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Introduction

As I understand it, this poetry is predominantly a revelation from our 

Higher Being. A One who is in all of us. But few hear because its voice is 

drowned out by Ego, Thoughts,  and our Emotion voice.

The Wise One had much to  say and much to  teach.  But  once the 

teaching was given it became silent. And remains silent, until we are ready 

for a higher teaching. We can continue to communicate with The Wise One 

when we need advice on a matter we encounter in daily life. It is a caring, 

compassionate friend. An understanding, loving parent.

A smaller  volume of  this  poetry  was a  fast  transcribed record  of 

communication  from other  Beings.  Anonymous,  and from another  time, 

place.

The  motive  for  broadcasting  this  poetry  is  to  share  what  I  have 

learned from the Wise Ones. It  is in a different kind of language which 

connects to us more directly, more deeply, by cutting through all barriers 

our  Ego  places  around  our  mind.  They  talk  to  us  of  things  we  don’t 

normally hear or want to hear. But though painful the WisdomLove may 

make us better able to navigate through life, and better help each other.

Some, the smallest segment of the poetry, is an entertainment.
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001-Absinthe *

Absinthe, make us see the world in all its darkest corners, 

Slide out the slug, the snake slither, 

Creep the spider with its web of intriguing death, 

The rotting heads on stems of yellow sunflowers 

That sway in the Tuscan breeze.

Absinthe spills her charms upon us 

and we’ll draw on her deep, 

Invite us to the side of silent ghosts, 

Silent until she loosed their tongues 

And unleashed that which we most 

feared of ourselves, 

So we could do no more than dis-

avow all the good we ever did.

She caresses us with silk white 

hands,

Released us from the contradictions 

Of those long days playing havoc with 

our reason,

Absinthe is a whore with the seam 

across her face,

Denying all we ever needed and giv-

ing all we never wanted.

Glamours my life with cool fingers about my throat 

And daggers to her breast,

Absinthe, 
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Come to me in my dreams and tell me all you learned

From every man that ever sought your blessing.

When distracted by her beguiling 

beauty, dangerous and forlorn, 

The future is an empty, abandoned 

canvas,

In this moment which she is, 

As I am, 

So there is nothing outside of her.

Or those fantastic images of her 

translucent mind,

Of five dark horsemen charging 

across a silent plain under moonlight, 

Blood cakes the weapons of them 

that ride the night, 

Lust urging women big mouthed and 

breasted 

Leaning over your manhood. 

Drag her to you as she fumbles 

With clothes that needed tearing from her body,

For there is no after party: this is the party, 

Where we are friends and amongst friends, 

Where there are no impossibilities.

Draw me to your ear 

And I will share her wisdom and her evil thoughts,

We are friends until this drink is over, 
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And then we must renew, 

Until our minds have left our bodies and there is no misunderstanding. 

File in and line up for a taste of her sweet poison, 

And what dreams might be, 

For which at other times we are rebuked 

And feel the need to bow our heads,

But this is hedonism and all hell’s freedom.

All we ever wished we’d 

been,

And might have been 

remembered for:

Absinthe draws out our 

hearts with a soft hand,

Now there is only ec-

stasy, 

Sweet music on our 

tongues.

And love to abandon:

Your embrace, 

Your smooth embrace;

But then her soft lips 

cupped mine 

And she leaves me 

sated until then the 

need.
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002-Self Portrait of an Empty Man

By calm abiding mediation my mind 

is cleared of clutter, 

Those hindrances to realisation of 

illusion thought and feeling,

How every sense response 

Is an elaborate delusion.

One mind aspect can observe our 

life, 

As the reader of a novel,

So intricate, so detailed, so real it 

seems - 

But it is fiction.

A man we recognise is suffering all 

that men have ever suffered,

With this realisation attachment to 

emotion drops away,

These feelings are empty of an 

independence, 

And so their power is gone.

One part of mind - Observer, 

Watched this movie of my feelings 

without attachment,
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these feelings were so contained, 

then must all feelings be,

And its grasping hand lost all its 

power.

