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We are here to dance with the rhythms of nature in their 
constant flow in what we call life. Duality enables us to enjoy 
this playful dance. But what if we decided to dance to one 
rhythm? What if we clang to what we thought we knew? What 
makes us dance to that one rhythm? What makes us cling to 
that one possibility with infinite possibilities within our grasp? To 
what extent does conditioning play a part? 

Here is an invitation to explore life through poetry. 
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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO  

THAT WHICH NEVER DIES 

AND TO MY BELOVED 
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PART ONE: Rhythms of True love 
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Dance to Bliss 

 

Dance yourself to bliss 

In a celebration to kindle a heart- yearn 

Playfully exploring a kiss 

In a dual exchange of yin and yang 
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Thorny Bush 

Thorny bush wonder not who you may prick 

Sweet berries ripe in time birds can reach 

 

Kissed of sun tendered in crimson love thick 

Pick me not lest a prick upon your brooch 

 

Ornamented in so fair a love trick  

Awe and joy in watch 
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Sweet, Sweet Surrender 

 

Sweet, sweet surrender 

Silent night, moonlit shadows 

Dewy morning, sweaty petals 

 

Awash with frosty waters 

Crystal like droplets, a cry to release 

 

Sweet, sweet surrender 

A dawn of secrets, awaken my world 

From a slumber of sweet surrender 

 

Arise a spike of my thorny grind 

In a mortal daze, I accept thy scorn 

 

 Sweet, sweet surrender 

By weight of night, laden petals 

Morning rays, warm thy heart 

 

Illuminating the seat of the soul 

To wisdom of petal’s beauty in sweet surrender  
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Love alight  

 

Once upon a night fall, in the midnight gaze 

Lovers lay their nests, under a moonlit maze 

Exchanging a kiss to quench their craze 

 

I leaped up the fence to catch a glimpse 

Of merging lips that cause a lapse 

Within the lungs, out-breathed like a corpse 

 

Tongues entangled, party alight 

A dance so moist causing delight 

A slippery waltz, launching a flight 

 

Breathing awarded a heightened sound 

Transient pleasure, lovers on the ground 

Hearts paced to the rhythm of a pound 
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In my sleep you stole my dream 

 

In my sleep you stole my dream 

Of what’s real in a silent scream 

 

No more illusions to temper 

My beautiful deep slumber 

 

Why should I wake up to madness? 

In a manmade sterile vastness 
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What is Love?  

 

What is love but a journey to self? 

A self crouched in fear of facing the mirror 

Scribed in a moving wave of reflective horror 

To churn the mind to a higher shelf 

 

Between the silence of a beating heart 

Lies the secret chamber of discovery 

To a self in a masked recovery 

Honing the mastery to an illusionary art 

 

Trips and flips to lay the mind 

In a comfortable imaginary pool  

A temporary retreat for a feeble fool 

Who thinks they can escape the hereditary grind 

 

Despair a haunting daily companion 

That leads a heart to love truly cried 

In tears of self fulfilling communion 

Baptising the bearer in holy waters carried 
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Shrivel  

 

A rose accepts its fate in the winter 

As death has to come to every life 

A shrivel in its delicate petals 

Rot and drying furnace the death 

 

Accompanying thorns point their sharpness  

Inwards in contemplative silence  

Letting go of one more season 

Stepping forward in one moment of now 

 

Superior in mind, humans march 

Each season away in insolent revolt 

Holding on a greasy pole 

In an attempt to stem the flow of change 

 

Slipping through match like fingers 

A grip to the pole, a bruised ego 

Despair intact as depression ensues 

As a watching rose shrivels in laughter 
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In love with a Feather 

 

Loving a feather floating by a wind’s tail is 

Like caging youth from day light 

Grief changes that which grieves 

Only if acceptance is part of the flow 

Emotions are always in motion 

Changing, wiped up by the transient wind 

Churned up to mould the hearts to expansion 

The lower the emotion, the harder the motion 

Just like a car in lower gear, powerful to start engine 

But you need to change to higher gears to move efficiently 

Our willingness to climb the ladder to higher emotions enables 
us to be in constant flow 
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In the Caress of a Gentle Wind  

 

In the caress of a gentle wind 

A hot summer stands to please 

Relieved of complaints of those 

who seek its heat without accompanying intensity 

 

As if a ferry avoids choppy waters across the sea 

Or life can fully be lived from a passive glare 

Our pursuit for pleasure leads to neurosis 

Whipped up by expectations and attachments 

 

What is a summer rose without the deep slumber of winter? 

