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Go Forth My Weirding Words
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In a rhapsody

of poets I have no kin,

maybe, rather, in a gaggle of

scientific geese

high flying above the past

and the current

scene,

but

even there

a straggler and

too far back to belong to either limb

of the eye and ear

striking

vee.
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My un-winged verse beats

against the viscous air

all mensch engage

along

the sky path

of emigration open to our race:

........truth in imagination.
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Letter of Introduction
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Concerning thought verse in the keys of science, philosophy and supernatural religion...

––––––––
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Dear Fellow Seekers of Life’s Meaning,

––––––––
[image: ]


Until around my 30th year, I inhabited science as my spiritual home, and although my whole professional career has been lived within the project of science, in those days, science was becoming an old wine skin beginning to leak under the spiritual pressure of truth in her secret glory.

Eventually, new wine in new wine skins was ordered, and half a century later, has arrived in these verses which, among other things, dive into the mystery of consciousness and physics.

These verses, started and packaged in my 80th year, are intended for my peers of those days alive now, half a century removed from my chronological peers, many of whom are dead and few of whom would understand the new wine on offer.

I call these “thought verses”, because I am not (much of) a poet and the verses are about the struggle of new ideas to burst though words.  And, to engage the easy reading spirit, the ideas are laid out in a meandering way, like a rambling walk in good company, through the spring woods along a Vermilion River. 
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Yours, in imagination,

––––––––
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JBS Palmer

––––––––
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PS,  I’ve minted some words* to express ideas without their usual baggage.  I hope that they become free and clear to you along the way.

––––––––
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* such as, physicality, qualitude, self things, selfed things, first self things, inscape, exscape, entropic time and eutrophic time, non-being...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 ~ Prelude to New Wine
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“And in this sight, he shewed a little thing the quantity of a hazelnut, lying in the palm of my hand as it seemed to me, and it was as round as any ball. I looked therein with the eye of my understanding, and thought: ‘What may this be?’ And it was answered generally thus: ‘It is all that is made.’ I marveled how it might last, for it seemed to me it might suddenly have fallen into nought for its littleness. And I was answered in my understanding: ‘It lasteth and ever shall, because God loveth it. And so hath all things being by the love of God.’”  Julian of Norwich, 14th century (Julian’s Gospel, Veronica Mary Rolf)
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1 ~ Wandering Darwinian 1950
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Flick!

...A wad of backyard mud

arches up, up and away,

propelled by my flicking stick.

Splat!

Was I ten?  ...maybe older or younger.

...Late 1940’s, Early 1950’s.

The backyard no longer a playground.

Flick!

Another universe sails off,

and in my mind I see its

whole evolution,

amoeba to civilization,

it

splats!

It hits the slats 

behind the old Concord grape vine

that graced

the backyard’s boundary.

Long ago I’d learned to suck the sweet

and spit out its fruit’s seedy bitters.

––––––––
[image: ]


Flick!
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I might be in trouble if a universe sailed

over the fence,

And hit...

ah, but did it matter

on cold today,

even if it winged a neighbor?
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What mattered 

was when the wad splattered,

then

evolution was over for the wad beings,

like it would be for us.
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Splat!

––––––––
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Last act:  Cold War, hot and over?

A new ice age would do the job, too.

(Back then, who knew?)

Flick!

Splat!

....

––––––––
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The muddy patch under the bars 

on which my sisters

were no longer swinging

was all dug up

by my universe-making flicks.

––––––––
[image: ]


Evolution was over

for those wad beings’ worlds.

God had emerged,

done his thing,

and found his work wanting.
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It was colder and darker.

I trudged into the house

steeled to face,

heroically,

the dreary world stretching

out decades before me.
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My father was

a wandering Darwinian,

I’d learned the truth from him.
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2 ~ Workman’s Canopy 2021
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Don’t imagine bulging muscles

to flesh out God Almighty

like Michelangelo painted

on his back.
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Yet, we can’t breath without symbols,

so...

think of the gardener

who loves weeds and worms

as well as wheat and apples.

The cultivator of spontaneity

who whistles silently

while he works out the numbers

weights and measures

of all things

in flickering shades of light

and tender, bulging,

shocking love.
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3 ~ Touch Screen
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Words make things trite,

and

make things sublime.

My words work

like fingernails

on an old-fashioned chalkboard.
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Why did

they

hide

the chalk

from me?
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4 ~ Galileo's Colleagues
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Glory’s not given to God,

it's gotta be recognized as his—

in its true flashes.
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Giving Being.
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If and only if we don't grab

for the glory-flash,

we flash glory, too.
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But this is impossible for 

us who live

this age of techno reason

in which mensch dwell only

to invent themselves.
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We grab glory-flashes

and catch melted snowflakes.
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Like those who held

the earth was stationary,

the sun its rolling servant,

we want,

free, that

deceptive solidity

in which glory-flashes

orbit us daily.
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5 ~ Time Bound, Time Free
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The Scriptural past,

the Sacramental present 

and the Parousian future

are all three alive and well

where they meet this moment

in many human hearts.

––––––––
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Stand in

the breeze from the Parousian future.

There, in the new heavens

and new earth

you’ll have your

living body delighting

in each step and touch,

free forever of time’s entropic sting.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JBS. Palmer





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