In ultimate reality

We are that smallest essence, this 

Observer,

All else is empty,

This solid body: void.

For it IS mostly space,

This stream of thought and feeling

Merely aspects,

Ours a kaleidoscopic view.

We used to preen ourselves

Before the mirror of our illusions,

Claim the empty sheet

To be the greatest work of art.

We the movie star on the golden 

screen of our delusion

Of all we felt we had to do or be,

A half completed jigsaw with so 

many pieces missing,

Just sweep it from the table, for it 

has no meaning.
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For some the task is done:

May they retire from life,

This battle won, 

But the war’s not over yet.

There remain countless beings 

unloved and suffering,

Those dwellers in the cave delusion, 

Still rag dolled by their emotions,

Do we abandon them, to those 

demons that controlled us once?

How easy would it be to take the 

lazy, selfish path,

To enjoy life’s pleasures with the 

wisdom of the empty mind,

Mindful I must always be, 

Lest I fall into the trap of careless 

torpor.

How will a warm heart arise within 

my breast?

To propel the thoughtful act, 

I, a vehicle, 

How will I use it?
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A parent to all children,

Compassion at the vanguard,

The prow of this voyaging ship

Two arms wide open.

I have yet to grok that I am free of 

my afflictions,

Like the trenches men when at last 

the shelling ceased,

In their minds the bombs still fell,

Men statued weeping noiselessly, 

broken spirits.

The hand of a maddened man 

clutching at the empty space about 

him,

Their tormented mind collapsed 

upon itself,

Victim of self grasping for a 

concrete self,

Do they perceived their emptiness?

I could continue to reinforce the 

quelling of my obscurations,

But where’s the point in that,

If I know they’re all illusion,

It's just a movie script, who’d want 

to change it?
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Yet if I do not continue in my quest 

To change the habits of my mind,

Will I fall back upon those familiar 

barbs

Of anger, selfishness and greed?

Must I be ever consumed with 

bursting 

These colorful balloons of my 

delusion?

A man thrown upon the beach, 

who's long endured 

His ship being wrecked upon the 

hidden reefs of suffering.

Now I'm free, 

And wanting everyone to share my 

freedom,

But let me catch my breath a while; 

Gather strength to these worn 

arms.

And take stock of this solid ground I 

find myself upon,

Observe the recent turmoil of his 

make believe, 
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Emotions are no more real than 

dreams,

They can no more control him.

The root of attachment to emotion 

snapped forever,

Transported into space there’s 

nothing here,

And this is me,

In ultimate reality and truth.

I perceive it clearly - this emptiness 

that’s me;

I can no more than be,

For here is me - where there is 

only space,

So what is there to grasp?

If my thoughts and feelings

Are no more real than dreams

That flit behind my eyelids through 

the night,

Then why would I grasp at what you 

think of me?
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Yet ego seeks to raise some feeling in the heart,

So, we’ve my delusory desperation seeking to create in you

An illusory feeling in your mind of me!

Where in that is worth the smallest effort to achieve?

I lay now upon the sandy beach, 

Shell shocked but freed,

For a moment nothing seems to matter any more,

Until I recall my suffering, and my attachment to it.

Driven beyond reason, beyond care for any other being,

And realise that most of us remain attached to this delusion,

And so still weep, and so still kill, 

And so still harm each other - in such inventive ways.

And so still seek meaning, 

And so still crave an elusive peace - 

May I be the harbinger of peace, 

The harbinger of love.
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003-What if She Died before Us?

What if she died before us,

Who would hold her in their arms,

Would there be love or distance in their eyes,

Would she think of us or the trial ahead?
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How would we hear,

Would we know before she died,

What would we feel, the instant of 

her end,

Would she be ready, or regrets 

torment her?

What if she died before us?

Lay in our arms, her breath fast 

leaving,

Her eyes once bright with 

wickedness, now dulled,

Blood flows from wounds too many 

to secure.

