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Foreword by Stephen Hughes

From beginning to end, this collection of prose
conjures images, spiritual wanderings and the
journeying of an intelligent soul.

It explores the darkness of our human
condition, lost in our self aggrandizement,
with its vanity and failure with the ultimate
trail toward enlightenment and blessing.

I have been blessed in my own life to have the
author's friendship, council and many
discussions on the included topics.

It is with great pleasure that I offer this
foreword to Ryan Ranney's new book
PROPHETS.

~Stephen Hughes

Stephen Hughes, Friend, Mentor, Council and
Spiritual Brother to the author Ryan Ranney
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Measure 1

Origins



The Days of New Prophets

Prophets shall rise in humility.

He who shall walk the earth
proclaiming greatness of man
Over greatness of Law

Shall be a false prophet.

She who stands professing greatness of woman
Over greatness of Love
Shall be a false prophet.

They who use the words of love
to commission servitude to it
Are false prophets.

They who speak with generosity of love
to gather a multitude for self
Are false prophets.

He who bows to kindness over truth
and she who exacts her heart over truth
Are false prophets.

A True prophet is humbled by his commission
He seeks no reward

He seeks no glory

He seeks no need for fame or fortune.

A True prophet does the will of his Father

He carries the Message of his Father

He swallows his pride and walks for his Father
He speaks the Word of his Father.

A True prophet seeks no destruction of cities

or death of a Nation

or hatred or sorrows or shame

But may give warning to the coming of such things.
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The Days of New Prophets

A True prophet seeks not to humble another
seeks not to judge another himself

seeks not to formulate his own justice

But stands as Witness and Bard to a Greater Will

A True prophet seeks not for you to convert
to his ways.

A True Prophet carries a message of Another
for you to decide of your own ways.

As a Lamp before the Throne of Heaven
Gives light from the Almighty

So too is the Prophet on Earth

lighting darkness with Fire.

Slippery and smooth is the tongue

of the False Prophet.

Easy and emotional is the method

of the False Prophet.

Powerful and convincing is the prowess
of the False Prophet.

Honest and Bold are the words of a True Prophet.
He does not come to offer you slumber and rest
But to awaken you.

The days of New Prophets are at hand.

"And it shall come to pass in the last days, saith God, I
will pour out of my Spirit upon all flesh: and your sons
and your daughters shall prophesy, and your young
men shall see visions, and your old men shall dream
dreams”

Look now to the east & the west, the north & the south
See before you many who already speak and proclaim.
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The Days of New Prophets

As it is Love of God, and Love of neighbor
which is the Law and the Prophets.

I shall wait quietly for those who are True.

I shall give my ear to them who speak of my Father.
I shall listen for truth, and not for platitudes.

I shall listen for courage, and not for uniformity.

For my Father does not call to all that they speak
But to the Remnants of those who are of His Family.

Prophets shall rise in Humility.
My spirit longs for your Messages from Home.
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The Dream of Impossibility

I hear what is not said

am deaf to what is shared

I see what is not shown

and blind to what is before me

I say what is not heard

am heard by what I have not shared
I show what is not seen

and powerless to lead the blind

I know what is unknown

and know not what is common knowledge
I understand what is not real

and I am real when in a dream

I help when unaware

and harm when seeking to help

I share myself to add to life

and somehow minus life by doing so

I listen when no one is speaking

and misinterpret them when they are
I defend when no one is attacking
and attack when there is no war

To make offerings from a place I know
but being received in a place they know
my works are understood as their own
if they were to do such things

I am righteous in the work of my hand
yet vile to another because of such works
Another is just in the way they go

and undesirable is that path for me

There is a man who must partake
in the passions he holds
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The Dream of Impossibility

Yet those things would be death to my soul
As another could not manage my mind
I could not fathom the emptiness of theirs

Even unto God there is a way for one

and for another it is an abomination to God
As also for men

who make their gavel fall

And in their worlds are such riches and beauty
of which they cannot share in mine

as also of wealth and joy that I know

it is as obscurity to their foundations

Perspective upon perspective upon perspective
when why do I wish to progress?

For what does it matter to anyone at all

accept within me?

Truly Solomon was correct
when he said that all is vanity
and grasping at the wind

Truly the Christ was correct
when he said we must be
as little children

For indeed that which I know

is of no value to another truth

And that which is true EVEN to proof
is of nothing to one who breaths

by their faith

Who can know a truth

when it only applies to them?
Who can judge a dream
when it is not their own?
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The Dream of Impossibility

And what can I say even of truth
when I myself am aware
of the dream within my dream?

Yet even to me it is as insanity
because of what is within me
I have witnessed my own
false witness.

Surely there are no words to speak
from the unrealistic reality
of my reality

But it is mine

itis all T know

it is what has been given to me

it is what has been placed in my charge

I become nothing

unless I first become nothing
I discover nothing

unless I first discover nothing
I know nothing

unless I first know nothing

These are the parameters of my dream
with one great redeeming quality...

Ilove my dream

I love the people in my dream

I love the plants and the animals

and the humor and the music

and the passion and the intimate things
and the possibility and the potential
and the vastness of the unknown

I love the Family God has given to me
15



The Dream of Impossibility

and humble myself before them
I love the wife who stands beside me
I love to stand beside my wife

These are they who help me cross over
into another reality

Ilove them for this
Ilove their dream

Without Love
my life is a dream of Impossibility.
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Silence

Every writer must examine their work
It must be sought out

Reabsorbed

Considered

Evaluated

And judged

Not by the reader does this avail
Nor by the public is there made account

It is in the heart of the writer
Where truth must be examined
And weighed

So that there is justice to words
And rightness to ones soul

Silence of Words
is required

Silence of Thought
Opinion

Blabber

And testimony

I have taken the days and nights
To measure my words

Against the purity of my Heart
As is only just to do

And found Wanting

It can only be said

That many of my words and thoughts must be gifts
For indeed they are more Perfect than I

And I find them better than I

And with purity beyond me
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Silence

What does a man do

When his words are more just than he is?

When the grace of visions are beyond his personal
intelligence?

When the Message is not even known to him?
When the greatness discovered astonishes He who
wields the pen?

