten – K B)


 


Mok’sha – n.: The liberation or the release (mukti) of
soul


(atma) from the bondage of the body








Namaste.


In the late December disco debris, under a projected Harvest Moon, I shuffle
past the outer edges of the dance floor queuing on the way in to Club Land. As I
wait, I watch some passing partygoers go by and look for early damage and
delight. There are those dealing with the shards of Shattered Realities like a
Christmas bauble that has been dropped or crushed beyond repair. …Soon turned out to be a heart of glass…
It might have been a relationship collision causing collateral damage, a pile-up
of outworn wants and fervent wishes, or perhaps an accidental clashing of
connectivity and craziness. Would-be bunny boilers abound. It could even be an
incident as simple and brutal as the cutting of a thread like an unwanted
passing. For their loss it is presently the worst time of year, as the
cheeriness of others disturbs and they continue to struggle with the Moon’s
illusions and the Star’s hopes for Life.


Some revellers, however, are testing a new
found Love whilst others experience the Cup’s sudden tipping in the tasting of
too much Happiness that can turn to debauchery or disappointment. …People hold on…hold on… It can be one or
more of the Ten Thousand of Happy-Sad Things that disturb our sojourn on Earth.
A few, even, house thoughts of leaving life early as, unbeknownst to them, they
send S.O.S. and distress signals out like auric flares, which explode like
pulled party poppers streaming into the holographic air.


…Oh
no, never give up, never give up, never give up…


Others are just highly-wired,
seemingly plugged into the Christmas party circuit on some kind of dangerous,
excitable overload. Like lights in a series, I know that if one goes we all
blow, so I make sure I earth my electrics before take-off. Some Screaming Lads
and Lassies on late liquid lunch pass us by in search of extra sugars and caffeine
to keep them buzzing, eyeballs popping and dancing on stalks from the night
before. Their jaws work overtime.


Still waiting impatiently in the ticket
queue I am already on my eager toes, leaning on the shoulders of those in
front. Balancing like a Meer Cat, listening and watching, I up periscope on the
lookout, searching with an Observing Eye that flickers like a lighthouse. In
between the flashes of breaking light and engulfing dark, I keep one ear to the
ground and the other to the sky for earthly clues and cosmic gossip;
information is swiftly gathered from both garrulous and silent tongues alike.
My Coastal Guard and my Beloved’s Paramedic are on early stand-by, going where
the need takes us, but sometimes it is hard to say what it is that we find in
amongst our own dancing fun.


Easy listening sounds from the back bar
float by as doors swing open and close. Some passing punters disrobe, pulling
off their shirts and tucking them under belts and into the tops of jeans. One
attempts to tie his shirt around his waist, but it falls onto the floor. Messy
already, he does not notice so we pick it up and hand it back to him, folded
and ready to go. Later on, responsibility for rescuing lost T-shirts will turn
temporarily to the saving of people. Caring is an attractive quality and becomes
the man who can; gay fathers and friends often step up to the mark if they are
not already up to their necks in wiping kids’ arses, blowing noses or resolving
teenage tearaway dramas.


Shuffling forward in the queue I pay the man
sitting in the entrance Kissing Booth my money and he lets me in with a little
cheeky peck and a solid Irish laugh. He is always up for the ‘craic’ of it, but
keeps tight hold of the several paper pounds I proffer. He impertinently asks
if I am off to see the Wizard? Pretending to be mystified I enquire if he is in,
when I am magically informed by the music that he is …To the left…to the left… I mouth back …Everything you own in the box to the left… whilst
the Ticket-man reminds me that …Don’t you
ever for a second get to thinking you’re irreplaceable?…
We both laugh. He tells me to be on my way with a quip-whip to my hips and lips
with the back of his hand and his charming brogue. So it is that we enter
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