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a baby can scream all night

without getting hoarse

true power the breath

in its right place
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I. The Diagnosis
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The sheep are asleep

why be a noun when verbs flow free

see through all labels

and their absurdity

don't let society control your mind

be true to yourself, one of a kind..

Original Freedom

a baby can scream all night

without getting hoarse

true power the breath

in its right place

innocence and grace

not knowing its own face

naturally free

before you are educated

to become a somebody..

Comparison

I don't know if

you are aware?

From childhood

we're taught to compare

Comparison

violence of the mind

to categorise each child

Conditioned, to follow

their rules

obedience that

makes one a fool

Invented authority

an ugly thing

to destroy your intelligence

is their game

They want to control you

so you'll conform

to an adult world

of societal norms

Memorize, accept obey

do everything that

we say

Compared against

ones peers

destined to end in tears

Marked and measured

by stupid grades

after exams

ones memory fades

What's the point of

an education

conditioned in a pattern

of alienation?

No matter how many

qualifications, you've got

if you don't understand yourself

you're lost

Unless real intelligence is

awakened in the child

the fear remains

within it hides

When all is said

and all is done

comparison is as

damaging, as the gun.

Heirlooms of hypocrisy

one's own freedom is something to believe in,

without self deceiving being in your own breathing space,

alive and growing through by one's own devising,

on a mission of your own authenticity,

alive within in effortless simplicity,

backing yourself not following another,

a false ideal not real only you can be you 

be true to oneself,

free from fear to honestly express oneself,

all else is fancy dress lacking in soul,

the living heart with a backbone,

the integrity of a man or woman living,

without pandering to the masses,

never minding where they are,

cos as they are as they are 

without conflict integrated,

being real not chasing status, fame, 

position in society,

knowing it all to be empty,

a desirous mirage of valuing the false,

reducing humanity to be plastic dolls for sale,

play things for others and the self imagined corporate elites,

desiring to own the world 

and monopolize the streets,

society based on fear and control 

mechanistic and cold,

packaging religion and politics for the masses,

always looking outward to a pretend authority,

never looking in and discovering for oneself,

the fallacy of the egoic separate self,

being awake to what is real,

this feeling aliveness aware of itself 

that no one can steal,

that is beyond any belief and dogmatic assertion,

beyond roles of the policeman, 

politician and clergy man,

which are mere products of disorder,

illusory and imaginary an idealistic unreality,

thoughts being a tool and not intelligence itself,

hence the backward state of society,

things are valued people are not,

thoughts believed in are the limiting 

and mechanistic,

like nationalistic ideas 

conditioning the mind of man,

unconscious he lives a lie a slave to spoon fed ideation and desire,

hypocrisy of an unreal democracy 

purely run for entertainment,

entrainment and recruiting purposely convolutional and institutional,

to confuse the fearful masses and control their asses.

The con of conflict

uniformed hypocrisy

in arm bands marching

fighting for their god

with hand on their liars chest

as false as their honor that they attest

out for blood of their sworn enemy

the ignorance of war their only remedy

that's all they know

small minds divided by lines

believing in flags before flesh

caught in the condition of concepts

knowing it all they never know real peace

lacking in humility

no longer human beings but beasts..

World at War

the argent sergeant lost in augment,

with his one true enemy,

the one looking back in the mirror,

with eyes of a killer,

too suspicious to be friendly,

militant myopia,

perpetuating fear,

no hope for ya,

war monger,

void of compassion?,

guns are his passion,

blood stained hands,

killing by order,

defending an imaginary border,

patriotism is his disorder,

unable to see the world as one,

and what does he bring,

misery and suffering,

by order of the gun.

Liar cake

the fruit cakes are let loose,

their brains congealed in a hangman's noose,

propaganda is politics, and it is red,

the bloodstained tribal dance, stupid, dead,

propagating separation and ignorance,

the dead end of the children men,

upholding the belief of us and them,

their minds caught in conditioning,

the political typical power game.