Mingled with our tears of love and 

desperation,

How yet we might save her - but 

faint hope remains,

Better fill the slipping moments 

with looks, with words, with touch,

She’ll know she died in arms that 

love her always.

And on the journey faced alone, 

imagine hand in hand we walk, 
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Jumping puddles, telling stories to 

amuse and scare,

Think love, we’re at your side in 

dreams and waking,

To our day’s end.

Gone, each drawn out moment 

beckons,

Live on, on, until our end at last 

relieves us,

Each rising sun, 

The day before us filled with 

thoughts of her.

At night, when at last we sleep, 

Our dreams of you as you once 

were,

Then wake, 

And dread the thought of being alive 

without you.

Will we ever sleep in the peace I had 

when

You slept beside me, frightened by 

the wind?

Your breath warm on my neck, 

Your kicking feet which woke me, 

now hang limp.
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With courage face your journey, 

wash away your fear,

Wave and smile farewell, then walk 

firm around the corner, 

We love you always, 

You always made that easy.

What final thoughts run through 

your mind?

Give us something to remember 

you,

At this final moment of shared lives,

And, then, we’ll step apart.

Before you came into our lives

We’d never known this love we feel, 

so never missed it,

But as you escape, alone, to face 

another journey,

We’ll feel that every day is 

incomplete.

Devoid of joy you brought, just in 

your being,

No longer hear your rage and 

laughter,

In fifteen years forgotten, 

The imprint of your life washed 

from the drifting sand.
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Can good come  from your death?

Will my heart seep compassion, an endless well of love,

I would trade my life, could I trade your’s for this?

If the world was freed from suffering

I would sacrifice your life, my most loved,

Or my own, if it were enough.
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004-Cigarette **

Smoke drifts on the morning air;

The ash pause from falling

As your coffin lowered in the hard, cold soil,

They cover you, 

The unkempt grass and wild flowers:

Sorry babe, they never brighted up the place.

For a trip the toke lights up your face, 

Against the dark backdrop of the Frangipani tree,

Babe, the flame won’t never cauterize your feelings:

Life passed by in smoke hazed,

Chokin, yeller breath and rotting teeth - 

You ever kiss your man when like that?

Babe, I don’t recall a lidded look 

And half hid smile that's his for keeps.

Just you hunched over the mile long drag:

Cheeks hollowed, features wrinkled – 

Aged in the time it takes from light to stub.

Pull another from the packet babe: 

The crumpled Magic Box, 

With the warning you don’t take no care of - 

Fag shortens by the death wish drag, 

For that less than second hit.
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Another stagnant, empty pause,

Nothing beating to convince me there’s life:

You turned inward,

The flowed over ash tray

The discarded butts of loves, dreams, and endings.

Wasted years: dragging on the sponge tipped stick,

The fool you look as the tip sparks a red,

When it should be you burned with indignation,

At least you’d be something then,

And I could speak of you with pride come easy:

But fight spilled out of you with the falling ash.

Less years of this don’t seem so bad right now,

But what if you had everything to live for?

But you never could, with the choices you always makin;

The match sticks coiled and twisted - 

The turns you made to ‘scape yourself.

Was death revenge upon yourself? 

Or on your unborn child who had to suck it in, 

If they wanted to. Or not?

Cigarette, she suck on you like cock:

But there’s no sweet juice to lick from lips,

Cigarette, strewn bodies in a Slavic grave:

You don’t care, but think of alls of us that do!
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Cigarette, broken: dried flakes the leaves of your unlit lives:

The years that didn’t happen cos you died too soon,

Cigarette, companion to my thoughts:

Sometime distraction - sometimes muse.

Seem you primping like you wanna look good, 

Though how anyone look cool 

With a white stick on fire pokin out their mouth:

I guess I'll never know.
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005-When **

When you touch my hand you touch my heart,

And when you touch my heart darling I am yours.

When you kiss my lips you touch my body,

My love, when you touch my body I am yours alone.

