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Opening into the hard won hush
Hollow and whole

She has danced the dagger’s edge
And fallen, to fly.

from The Undine Dream
in Eclipse of the Scimitar
by John Kirnan



This is a book of poetry. Within its 106 pages, there are 59 poems, some short, some long.
Though there are sections that divide the book into basic themes, if I tried to tell you what
it’s about, I would have to tell you 59 stories. Each poem is its own little world. Basically,
the book is Life filtered through me. Whether the poems are any good or not is up to a
reviewer or, more importantly, you. Personally, I like them. I write poetry for two reasons:
I love writing, and I want to share what I experience in case it helps someone. Simple. I’ll
leave the complexity to the poetry and Life itself. Within our complex lives, you could say
that each one of us in our own way is looking for the same simple thing. Peace. It can be
quite elusive. The painter Edgar Degas said, “Art is not so much a matter of what you see
but of what you can get others to see.” May you see something in these pages that helps you
in your search for the hard won hush.



DAMSELFLY



10

Scorpio Passing

Must you

Lace your love

With poison

Strike from above

Like a slumming angel?
An instant in your eyes
Is one look too long.
Your death dance

Is just a walk-on

A cameo disappearance
That leaves me lifeless
Stung.



Retracing

Barefoot

Footprints

In the dust

Track through time
Stand before a mirror
Paint patterns

Of imagined memory
On upstairs floorboards
Of deserted farmhouse

In this moment of being

There, alone, alive

Iam

Creaked through wooden silence
To join

With wind torn curtain

In the oneness of house

I see her then

Stepping in from sun bright meadow
Cautiously becoming

Curiously out of place

Where past meets present

And shadow knows loss

I feel her movement

Through heartless rooms

Till she stands before my silvered eye
Her mirrored image

Touched by remembrance

Of future possibilities

Then I return

Conscious of the dream

But realizing

The footprints end at the mirror
Or somewhere beyond
Reflected vision
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Balancing Act

“It’s only an ending I need”

He would say angrily

“I just want this to stop”

Though there was never

Any fear of falling

From that fraying high-wire.
Concentration did not allow

Such simple dreams

To disturb the thought

Of one foot in front of the other
Moving unendingly

Toward solid ground

Which might or might not exist.

If eyes were downcast

Scanning like cameras

For any slight hazard

And arms, machine-like

Extended outward toward emptiness
And always easily reached that goal
It was all for

Balance, balance, balance.

It was just a way of trying

To do more than nothing.

So when the change occurred

His mind was not prepared for it
But his true feathered form
Launched forward in straight and level flight
Toward eyes that caught the spark
Of some forgotten chance

And held it just long enough

For him to reach the edge

Of what she in her quiet, gentle way
Might call compassion or even love
Until a small, lost voice was heard to say
“It’s just a beginning I need.”



A Gift of Freedom

Someday, my portrait

May flow from your hand

But I will never be able

To write you into being.

There are no words

To make you seem real to me

Only elusive inner visions

That fill me with the power of life
Only inadequate metaphors saying that
Somewhere beyond

This rush of broken moments

There lies a hidden isle of peace
Hawthorn ringed and green grass crowned
A holy place of oneness

Set in a time

Of unmatched clarity

Upon a sea of mystic dream and golden light
A space where magic moves

And love appears.

Here, forever is possible

If the price is paid

And the price is always

Freedom.

I give you yours.

You give me mine.

It is as simple

And as difficult

As that.

13
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The Warmth of Cold Sparrows

November feathers ruffle

In a coming winter wind.
The warmth of cold sparrows
Close to the source

Is not always seen

By the numbed and naked eye
That misses much
Dismissing such

Trivial miracles

As mere reality

As if existence

Were no more

Than an obvious fact.

But I will not let

Magic slip past

Will not let it fade

For lack of wonder

Or the want of

Childlike sight.

And much more, I see

In this small, brown bird:
Our lives, back then

At the end of

Wrong roads taken

Perched on the precipice

Of what was yet to come
Hard futures keeping us
From leaping into

Untried, vibrant skies.