What is its beauty without an observer to penetrate it? 

Moment to moment a rose lives and dies 

Why do we think we’re the exception to the rule? 
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Ring of Fire 

 

Ring of fire save my soul, an infused inferno  

In a body too dense to thwart the fire 

Blazing, blazing at the seat of my soul 

 

A puff, a sniff a choke in your favour, journey to heart 

 

Burning heart, eyes on fire 

Awakening in teary glands, a flood to thaw the fire 

Smoulderingly tender, warmth ringed in ash of wisdom 

An embrace, a dance in a ring of fire 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



19 

Tree of Life 

 

The tree of life has been laid bare 

By winds of truth so rare 

Anchored in love’s roots so deep 

Feeding hearts drip by drip 

 Laying the mind to rest 

In straws of a waiting nest 

That weaves all colours of love 

In beautiful tapestries to prove 
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Hell’s Flames 

 

Hell’s flames burning bright 

In the other I find delight 

 

But what is delight paraded in a lie 

Promised to all like a falling pie 

 

Seeking an escape, in the other I hide myself 

Creating a hell to burn to Self 
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Thy love care not for earthly woe 

 

Thy love care not for earthly woe 

For man’s mask is man’s foe 

 

Bred in conditioning so dense 

From swaddling prams to school’s fence 

 

Collecting knowledge for intellect’s cause 

Reciting poetry for materialism’s pause 

 

But what does man know about thyself? 

In distractions popped up in the other self? 

 

Man seems happy to lie in his filth 

Stealthily managing the mind maps of his wealth 

 

Trying to conquer a territory that knows no language 

Or man’s futile laden journey of physical baggage 
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Kissed a Fire 

 

I kissed a fire, I burnt myself 

I healed the wound, I found myself 
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Love Thyself 

 

Love thyself lest you flounder 

Upon doors knocked by beggars 
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To Love Truly  

 

 Your steeled path forges my future 

Flipped and turned in a seemingly Now torture 

I am prepared to awaken to myself 

Now and again you light a candle unto my shelf 

A flicker of your light but for only a brief moment that is needed 

 

For how can I grow and expand without being impeded? 

Your nurturing lets me blossom at the wind’s beckoning flow 

Reminding me that to walk straight is to bend low 

A flower dances with the teasing wind 

Its fragility is its grace; a child tendered in love is a child with a 
freed mind 
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Moon Shadow 

 

You reflect upon my strife 

In a silver lining of a full moon 

Exchanging your cool rays for the sun’s currency 

 Turning your reflection before the morn 

 Gently awakening the lake’s surface to life 

 

 The gathering of your giant sphere teasingly grows bolder 

Hanging its shadow in a grey light lower and lower 

Enticing me to wither in its presence 

Emptying my naked surrender to its door 

 As I find my saviour hidden in its giant shadow 
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Dying to Find Thyself 

 

When I met you, I met my other self. 

In the start of your walk, I feel my stride 

uniting that which was divided. 

 

Hidden within your sweet smile 

is an invitation for me to search deeper. 

In the pout your lips, I lit the fire of despair 

in longing fervently for a kiss. 

 

How can I describe what I feel where my language finds 
alienation? 

My mind is numb to it all! 

I am seasoned and pounded by a bottomless heart pesto and 
mortar. 

Longing in a passionate fire that can only be fed by a deluge of 
tears 

A river knows much of flow but the heart feels it. 

In this surrender lies my liberation 

in allowing death to come to the dying. 
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Longing 

 

In longing for you  

I find no solace anywhere or in anything. 