When you look in to my eyes you touch my soul,

When you touch my soul I am yours forever, darling.
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006-Rip It! **

The crowds parted like the Moses Tide as I shit on the party floor,

I was looking for someone that understood this little turd of satire 

Is the only real thing in this room of words that have no feeling.

You’re laughing with a finger pointed 

Like the looks weren’t already daggers on me,

And the storm troop socialites have the batons out and dogs unleashed.

I thought you’re pissed but no, 

You’re stone cold sober, 

And that impressed me.

Everyone’s thinking you’re a fucking eejit, 

And you don’t betray yourself - 

Just raise up the middle finger.

Slow so we all know what’s coming, 

And give us time to craft reaction, 

Cos that’s what you’re waiting for.

You shed a flimsy shirt that’s hardly on you in the first place, 

A few girls start to notice: 

Are you the stripper no one ordered? 

Black leather trousers is all you’re wearing now, 

Skin on skin, live porn, no rush,

Spread across the floor, you writhe like a snake on heat.
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I want them all to know this is how dogs are, 

How we all are when we forget 

That someone we never fucking knew said “No you can’t!” 

My heat seeker, no one like you, no one left on the stage but you, 

My girl that likes to push me off the edge 

And fly past cos you want to hit the bottom first.

Some one asked me who my hero is, apart from you I’d have to say 

It’s that life’s-beaten-me looking wee mongrel 

Who’s getting a shag every time you see him.

Strobe flickers, 

So they only get a glimpse of our action every other second, 

Then the lights go on as if your mother’s caught us.

You just laughed, 

Got up and walked out the door with your ass waving, 

In time with the heads of all the boys.

Like those nodding dogs in the back of cars.

I didn’t know the boyfriend was such a big strong boy, 

But then they always fucking are.

So yeah the blood across the wall is mine, 

And I bled some more where I thought they wouldn’t find it, 

Like it was some spell from the shaman.
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Cock’s blood on the Voodoo Doll,

So she becomes a vamp on a dark night calling, 

And he turns into a priest when the full moon’s out.

You broke into the car, 

“It was grey and looking bored” you said, “like a naked shark”,

So we spun out from the city bank and all those phallic buildings.

All this symbolism breaks my heart, 

Seemed like we were making sense so I’m not happy,

So I take the wheel and you braked on.

A little more grey on some cars and a lot less on ours, 

Well not ours:

More the red faced guy with Popeye arms that runs at me as I get out.

He’s too quick for me, and madder, which I can never be, 

Kicking hard then stops when people start to stare, 

Cos suits have boundaries they’ll never cross.

But we have none, 

So I just pissed on him when the cop was yanking him around, 

And you start to laugh, like you didn’t think I’d do it.

Don’t you know I’d do anything, say anything, if there’s a point to make, 

Even when I didn’t know what the fuck it means, 

Instinct’s good enough for me.

But why’d you have to kill yourself my love?
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Leave me alone with no other course than follow you, 

I promised you I’d two heads full of schemes to melt.

But there’s weariness in your wide set eyes,

Logged it but nothing more than that

Til I was standing on the lip of the neat rectangle 

In which they think they’ll bury you

But I’d paid the funeral man every dollar I could borrow, 

So you were buried in the bush, at the lookout where you jumped.

My heart leaps when I hear the sound of a voice like yours, 

See a girl or boy with that fine hair, softer than it looks, 

I keep a locket, cos I’ve forgotten what you look like,

Yet now I can squeeze the hand of every lover discarded by their twin

Who took them places they’d never had the nerve to go alone,

Yet, with her at their side, became the rulers of their unkempt dominion.
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007-EP - Rip It! 

The crowds part as I shit on the party floor,

I was looking for someone that understood that this pile of turd 

Is the only real thing in this room of words that make no sense, 

You’re laughing with a finger pointed 

Like the looks weren't already daggers on me,

The storm troop socialites, with the batons out and dogs unleashed.