But that’s only

Somewhat like

This wee winged brother
Window framed by grey light
And the almost smell of cedar:
Human fear and sadness
Being, for the most part
Complex and unnatural.

And yet, like him

We were

Aware of earth and sky
Weary, well travelled
Surviving summer, expecting worse
Searching for seeds of Spirit

(Continued)



Balancing on wires

Of wild weather freedom

Lost in the depths

Of cold sunlight

Leaving little trace

Of former movements through time
Though knowing full well

The privilege of footprints

And possible flight.

skksk

But sometimes

In a life or two

There comes a time

When shadow becomes light.
A ghost that walks

Through ancient dreams
Wish-bright beautiful
Cloaked in history

Crowned by longing

Is willed to exist

By the sheer strength of need
Simple need.

For I needed you then

As I always will.

Always will need

The touch

Of compassion’s hand

The look

Of green eyes glinting

Elfin wise as the woodland
Or soft as dark moss
Moonlight misted fur brown hair
Flowing rivers of light

Over sculptured line and curve
Each muscle slowed

To graceful, deer gentle movement.
Oh dear, gentle lover

Who with no sound

Speaks of what is Woman
Strong heart in fragile frame
Your power is great

That gives me this future:

A newborn at your breast

(Continued)
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A cupped hand round a child’s head.
The touch of tiny fingers

Waits within our gathered lives.
With innocence and wisdom

You believe

That love is enough.

koskok

The child will always love stories
The kind her parents tell

Of poets and painters

Blind luck and love

Of dreams you’ve lost

Being found in the end.

And when we walk through winter
We three fine feathered friends
Huddled close, hand in hand

She will feel her feathers ruftled
By the truth of sleeping trees

By each hidden, holy stone

That marks the endless miles

Of each soul’s chosen path.

And though the winds of every storm
May try to howl us down

She will know

I promise, by all that we are

The warmth of cold sparrows
Flying Home.



Two Souls

Imprisoned by the curve of flesh
The graceful line of bone

The cowl of life’s concealing cloak
That blinds what sight has known
The sacred candle flickers still

In shadowed temple eyes

And speaks to me of who you were
Before you chose disguise

Held spellbound by the hallowed tales
The holy gift of chance

You chose to run this lonely race

To dream this earthly dance

To find, in loss of memory

The way of truth and grace

To cross, in lieu of landscape’s lie
Creation’s inner space

You cradled reborn innocence

A silent formless thing

You sensed the quiet parable

Then heard the deaf child sing

And knowing freedom’s price is just
The wisdom of a slave

You set your heart on paradise

Your sail for wind and wave

So to this port, we both have come

In parallel, a pair

And though we’ve weathered separate storms
This haven, we will share

We’ll pardon this duality

Let live this lie today

Till omens overpower love

And ancient hearts give way

Perhaps, in other times, we’ll meet
Have met, are meeting now

And though the teachings talk of one
Two souls will learn somehow

If you were lost in darker dreams

I would not curse the night

For I would know you anywhere

In love, there lies the light

17



18

Arcana (for Jody)

In the space between phrases
Where echo fades and silence deepens
A gentling rthythm begins.
Appearing to disappear
From mortal sight

She sways, in secret spiral
To an inner music

Played beyond sound

She sings

The ancient song of healing.
In that second

When hand catches spark
And spark becomes flame
The dark jewel blazes

And I see

A world within a world

The arcana envisioned.



The Bridge Between

The story still unfolds

As I know it must and will.
Dreams within dreams

Must be travelled

Seen through

And discarded

But sometimes

When I see her

Outlined against the sky

Striding some forgotten ridge
Toward a point beyond our reach
There is something there that flashes
On windswept, sunlit hair
Something there that frees the eye
From vision’s blind belief.

I can almost see

Her feathered wings

Lifting into flight

See her spirit’s power

Electrify the air.
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Damselfly

Peering through the afterglow.
Stretching raven-tangled, silken wings
To fall and fold behind you.

A crown of thorns, a halo

A wisp of innocence lingering.

Peering past the rosehips
Through the many mirrored panes
To flight and flower.