No left or right to turn to 

as my three dimensional world dissolves 

into the infinite emptiness 

of the vast abyss of the heart. 

With no friendly hand to hold 

I have no one to talk to. 

 

But what can I say to a rational mind that is limited 

to the five sensory realm about matters of the heart? 

My loneliness in the matter is drowning me 

yet you are still quiet and touch nothing of me while I weep. 

I have surrendered my entire being to you 

in my hunger I get angry, and at times I feel deserted 

abandoned by the one I love. 

But then again, where is the Self in this despair? 
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Thrifty Sentient Petals 

 

Thrifty sentient petals 

Tame thy thorn’s stare 

Lest your beauty sets a snare 

In fingers beguiled by shackles 
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A Musical Torment  

 

How can I sleep when I am haunted by music in pain? 

Lyrics abiding as my cane 

 

Hoarded in a curl I forbid my tormentors 

In sleepless nights I meet my mentors 

 

In creations enjoyed by many in sweet musings of music 

Written at the bow of despair 

Made of me by a woman who seeks to repair 

 

Her sweet melodies of endless love 

Keeping me in a nightly sweaty groove 

 

 My heart longs to simply touch her lips 

Charred by years of thirst; no moisture, no sips 

 

You have kept me from the bed for too long darling 

The music is made a man of me in longing 

 

C`mon let us make some sweet love at last 

For even the universe knows when lovers lust 



30 

Mothers Awaken! 

 

Women are the mothers of this world 

They are the mothers that earth it all 

Yet, they sleep as the earth gets raped 

They seek faux beauty while real beauty glides 

at the hands of coercion. 

 

How can you let your sons lead  

by the sword while your daughters hear  

rhythms of hope only in how their faces might 

fit the mould? 

 

Made of trophies for sexual pillage 

Paraded in cat walks as meat in a butcher’s shop 

Steak at one’s choice; what cut 

may fit your taste today? 

 

A heaving, smouldering brothel! 

The paraded mocking their paraders 

As sons seek their mothers’ pleasure 

To lure the ails of society away 
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Part Two: Food for Thought  
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Sweet Delights of Nectar not 

 

Sweet delights of nectar not 

In leaders of fear, wisdom not 

Controlling mass divisions, intelligent not 

Working in darkness, light not 

Souls in grind, bliss not 
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No Biscuit Left Intact 

 

No biscuit left intact for a prize 

At the hands of a sugar craze 

 

In a frenzied emotional crave 

Calling forward an early grave 

 

In crumbs pound to gravel 

Less work for a laden shovel 

 

Down the biscuit hollow barrel 

Numbed mind no quarrel 
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In Sweet Treats my Emotions will not Dissolve 

 

In sweet treats my emotions will not dissolve 

In sugar solutions devoid of love 

 

 A motionless folly of ill wealth 

Stripping the gut of a free bill of health 

 

In added traditions so sweet in delight 

Transient in disease to cause a flight 

 

Awakening the body’s defences to poisoned minds 

Noose for lead to self destructive grinds 
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Gateau, gateau, 

 

Gateau, gateau, a feeding frenzy 

In a gluttonous feast, gone crazy 

 

Bathing in chocolate woes 

Only to find man’s foes 

 

Hidden in pleasures 

Paraded as leisures 
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Jelly 

 

Yonder, yonder a gluttonous feud 

Bellowing skips in a jelly wobble 

Teasing, teasing appetites small 

Colour so translucent in a stare 

 

Luring, luring an innocent glare 

Reaching, reaching for a share 

Sweetness a scatter for taste 

 

Feeling a texture smooth 

Escaping the fingers so nimble 

Spreading, spreading, messy a goo 

Palms engaged in a fight so sweet 
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What a Pun is a Pan Cake? 