I thought you're pissed but then I saw you're stone cold sober, 

And that impressed me, 

Everyone thinking you're a fucking eejit, and you don't betray yourself,

Not a rushed fuck you, like all I’m good for,

Just raise the middle finger, slow so we all know what's coming,

And give us time to craft reaction, cos that's all you're ever waiting for.

You and me's a small crowd, but good on vocals, 

You ran beside me, from the starting line and in there at the end, 

Loyalty I love, me a fucking butterfly and you the trusty elephant, 

Wisdom and the fool a pair, who’d tell the difference though.

Cos I look the owl, and have the vice and voice to prove it, 

While you got that whiny voice.

I give a fuck who cares; you don’t, 

But I’m strong on love, so we balance don’t we? 

You shed a flimsy shirt that's hardly on you in the first place,

A few girls start to notice, maybe you're the stripper no one ordered,
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Black leather trousers is all you're wearing now,

Skin on skin, live porn, no rush.

Spread across the floor, you writhe like a snake on heat,

I want them all to see this is how dogs are,

How we all are when we forget

That someone we never fucking knew said No you can't!

Strobe flickers, 

So they only get a glimpse of action every other second,

Then the lights go on as if your mother caught us,

You just laugh, get up and walk right out the door, ass waving,

In time with the heads on all the boys,

Like those nodding dogs in the back of cars.

I didn't know the boyfriend was such a big strong boy,

But then again, they always fucking are,

And he's morals of the Christian Right to wield,

So, yeah, the blood across the walls is mine.

And I bled some more where I thought they wouldn't find it,

Like it was some spell from the Shaman,

Cock's blood on the voodoo doll,

So she becomes a vamp on the dark night calling,

And he turns in to a priest when the full moon's out.

Me naked, praying no cops would see us, 

And sure they come cruising round the corner as 

I’m trying to squeeze into that fucking match box you call a car, 
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But then you’re a short arse, and it looks big on you, 

Like a coat draped around your shoulders.

Fuck I’ve balls to empty, wads to splurt, 

Those belly rings just make me want to come all over, 

But then you’d look good in your old gran’s twinset,

How could I envy my own dick?

But you somehow managed it,

Til you told me it was all right and I believed you.

Me alone the cops would ripped my balls and stick em up my arse, 

Me on an empty stage except the voices in my head,

Gutter bound, a night in the cells, and some fast explaining needed, 

I give him what he wants to hear,

But the judge gets on the act and wants a verdict.

I’m always witness, victim and The Guilty, 

Fuck how full I feel sometimes,

Got let off the last time when the wig was pleading madness, 

Who'd try to argue that one down?

The first time there’s silence in this fucked up head of mine.

God our only witness and he didn’t seem to mind,

Wouldn’t any one just throw one in to stir things up a bit?

You know that forever Sunday arvo, when nothing's going to happen, 

Til we all get pissed, and it’s gambles on who’ll get broken first, 

Face it, god’s got the whole range up his sleeve, 

Got the cv going long way back to prove it.
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Like those kids in Africa born 

With every disease you pray you’ll never get? 

But now we’re all distastered out, 

Which must piss him, it’s like top that you cunt! 

Got to give him credit for the early stuff, 

All those dramas, and his own boy upon the slab.

Down the beach we head, like Mr Prim and Mrs Proper, 

We're after fucking in the sea, 

You a little coy, which I know's an all out act, but love you for it,

Kid swims round us looking for a candy eye,

Til his old ma saw what's going, and fog horns him out,

We’d come so no one cared - the lad was kin by then.

You kissed him on the lips when the old bag wasn’t looking, 

He couldn’t hide the little stiffy on him, 

But we didn’t laugh, cos he was cool, 

Had the balls to perve without discretion, 

Got his education on the birds and bees - the whole shebang from you, 

The Pianist they call him now, 

Gentle when it’s needed, fingers ply the high keys, 

With a bit of shine to keep them guessing.