It strikes fear in the heart

To use our most powerful tool of words

When the tool itself molds itself

Into a tapestry beyond the artistry of he who weaved

I am a creature of flesh

Made of blood and bone

And found with cut and bruise and tainted Armor
Given to earthly desires

Hunted always by the hounds of Hell

Yet that which has shaped itself
From my own fingers into
Pattern and phrase

And thought and message

Is Clean and found of Purpose

Where I can find no eternal purpose to my life
I can find eternal reason in the light
Of words given to me

So in silence

From this moment until before

Have I sought humility

To know my place among the blessing
Set within The Spirit

That resides beyond my comprehension
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Silence

I write not to teach

But to learn

Because the lesson has been given to me

In order that I may be made more perfected
By that Light who has found favor to teach me

Indeed my words are foolishness

To mighty men

Most certainly to men of old

Yet I can find no more beautiful truth

Than what is given to me to reveal to myself

Let it not be said that there is found glory in me

For what artist can claim such a thing?

And what scribe can write such a law?

And who among us all can explain the nature of our
words?

When silence speak loudest of all.
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The Solitude of Man

If such a man be lost on earth,
and hawks his only reminder,
who then remembers the man?

If such a man be found on earth,
and himself his only reminder,
who then remembers the inquiry?

If such a man befriend another,
and another is given the want of the man,
who then remembers the blessing?

If such a man discover a joy,
and others covet that joy,
who then remembers the origin?

If such a man lives life in fantasy,
and another wishes to join him,
who then remembers reality?

If such a man does find life,
and another does claim it is death,
who then remembers the truth?

If such a man goes on a journey,
and himself he does find,
who then remembers where they came from?

I am such a man tasting the fruit of life.

I am such a man who has known its value.

I am such a man that unwittingly forgot.

I am such a man that discovered.

I am such a man that has held his desires.

I am such a man who's been asked for them.

I am such a man who was lost, and then found.

I am such a man traveling from fantasy to fantasy.
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The Solitude of Man

If reality is that I should suffer in vain,

and reality is that I shall prosper in vain,

and reality is that what is mine shall be taken,
and reality is what I give is undesired,

then reality for me shall be absurd and ridiculous.

Because....

I am such a man who knows truth in the dark,
and knows truth in the light,

and knows love during hate,

and love during love,

and peace during war,

and war during peace.

My choice, as a man, is to stand either way.
My choice is too remember.
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Before the Fall

Before when all I touched was gold
and many came to visit
and the earth I traveled at will.

I rose inside myself.

Before when I prayed to be humble
and begged to not be spoiled
and still profited always in everything I did.

I rose inside myself.

Before when I stood upon stages
and walked with the wealthy
and motivated the seekers.

I rose inside myself.

Every step was a gain
Every word was a law
Every move was followed by followers.

and I rose inside myself.

Before the fall I saw it all

and knew it was coming with vengeance.
Before the fall I felt it all

and knew it was burning my soul.

This world is full

of beautiful crafters and writers and thought-smiths
and philosophers

and Poets and dreamers and doers and givers.

They find no self praise in their hearts.

They find no self need in their hearts.

They find no self seeking in their hearts.
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Before the Fall

In my heart was found such things

and long ago I fell

down to the dirt, into the abyss, stripped of all
like sand between my fingers.

Until no stone was left to stand upon another
of my former life.

In my heart was Pride
and Prejudice

and Judgment

and self-righteousness.

Even now I can feel the place it seeks to grow.

And for every year of my prosperity in ALL things
so too have there been ever year of my loss in all
things

Save One gift of marriage to keep a light alive in me.

And the more I read and learn and discover
the more in awe I am at the wisdom of others
the grace of others

the humility of others

and the true purpose of others in their craft.

My Wife is among them

genuine words

respectful craft

humble experience

and motivated by love.

Indeed she is the greatest gift of my life.

But a fellow like me is deep in the mud
before i know its depth

and high in the clouds

before I know its limit

23



Before the Fall

and mighty to myself
before I fall
of mighty Pride.

I miss my hopeful speech
and my constant smile

and my soft heart

and my open doors

and my gentle arms

and my fearless heart

and my powerful resources
and my influential friends
and my gladness in everything
and my non-existent fear
from before my fall.

And though these blessings are truly a wonderful grace
they are

to one of Pride

a potential doorway to hell.

This time if there be anything to lift me up
it will not be me

nor will it ever be spoken of me

but of they who did Lift

and offer

and give.

Because the works of my hands are dust

and the words of my mouth disperse in the wind
and the strength in my arms does fail

and the will of my heart does commit harm

and the flesh of my body grows old

and the Prowess of my Enemy does howl

since the beginning of man.

This time may I be filled
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Before the Fall

with your hopeful speech

and your constant smile

and your soft heart

and your open doors

and your gentle arms

and your fearless heart

and your powerful resources
and your influential friends

and your gladness in everything
and your non-existent fear.

And may the beautiful grace of love

known throughout the universe as Eternal Life
Continue to bless the Humble souls of our History.
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The Mystery Serves Confusion

The Mystery serves confusion

the education serves repression

the knowledge serves imprisonment
the experience serves isolation.

What way of life do I choose
among the choices provided to me?

How does one test their own heart
within the test preordained?

What animal kills its own kind?

What beast causes its own extinction?

Name one creature who says "I am not this creature.”
Is there a Dog who envies another?

Perhaps a cat who has yet to find himself?

We create order
to prevent chaos
to preserve our race
to insure our future.

We live by principle

and law

and regulation

and morality

and ethic

in order to secure our future.

Yet the principle of Beast
has done less harm to beast
than the principle of man
has done to man.

The law of the wild
has done less damage to the wild
than the law of man.
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The Mystery Serves Confusion

The regulation of earths provisions
has done less to cause effort in animals
than the regulation of man

has done to fellow man and the earth.

The morality of the forest, desert and creeping thing
has done more to insure LIFE continues

than the morality of man imposed upon

all life on earth.

The ethics of the untamed world
offer greater respect and security
to all the untamed world

than ALL the ethics of man

has done.

The principle of the unthinking

the law of the lawless

the WAY of life of the truly free beast
is free to be

A dog

A cat

A Wolf

A sheep.

And better are they at it than are we at ourselves.

It is time and tide and earth and wind
that ends a species inevitable.

It is man and will and order and desire
that also ends a race.

We too are not above the rule of the earth.

We too still are bound by survival of the fittest.
We too are frail and unaware of what the universe
and nature has in store.
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The Mystery Serves Confusion

I find no orangutan who tells another orangutan
that they are not a proper orangutan.

I find no Lion who tells another Lion
that they are not allowed to be a Lion.

I find no Elephant who tells another Elephant
that they should be ashamed of themselves
because of their nakedness.

And for ALL the ruthless crazy wild untamed chaotic
life they live
some of them are far older than us!

Does a Lama try to be anything but a Lama?
And who may cause them to try and be another thing
but man?