 

Flipping and flapping its wings 

Airborne in pans so flat 

 

Battered in butter for barter 

A trade, a tease of tasting buds 

In a mix of milky flurries 

 

Fizzles in revolt to hash the pan 

A kiss of heat, to sizzle in return 

A flippant flap in wings so sweet 

 

Sugar trail in jars condimental 

A child’s delight in smiles so wide 

Sweetened joys in glee  

 

A batch well made an army fed 

In circles drawn in social banter  

An art well harnessed in a host of joy 
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Nibbly Bits 

 

In nibbly bits I take my pleas 

Knowing gnawed in sprigs of bliss 

In a gut full of no grunt 

Keenly attuned to life without a rant 

In a gnawing moment that knows no past or present 
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My scars dent my body not 

 

My scars dent my body not 

Piercings of visual beauty in a spot 

 

A causal lining of my soul’s tracks 

In battles packaged in life packs 

 

 Moulded character in my soul retrieval 

In experiences lived - a revival 
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My Stretch Marks 

 

My stretch marks crimpled 

My body’s joy not shrivelled 

 

Expanded wounds at birth 

An open fire rekindled hearth 

 

Fanned by a breath of fresh air 

A cry out of lungs to form a pair 

 

Embraced by all that is life 

 Experiences akin to stretch marks adorn life 
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Sweat Not 

 

No one knows that my underarms 

Sweat not the small stuff 

In heated brawls of man’s folly 
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The sun always shines 

 

The sun always shines 

But for only those in shrines 

 

Willing to take in its rays 

In a celebratory dance of praise 

 

Of life in its abundant Now 

Questioning a constant how? 
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Part Three: TO INNOCENCE AND YOUTH 
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In the depth of silenced womb, I met my parents to be 

 

In the depth of a silenced womb, I met my parents to be, 

 Twiddling their fingers, to what I could be 

 

In a world where gender was a matter, 

 A delusion my soul knew for a starter 

 

Swaddled up in gendered prams, I cried 

With no one listening to my plea, I yielded 

 

To impressions and prejudices of man 

I wore a tattered desperate crown 

 

 Awarded by handlers of fragments in lost souls 

Taking up quests in knowledge flaws  
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In drips and drops we feed a child  

 

In drips and drops we feed a child  

A flow of impressions 

To funnel all forms of prejudices 

To a childlike embrace 

That filters not intentions 

For the priest, the pundit and politician are at work 

To whip innocence in fear and terror 

Eluding a child true experience 

In life’s full exploration 
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To Youth 

 

Thy youth ripe and prime 

Thy innocent leisure thy crime 

 

Thy selfish joy abreast thy youth 

Thy smile propels thy swing forth 

 

Thy stride matches not for tomorrow’s gain 

Thy care not for the rules of Cain 
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I am a Youth  

 

Pursuing pleasure to no end 

Caring for nothing but self 

 

Seeking joy in my inheritance 

Escaping man’s madness in war 

 

Fearlessly living my joy 

Willing to live at all costs! 
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Face of my Innocence  

 

Face of my innocence  

Pegged to a mobile phone  

 

Flawed by a youthful glee  

At a touch of technology free  

 

 Joy unhindered by the wondering eyes 

 Prying away at a carefree plea 

 

A bargain to be myself 

In a chaotic ride to a youthful self 
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My Teacher Sweet 

 

My teacher sweet, ladling education 

To serve all, at her unintended hand of coercion 

 

Her belief so strong, to change lives 

Inadvertently so, indoctrinating the youthful hives 

 

To an erosion of innocence by education 

From darkness to light revelation 

 

In all that is man made 

To harvest the working bee 

 

For the fat queen needs workers 

With emotionless imprinted markers 

 

To keep the hive going 

With a dangling carrot of ambitious longing 
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In conveniences and comforts for kick backs 

An inevitable cocktail for heart attacks 

 

In educated folly, hiding in strife 

Denying the full exploration of life 
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I Drew a Contract 

 

I drew a contract,  

I sunk my heart  

 

I went to school,  

I knew it all 

 

 I listened to the priest, 

 I feared hell’s quest 

 

 I took a vote to the pole, 

 In politics I took my fragmented role 
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Pressed out Innocence 

 

Pink, a skin so rosy in a little girl 

Iron in tow to press the curl 

 

Purity in skin, beauty in hustle 

Innocence gripped with impeding bustle 

 

A leap in haste in a twisted scuttle 

 Play and joy to fight a battle 

 

A frown in revolt to conjure a scamper 

Innocence rebels but not to hamper  

 

Rough and ready experience in envy 

Of an effortless flow in a child so wavy 
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Ideas of Work 

 

Ideas of work make me wonder 

Why I was born to this society I ponder 

In a confused youth I wander 

Like a creeping forest under growth I meander 

Waiting for a fire to loosen me yonder! 