False Idols

monument of the moment,

a statue for a reason,

a stoned representation,

to inspire a nation?

built on foundations,

of propaganda and treason,

the con in concrete without any candor,

government superficiality in all its grandeur,

fittingly its a perch for all the pigeons,

constant shitting on it as they daily meander.
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II. The Witness
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The Wake of Awakening

the me is a dream,

the world a scene,

thoughts may scream, no big deal,

and here we are live aware,

a prophetic, poetic, paradox, all is one,

but no one is there.

And God Said..

Cheer Up My Son You Never Did Exist

Identity Is And Always Was A Myth

Satori = The End Of Clinging

To The 'my' The 'i' Story

Cosmic Laughter Being Is One

The Self Luminous Reality

Is The Light Of Loving Awareness Itself

The One Seer Is One Alone

Life Forms Are Apertures

Of Eternal Life In All Its

Repertoire and Rapture

Forgetting Applause

We Enjoy More Of The Laughter.

Is Everybody In ?!

The Universe I am,

Talking To Myself,

In The First Person,

Mystical Meta,

Unfettered Mind,

Spirit Settled,

Awakened Inside,

As Every Day Breathes,

Fresh insight,

For In This Transient living,

We Are Nothingness,

From The Beginning,

Without End,

Expressing Ourselves,

As Women & Men,

Aware Nothing Really Dies,

Just The Temporary Form Disguise,

All Is Quantum Space,

The Unseen Meta Face,

Nothing Is Less,

Nothing Is Better,

Original Freedom,

Life Unfettered.

As 'One Alone' is

Being meaning Awareness,

Realizing that the word 'I' does not exist,

that the 'I' of infinities intelligence Consciousness Alone is,

and in its elegance needs no individual identity,

the 'I' of ignorance has no existence,

like a phantom there is no such entity,

that what is Present is Presence,

Empty Nothingness having No Form,

as It is 'One Alone', the Everything of All.

Empty is Everything

Earth Sphere,

the Living Atmosphere,

Moon in transit,

Silent movement,

the Celestial Banquet,

Being Cosmic,

the petty cosmetic delusion Vanquished,

Cosmos Knowsis,

Contemplation Kenosis,

I am IS the here and now

Everyone knows this!

The Doors of Perception

we are all cosmic children,

pilgrims of the perpetual sermon,

until the silence is found within oneself,

and words fall away naturally,

to be left unsaid,

then the mind can no longer be misled,

being no more,

peace then is found through an open door,

which one was never aware of before.

Silent Awareness

silent orison in wonder and oneness,

no comparison, no time, no space between us,

no separation, no strangers,

demons dancing with angels,

let not our words or thought estrange us,

be aware and see the dangers.

In Simple Still Silence

Expanse of the Cosmic Dance 

Nothing is left to chance

Ordination of the ordinary man 

as simple as I AM.

The Substratum

This Page The Silent Mirror One Of Sage Reason,

In Understanding All Things Have Their Season,

Letting Them Go Their Own Way Is Wisdom,

The Alive Freshness Of Learning,

As The World Keeps On Turning,

Beyond The Desire Of Whatever One Is Yearning,

For Something Different To Be,

Than What It Is,

Understanding Is Embracing,

No Matter What The Now Is,

Which Opens The Door 

To An All Embracing Bliss,

Then One Is Kissed By This Moment,

In Complete Acceptance As It Is,

In Equipoise, Equanimity,

Eloquent Silence, Throughout Infinity,

Not Having, But Being Life Itself,

Free From Identity & Becoming,

Being Is Formless Pure Awareness,

The Seer All Seeing,

The Light Of Consciousness,

The Substratum Of All Perceiving,

The One Timeless Core Being,

Before & After All Our Dreaming.
The Silent Heart

The Path is the Heart and nothing else apart,

the Space between Reality and the Dream,

where no words, nor thought may enter,

Agape,,, Love's Doorway is Surrender.
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