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Preface


I never really thought of myself as a poet until I went away for a week to the Vermont Studio Center in Johnson, Vermont to spend some time writing. There I found that a distant context was informing the stories I was attempting to write, whispering layered meanings through simple phrases as the tales struggled to take form. 
I have been fortunate to have travelled extensively around the world, experiencing many different countries and cultures from which to draw inspiration. Some of this travel was quite physically difficult, which often brought with it a mental and emotional exhaustion. This lent itself to the stripping away of many of the details of the personality, allowing for a detached insight into myself that I likely would not have had if not for being in a far-off land and struggling to put one foot in front of the other. There is a wonderful sense of peace that can come through the meditative sounds of labored breathing and the repetitive crunch-crunch of footsteps on a path.
I uncovered much about myself during these times: what is truly important, where my boundaries lie, who is underneath the person defined with an occupational label. These and other insights helped me come closer to understanding how I processed the world around me and how my motivating rationalizations were shrewdly undermining where I really wanted to go and what I really wanted to do.
Beyond those realizations, however, was something that had an even greater impact on me, a feeling difficult to describe. A feeling. It would most often come when I was physically engaged and mentally roaming, leaving fertile ground for the present moment to sneak up and pounce, which it did at times into every cell in my body. It made me feel as if nothing on earth mattered except for exactly what I was doing, and whatever that was was perfect, with no exceptions. It was a total and complete oneness with the task at hand. In those moments, I lost myself and any intentions, with no past or future to worry about, and found a peace in the moment that made all else disappear. The journey, I came to experience, was indeed more important than the destination.
It was thoughts of these feelings that came back to me as I began writing at the Vermont Studio Center. What emerged was a small number of poems that set the stage for additional poems many years and many experiences later. Throughout it all, my quest to further understand myself led to additional travel and extensive study of spiritual matters, culminating in major life changes and ultimately leading to the publishing of this collection.
I hope the words on these pages poke at your mind, tug at your heartstrings, make you consider living beyond the routines of your daily life, and give you the sense of the wonder that I experienced while on my travels, making the ordinary extraordinary. As it already is.

Peter Santos
July, 2013




Introduction


It has been said that we see less than one percent of the electromagnetic spectrum and hear less than one percent of the acoustic spectrum, leaving the remaining ninety-nine percent of each to the unknown. Whether true or not, it is clear that there are many things beyond our corporeal sensory perceptions. Our scientific instruments, essentially extensions of our physical senses, continue to observe and measure the natural world in ever more wondrous and refined ways, leading us to a greater understanding and appreciation of what makes the universe tick. Even some things that were once considered magic can now be clearly explained by newly discovered science. Nevertheless, despite sometimes obvious evidence, we always possess the ability to choose whether or not to accept the new information. 
Opportunities to expand our awareness lie in that choice. It is often easier to hold onto long-standing entrenched paradigms than to allow new and exciting concepts that shake our foundational beliefs to enter into our reality.
Some of the ideas in this book may serve to challenge our comfortable routines and lives, which are built in part upon these archaic preconceived notions. Our feeling of security with these beliefs can frequently be inversely proportional to the resistance we feel when they are challenged. That is, the more we feel resistance to a new concept, the less secure we truly are in the belief that that concept challenges. This process mostly occurs subconsciously so we may feel the resistance as anxiety, fear, anger, prejudice, or other such negative emotions. Someone genuinely secure in their beliefs would most likely not feel so threatened.
Approaching each poem purposefully, with a healthy degree of openness to new perceptions, may help reveal a depth of meaning that may not be apparent through a quick read. Mentally stepping outside of the conscious reading mind into a place where reactions to the poems are observed rather than simply read may also provide a certain depth of personal insight.
As with much poetry and prose, there is beauty in the words, sentences, paragraphs, and themes that present themselves. As such, the written word serves, like our scientific instruments, as an extension of our senses, but it can also take us beyond the five senses and beyond what we believe is perceptible. Writing often tries to encapsulate experiences as felt rather than simply as described, attempting to evoke an increased awareness of ourselves and how we relate to the world around us.
The following collection will not be seen in any way as scientific, but it contains the opportunity to open and extend the senses nonetheless.




MAGNIFICENCE


Your struggle
is senseless
in light
of who you are,

but only because
you think
you are someone else.

See Yourself
and the Universe
will carry you to
to Your
Magnificence.






ICY REFLECTIONS


An iceberg
composes its reflection
in the frosty waters
of the dream.

With shadowy fractures,
the discernable peak
reasons,
but the smooth colossus beneath
governs.

As one,
they create and destroy
their world.

The castles of glistening ice
echo deep with imitation,
vibrations reverberating
into their complexities.

A recognition,
caught in a mirror,
cracks the icy creation
with warmth and
simple clarity.

Inevitably,
the iceberg thaws,
the reflections diminish,
until once again
the sea consumes
the dream.






LITTLE GIFTS


A pigeon-angel once left
a little gift
on the shoulder of a man,
distracted by himself,
rushing to cross a busy street.

“Everybody else does,
why not you?!”
cried the man,
stopping
to shake his fist in the air.

Poor man.

He did not see the light
change
as he cursed his luck.

The pigeon-angel
watched the cars speed by,
smiled, and flew away,
looking to give away
more little gifts.






COTTONBROOK


I run
through the tall grasses
along the path,
my faithful companion
by my side.

The air is crisp,
the light is waning,
and we breathe in
the energy
of the earth.

The path
has washed out over the years
due to the changing river,
but it always grows anew.

Through the seasons
they have nourished us,
this path
and this river.

They will eventually disappear
as the dam is repaired
and the river floods the grasses.

Such is the nature of things.

We turn at the fork
and go to the riverbank
to play in the water.






DJ OF THE GODS


I whirl to the
music played by the
DJ of the Gods.
He certainly spins
a good disk.

He stands above
and gazes down,
observing all.
The enormity of his
presence intoxicates
us little ones
who notice.

The long gold chain
around his neck,
bouncing to the heavenly beat,
brushes the dance floor
and leaves laughing fools
in its wake.

Many try to grasp the chain
as it passes,
daring to climb,
but they fall to the floor,
dazed.

For it is not in the grasping
that the gold chain is ascended
but rather through

the dancing

to the beat

of the DJ of the Gods.
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