Leaving lust in love.

Skimming other dark surfaces.



Possession

She will not be yours
Even in the smallest way
Not be held

To when and where

Or even why

Questions

Do not enter into it
She simply is

And you

Either

Accept that fact
Or give in to anger

At times

Freedom

Seems a better way

But then you remember

A moment beyond magic
A second beyond knowing
And you are hers again

21
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“People who live in glass houses
shouldn’t throw stones.”

A Dream of Throwing Stones at the Sky

Her

Clear blue sky window
Shatters, falls
Sparkling the earth
With broken colour.

He watches as

The black hole expands
Leaks outward
Infecting space

With airless darkness
Spreading night

At the speed of light
Till dream is nightmare
And dreamer

Wakes to sunrise

And whispered hints of shadow.



Two Ring Circus

Always the shadow
Always the wife

Like a bear on a bicycle
Bound by the ring

She performs this task

To the best of her inability
Circle by circle

Day by day

Never truly seen

But occasionally noticed
By the wandering eye

Of her posturing ringmaster
She 1s work

Sex

Mother and mate

But she is rarely love

Hating her husband

For hating her mother
Hating her mother

For loving the chains
Her dream fades fast
Like shadow in sunlight
And she is the shadow
Always the wife

23
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Meeting

There is

A slight reluctance

A mute acceptance

A wishing for

More or less

Than what is now
Another putting on

Of old disguises

A discarding of solitude
And its secret peace

A gathering of emptiness
For future use

And the question of
What to do with hope.
It will end

With one more quarrel
A difference of opinion
No different than the rest
But until then

There are only moments
To be robbed of

And many parts to play.



Pandora

I owl away the darkened sky

The moonless mind of night

On rippling liquid trains of thought
That flash through fields of light

Like Pandora
You have left me
With nothing
But hope

I cross the desert’s fire by day
Resist the angered sun

To shed the skin of blinding love
Undo what you have done

Like Prometheus

I must endure

By strength of will
Alone

25
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The Portrait

Merely

A question of light and shadow
Caught by the camera

Your once fluid existence

Now distilled

To a fixed concentration

You watch my every movement
Wild eyes pacing

The paper cell.

Don’t look to me

For keys or answers

We have both been hung.

The difference is that

(At the end of my rope)

L, still living, twitch.



A Winter Parable

At the orchard’s centre

On the grey gallows

Of ice bound branch and sky
One blood red apple hangs
Missed and never missed
Touched, but never kissed

It burns the eye

A fire through frost

A glowing desecration

Of this cold purity

That surrounds the hunter’s heart

Knowing the distance
The hand still reaches out
Holds the hollowed air

Retreating footprints crystallize
Track black boots

To the orchard’s outer wall
Clear it easily

Too late
The apple breaks free
And falls

27
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Inside

In the light

From a window

A woman watches snow
Fall and drift.

When every trace

Of his exit

Is covered

She draws the curtain.



II

BLACK AND BLUE
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The Chains of Liberation

She’s a mother, a real mother
And I pity the son

Who had no choice

In the matter

And no way of seeing

The approaching storm

Of her Liberation

The loss of truth

Between lines of propaganda
The future donning

Of feminist fatigues

To fight for

Superiority and revenge
While somehow forgetting that
Equality

Had always been

The Cause

She’s a sister, a real sister
To that new found
Perversion of power

That lets anything you say
Be used as evidence against you
That turns any defence
Against generalities

Into an imagined attack
On holy freedom

Into a confirmation

Of your guilt

The accused is

After all

One of them

(Continued)



She’s a child, a real child
Of delusion

Who learned to blame men
For any small deficiency
She could not see

In herself

Who learned to hate them
For the heavy handed
Possibilities

She knew they all carried
Just beneath the surface
Who learned to insulate herself
Against their clever words
And misleading dreams
Just in case

She’s a daughter, a real daughter
Of the Goddess

So she says

And is at one

With creation and peace
Knows the why of things
The reasons for

Suffering and hate

And yet

Somewhere just beyond

This daughter’s present reach
The Goddess

Unseen

Moves among these shadows
And unheard

Whispers

“Love, always love”