We had to leg it when the cop come, wavin round his gun,

Makes to tag us, but this guy just cleans him over,

A noise of back fire, 

Cop staggers like the old ham actors, 

Except there’s no acting here, life’s seeping out him,

A few moments left that’s all, 



39 | P a g e

And you can see he knows it,

But he doesn’t give a fuck, which makes you cry, 

Poor bastard, 

What a life  - to want to die, 

When we all have a choice of what we’ll make it, 

But most people think they can’t, cos we’ve pin head wisdom.

Never goin back, though they still talk bout us, 

Who led who astray?

Who gives a fucking fuck fuck - 

So long as we’re not wearing blue and suits again.

I want to eat bananas - out of you, 

And you oblige, for the first and only time:

Get my fill, end game, slam dunk fuck!

Later hang you out the window looking to the long red sky, 

Scream with ecstasy but the siren drowns you out,

The old biddy thought I was trying to fling you from the seventh floor, 

Which I was, cos I thought you’d bounce back up for seconds, 

Superwoman - with the magic cord around your waist.

The fireman kinda got it, then I start laughing,

Blue boy’s all right, just took a while to thaw, 

But don’t we all when we’re pissed with life, 

You’d gotta be - all this death and people kissin with their boots. 

You broke into the car, 

Why that one? I asked, 

It was grey and looked bored you said, 



40 | P a g e

Like a naked shark, 

So we spun out 

From in front the city bank, and all those phallic buildings, 

All this symbolism it breaks my heart, 

Seems like we’re making sense for once,

So I’m not happy,

Snap the wheel; you brake on, 

Whoa! 

A little more grey on some cars and a lot less on ours.

Well not ours - more the red faced guy with the Popeye arms 

That runs at me as I get out, 

He's too quick for me, and madder, which I can never be,

Kicking hard, then stops when people start to stare, 

Cos suits have boundaries they'll never cross.

But we have none,

So I piss on him while cop was yanking him around, 

You start to laugh, like you didn't think I'd do it.

Don't you know I'd do anything, say anything, 

If there's a point to make,

Even when I didn't know the fuck it meant,

Cos instinct's good enough for me.

So let’s home and fuck my dear, 

I’ll let you ride top deck, 

I’ll just be the music man - guide me to your music box, 
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Pick the song you want me play, 

We’ll sway in time, and pucker up on cue, 

And then we’ll start the dance that everyone is wired for, 

And I’m a virgin every time.

We board the train where no one speaks to no one, 

Until you start to sing, 

And I move to the other end and start a conversation with myself, 

Empty spaces form around us, 

Til someone gets it and they’re singing too.

Like chooks the rest look scared, 

All running round in smaller circles in their minds, 

The pregnant woman, she can touch the earth, 

So she just laughed, posh but still with us, 

Held her belly like they do, 

As something's going to drop and roll away,

You know those heavy medicine balls, 

Medicine for what?

I’d like to have one when I'm roof top, 

Plop it on some bug that earned it,

But who rated what? 

It’s all just consequence, 

Which sounds the same but isn’t, 

Cos there’s no get-back-at-you emotion, 

Just what the fuck, that’s outcome man, 

Take it, cos it’s your film and no one else’s.
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We’d run out of places here so it was on the plane, away game, 

Hostie thought she'd all the answers, and seen it all, 

But she’d not clipped your act,

While I'm demanding compensation 

And claim to be The Diplomat.

But then it all goes wrong; 

Rules which make us in the spotlight guilty,

You pushed it and you paid the price, 

Looked through the bars with tearful eyes, reproachful, 

I just smile and shrug, what you expect?

Ain’t I the guy that shits on someone’s carpet for attention? 

Breasts ripple as you move through the crowds, 

Two girls, Ritchie and the meat balls, 

They’re a wicked set of kids we own, 

But with two parents Lucifer’s spawn what would you expect?

Fuck I see the stretch in his jeans from here, 

You never told me what he begged for, 

You just shook your head and looked across at me.

