Bg clearest ﬂowing babbling brook
Thcrc stands a cypress tree.
A boulder flecked in black on white

|s nestled in its lee.

In goldcn morning Iight of dawn
When only birds dare sPcak,

A\ quiet meditation calls
9
An echo from the creek.

[t sings of far off ocean waves

|n dance upon white beach,
Carcssing vast and mystic lands

Thc heart would |ong to reach.

Al sacred spot, where | in childhood

]nnoccncc WOUId Play,

Fcrch on that roclc, then watch
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The evening skg in dusk of dag.

As one bg one each blissful clay
OFyouth first bloomed then Passccl,

Thc dark thought grew to make my own
This Placc. T he die was cast.

To shelter me from nature’s wrath
Near creek a house J’d build.

That haven thus, bg rock and tree,
With wanton lust was filled.

Founclation framed that hallowed ground
With dry dccaging board

Cu”ccl from my Parcnt’s cast off c]rcgs
Of their own rotten hoard.

Then from my school clays, Plank by Plank
Sill largcr cache was won,
Procured from teachers, friends and foes,

A bit from everyone.

Old beams, cracked walls and sagging doors,
A broken window pane.

As ]grcw older, builcling skills
Were Practicccl with disdain.



T hin mortar mixed of Fantasg
] used to seal the seams

Ti‘lcn thatched the roof with lover's words

Gaincci ti'lrougi'l my bartered dreams.

No more the evening sicg J'd search
To Poncicr nor to Praisc.
Ti-lc reinforcement of my house

Stole both my nigiwts and ciays.

Now i'laPPcncci once at twiiigi'it’s eve
Fierce wind bcgan to grow.
]t tossed the sullen clouds about.

Ti‘lc trees swaycci to and fro.

Malicious anger its intent,
ts rcnciing voice, a howl!
Rcsounciing rout ti'irougi'i bougi‘r and brush
Ti‘lus scattered beast and fowl.

Anticipation, static ciwargcci,
Raised hairs aiong my back.

Sudden outrage! Biinciing slash
T o forest heart... the crack!

With quaking hands | siowiy inched
Mg window up a mite,
Bchcici the woodland’s heart agiow,

Red incandescent iigi'lt.

Wi‘icn from that very giow aloft
]njaggcci Ficrg ﬂigiﬁt

Rushed Phoenix Bat with wings aflame.
Uumpcci back at the sigi'itl

Straigi'it ti'irougi'i my window flew the fiend,
Straight to his task embarked.

Hc set my poor décor ablaze.

T he walls, his tinder, SPariccci.

M3 mother’s curtains, fathers bed,
M3 heidooms all, and more

To comqagration fed as fuel,
Ti‘lcn Bat flew out my door.

In cicsPcration, ‘round the room
l gati'lcrcci what l could

For my escape, but found my door
Was blocked bg burning wood.

] ciroppcd my treasures, to my knees
| fellin Panici«-:ci i:rigi'lt.

Thcn under burning beam ] crawled
QOutinto evening iigi'it.

With i:raging tarp | beat the blaze,
T hen ciiPPcci with rusty Paii
Crcck water tossed to douse the flames.

| toiled to no avail.

At last conccciing all was lost
| cursed, | wailed, | wcPt!

| shook my fist at Pat, then flames
Where devastation swept.

With anger spent, in blackest gric]C
] crcPt atop my stone,
Shook ciccp with sobs conceived in Pain

Ti‘lrougi'l dark nigi'it all alone.



As dying embers faded gray
T o usherin death’s knell,
Gricps toll was met and o’er my cheek

Last tear of mourning fell.

|n silence, | upon that rock
Did sit for time untold.
FFor minutes, hours, clags or weeks?

| felt my life unfold.

Stirred in my soul an echo of

T eal waves upon white beach.
ts PlagFul mystic ocean song

Mg heartit ]ongccl to teach.

In resonating sympatl'ly
Bg root of cypress tree,

l shed my clothcs, sprang to the crccl(,
T hen danced about in glcc!

Jeweled under twinkling starlight,
14 g
Ticlcling toes, the hcaling stream
Reflected, veiled in Fcath’rg bougl'\,
A wan and si|v’ry beam.

]tjumpcd and sparklcd on the creek,
lumined Fcrng mound,

T hen broke through masks of evergreen
To spi" forth on the ground.

And there in radiant rcgal form,
Pale (Goddess of the Nigl'lt
Revealed her splcnclor, cast her sPc”
In purest crgsta| light.

| stood in awe! My heart leapt forth
Y P
With nightingalc’s sweet tune.
] knew at last, my house had burned
Y
That| migl'lt see the moon.