Name one Tiger with a slaughter house?

So what have we gained
with everything Humane?

When the earth shakes

and the skies rain and fall

and the mountains roar

we too are just as insecure as they.

And as we seek more ways to die
and to kill

and the slaughter

and to rule and control...

The rest of life seeks more ways to LIVE.

This they do without loosing ONE freedom
to be who and what they are.
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The Mystery Serves Confusion

Of all the beast of the world

there must be one who is actually murderous?

and killing and hunting above all?

Truly there is; the common house cat, whom we love
and coddle.

How do we become MAN
in a world of man that failed life?

How do we know ourselves
without the freedom to know ourselves?

How do we feel life
without the authority to discover our life
as Man?

It was a man before me

who taught me to be the man he was taught to be
by another man

and it was he who lived under the

RULE of another man

asdo I

All in the name of securing a better life
of dwindling liberation in life.

Yet the ancient wise beast

will give up nothing of himself.
And he too still lives

until we kill him off for good

or the earth no longer needs him.

The real difference we have made

in all we have created
I am not so proud of.
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Awareness

I used to be a soul of deep thought.
This was not because of actual depth of character
It was due to depth of false information.

Hours upon hours of my life I sat
sometimes in a rocking chair
sorting through all I knew

all I was taught

all I believed

all I was meant to be in the eyes
of those who knew me.

Sometimes others would come and sit with me
and wonder and ponder and seek.

We would walk the universe of possibility.

We would talk the talk of madmen.

I knew what I wanted to say... but could I?
I knew what I wanted to do... but should I?
I knew what I wanted.

How could I fit myself into the world of "reality"?
How could I fit myself into the world of "sanity"?
How could I fit myself into the world of

"perceived responsibility"?

How could I be the truth of me without being a rebel?
How could I find the courage to shed everything?
Everything?

There is no way to be what we are
without hurting others.

There is no way to express what we are
without confusing others.

There is no way to accept who we are
without scaring ourselves and others.
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Awareness

There is no way to walk in the world of man
without losing what we are.

We must walk in the world to live as flesh.
We must exit the world to live in spirit.
We must balance the two to be true to our hearts.

What a conundrum of perception's perception.
What a moral dilemma or morality's morals.
The only courage I found

was in the distance stare of the elderly.

I could see the awful truth in their eyes.

And then there was the greatest of things in me
Never would I know the bliss of tender unity.

I had to climb the ladder of my own making.
I had to step off everything else

that everything else showed me.

The discoveries of other men

were the discoveries of OTHER men.

Equal in all things so yea also was that of reason.
The dreams of mankind

the dreams of a people

the dreams of a family

the dreams of a couple... ALL had to be smashed.

It seemed to fit every part of every day of my life!
Did not I intuitively seek unique and beautiful things
in everything?

Was I not given a unique and beautiful life

of my own?

Did I not know my own pain and my own joy?

What is folly to the uneducated fool?

What is greatness to the uninitiated genius?
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Awareness

In truth I find perfection

in perfect chaos and perfect order.

I find perfection in the order of chaos
and the chaos of order.

There are sheep among the lowly
and sheep among the mighty.

I find a greater man in he

who is given the love of a woman

in worship of his soul.

And a lowly man in he

who is given flesh in worship of his power
money or prestige.

And WHO can take what a man is from him
when removed is the idea of worldly stature?

There are Kings hidden throughout the earth
and our world spins on the jester's toy.

And as for God I had to know His love
and I HAD to know also His heart no longer loved me.

What do I know of a God's love

without knowing not of it?

How could I ever know not of it

or know it AT ALL

if I believed anything that anyone said of God?

I would accept nothing that anyone told me

of my earthly Father

to be more true then my OWN relationship to him.
None could tell me of the mother I had

with more authority than I.

Of priests and spiritual folk

I find a great reminder to remember
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Awareness

my Father and Mother
but it is I who must remember my life
as they must remember their own.

Now I walk my ladder.

in the center is my heart
on the bottom is my beast
on the top is my soul.

The simplicity of my truth was hard to admit
more difficult to grasp
almost impossible to endure the transition.

Yet I do not die by revealing myself to myself.

I only die by denying myself to myself
in order to reveal what you want to see to you.
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Fallen Man

“When shall we see it?”
When the two comets cross the sky
“What shall we know then?”

You shall know that hope has been abandoned
Grace has been denied

Peace has been forgotten

Love has been overlooked

Strength has been diminished

Courage has been squandered

Blessings have been turned to curses

and Faith has been given to evil

Many shall walk the earth

betrayed by those commanded to preserve them
deceived by those instructed to teach them
disavowed by they whom they serve

and fallen to treachery by those who freely gave
themselves

to them

Insomuch that even upon looking back
will there be no promise kept
all the days of their life by anyone

Woe to they who stand with eyes to see
the fall of man

For is it not known even in Heaven
that man cannot stand alone?

Yet it will in the last days

words of praise will be used

in order to make their brother stumble
and words of cursing will be used
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Fallen Man

in order to raise up another

and none shall know of what they can believe
confused by every word called truth
believing every word spoken in falsehood
running to and fro seeking every mystery
finding none of worth

in a world full of lies and hatred

disguised as love

Then they who have been abandoned by all
whom they have loved
will curse their own life below the dust of the ground

For has not all placed blame upon them?
Has not all turned away because of self-righteousness?
Has not all found favor with themselves above truth?

And who shall be left to know love?
This is the end
It has been heard

It has been recorded
It has been witnessed
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Measure 2

The Calling
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Innocence

The voice of the innocent is not lost.

The dreams of a child are not forgotten.
The path of their life may unfold,

But the journey only hides the righteous.

Look into the angry man,
Look into the bitter woman,
Look into the weakened soul,
There you will find them.

Touch the heart of the miserable,
Touch the mind of the seeker,
Touch the pain of the sufferer,
There you will find them.

Give ear to the hidden words,

Give desire to the outstretched hand,
Give hope to the hopeless,

There you will find them.

For the anger is not the man,

and the bitter is not the woman,
and the lost is not the one you see,
Below that you will find them.

There is a wave crashing against the beach.
But the washout is hidden.

There is a mirror staring into the eyes of the deceived,
to deceive again.

Look not to what you see,
Reach not for what you know,
trust not those things you think,
And then you will find them.
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Innocence

Our innocence is waiting for us.

Our youth has not grown up in us.

Our little selves witness the movie of our life.
Our real soul...

Our REAL soul...

YOU... are still there.
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World of the Setting Sun

If the sun did not set, it would also not rise.

If the song bird did not sing,

would we know it's lovely voice?

