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            "If the doors of perception were cleansed every thing would appear to man as it is, Infinite. For man has closed himself up, till he sees all things thro' narrow chinks of his cavern."― William Blake, The Marriage of Heaven and Hell
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Far Away Powers
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(Lines on love, longing and pulsars)
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Imagine a world less in darkness
Lit by pulses of light
With no clear cause why this spectacle
Should cross my line of sight.

––––––––
[image: ]

My hunch, it somehow has to do with you,
Why night is now day,

Is this the cosmos or a gift from you?

A game some stars play?
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When something in me obscures the sky;

This waiting seldom seems worthwhile,

Thoughts of you adjust my eye,

With you and the sky, I’m a trusting child.
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Now sky gets exciting, overpowering highs,
Like the highs I once felt watching meteor showers;
Now a star with a pulse comes with thoughts from the sky.
‘Don’t fall with the debris. Rise with Far Away Powers.’
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Somewhere starry. Somewhere with lustre;
Somehow, I must find you,

Though afraid of rays that burn too much

Love compels and I move.
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I can’t resist the urge to ascend
I’ll be the first to view

This force that sweeps me with its light;

The one force as high as you.
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What means this force? What means this light?

What makes the heart beat out loud in space?

O Friend of Night, I wish you might

Leave me the loveliest trail to trace.
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To follow each trail. To trust in skies,

To trust that star. That seldom seen sight.

To share a close kiss and to survive

Radiant Powers; Romance and Night.
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Loved Right
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What a night to be loved right

I felt past it; was uptight,

Could I pull? No!

Fools don’t pull

Then we meet and fools are cool.





You, my light, have set your sights

On one so hoary to kiss goodnight,

I know what you have in mind, all right,

Why else ask me for a light?





Your agility impresses me,

Your reach so sublime!

C’mon show me a miracle;

Help reverse my decline.





Kiss my neck, my earlobes,

My lips also

My nips, my hips, my spine

Then lower go.





Romantic, tantric, the vigour of youth

Comes back tonight and we’ll living proof

That no one is past it if they’re loved right

And right now, I’m loving tonight.
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A Dropped Lens
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You dropped something in the street
- Luck placed me paces behind.
Did it fall out of your spectacles?

Drop out of your mind?
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A lens cut for a stranger’s mind;

I’ll take a peek!

‘Thoughts in a tongue not mine.’

Conceptually unique.
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Beyond words lies a reality

Lived by you but now seen by me

As lessons in humanity.

Thanks to the dropped lens;

There’s charity.
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Strange to conceive this little lens

Would have such power over me,

Strange to believe its kindly capacity,

That it would choose me to be the one to see

Worlds of friendship and their possibilities.
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My new lens needs no polishing;

Details startle,

Dust moats sparkling.

But this vision,

This gestalt,

Isn’t mine.

I have my own lenses

Cut for my own mind.
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I’ll guess;

I’ll have to return these lenses,

Not mine.

‘Dear sir, now we’re friends.

Borrow them anytime.’
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Is there a grand perspective

In which all viewpoints combine?

Who is your lens maker?

‘It’s Compassion.’

‘Well, he does mine!’

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Tapestry
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A series of visions and 'small picture' glimpses,

All adding up to the 'big picture',

To a vision of you and me and all of Eternity

The first vision
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We have walked in your shoes,

The worn-out shoes of a careworn man,

Avoid this ghost in human form

And his gift of the blues or you’ll lose your élan.
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Our bright shoes would fade so quickly

On his walk of chagrin;

It’s dead men’s shoes we’re here echoing

If we follow him.
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But this ghost in human form

Is not really a stranger,

When we see ourselves in him

We recoil from danger.
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Hurry by,

A self-protecting habit;

But why?

What if we don’t act on it?

But wait for proof this spirit

Is as mortal and as worthy

As you and I.
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He doesn’t stop to talk anyway,

That’s no excuse why didn’t I say

One kind word or ask after his day?

Those unspoken words – my debt to pay.
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One day we’ll walk together

But until then

I’ll prepare myself to help him

Bring him Zen.

The second vision
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What ails him?

Has he come down with a modern-day illness?

A techno-induced chill!

When did life become so soulless?
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Could eternal life be his sought-after cure?

To be thawed by warm air from beyond our shore;

Many pine for signs – so far nothing avails,

No one still alive has pierced the sacred veil.

The third vision
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Eternity is not like pictures in a stain glass window

Unless you look at them right

Then you see those mosaic scenes come alive

And those windows glow with inward light.
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How can you not love those sages, shepherds and saints?

Their pastoral glory makes the devout heart faint;

Those timeless beatific smiles

Pouring sunshine on the aisles.
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Life’s mosaic is no less eternal;

No moment’s lost – they’re beads on a thread

Strung together;

A new-born baby taking its first breath!

Lovers embrace – vowing love until death,

Moments so full of life that they refuse to fit in time;

They demand to exist forever!
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An adolescent fumble as virgin flesh is uncovered.

Cherish forever the lifelong passion you discover.
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I here avow that here and now

Is how we know eternity,

Right here, right now,

Eternity.

The fourth vision
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A sphinx-like grin (when you are dying)

Lights up your face to stop the crying

Your face a riddle but what bliss within

Prepare for eternity with your grin.
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You tell them:

Live each moment as if it’s holy,

Be present and when you love – love fully,

So this moment you call the present is worthy

Of its place in the wondrous tapestry.
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Who weaves us this tapestry? They must be wise

To immortalise for who knows what beings’ eyes;

We’re in their tapestry – so let’s tantalise!

Are we observed by minds that see time otherwise?

The final vision
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In what part of this tapestry do I walk

With my friend?

What do I see? It’s when he’ll be free

And where we both end.
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No ghost in human form now;

No walk of chagrin,

No worn-out shoes, no blues

No chills – my friend’s smiling.
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Out of all the present moments

The ones I like best

Find me standing next to you.
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Where all is colour and life

And worthiest

Of the mosaic we’re adding to.
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