Then we’re fucking, screaming to the music, 

My heat seeker, no one on the stage but you,

My girl that likes to push me off the edge 

And then fly past cos you wanna hit the bottom first, 

I never thought me, a man, could only love one girl, 

But you proved me wrong.
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But why'd you have to kill yourself my love?

Leave me alone, with no other course than follow you, 

I promised you I’d two heads full of schemes to melt, 

But there's weariness in your wide set eyes.

Logged it but nothing more than that, 

Til I was standing on the lip of the neat rectangle 

In which they thought they’d buried you, 

But I’d paid the funeral man every dollar I could borrow, 

So you were buried in the bush, at the lookout where you jumped.

Victories are never counted, 

But I’ve memories that let me sleep at night 

Even when we’re sitting on an empty bench, 

And only I can see your breath, 

You astride me looking like we’re fucking 

But it’s just my way to get up close, 

Feeling like those puzzles where the pieces fit,

When they looked like they never could. 

My heart leaps when I hear a voice like yours, 

See a girl or boy with that fine hair, softer than it looks, 

I keep a locket, 

Cos I've forgotten what you look like.

I punched the girl that said I would, 

All bent her nose, and turned her looks downhill,

I wished her boyfriend would had kicked me instead of pity looks, 

Like he could know what I was feeling.
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Prick I was that thought me 

The first explorer in this continent of pain, 

And when I look out at star nights - 

It becomes a fucking universe.

Silent, I could squeeze 

The hand of every lover discarded by the twin

With whom they’d been places 

They’d never had the nerve to go alone,

Yet with her at their side 

Become the rulers of their unkempt dominion.
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008-Buddha was a Good Man

Buddha was a good man, our teacher told us, 

He spoke of him as if he were a recent friend, 

The rudder man through these rapids we call life, 

Yet we paddle blindly on, the compass of love our only guide.

Craft a kind and loving heart, the dying man mouthed, 

His head rests in the lap of friendship, a last breath exhales,

Looks up and smiles a long farewell, eyes now still and empty, 

Whilst a monsoon breeze rustles the meagre rags that cloth him.

A friend eases him from life, 

As he strokes away the pain of separation from his furrowed brow,

Tears fall, of gratitude, that he could share this passing moment, 

A lifetime at his side, two wanderers with nothing to their name.
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From these mandalas is the path complete,

The rest is all in explanation, 

Some shines the light on wisdom

In our foolish minds so bent on self delusion.

We who are persistent in pursuit of sense fulfilment,

Despite that quiet voice advising otherwise,

This voice is drowned by demanding or alluring cries,

Distracted by a smile; deluded by a touch.

Would we spend a lifetime in diligent pursuit of this good faith, 

Aided by the steps hewn selflessly by monks and nuns in meditation, 

They guided by a good man, and his kind words,

Guided by a good man, and his wise words.
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009-The Universe in Twenty Verses

Time is complete, like all dimensions in this universe,

The past we know to be complete,

The ever shifting present, and the future too are done,

Time’s merely where we stand upon the road at any minute of the day.

Love is the universal coin,

As we leave this world we must discard all other feelings and emotions,

On whatever plane we’ll rise on next, love we’ll find there,

And, just as now, people wanting love from us.

We are all visitors upon this earth,

We must leave it better than we found it,

And, for we are all able,

Place love as garlands round each others necks.

Suffering is as the breath we take to live,
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We all crave our sadness gone, contentment in its place, 

Yet, even as we hold the jewel of liberation in our hands,

We cast it out, as if it were a worthless rock.

Change is the blood flow of this universe,

How we crave for everything remain the same,

Despite the ceaseless pain it causes

We find comfort in deluding permanency.

Death is the knell of our impermanence,

And the impermanence of all things in this world,

But we ignore portents that might transform our life,

Give meaning to it, and find diversion in it’s brief arising.

Joy we can experience here on earth, believe it!

Its sensorial pleasures, so precious, so ours alone,

Which we may never have the chance to feel again,

We should not belittle, whosoever laid this feast upon our table.