31



Stoned

A fifty year old
Overweight woman

Down and out

Of luck and love

Selects a few perfect stones
And throws them through
A stained glass window
That she designed

And created

For her local church
When she was twenty-five

The reason -
“It doesn’t tell the truth anymore
And I like to see thin things break”

The priest asks

“What was it you shouted

When you threw the first stone?”
She softly answers
“Translucence be damned

I can’t see the light”

A fragment of Christ’s face
Looks up from the street
And smiles

Understanding or guilt
Depending on the sun’s light
And where you stand



“...I'will not let thee go
except thou bless me.” (Gen. 32.26.)

Jacob’s Angel

Here, I stay.

I will not

Leave your life unanswered
Or suspend my disbelief

In blood and dust

To play the player

Who loves the part

To dramatize the dream itself
Beyond all recognition.

[ am yours

But, at a price.

Forgive this unconscious ultimatum
This defiant, pleading prayer

For a gift once given

Misplaced among pages

Of mystical verse

That could have rhymed

A broken world into being.

Were the key not lost

I would not speak

But what’s within your rightful power to grant
Is within my power to ask for.

And I do not ask for Things

A wealth of pride and baggage
To push toward the grave.

I do not ask for wisdom

Though I’ve seen the eyes

Of compassionate men.

I do not even ask for love
Creation’s fire or roads of peace
Only freedom

That I might regain my chance
At precious life and flight beyond.
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Talons

Too long, the land lies fallow.
Like a straw saviour

Who finally sees the lack of light
Like the last effigy of sorrow
The scarecrow climbs down
From his cross

And simply walks away.

Dice roll to darkness

How well the black wings blend.



Apothecary

Snow drifts

Wind shifts

Sun’s light filters

Through frosted glass
Spotlights cobwebbed corner
Where spider and fly

Dance away the dangerous
Moment before flight

Dried flowers rustle

One softly clicks and falls

To dust and tiny footprints
Tracking an absence of dirt
Through haunted rooms

And shadowed hallways
Where settling decades

Drift down through ancient air
Leaving scales

Imperfectly balanced
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“There is nothing to fear but fear itself.”
- Franklin D. Roosevelt

Killing Fear

Beyond the ravaged cover
Within this book

Of threadbare tales

Lies your untold story

A coffin’s contents
Undisturbed

And yet, disturbing.

Scrawled across

The shark-like lines

Of past mistakes and headstones
One surviving miracle

Calls for freedom.

With this power

I can number your days.

Reaching through the earth

To the dust of your memory
Your body’s voice held skyward
In the palm of my hand

I will let the wind

Take your secrets

Let the sun take your life.



Black and Blue

Seven years ago

Seven

Earthbound

Snail paced

Head in heaven holy

Foot dragging, dream eyed
Dusty worn down bootheeled
Years ago

I thought I’d seen it all

But the worst

Was yet to come

And come it did

But didn’t kill my spirit
Though it tried to

When the body wasn’t enough
Then tried to swallow

What passed for a mind
When the game of survival
Took a half-time break

But I'm still here

Still kicking

Still holding

The jagged shards

Of mirrored glass

That took seven years

To heal the shattered image
Into something

You might recognize

But inside

Where starlight sparkles
Through threadbare night
Worn thin by dreams

That will not die

On treacherous paths

That ever unfold

Toward a common destination
That will exist

Hammered iron glows
Begins the plunge

Through dark water’s reflection
To where black meets white
And steel blue

Is forever

37
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A Sparrow’s Journey

I knew how to fly once

But it was very much

A waste of wings

And not true flight at that.

I thought I knew the wind.

The blue spirit’s breath

Held no secrets for me

Or so I thought

Till lightning struck.

Still, this present state

Was always my choice.

Before my birth

I spoke to the sky

And this was his advice:
“Compassion for the grounded ones
Is a lesson well worth learning
Before you circle mountaintops
You first must walk the earth.”
And he was right.

I’ve learned much

From dust and shattered bone

And if pain brings me

Closer to the truth

So be it

For soon I'll fly

As never before.