If the bear did not stand,

would we know to be cautious?

If the heat did not burn our skin,

would we know the comfort of warmth?
If the cold did not freeze us,

would we know the refreshment of cool?

What would be our fate
If we knew not the difference?

What would we know?
What would we experience?
What would we embrace,
and what would we refuse?

If we put food into our mouths
and we taste nothing,
then what would we desire of Food?

If we put a roof over our heads
and we feel no security
then what would we need of shelter?

And if a Man walks upon the earth,
and does not act according to love,
then does he know what love is?

Because that man may put love into his mouth
and yet taste nothing
so he desires nothing of love.

And that man puts love into his efforts
and builds a home
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World of the Setting Sun

yet he is not satisfied
so he gains no security from it.

That man knows the bird he sees with his eyes
yet he does not hear it sing.

That man sees the bear walk upon the earth
but he has never seen it rise to defend.

That man knows the burn that comes

from fear of love,

and he knows the cold that comes

from those who lie of love,

but he does not know the warmth and the coolness
of real love.

For nothing of LOVE is from fear or from lies.

That man lives in a world of the setting sun,
and he has not known the sun to rise.

It is in his actions and his life,

that we see what a man knows.

For if a man does not walk in love,

does he know what love is at all?

Has he tasted the greatest gift and knowledge and
wisdom of God; Love?

Who lessor then a King
would walk among men
to share the wisdom of Love?

Who lessor then a righteous soul
would lay down his life
so that you would know love?

Who lessor then a brother and friend to all
would give this to us
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World of the Setting Sun

so that we too would speak?

We live in a world that has forgotten love.

We live in a time that despises it.

We live in an era that mocks love.

We live in a society that trades love for products.

If we truly knew love
we would not run to the malls
to satisfy our desire.

If we truly knew love
we would not run to our work
to accomplish our self worth!

If we truly knew love

we would not speak to another

as though they must obey our message!
(ironic isn't it)

If we truly knew love

we would not seek to be accepted

or desire to be special

or need to be better then another

or crave to be successful in money

or want to be popular

or wish to be famous

or threaten anyone who is not like us.

In love we are secure

and whole, and welcome, and perfect
and LIBERATED from all that there is
of the world which asks for your desire.

In love, it is YOU who desires to give to the world.

Each man may look to his own life, and feel his own
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World of the Setting Sun

lack regardless of what another may tell him. He does
not need to hear that he should have a new car, or he
must pay his taxes, or that he isn't a man unless he is
better then another man. ALL of these are lies, and
ALL of these are not meant to better US; they are
meant to better another.

It is love that Desires to offer help and support and
strength to its community.

It is fear and control which takes these things from
you.

He who demands your service
your sweat and your work
does not know love at all.

If such a man knew love, he would offer his service.

In the end, your own life is your measuring rod.

If you lost a brother, you know his value.

If you lost a sister, you know her weight in your heart.
If you lost a Father,

then you know the feeling of aloneness,

and if you lost a Mother,

you know the loss of your innocence.

What we have IS of value

before they are gone

before we cannot tell them.

Who would NOT say to their family that they Love
them as life itself...

Unless that man did not know Love now?

Who would put work and possessions
and money and self seeking respect
ahead of the brotherhood of man...
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World of the Setting Sun

Unless he did not remember love?

But how does a man know he is without love
if he has never heard the songbird sing?

I can say only this:

I did not know love at all.
I am beginning to feel it.

Though I searched and searched

I had no idea how foreign "Love" was to my bones.
My own pride and self interests

were derived from my lack.

What of he who thinks love is a stupid notion?
What of he who uses the words of love

to gain attention instead of to give?

What of he who believes he will never find love?
What of he who does not care?

I tell you all,
that you would care truly and most powerfully
if you knew what love was as God knows what love is.

In each breath we take, which is a gift from a Spirit
that breathes for us, we are given a hope that we will
reclaim our inheritance. Everything which lies to us, is
made to keep us from our inheritance.

Yet though we know that love is joy
and love is laughter

and love is bliss

and love is kind

and love is giving

and love is miraculous

and love is perfect
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World of the Setting Sun

and love is generous
and love is forgiving... and that GOD is love...

It was for me as though I had not tasted it at all.

Though I lived with these ideas in my life

it was as though I had no concept of love

of any kind.

What I had, was a pattern of fear reduction.

Truly the Kingdom of Heaven IS love

and IF a man knew love

he would sell ALL that he had

and turn away from ALL that he thinks

and refuse ALL that lies to him about his lack
and he would buy every stock of love he could.

Even more truly so, is that Love is Free.

May we all regain what is rightfully ours.
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Ask Yourself Why

Ask yourself why?
What purpose there is to know a lie?

I will say what I know

War has been staged - FOR US
Complete with weapons of
Envy

Hate

Fear

Jealousy

Racism

Sexism

Ask yourself again!

Who is it that supports your battle
but steals your victory?

Gain a foothold
Loose a loved one.

Gain an advantage
Suffer subversion.

Gain a Hope
Watch your resources fade.

Run and Hide... right into the enemies camp!

Stand and Fight... As your army flees behind you.
Leaving you alone to face your enemy.

Do you see this in your life?

Do you hear this in your prayers?

as you ask why!

Do you know this in your experience?
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Ask Yourself Why

Wish to defend your rights
and see how you lose them.

Wish to defend your Family
and see how they love your enemy.

Wish to seek justice
and see how it awakens a new war!

Is there no end to the intelligence
of the one who supports our Battle
Yet STEALS our Victory?

See? Even we heal from our wounds
To Fight again!

When we also know by truth

that our aggressors are no match for us,
how is it they prosper at our expense

as we prosper at theirs?

If truly our human foes

were the puppet-masters of our demise

Then why are we all given the same weapons?
Wouldn't they keep the weapons all to themselves?

Yet a human who hates is hated by the hated

and the human who hits is hit by the one who's struck
and the human who yells receives strong words also
and the one who steals has nothing of their own

and the one who rapes has no love of their own

and the one who conquers has no one who has given
themselves to them.

All this that we would fight forever
NEVER finding eternal victory.
Even the ones we kill have sons who avenge.
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Who is it that supports your battle
but steals your victory?

What god knows how to command your every step
and stage your war all the days of your life?

That you should know strife always

and never find serene rest?

Will you fight to support this god who toys with you?

One Must Not Fight
Not Ever
Not Anything

Because every weapon placed in your hand
is done so by the enemy spirit itself.