 

Bursting forth an inferno of birth 

In a free youthful growth to walk the earth 

In bliss, no snare insight to unearth 

That which is weaved by society to call an ailing spirit forth 

 

In cruel laws of suppression 

Built in structures to stem the soul’s expression 

Of innocence and youthful expression 

Deadening the new in creation 
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An Orphan Boy 

 

I used to be the one paddling the oar 

Harder and harder to keep the engine flow 

I used to be the one wearing tattered clothes 

To hide behind perceptive prose 

I coined a life in orphaned streets of woe 

I fed my groaning hunger in war 

Nursing wounds so deep only an orphan knows 

In wailing nights of cuddling claws 

A promise in a dawn awakened a new hunger for life 

Whistling birds singing me out of strife 

The sun habitually shone on those with a smile 

So I strutted the streets in deliberate style 

As the children skipped, I longed to be one of them 

But an orphan boy I was a leper to them 

`There goes he that his mother dare not touch, 

A devil of sorts with darkness for a torch’ 

As mother lay in a cold stoned silenced grave 

Only bones were left to speak for the poor soul so brave 
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The Little Orphan Girl 

 

When Sanyu’s mother died, she died with her 

As aunt Gretel labelled her the little orphan girl 

She walked and talked the little orphan girl 

Death an identification for better or worse 

With wealthy trails left for the little orphan girl 

Everyone wanted a piece of her 

Different people paraded themselves as carers 

They came and went with whatever they could take 

Her home became a heaven for many 

But the little orphan girl longed to be away from it all 

In a boarding school she found relief 

She laughed and played like all other children 

Her material wealth attracted many 

But as time went by, true friendship was hard to come by 

So she learnt to accept her fate in these matters 

In trees she swung and sung with birds 

But her joy always thwarted by a visit home 

For who was she to find in aunt Gretel’s place? 
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Over time she grew tall and strong, turning inwards in 
suppressive defences 

What was she to do with an identity of loss? 

She dissolved in self love and witnessed her spring blossoms  

 

 

 

  



57 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Part four: Catching the flurries of wisdom 
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Matches of War 

 

Stoned and ground in matches of war 

Our men’s hearts are breaking in woe 

 

Deep voids in hearts, an absence of love 

 A gift that adorns women in a poetic grove 

 

Prancing their joy in feminine vulnerability 

That which men dare not reveal of their quality 
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Key To Wisdom 

 

Better to know that you don’t know 

For a knowing man knows 

Nothing about knowing 

That which is privy to the wise 
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Umbrella of Growth 

 

Under the umbrella of growth 

there is no shelter for those  

who have chosen a steeled path. 

For how can anyone grow 

without taking the unmanned  

Journey down the abyss of trust? 
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Nourishment in Mud! 

 

A lotus flower blossoms in mud, our nourishment in rice- muddy 
fields. 

Illusions overlapping our sense of clean and dirty rival sense 

All appearance can be unveiled by our willingness to observe the 
truth about nature for which we are a part. 
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Laughter, laughter, 

 

Laughter, laughter, my accompanying madness 

What a cosmic joke I am? 

A tiny speck with so much love 

Busting my body forth in a blissful dance 
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A Timid Man 

 

Has a belt for a rope, sliding down his parts embellished in woe 

He walks the streets with his head held high 

In hope of gullible flies’ recognition 

 

A stench of irresponsibility beguiles him 

In hours so dark he cries his shame to sleep 

 

He eats at aunty Marble’s house every other day, 

leaving his kids a trail of crumbs 
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A  Judge 

 

A judge judges not only himself but the law that grants  

an immortal the illusion of power to sentence fellow immortals. 