THE HEART OF AMOUSLE

Jnside my true self beats a heart of hearts.
The authentic heart | have sought so to dance,
To sing, to laugh and to weep. To rejoice.
[How do | know it's awaiting me there?
| intuit a presence as in silence it soars

And glic{es in a subtle contentment of being.

] once heard the tale of a Frightened mouse
Who, aware she was prey, lived in ungie]ding fear.
A kindlg magician, a comPassionate soul
Transpormecl herto a cat,to a dog, then a lion.
But scaled in her fate bg the heart of a mouse

Sti” fearwas relentless, her constant comPanion.

] was born with the merest heart of a mouse,

As was my motlﬁer, my Father, my sister...

A Family that lived from that crampcd, scared space.
T}we friends that | clung to, the Pcople | met

Each secemed to possess that selfsame heart.

50 sma”l SO ClOSC& and ObSCSSiVClg IDOUHCJ.

]n earnest ] sought my own lion’s heart.
T:orgears | would paw with razor slnarP c]aws,
Woulcl growl, would roar, and all would take Hig!nt
E_xcePt for my secret-most heart of fear.
With quaking limbs steaclfast!g it stood
And filled my soul with misery and dread.



One fine, crisP morning | toiled up a hill
T oo weary to Practice my lion’s heart.
| lay in the grass, all alone, unmoved,
Y g
And gave over searching for that mighty roar.
o S &ty
A soFt, lofty calling rang true inm ears,
Y g rang Y
UPlhctecl my eyes. MH wanc{ering stilled.

Ina PerFectlg quiet, clear azure skg,
Circling in heavenlg motionless Hight,
Glicﬁng on eternal breath of a breeze
Soared the harbinger of my authentic heart.
So Patien’c‘ So strong. Si]entlg waiting,..
Wai’cing... for nothing but my attention.

Kevealecl at last, my true Hear’c of Hear‘cs
]n the kindred heart of a [Hawk.



FPERFECT DISCIFLE

| sat upon a sancly shore
Bg ocean clccP

|n sweet repose, not wanting more
Than moonlight’s steep

E_n{:olcling thought, emotion’s lore
Ancl bocly’s kccP.

M3 soul felt the touch of the formless night.

|t asked this qucstion of the moon
Ancl of the sea

Whosc endless dance to cosmic tune

Will alwags be,

“What is, can you oh ciPhcrcd rune

Rcvcal to me,

Thc Perfect Disciplc withheld from sight’?”

Not nccding answers from the mind
But intuition
Through a Fccling of like kind
Not through ambition.
Qucstioning intent to find
|ts full fruition

(nveils true nature’s sweet clcstiny.

“Look to the clhcmcs,
Look to the beacl'x,
Look to the shore.

T he one you were
|s not in reach.

Sheis no more.

[Jow did she pass
f:rom future’s breach

To gone before?”

]n tandem retorted both moon and sea.



There looming above,
An agclcss cliff

Wind-weathered and scarred

From cragto rift
That offered to all

As stoic giﬁ:

Retreat from raging storms.

Perceived through the mist
] saw the stone

In ungicHing stance

AParI:, alone
Both broken and beaten

To the bone

Bg waves relentless forms.

“|s Pounding and Pclt
Disciplc’s fate?
Thus battered and bashed
She can but wait
Thatlast brcalcing down,
And changing state,
Hcr Master to attend?”

“Breaking down?

See transformation,

Rock to sand

]n agirmation,

Karma’s call

Witlﬁ surP’s creation.

Tl‘xus tl‘xeg blend.”



Not sand nor Foam,
Not water’s Pith
Nor |ight of moon,
Reflection’s mgth,

But sand to shore
Thcn shore to sea

Thus mclcling in
Lhcc’s harmony.

“«As sea bears waves,

Thc ocean’s yaw,

|t's ebb and ﬂow,

Moon’s c3c|ic draw?”

no’ching left to feel

bu’c motion’s own dance as one

FerFect Disciple

“No form
To ca”,

No pull
To Pa”‘

Not void,
Not all”



AT THE GRAVEYARD

Colc{ slaps from bit’cer, chi“ing wind
Snap strands of hair around my ears.
My tears sPi” forth
Through years of Pain.

Some stranger’s name there etched in stone.
Deacl deeds gorgotten, vanquishecl schemes
For dreams held dear
Dea’cl'l deems the cost.

Not for the lostj but how Jve lived
Mg life infearis wlﬁg | cry.

To die unloving,
Die untouched.