How great a defeat we have

that the bomb of envy blows up on our soil

and the dagger of anger cuts our own hearts
and the strategy of prejudice

separates us from our brothers

and the army of fear attacks our own fortresses.

It is by design that you should fight

and fight also with the weapons

your enemy crafted for you!

So that it shall never be HE who is fought
but that we fight ourselves

with our own weapons we weld.

One Must Not Fight
Not Ever
Not Anything

There once was a story of the God of gods
and the King of kings
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Ask Yourself Why

Who Commanded that we have no other gods before
Him.

And He came to us

in this place of perpetual war and hell

and said...

"Do Not Fight, and you shall Win the War"

"Lay down your life, and you shall have eternal Life"
"Love your neighbor as yourself"

"Give freely and with a glad heart"

"In service we find brothers, and with brothers we can
recover from anything"

And he gave to us not weapons, but tools
of Love

of Generosity

of Freedom from judgment

of Truth

of Peace

of Laughter

of Miracles.

All around we see the beauty of Eden in all that the
Greatest God Made

and all around we see the plight of man suffering in
Eden at the hands of a lessor god.

For me to fight is to worship a lessor god.
and he only promises war and destitution.

For me to embrace the beauty of Life
is to follow the God of gods.
and He Promises me Eternal Life in Peace.

I love that story, because it makes sense of all I have
seen and know.
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Ask Yourself Why

One Must Not Fight

Not ever

Not Anything.

Only a Fool Fights in a Burning House

I, like my Father before me, desire instead to Create
with these New Tools of Love.
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Oh, the Irony of it All

Those who taught me religion,

taught me to worship the devil.

Those who taught me lust and filth,

taught me to Follow God.

Those who taught me to conform,

taught me to rebel against their idiocy.
Those who taught me to rebel,

taught me to conform in the opposite direction!
Those who taught me to learn,

slowed down my learning process to a crawl.
Those who taught me to avoid sorrow,
increased my sorrows ten fold.

Those who taught me to avoid pleasure,
increased my curiosity for it.

Those who taught me that men are evil,
are the evil men.

Those who taught me that women are evil,
are the evil women.

Those who taught me fairness in business,
taught me how they steal constantly.
Those who taught me to hate,

taught me to hate them alone.

Those who taught me love,

knew nothing of love at all.

I will give no credence to the system of the world,
I will not rebel,

I will not conform,

I will not even say you have merit at all.

The smiler smiles with their polite manner of death,
and the killer kills with their murderous manner of
death.

The do-gooder does good in the eyes of the themselves,
and the evil doer does good in the eyes of themselves.
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Oh, the Irony of it All

The openly vile are weak and uneducated at villainy,
while the righteous are masters of deception.

Those we worship cannot look themselves in the
mirror,
and those we despise sleep well in the night.

What is popular is detestable,
and what is ugly is beautiful.

The masses are nothing more then cows,
where the farmer kills the one who breaks the fence.

For the businessmen all wear suits of their conformity,
with nooses around their neck each day,

and the rebels all wear patches of rebellion,

and still live by rules imposed by their authority.

There is no escape in the system at all,
for Hell has every door covered.

Save one.

So I will speak to my Brothers of Self Righteousness,
and say unto you:

Your fear of the darkness

has given you greater darkness then you know.
Your judgment of man

has been returned upon your head.

You fight against the rebellion of your own creation,
and claim victory over those you yourself

have made to stumble.

And to you who are wise and all knowing
thinking greatness in your hearts,
who use large words, and giant concepts
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Oh, the Irony of it All

to hide your ignorance,

and claim Oneness

while separating yourself from everyone!!!
Do you not see your own demise

standing before you in your own ideas?

Is it hidden from you that you also claim
your own understanding over others,

Just as your oppressors have done to you?

So I will speak to my Brothers of Rebellion,
and say unto you:

Your fight against the machine

has turned you into a machine.

Your rage against man has turned against you.

For you also impose rules and regulations

about conduct,

just as your so called oppressors have done.

You fight against the power

you yourself have acknowledged as powerful,

and claim victory over your enemy who created you.

And to those who believe

they know justice in this system,

who use principles, and morals

to account for their actions,

and also claim Oneness in your gangs and your clans!
Do you not see your own demise

standing before your very eyes?

Is it hidden from you that without your enemy

you would not exist?

And so you are bound to them eternally?

So I will speak to ALL
and say unto ALL!

That our Brother Solomon knew what is known...
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Oh, the Irony of it All

ALL is vanity and grasping at straws under the sun.

The path to liberation comes only from
removing yourself from the system all together.
To set aside, right and wrong,

good and bad,

punishment and reward,

Self righteousness, and self rebellion,

War and Peace!

I speak only to those of the broken heart,
to those of the broken spirit,
and those of the broken body.

There is no point in cheering on those
who insist on running a circular race,
and who willingly choose not to win.

For unto them who still love their life,
and feel a fight within them still,
there is deafness to the words.

Unto them who desire Light Over Dark,
there is Blindness.

Unto them who desire Dark over Light,
there is Blindness.

Unto them who wish to do the will of God,

there shall be understanding of it all,

escape from every prison,

freedom from every form of bondage,

and power to overcome man's system of Good and Evil.

For God is above it ALL,
and does not fear anything at all,
and does not care about what evil thinks it can do,
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Oh, the Irony of it All

nor worries over what may come.

For God has already Won the Race,

and Stands at the finish line calling in the Racers,
and Even giving the MAP to the course,

so that one may escape their conundrum.

Oh that my brothers would wish to be MEN,
and stop walking in circles as the prisoners of Turkey.

Oh that they would look and see their FEET,
and know they are Holy and FREE.

So it is that I speak only to the Dead,
for it is the Dead who rise from Death,
and the Living who still desire Death.

Be not afraid that you shall be left out.
That which you seek you will find.

There is Heaven on Earth, which IS the true earth.
The Hell which is here is Man Made.

What God made is Beautiful and Perfect and
Wonderful.
That which is not... is not of God.

They will hate you for your freedom,

and mock you for your liberation,

and cast spells and curses at you for your Love,

and gossip of your childishness, and lack of intellect.

But they stand in Hell,

and they feel Hell in their bones.
And they do not know you stand in Heaven.
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Oh, the Irony of it All

Therefore Give freely of what you find,
Love those who hate you,

Offer Justice to the unjust,

and be fearless as God is Fearless.
There is no merit to a life of Hell.

In the Will of God,
Is the only release from the Irony of Man.
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Emotional Torment

Dedicated to the Silent

Throw your lash

Upon my back

Into my bones

Dividing skin from skin

What is it you would have me say?
Am I to speak in the voice of the heart
Or keep silence forever at thy will?