In this game of mirrors, the judge stands judged by those he 
passes judgment. 
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A Helping Hand  

 

A helping hand can create a stirred interference at the water’s 
edge. 

Like a child being dragged to church for their own good, 

a parent is well intended, but whose future can you prepare, 

when you yourself know nothing of the present? 
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What is a Journey without a Destination? 

 

A map guides the user to a destination, but is never the 
destination. 

In living our lives using intellect, the map has become the 
destination. 

After all, ‘The map isn’t the territory!’ 

In religion, politics, knowledge etc, we have been given the map. 

 It is up to us to find the territory! 
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Going with the Flow 

 

 Trying to plant a foot hold in fast moving water is futile 

Counter flow is anti-self 

 Water takes the least path of resistance 

Circulating always with existence 

 

Running against the flow of water 

Only works to the extent water allows you 

Resistance is an egotist prance 

Not of us but born and ingrained at the hand of conditioning 
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Candle at Sunset 

 

A candle lit at sunset wills the sun to stay alive with it 

Anticipating the moon’s shadow to hang over it 

In an attempt to sermon souls from prison’s cove 
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Pseudo Care 

 

Pseudo care parading as primary care 

As a limited self sits in prayer 

To break through the skeletal snare 

Weaved in five senses so clear 

 

Limited to the lie of perception  

Chained to the mercy of intellection 

Clang to the bars of deception 

Broken down to collective desperation 

 

 

  



70 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Part five: Contradictions are complementary 
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We Span our Wings 

 

We span our wings not so wide 

A glimpse ashore of all hope gone by 

We sat in silence to say a prayer 

In hours so dark our despair was heard 

We paid our dues to men not God 

We forgot our nature to men’s greed 

We took no notice of the beggar by the street 

For we were fed, whose concern was it? 

We taught our kids to ask for more 

In transient folly technology abided 

We kept so busy in matters mundane 

We forgot our souls at the seat of materialism 
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Catwalk  

 

Casting, a model on a cat walk 

Pouting a speechless talk 

 

Strutting herself in garments of foe 

Sewn by feeble folks full of woe 

 

Parading her bones with no manners 

Prying eyes for her runners 

 

A mass of followers to catch the season                                  

Looking `cool’, a transient reason 

 

When all said and done, cool is another face of slavery 

For a mass in deep slumber, possessing no bravery 

 

We don’t make decisions-to that end; no responsibility 

Government authorities, harvesting all ability 

 

A rude awakening in shreds of misery 

An inevitable mirror so customary 
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Did I assume I was done growing? 

 

Did I assume I was done growing? 

When my chest protruded forward? 

When a driving licence made me responsible not only for myself 
but others too? 

When my mum ceased to prompt my wakening hour? 

When kids graced my life? 

When a monthly pay check, nudged my ignorance to awaken? 

When red carpets, purple drapes and feeble men were at my 
beck and call? 

Did I assume growing is a fixed attainment? 

Did I assume I was done growing? 

What folly! All this is just a beginning!  

A tree has a different expression of growth throughout its life, 
what then makes us different? 
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A Devil’s Dance of Joy  

 

Life and death, an oscillation in the time stream, 

holding out for my customary scream. 

 

For the dead like to keep their stinking socks, 

in the unsuspecting draws of the living folks. 

 

As we wear them around in our emotions, 

grieving for what we dare not claim as our portions. 

 

In memories lumbered with debts of pain, 

accustomed to despair leaving marks so plain. 

 

Granting the devil the joy of a dance, 

in agony so great we pray for a trance. 

