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When This Arises
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They covered him in gold

because they were afraid

of how clearly he looked.

He was not selling heaven.

He sat beneath a tree

and watched

the machinery of sorrow

turn.

When this arises,

that follows.

Not punishment.

Not myth.

Not thunder

from a hidden god.

Only the plain law

of flame and fuel.

Craving tightens

and suffering

finds a room.

Attachment hardens

and the heart begins

mistaking its cage

for home.

Thought appears,

puts on a crown,

and says,

I am the ruler here.

But watched closely

it flickers.

Seen clearly

it loses some

of its tyranny.

A fear rises.

A name rises.

A wound rises.

A self gathers

around them

like clouds

around a mountain.

Then the looking

deepens.

Where is the owner

of this grief?

Where is the solid one

who suffers?

Where is the fixed self

we have defended

with our lives?

Nothing stands there

the way we thought.

Only movement.

Only contact.

Only feeling.

Only the bright ache

of things appearing

and passing away.

This was the radical thing.

Not belief.

Not escape.

Only a man

with a bowl

and a dirt road

asking us

to look.

To look

until the walls

begin losing

their certainty.

To look

with unbearable tenderness

and see

that what we called ourselves

was never as solid

as sorrow claimed.
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Because of This
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It didn’t start

with the argument.

That’s the mistake

people make.

It started earlier,

with feelings

and thoughts

ignored,

with the body

already braced

before the day

asked anything

of it.

Because the body

was tired,

the coffee

tasted sparse.

Because the coffee

tasted this way,

the morning was

just slightly

out of alignment.

Because the morning

felt wrong,

the email

read sharper

than it was written.

Because it read sharp,

Something tightened

not fully,

just enough

to be noticed.

Because of this,

memory entered

without being invited.

Old scenes.

Old tones.

Unfinished conversations

pulling up chairs

as if they belonged there.

Because memory

arrived,

the words typed back

carried weight

they were never

meant to carry.

Because the words

carried weight,

the reply

was delayed.

Because the reply

was delayed,

silence filled

the space

and silence,

as it does,

began inventing.

Because silence

invented,

resentment

found a place

to rest.
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Tension Becomes
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Tension

becomes a theory.

Fear

becomes an opinion.

Hunger

becomes irritation.

Tiredness

becomes despair.

Old hurt

becomes certainty.

Desire

becomes a whole philosophy.

I am tight.

I am tired.

I am frightened.

I want comfort.

I want control.

This is what life means?

This is what is happening

to me?

This is who I am?

Is this true?

Then something

almost too small

to notice.

Not an answer.

Not a victory.

Only a gap,

a slither,

a small opening

between what is felt

and what is declared.

Not rejecting the body.

Not despising thought.

Only seeing

tightness

as tightness.

Fear

as fear.

Hunger

as hunger.

Things arriving

before we cover them

with descriptions.

Simple.

Uncomplicated.

As they are.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dark Water

[image: ]


The invitation is made.

Come back.

bring me the past

We invite them back

as trouble, desire, discontent.

Thoughts, feelings,

the noise,

the unresolved thing

with its old mouth open,

to devour,

this gentle lightness here.

We say

I’m okay.

We say it so often

we almost become okay.

What was not lived through

does not leave.

It sinks, waits below the surface of our lives

where the light fails

not dead, not gone,

only still as a crocodile

in dark water,

sitting,

waiting,

inviting us back

Come here.

Come back.

You can fix this.

And some part of us

keeps walking

to the bank,

wanting the dark water

to be crystal clear,

wanting to see

all the way

to the bottom.

We invite back

past lostness,

the wound

we must revisit.

Yet within these waters

there are things

we never

really left.
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The Lie Called Virtue
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We deceive ourselves

as virtue

while we lie.

That is the old human talent.

Not merely falsehood,

but falsehood

washed, dressed,

given a clean shirt

and sent into the world

as goodness.

We say

I did it for love.

We say

I had no choice.

We say

someone had to be strong.

We say

this is how things are.

And behind the words

the small self

keeps its hands warm

over the flame

of its own importance.

How clever we are

at blessing

what protects us.

How tenderly

we name our fear

principle.

How quickly

we call our hunger

justice.

How beautifully

we arrange the room

around the thing

we refuse to see.

A lie is rarely naked.

It comes clothed

in concern.

It comes speaking

of responsibility.

It comes holding

the face of virtue

like a mask

pressed gently

against the wound.

And still the body knows.

The breath tightens.

The eyes move away.

The heart,

not yet dead,

hears the fracture.

Somewhere beneath

the performance

a quieter law remains.

What is false

requires defending.

What is true

does not beg so loudly

to be believed.
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False Rooms
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People who suddenly change course

may be given insights.

But many insights

are baubles,

small spiritual lights

hung in the mind.

They shine for a while

and call it awakening.

Then another room appears

inside the house,

then another,

each one promising

this is the door.

It takes time

for insight to fade,

for the glitter to fall

from the wall,

for the hunger underneath

to be seen again.

These bursts of spirituality

are often only false rooms

until silence returns

and leaves us

with what remains.
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Look At Me
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This creation

will take me

into my deepest wounds

and say,

Look at me.

Not to punish.

Not to begin

the old cycle again.

But the wound knows

how to ask.

It looks for remorse.

It looks for loss.

It looks for the small opening

where sorrow becomes identity,

where pain says,

come back,

you still owe me

your life.

No.

Today I will look

without entering.

I will bow

without belonging.

I will feel

without feeding

what has already eaten

too much of me.

The wound may be real,

but it is not

the whole house.

Beyond it,

something quiet

has kept carrying.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Y
Assumed #

Carnes

GARY MORGAN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