Shall I take the cards

And set them down

And surrender unto the wind

Till flesh and blood be taken back
Into the sacred ground?

Was there not ONE day in this life

That reached to the very heavens themselves

Seeking a home

Seeking a place of rest

Seeking a portion once promised

Seeking a mercy for the vacuum in my heart?

Indeed it has been in every day I have cried unto thee!

For the path of the warrior leads to ruin
Even upon the self

And the path of the prophet leads to ruin
Even upon the self

And the path of the peacemaker leads to ruin
Even upon the self

And the path of the lawgiver leads to ruin
Even upon the self

And the path of the artist leads to ruin
Even upon the self

And the path of the progenitor leads to ruin
Even upon the self
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Emotional Torment

And the path of the voice, the reporter, the council, the help
leads to ruin

Even upon the self

And the path of the community spirit leads to ruin

Even upon the self

And the path of the rebel spirit leads to ruin

Even upon the self

And the path of the giver leads to ruin

Even upon the self

And the path of the taker leads to ruin

Even upon the self

And the path of the virgin flesh leads to isolation and ruin
Even unto the self

And the path of the romantic body leads to isolation and
ruin

Even unto the self

And the path of the living leads to ruin
Most assuredly upon the self
And the path of the dead is done

How does one be tested

Who stands over and over

After the next beating

All the while knowing

That the game cannot be won at all?

Oh and that this Love and Light
Baring no depth or validity or experiential concrete
Does bring about such great ruin

And that this Solidarity and Darkness
Baring no responsibility or respect or equality
Does bring about such great ruin

And how then is it that to whatever I assure my hand
in commitment
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Emotional Torment

Does then itself unwind from us all?
Whereas if instead folly be my road
It also does unwind?

When ALL that does bring comfort

in such tormenting times

Slowly dwindles into nothingness

Knowing not even the warmth

Leaving the remnants of song and food and drink
Without meaning anymore

Leaving the bones aching

The heart at great peril in uncharted darkness
And the spirit without direction

And to a great horror
as to witness the further torment of others
Because of such a thing as my own LIFE!!!

Better for me to be a dullard
And ignorant and stupid and without
Wandering in my own selfish idiocracy!

For there is no purpose to talent without tools

And no purpose to life without opportunity

And no purpose to effort without result

And no purpose to love without the receiving of love
Or the giving of it

When I stand upon an earth

Declaring with stunning exactitude

My intentions for harmonious worship

Of all that is good

And yet all that is HEARD

Is indeed the direct opposite

To which then I carry the forthcoming accusations

What then is there left to do?
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Emotional Torment

Fire has burned my sky

Yet I still breath the hot air
Storms have buried those I love
Even while they still live

Yet still do I stare into the vast nothingness
Hoping and praying there is One who lives forever
In joy

My sorrow is beyond me

Lingering with me all the days of my life
Between Infinite and Divine
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Power to the Powerless

(Taken from the radiance of the Flower of Life)

Even the Messengers of life — need life

Even the formless powers of Angels — need life
Even the Flame is from another Flame

Even the darkness fuels the flame

As one star holds the ingredients of another star

So does every flame also come from the Master of
Goodness

We may see with our eyes how they are separate

Yet in our minds we can know they are from the same

As a messenger cannot speak
Without a message given

And an Angel cannot transform
Without a command given

So too do we not live and breathe
Without the proof of Fire within us

As one planet holds the force of its Body

So too does every Planet hold the force of its body
Bringing all that passes by them into their weight
We may see their different bodies

But our mind understands that they are of the same
law

So too are we of the life inside us

To all the life in others

And when we see one who is powerless

We see one who has been lied to about their life
Taken hold of them so that another life of darkness
Is within them

When we see a brother lie, steal, cheat, harm,
Or murder another
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Power to the Powerless

We see not the Life of they who were formed
To dwell within

We see instead the powers of darkness

That has taken over them

And lied to them

So that their flame is shrouded by the darkness

It is as if a cloud of darkness covered the sun
Yet the sun is still there within

And it is as if a stone of lifelessness
Encompassed the earth

Yet the life on the earth is still there

So too is the life of our Brother

Inside the life of their body

No human is formed from darkness,

But formed rather from love

And it has been taught to them

That they should fear and harm

So that they would appear powerless

Even unto themselves.

So that another spirit would dwell within them

Yet no human is powerless
No human is without flame
For none can be born without it

Does anyone stand before a flame

Without feeling the heat?

Or does another stand in the snow

Without feeling the cold?

Can yet another go without food

Without feeling their hunger?

Or even another resist all water without feeling thirst?

And the lesson of the flame is as every flame
Growing ever greater, higher and brighter
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Power to the Powerless

When encountering another flame

This too is of the life in us

That when we approach life, we gain life

Rising ever higher into the radiance

And when we approach darkness

We gain darkness

Dropping ever lower into the lies of powerlessness

Yet within is the truth of our Flame
No matter what we believe - it is only of an experience

And as no darkness can resist light forever
Neither can powerlessness overcome power
When they who desire love,

Again know of their origins.
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Overture of Humanity

It does not matter

How far down into the depths
We may travel

There is still another
Covetous of our life

It does not matter

How far into poverty
We do fall

There is still another
Desiring our possessions

It does not matter
How little time

We may have

There is still another
Asking more of it

It does not matter

If we are without food or clothing or shelter
Even for our selves

There is still another

Believing we are better off

It does not matter

How clueless

We may be

There is still another
Demanding answers of us

It does not matter
How much

We do

There is still another
Wanting more

Truly I have seen very few who live without envy
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Overture of Humanity

Though I have nothing to be envied
And I have seen very few who live without ignorance
Though somehow I am to answer for theirs

See a man who seeks power

And you will see extreme unbridled envy
For he will even envy those of little power
Exerting his own rule over them

So that they are destitute by his hands

To that end do we see how they who have power
Actually have none
Because they want even yours

Witness how that man of power

Will anger if not given his demand of your life
Cursing his own blessings

Adding impurity to his own foundation

That a lesser man should pay

Oh that men have forgotten

That they did not craft the blessing of their life
And the purpose of their blessings

Are that they should be tested

As to the nature of their will

How many woes will a man purchase
For the greed of his own possessions?
How many woes will a man embrace
For the judgment of his worth over another?