With each day

My strength grows

And wings as yet not healed

Still long for flight

As much as they ever did.

Then why this semblance of an answer
For a question never asked?

To attempt to force the future’s hand
With talk of wings and sky?

No.

I could say

“If you only knew what you have...”
But each journey has its story

That never translates well

You’ve surely heard these words before
And might have even lived them.
Dropping the mask

(Continued)



I can only say that

I see the man I was

I see who I’ve become
And I know what I know.
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A Long Walk Home

Strange

How the feet

Become accustomed

To walking on broken glass
Blood, the payment

For the chant-like quality

Of pain

The constant push toward power

There are clouds

Where even the promise of light recedes
Paths through thunder

Where no saviour’s voice is heard

But lightning flashes

And the heart holds on

Expands to imagine

The homecoming

“We couldn’t tell you”

He smiles and says

And His hand is on your shoulder
His tears are in your eyes

The circle ends, begins

Grows smaller, closer

Always closer

To the centre



Sense of Balance

On the high wire

Where a continuous decision

Is the only safety net

A certain clarity exists:

One misstep - the only question

One more step - the only answer.

41
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PRAYER FLAGS



Progression

It was

A serpentine suggestion

A labyrinthine land

A wicked whisper hiding

The open, waiting hand

An unsuspecting blindness

For black skullduggery

The slowly closing fingers
That innocence can’t see

A pride that passed for wisdom
The cryptic law of need
Conceived and executed

From seed through flower to seed

Itis

Received and yet, rejected
A form deprived of breath
A life that’s lost in transit
A parody of death

A shattered comprehension
A consciousness concealed
A hopeful faith in love’s word
A childlike trust revealed
The end of the beginning
A gift, a curse, a way

To realize the spirit

To climb the sun’s last ray

It shall be

A flight beyond the falcon’s

A clear, cool wind of light

A strength beyond the tiger’s
A peerless sense of sight

A peace comprised of wonders
That issue from the heart

A oneness with the true source
A purity apart

A song in praise of power
Compassion, grace and chance
A silent genuflection

A wild and joyous dance
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The Other Child

Out of nowhere

Outside my window

One child says to another
“You know the way home
Why are you crying?”
And for a split second

I wonder

If I’'m the other child

And why the voice

Seems old and wise.

But ’'m not really crying.
These glistening eyes

Are only the result

Of imagining

What I know will be
What I know exists

In everyone’s future.

If there is any sadness

It is not for me

Or for the length of the road
But rather

For those of us
Who haven’t yet
Sensed its presence.



Snowflake Obsidian

Who is this winter child

Of spring love

This pure and perfect snowflake
Blindly falling earthward

To earthbound illusion

Blown by winds

Of past personas

To land here and now

A father’s son

A son’s father?

Who drifts down gently
A white light twinkle
On cold, dark nights?
The sky-black backdrop
Obsidian mirror

Cracks

To open

To show me who I was
To teach me who I might be
If T let my heart alone
If I let my fear die.

Once upon a lost hope
Long, long ago

I gave up

A woman appeared

I loved

The dream deepened

I trusted

A child approaches.

Is that not proof enough?

Oh lively, little wonder
Stretching your mother
Like a too small sweater
Kicking at the covers

Like the boy you will be
Tiny struggler

In creation’s crawlspace
Heart beating for freedom
Like a racehorse at the gate
All our talk of angels

(Continued)
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Must make you yearn for Home.
You have given up the sky for us
Its safety and its peace

To blend your flight with ours

To find what is not lost

But we will keep the world at bay
Prepare you for the path

And our love and life’s own magic
Will give you back your wings.