 

To a God so great to wipe the slate, 

giving us the power back on a plate. 
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Chariots of Heaven  

 

Holding on to my religion 

I take no comfort in rebellion 

 

In a poverty stricken chariot 

A painted road to Christ 

 

For blessed are the poor 

An entry to heaven’s door 

 

Where the rich are banned 

And the beggars adorned 
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Iron-hot press 

 

Iron-hot press 

Steam thy stress 

 Hemmed in stitches 

Printed in britches 
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I Tamed a River 

 

I tamed the river, I refused to flow 

I tamed the water, I caused a flaw 

 

The rive danced in rubbish and disease 

The river sat with nothing to ease 

 

I fished and drank but only for a time 

For the river moaned in stain and grime 

 

The winds raged, the ripples grew 

In vibrations low, despair blue 

 

Spread across, an air of death 

Flittering within a graveyard beneath 

 

As silence simmered a false sense of calm 

 river busting  the bank’s palm 

 

A torrent, a flood, a retch in longing 

Taming in vain to a river’s lodging 
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A rough hand of war 

 

A rough hand of war 

Indiscriminate in its woe 

 

Bends the barrel over 

To even a pure clover 

 

Machines of death in men 

Facilitators of sorrow in women 

 

A baby’s last plea to sanity 

Crying a breast to unity 

 

A clutch of vulnerability in horror 

As children hide in frightful terror 

 

A poignant note to humanity 

We are yet to experience spirituality 
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I am! 

 

I was scripted to lie 

Mapped to desolate places 

I needed to see the illusion! 

 

I was manufactured in an infinite mould  

Assembled in a multitude of lines 

I am limitless! 

 

Moment to moment I live my truth 

For yesterday is gone and tomorrow is yet to come 
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I am here! 

 

I was built to last 

Residing in multiple dimensions at once 

I am eternal! 

 

I am the floating feather in the wind 

The sweet in the cake and the war in man 
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I am everywhere! 

 

I am love in different colours 

Of an emotional body laughing and raging my veil off in 
mourning 

I am home! 
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I air my grievances 

 

I air my grievances 

To a self that hides in different faces 

Emotions are never ending races 

 

I tear down the walls 

That refuse to show 

The different cracks 

In a shaky foundation 

To the ego’s play 

 

I burn the uniform 

That I have worn all my life 

To keep the status quo 

To a self-detriment of pain 

No more march to a slave’s cove 
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I refuse the knowledge 

That has kept me thinking 

I know it all  

In degrees high to master 

In all aversions to wisdom 

 

I crash my identity 

To all bodily folly 

A self-made prison 

In skeletal bars for bondage 

Mocked by the endless rays of sun through its window 
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I Ask Only One Thing 

 

To be my mum and dad 

In arms so tender to render 

My growing frame 

 

I ask only one thing 

Love so unconditionally made 

In only needs felt so deep 

To keep me balanced 

 

I ask for one thing 

In honesty so abundant 

I can grow to all truths 

In wisdom ever lasting 

 

I ask for one thing 

To be yourselves at best 

To pave the path to my vision 

So I can be one with it all  
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To Laughter 

 

Laughter, laughter, joy of all emotions 

A belly cored in strong contractions 

Going against the flow of all conditions 

In uniting the differences in all nations 
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A Duo  

 

Curved in tenderness so rare 

To turn all vision out of the rear 

Neither to the front view there 

But set the play in momentary bliss of here 
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Maze of Self 

 

Astray in a self-made river thine 

Drudging, drudging to a distance benign 

 

Will I connect to thyself? 

Will I let thyself be? 

Will I let my attachment to the drama go? 

 

Impressions upon impressions I enslave thee 

In a dance full of folly there 

In knowledge, things yet to come here! 

Never really making it here 

 

Study upon study I have walked the halls of education 

Learning about everything else but self-meditation 

A painful experience as the future transitions 

 Reminds me that there is no place like home in motion 
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Step into the river 

 

Quench my thirst in boundless shiver 

Put the work in transition 

To grow a self commission 

From all the pain in remission 

In a death to union 

 

Where change is to die in tatters 

To all impressions of the mind plasters 

 Luring to all that is hidden in material clusters 

Where beggars parade themselves as masters 

 

Catching the sail of a feeble mast 

To form a new man in earnest 

 In halls of wisdom built in the past 

Nothing for the present heart’s crust 

 