It is not the poor who are put to the test
But the wealth around them are questioned

It is not the weak who are put to the test
But the brutality of they around them is witnessed
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Overture of Humanity

It is not the suffering who are put to the test
But the comfortable who mock are accounted for

The meek inherit the earth
Where the Throne of Life will Reign

The gentle soul, the easily imposed upon,
The submissive soul

They have already won

For they already did their part and portion

It is the response of men
In the face of the oppressed
Being written still

How many woes befall the

Pride of men in cup of their own self-evaluation?
How many woes befall the

Greed of men in the desire of their own eyes?
How many woes befall the

Sloth of men in the commanding of others?

How many woes befall the

Gluttony of men in the consuming of others feast?
How many woes befall the

Lust of men in the bed of their own folly?

How many woes befall the

Wrath of men in the punishment of their judgment?
How many woes befall the

Envy of men in the desire for your life?

Because it is not by the loss of all earthly things
That we evaluate our failure

Indeed many are without who are wealthy in Spirit
And without the judgment of God.

How then do we believe our understanding of a woe
before it arrives?
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Overture of Humanity

Our ignorance is astounding.

I am brought to joyful tears
When I see the poor give

And when the wealthy do also
Even unto their enemies

I am brought to joyful tears

When I see the humble make offering
And when also the mighty make offering
Even unto their enemies

For they are already living in the grace of God

All are men and women under the sun
All are born knowing nothing
All have died as they before them

And ALL are given to
By the very same Source

And of they who lay in the bed of the deadly sins
Drink what you hold in your cup quickly

Eat what you have on your plate quickly

Think highly of yourself as long as you can

You have your reward

And of they who lay in the bed of Humility
Even a person as blind as myself

Has seen the wealth of eternal love in your eyes
Has witnessed the work of your spiritual hands
And has heard your words of actual justice
Even as you seek no credit!

To me, you have the Wealth of God
It is a blessing just to be near you.
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Prayer of the Warrior

How much I miss the Father of my Fathers.
How far I go to find His rest.

How deep in debt is my heart.

How my comfort displeases flesh.

To north, south, east and west

and the underside of my skin

falls by drip and drop into the well
this weary travelers eyes are dim.

Forget me not is on the wind
yet searching follows ages pass
unto my birth and dying breath
it's all I know until the last.

Of words I'm sickened underneath
and actions lost to time

and peoples temple they forgot
and chipped away at mine.

Of rage I have hindered not

and angry brows they stay

WHO HATH DEMANDED MY OWN SOUL
AND CURSED IT ALL THIS DAY?

How much I miss my Father's house
How far away it is with blame

How cursed it has been taught to us
How Naked we do shame.

Of this account I hold to thee

where children are bought and sold

the mothers prepare the young for death
the fathers rob their life untold.

All for the reason of their desire
to twist and destroy our greatest gift
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Prayer of the Warrior

that man may never know his love
his birthright heavens only lift!

This wretched time of thoughtlessness
victims villains cruel delight

I'll never bow you sickened pig

my soul lives long after the night.

And where I stand alone on earth
without my Father's name

is of no eternal consequence

I love Him always just the same.

Because there I do remember all
though none recall the story
It is my right to know myself
and praise God for all His Glory.

For He made man to know good works
and feel passion burning bright

in bliss and joy and harmony

this candle still gives light.

That they who cry in sorrows arms
will one day rise to glow

on this earth maybe never still

in after stories sure to know.

Until then mortal Enemy

my bones and spirit slip away

though to the last I have not forgotten
from Genesis until this day.

I claim what's mine forever more
not due to my own worth
because my Father had chosen so
to share of His own works.
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Prayer of the Warrior

I claim the love inside of me

if ever it be known

let dragons fall away in fear

and shadows no more to be shown.

I claim my wants and desire too
God given ALL are they

In righteousness this rod of iron
reminds me of the better way.

How much I miss my Father's House
Where beautiful comes to play

and reaching out with hands of Joy
We share as one in every day.
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Repentance
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Missing My Father

Restore the heart of my youth
Return the unknowing mind
Repair the withered flesh

Flourish in that spirit then

Young, unimportant, without need.

Blind these eyes to these worlds

Deafen these ears to the screams

Erase the memories of the sorrows of man
Nurture back the child to life

Forgotten, alone and at peace with a dog.

How much greater a dreamer was I
Then the master I became?

How much more in love with life then
Than the life I did not create since?

Within my soul there the air sucks in always
Pulling every manner of emptiness
Into the bottomless pit.

Such a pit carved out by the stone which
Fell from Heaven and passed through.

The pains of the flesh are sharp and cutting

The pains of the heart

are as decay and grasping for life

The pains of the mind are the righteous whispers
Spoken by the ever shipwrecked ghosts of hell.

But the pains of the soul are as blunt as the rock
Tearing and removing everything in its path.

See the boy in the garden working beside his Father
See him in the kitchen laughing
and helping his mother

72



Missing My Father

See that perfection in that perfect knowledge
of goodness!

And what is a man without this boy inside him?
Who can be a father or husband

Without purity and innocence?

Who can lead an innocent child and be himself
without?

Who can love a playful woman and be himself
without?

Better I think to be forgotten

and to forget all the futility

The world has bred into man.

Better to be stupid, blind, deaf and ignorant.
Better to be foolish to all who pass by.
Better to be inept, confused, lost and poor.

Better to be seen by man as a child

Seen as a wanderer and alien

Seen as a vagrant and homeless

Seen as a servant of exacting worthlessness
Then to endure the world.

I would trade every shiny thing
And let go of the will of my mind
Too see the one in me who was beautiful.

I would run and laugh in the fields

with my sons and daughters

As one of them.

I would talk about dreams and build sandcastles
in the Sandbox with my wife

as children do.

There is nothing more I wish to know
Nothing more I wish to learn
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Nothing more I wish to see or hear
Of this world.

There is no more price I wish to pay

Or tax I wish to obey

Or slavery I wish to be commanded by

I want no piece of paper that states my worth

Or touts my accomplishments

Or rank and privilege given to me by another man.
I desire no praises

I need not be accepted

I seek no approval from man.

I wish only to walk again
Beside my Creator

And play in His land

I once knew as a boy.

I would run and laugh in the fields

with my sons and daughters

As one of them.

I would talk about dreams and build sandcastles
in the Sandbox with my wife

as beautiful children do.
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After the Choice

I have fled temptation
All the days of my life

Before the black pit of rage
Have I found myself
While surrounded by the vile of the earth

Would that it be this heart tested?
Is that it is the killer in me obeyed my stay?

Before the unquenchable drunkenness
Have I found myself
While surrounded by greater libations!

Would that it be this soul tested?
Is that it is the passage of time saved?