Though joy be at the wheel's cusp, enjoy within the bounds of reason,

For the wheel will turn, and sorrow follow,

Then, take the chance to think of others’ suffering,

And respite in knowing it will end, and joy turn in its place.

Yet we expect, how we expect!

Abandon expectations, abandon plans, they rarely come to pass,

Some force guides us, a deep current river, if we choose,

Trust, and abandon to this force, for it will protect us.

Walls enclose us in a sentient existence, 



49 | P a g e

We'll never see beyond these walls, however cunning might we be,

Don't doubt there's much to see and do beyond the studded door,

But let us wait until it's opened for us.

We exist in a delusion of our senses made specially for us,

All we hear, however beautiful the sounds,

All we smell and taste, our sense of touch, 

Once realization awakes: sand mandalas, will it all be swept away.

This body is not a part of what I think as I,

It is but a complex vehicle to propel me through this world,

As I age my body weakens but my mind does not,

Thus has their separation started long before I die.

This world, this universe, is not as we perceive reality,

We are one continuum of particle unbound by space or time,

Each act will change the course of ours and every being’s experience,

Like ripples in a lake, created by the smallest impulse of our mind.

So we are not beings separate from one other,

One vast body, relying upon each other for its continuity,

It's therefore wise to treat all beings as we would treat ourselves,

For in ultimate reality we're one, of which we form its smallest part.

There is a world which few can see and fewer understand,

In which the flimsy fences of our science are trod asunder,

All logic need be discarded, what fool would claim them?

When these beliefs, at every turn, are found to be a fallacy.

This mystic place is like a window in the wall,
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May we glimpse our other world through this,

For then can our perception of this world be clearer,

Know its limitations and all its potency.

In our relations with each other do we cling like leeches,

Investing more and more in something without foundation,

Yet how weak are they, how weak are we!

Disaster’s but a harshly spoken word away.

Let’s then have many friends and lovers 

With which to share life’s journey,

Let us only want what’s best for them,

And hope we have a ready heart when needed.

Life’s end looms closer, larger, more persistent in our thoughts,

Our mind can stretch to timelessness and spacelessness,

ManLife begins to take proportion: how small it seems,

Now can we abandon thoughts of what we might have done.

We may relax in knowing aught of any consequence,

Forget the need to make grand statues of our life,

Friend, we may instead just be, and love compassionate, 

For it is the only measure of this life.
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010-Jealous Man *

I could not be friends with you 

For I am a jealous man, 

And jealous men have no friends who once were lovers.

Their love’s a gun spittin devotional obsession

Indecent to anyone that’s never loved this way,

A crass and misfit friend.

My jealousy will not diminish whilst love still stirs,

Nor will it be extinguished by the wind of new passions,

For time would not allow it.

A jealous man could never stand there weakly tepid, 

And watch you falling for another man,

See you lie in his arms as you have lain in mine.

Look into his eyes and forget all other men you ever cared for,

I would turn away with hate in my heart

As you grow gorgeously fat with his child inside you.

Then would I wish you and him 

The very worst of lives,

Barren of the sound of children’s footsteps.

Every day a struggle to survive the shit of life.

That you’d have heaped upon you in unequal measure,

And I would gloat as you’re wearied by my blizzard wishes.
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One of you, him I think, the weaker, will abandon you

Seeking light, 

And release from the weal, and chains. 

Yet if I could love you without condition,

Whilst I might be gone, to never meet again,

Then could you bask in love’s warmth.

Contentment sighing in your every outward breath, 

Your face softened 

As all concerns dissolve.

Your body lie languidly still, as only pregnant women can,

Suffused with an inner pleasure,

A feeling of completeness, and hidden meanings.

And I would only want the best for you, 

My desires discarded, 

Without trace of rancor.

For I’d feel my needs were of no consequence

When your wish to be unburdened 

Is foremost in my mind. 

Then I will love you as a friend, that less fiery love,

Which might be overlooked, 

As the best things often are.