The Path

A breath of incense

From the unseen temple
Drifts down the path

And draws me onward
Toward truth

And the end

Of this particular beginning

Running water

Trickling

Through the evergreens
Picks its own winding way
Past my senses

And on to other levels
Lower and higher

As I approach

A spiralled smoke

From the dragon’s mouth
Surrounds this serpent tree
With the purity of fire

The power of surrender
And I burn into being

The spell returned

It falls to earth

A sad and joyous memory
Sparkling in the present
Of what was and will be
When path and peace

Are sometimes one

But given the chance

My choice is always

To try and touch

The outstretched wing
When mirrored liquid
Catches light

In the dragon’s blinded eye
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Prayer Flags

Bewitched by nature’s siren call

I ran the legend’s length

With word and song, I worked a spell
That steals the woodland’s strength

Was led by crows to feathered thought
By deer to gentle grace

By branch to sculptured wisdom’s growth

By roots to sense of place

I felt the seascape’s timeless tide
Encircle and ensnare

Saw sparkling vision burn and pale
In sun shot desert glare

With every gull’s cry, heard the tales
Of ships that sunk from sight

On every dune of moonlit sand

Saw caravans of light

I listened for the pause between

The music and the tear

I heard each sailor’s landlocked voice
And knew I need not fear

I waited for the woman’s eyes
But no seer ever came

To read the fate of heart lines lost
In dreams too wild to tame

A thousand trails cross thirty years

Each one of them gone cold

And yet, with this path’s newborn breath
The shadow lives grow old

Like prayer flags on the winter wind
They tatter, tear and fly

Dissolve their realistic worlds

In pools of liquid sky

(Continued)



The arrow finds its mark at last

The target ends its flight

To bleed its life from blackened heart
Till all that’s left is light

A life that lives the journey’s end
Becomes a mystic’s art

The spell that leads to magic’s source
Awaits within your heart
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Suite: The Sisterhood

From small beginnings, the white flower grows
Becomes the bright one among many

And touched by a wave of the sea

Ends as light itself

1.
Blodwen

Brown berry eyes

Involved in mouse-like missions

The wild wee witch

Conjures innocence

From a tiny earthen vessel

Filled with precious mirth

And priceless mystery

Then pours heart and soul

Into the play at hand

Chocolate coloured, twig tangled hair
Impatiently brushed aside

Till green becomes grey

Till sundown snaps the wishbone dream
And she is dusty barefoot hopper
Springing homeward past fox and hounds
Or sylvan princess riding by

As white flowers whisper

Her other, secret name

(Continued)



2.
Eleanor

Her auburn hair

The captured art of flame
While eyes convey the current
Trace the flowing arc

Of within and without

The needs of expression

That brand each barren canvas
A brushstroked heartscape

Of unrelenting reds

And tempered steel-greys

Her inner sun

A driving desert pulse

That refuses any memory

Of windblown footprints
Running down the hourglass dunes
Fading into quicksand

She is still electric youth

The bright one, burning

(Continued)
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3.
Morwenna

A wave of the sea

That strikes and then surrenders
Immersed in thoughts

Of what has come

And what has gone

She feels the tide-like rhythm

Of alternating love and loss

Touch the jagged shoreline

Again and again

Till rocks worn smooth accept their fate
Offer no resistance

Water down to oneness

Then she can kiss the driftwood flute
Caress the air’s passage

Through half-remembered storms

To quiet coves of anchored time
Where nets lie torn, forgotten

And depth is only darkness

(Continued)



4.
Lena

Sun and snow connect

With something beyond

The lowland’s reach

And the mountain speaks of power
In hushed and icy tones

Pierces the cloud of mortal thought
The veil of possibilities

This is the eternal reason

Why sky-blue eyes still reflect

A childlike vision of perfection
Why the thorny crown of age

Is worn with silent grace

A grace born of wisdom

And the truths of denial

Daughter of God, sister of light
Pray for the blind of heart

Who cannot sense the wind that forms

The eagle’s holy spiral

Blodwen - "White Flower"
Eleanor - "The Bright One"
Morwenna - "A Wave of the Sea"

Lena - "Light"
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Earthbound Brother

Sleep

And dream of leafless arms
Reaching for Heaven

With beckoning hands
When winds bring Winter
And snow builds silence.
Hum the skeleton’s tune
The song of lifeless bone
Frozen marrow

And remembrance.

Sleep till Spring’s raw touch

Wakes wooden senses

To flying sky shadows
Thunderheads and drums

That beat green rhythms

Into barren soil

Rain dancing death into submission.

