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In a world where the boundaries between the tangible and the intangible often blur, A Measure of Time: The Eternal Voyage of Self emerges as a literary exploration of the profound and often elusive intersections between existence, perception, and the uncharted territories of the soul. This collection of poetry delves into the labyrinthine corridors of the human psyche, navigating the intricate dance between time, memory, and identity.

.

The poems within this volume are not mere reflections but rather invitations—each one a portal to a different facet of the eternal journey that we all undertake. From The Liminal Space to The Final Chorus (encore), the titles themselves hint at the cyclical and ever-evolving nature of our experiences. They suggest that while we traverse the endless voyage of self, we are continually redefining and rediscovering our paths.

.

The Measure of Time and The Shifting Sands of Memory serve as meditations on the transient nature of existence, emphasizing that time, much like memory, is both a relentless force and a mutable construct. In contrast, The Eternal Wanderer and The Mirage of Perception explore the inner odyssey of the self, revealing how our perceptions can shape and distort our sense of reality.

.

The collection is interwoven with themes of love and loss, fate and destiny, resilience and hope. Eros and Agape juxtaposes the passionate with the transcendent, while The Heart of Darkness and The Echoes of Love’s Labyrinth probe the depths of human emotion and the shadows that dwell within. Through The Tapestry of Destiny and The Eternal Return, the poems trace the intricate patterns of our lives, suggesting that each moment, each choice, is a thread in the grand tapestry of existence.

.

In The Metaphysical Mirror and The Silent Symphony, you will find reflections on the nature of self and silence, where introspection meets the ineffable. These works grapple with the paradoxes of stillness and motion, presence and absence, exploring how the echoes of our innermost thoughts shape the world around us.

.

The duality of The Aesthetic Echo and its subsequent parts highlight the interplay between beauty and meaning, urging readers to find harmony in the tension between what is seen and what is felt. Meanwhile, Psyche’s Abyss and The Rebirth of Shadows offer a descent into the depths of the unconscious, revealing the transformative power of confronting our fears and dreams.

.

This collection is as much an inquiry into the nature of existence as it is a journey through the poetic landscape of the human condition. Each poem is an echo, a fragment of the eternal maze that we navigate, seeking understanding and connection. The repetition of titles like The Liminal Space and The Final Chorus emphasizes the cyclical nature of our search for meaning, reminding us that while the paths may be endless, they are also rich with possibility.

.

I invite you to embark on this voyage with an open heart and a curious mind. Allow the words to guide you through the shifting landscapes of time and self, to dance with fate, and to embrace the resilience of hope. May you find your own reflections in these verses and discover the echoes of your own eternal paths.

.

- Alex
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The Measure of Time
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(Epigraph from Augustine’s Confessions: “Time is a threefold present: the present as we experience it, the past as a present memory, and the future as a present expectation.”) 
.
I. 
.
The clock winds back—  
Janus splits the sky in half, faces turning  
East, then West,  
where rivers meet beneath the marble pillars,  
the sand slips down, indifferent.  
We stand at the threshold of clocks that crack,  
aging beneath a hollow arch. 
.
Voices murmur of gods that were /and might still be/,  
decay nests in the crevices of a shattered bell,  
its sound not heard but felt in the marrow—  
This is the way the world measures time:  
In cracks, in fragments,  
in bones that sing beneath their weight. 
.
We drown in this hourglass,  
wading through fractured moments,  
until nothing is left but the faces we wear,  
masks flickering between here and never,  
between what we were and what we could not be. 
.
Do you hear the dust's voices?  
Listen—they murmur through streets,  
between crumbling columns where the sun dissolves—  
they speak in riddles of what we once knew,  
but could not hold. 
.
> (“Remember, O man, that thou art dust,  
> and to dust thou shalt return.") 
.
II. 
.
The Threshold of Rebirth 
.
(But how do you die, O phoenix? How many lives can the soul endure?) 
.
Out of ash, where bones glitter faintly,  
where fire breathes softly  
as a distant choir hums forgotten tongues—  
there is a light that never emerges,  
a flame too weak to consume. 
.
Persephone walks again,  
but the fields have not turned green.  
Her footsteps burn like memory  
across brittle leaves,  
and gods (whispering shadows, silent winds)  
cannot sustain her. 
.
O cyclic song, O endless chant of the dead,  
rise once more from shattered tombs,  
rise with hollow breath,  
with sighs thick with decay—  
Is this rebirth or forgetting's echo?  
A funeral pyre lights the horizon,  
but the sun does not rise. 
.
(What will we do when the sky folds back?)  
Time returns, but not in ways we wished:  
it grinds us into dust,  
singing softly  
as it remakes us again. 
.
III. 
.
The Eternal Return 
(The voice of Ovid murmurs: “All things change, nothing perishes.”) 
.
The river turns upon itself  
and we are swept, reeds bending,  
to the banks of forgotten myths. 
.
What have we learned, in stars’ turning,  
in the moon’s burning,  
in the death of endless tides? 
.
Silence settles here  
beneath time’s wings,  
and we wait, beneath ancient oaks,  
roots tangled with forgotten names,  
branches lost in smoke. 
.
Can we be born again,  
out of this dust,  
this measureless cycle of beginnings and ends? 
.
(“They say life is brief,  
that each return mirrors the last—  
but truth lies in the space between notes,  
the silence between breaths.”) 
.
The sun rises slowly,  
but it is not the same sun. 
.
We walk again through fields of burnt grass,  
flames licking our feet,  
wondering if the river still runs  
beneath the ash. 
.
Can you hear it?  
The song of time, endless refrain—  
We sing it too, beneath our breath,  
As hours turn, and turn, and turn. 
.
(The river has no end, but always returns.)
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The Silent Symphony
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In shadowed depths where silence claims its reign,  

An unvoiced symphony unfolds its sway,  

Its notes unsung, where time’s own stillness wanes,  

In voids where lost and silent echoes stray.

.

The stars, unmoved in twilight’s deep embrace,  

Adorn the dark with whispers faint and cold,  

A silent song that threads through cosmic space,  

Where all that’s lost in quietude is told.

.

The breath of ages hums beneath the veil,  

Its cadence felt but never truly seen,  

Unseen harmonies in darkness set sail,  

Compose a hymn where space and time convene.

.

In vast stillness, where mysteries entwine,  

An unspoken hymn in silence’s design.
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