Draw in the Summer sun

Channel grounded power outward
To colour your cloak

With the wonder of growing.
Breathe the stilling heat haze

As it softens burning light

And turns bright truth

Into shimmering illusion.

Fall into

The cooling caress

That once again surrounds
Your dusty journey

Your sylvan spirit

As it roots among choices

Of solid grey

And rustling scarlet

As it patiently watches

With dark brown earthen eyes
That blindly see

And slowly close

To sleep

And dream of ice bound blood
That branches in

Toward tomorrow.



I Will Remember (for The White Eye Singers and Dancers)

The older dancer’s feet
Barely leave the ground

She maintains the traditional
Closer connection

To earth’s power

Young Fancy Dancers
Look the part

They turn and flow
Like birds in flight
Colour the air

With female movement
A blend of

Innocence and grace

From the blue speckled wreck
Of an old marching drum
Past cowboy boots

Coke cans

Faded jeans and shirts

Past cigarette smoke signals
The magic moves

Flows upward

Past the drummers

It changes the shape

Of Sno-Jet baseball caps
Till feathers shine

Just beyond sight

(Continued)
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Skybound voices

Rise and fall

Flash like lightning
Sparked by thunder’s drum
They are instruments
Of an ancestral rhythm
The spell of incantation
The blood of music
That flows through
Each spirit’s form
They create

Then set free

Beautiful shadows
Offerings on the wind

The sky beckons
Speaks to me of wings
I soar the updraught
Like an eagle
Circling

Higher and higher
Toward the sun
Toward the source
While far below
My other self
Crosses the distance

In this moment

I know their hearts
Together

We sing

Past into present
Dream into reality
Red into white into red
Sing of God

Man

A time of peace

A time of sorrow

There is no finer art

My brothers

My sisters

No finer gift

Than what you’ve given me

I will remember



“Today, I will live well”
- Navajo sunrise prayer

Breath on Glass

Like breath on glass
That fogs and clears
The understated beauty
Of such truth

Becomes

Apparent and invisible
In the same instant

Today, I will live well

Reject yesterday

For the dream it was, is, will be

I bow before tomorrow’s perfection
Its ever receding whisper

That I am finally

Beginning to hear

Trusting in the blade’s accuracy
I will slash the skin

Of illusion’s ritual

To expose the spirit’s light
Then, as blood brother to the sun
Like breath on glass

I too will give way to clarity
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Meditation

The archer dreams

Of life before the war
Before the birth

Before the choice
Casting aside

The armour of distance
He bares his throat

To the demon’s blade
And finds only
Realization

Of the honour lost

In the false pursuit

Of imagined enemies
He becomes

The ally of emptiness
The true freedom fighter
Awakening to peace
Aimed at the sun

He is the ascending arrow
In endless flight



Novena

Mind of the Father
Understanding’s twin-edged blade
Reveals the lost light

Body of the Son
Centre of blinding sorrow
Hears the silent way

Soul of the Spirit
Trinity’s elusive koan
Ends the mystery
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The Greatest Story Never Told

What’s all this Xmas shit?
It’s Christmas

And man or no

For Christ’s sake

Give the man his due

At least

He knew something

About love and compassion
Which is more

Than can be said

For the rest of us

Who nailed him

To a tree

Simply because

He ran against the grain

Or because we somehow knew
That his few and precious words
Could be twisted to fit

The pattern we had planned

For future generations of believers
For future seekers of pardon

Oh, how well the king has served
The many purposes of power

(Continued)



And if and when

The so-called

Second Coming comes

If John’s strange dream
Becomes apocalyptic reality
Will we

In our finite wisdom

Try to postpone and trivialize
The inevitable

As we always do?

Will the silent caption

Slide across the serpent screen
Only momentarily interrupting
The latest soap’s dirty vision
With

The End of the World - film at eleven?

Let us hope

That John was wrong

And that, unlike us

God will not indulge

In eternal abbreviation

Will not

Abbreviate the deviate

So to speak

By cutting sinners

From the heaven-bound herd

Of hornless people