Before the fury of passions flesh
Have I found myself
While surrounded by every desire offered freely

Would that it be this flesh tested?
Is that it is the will prevailed?

Before the alter of thought
Have I found myself
While surrounded by the ignorance of man

Would that it be this mind tested?
Is that it is compassion wins the day?

Who can be shown wisdom
But the fool?

Who can be shown patience
But the enraged?
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After the Choice

Who can be shown the path to life
But the wicked and perverted?

Who can know anything such
Without witness?

Cursed is not my restraint in this life
But a master of my instruction has it been

For what resides in my mind
Is plot and plan

What resides in my heart

Is unbridled will

What resides in my flesh

Is desire without end

And this not in due payment of resentments coil
But rather the drawing want of the dark spirit

Truly I have known the will of the dark side
For it speaks and charms and comforts

It lays the path before me to gain the world
It bends the will of others in their offering

And such a wrath as the likes never before conceived
by me

Did the lash bring forth at my disdain

For the elements of my own devising

Oh that stage set before us!

Even delivered into my very hands

Did I hold the key to command on earth
The future of my own making

I have not bowed

76



After the Choice

Look before the eyes of the Spirit within me
And know from where it came

All too easy is the destiny of control

Yet you, dark one, will not find the manipulative hand
In my Spirits Actions

Nor folly for such in my Spirits Heart

Nor desire of such in my Spirits Mind

Even though I am aware

That you know me better than any human

And isn't this your downfall?

Did not my words

Laid bare before the Father of my own King
Resound with truth?

Were they not also the words of the King?

To that place of death you took me
To that place of life instead did take hold

I went back to the Throne
Releasing all things upon this earth
For in it all was fear

How obvious it became
That the misty nothingness of the clouds themselves
Are greater than thou dark horse

We are all bound by the same truth
That no one leaves until the night is done

And when The Great who speak of cleanliness do
speak

Who can resist their truth?

If another did offer the waters

And I did wash my robe therein

How could even I turn away in self-deceit?
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After the Choice

That voice is as an earthquake
With a message as if a birth
And a power as if a war was won

Where can darkness run
When confronted by such light?

And hereI am
As a newborn with much to learn
Yet given already one edict of treasure

I have not known such food and drink
For it cannot be known beforehand
Nor have I known such riches

Nor have I known such passion

Nor have I known such growth

Nor have I known such command

As what is now there

For after the choice of life and death
Is the choice of everything else

As always was foretold.
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Contrast

Can a man of science embrace fact
without embracing the spirit?

Can a man of peace bring peace
without discerning war?

Can a man of art sculpt stone
without senses?

Can a man of music weave notes
without understanding?

We seek for a diamond

but will only look among the rocks.
We seek for a answer

but will only look among the ruins.
We seek for love

but will only look in one direction.
We seek for truth

but will only listen to what we know.

Does a mountain have no base?

Does an ocean have no floor?

Does the bird soar between the Heavens and Nothing?
Does the Man soar between the Light and Nothing?

If a man is upon the earth

is he separate from the Heavens?
If a man is within the Heavens

is he separate from the earth?

We enter a stage where the right hand denies the left,
and the left hand withholds the right.

How can the traveler travel without means?
How can the Dreamer dream without desire?
How can the creator create without will?

How can the Lover love without understanding?
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In the day of truth is the truth
of ALL things great and small,
Not just the great.

And in the day of truth
will be remembrance of ALL things done and undone,
not just the finished.

And in the day of truth will be revelations
of ALL things.

Were not The Heavens measured

in contrast to the rest of the realities?
And was not the Light measured

in contrast to the dark?

And was not man measured

in contrast to himself?

A house will not stand without its foundation.
And a Tree will not grow without its roots.

For if we only love those who love us
what have we gained?

And if we know only light without dark
who have we denied?
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The Great Warrior Priest

Religion cannot touch it
Science cannot unlock its truths
Until the very end man will grapple with his darkness.

Inside us all is knowledge and wisdom
Inside us all is strength and will
Yet these things cannot over come his darkness.

Who among us has not feared their own rage?
Who among us has not witnessed

their own contradictions?

Who among us has not balanced the sanity

of their own mind?

The greatest of all tools that man has created
Is a hall of mirrors, a sanctuary of denial
A den of utter self-deception and lies.

We call it by many names

We pretense politeness, kindness, manners, morals,
laws and ethics.

All the while our beast boils under our skin

(this we know)

We have hidden our darkness
Disguised our wickedness
And conformed our lives to social compatibility.

We seek method and rule and lesson
Ordain principles and people and civility
All in order to deny our villainous duality.

Often we recoil at our own desires
Disgust ourselves with our very thoughts
And seek refuge in the idea of Gods.

Then comes peaceful new beliefs
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The Great Warrior Priest

And resulting new actions
So we then make profound new testimonies of victory.

Yet in the center of our eyes is the truth!
All the while we practiced our distraction
The darkness grew stronger in secret.

How can I say, “it will not work”
So that it will be understood
That it will not work?

Inside of me

there is an old man

There is also a mature man
And there is also a little boy.

Inside of all women
There is the elder woman
And the mature woman
And also the little girl.

Yes the old man or old woman in us is wise
Patient, considerate, knowledgeable and true.
Yes we find great peace in the older part of our soul.

Yes the mature man or woman in us is potent
Willing, able, unflinching, seeking,

grasping at the eternal, creating.

Yes we find the reality of everlasting strength.

But for everything we gain
So does our darkness
And whatever we know, it knows.

Every power we harness
The darkness also harnesses
And our battles are forever stalemated.

82



The Great Warrior Priest

The darkness will never fear

the wisdom of the old man.

The darkness will never fear

the courage of the mature man.

There is only one the darkness cannot withstand.

This one you have always had
It is the part of you always with you since birth
This one is the Little Boy, or Little Girl inside us.

Yes men and women who unleash their darkness
Have tried to kill and wound the child.

Yet even now in your life

you know your child self still lives!

Yes even when we ourselves fall and succumb
And lose our faith and hope and self worth
Still we know the child in us lives.

The child cannot be outwitted.
The child cannot be outsmarted.
The child cares not for these things.

The old man cannot comprehend the darkness
because of his wisdom.

And the mature man cannot beat the darkness
because of his strength.

Indeed the game of hide and seek is a Child's game.

It is the child who remains forever innocent
when the rest of us suffers.

And the child who we embrace

when we are overwhelmed with life.

And it is the child who saves us

even from ourselves.
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The Great Warrior Priest

It has been said
That none shall enter the Kingdom of Heaven
Unless they are as a little child.

It has been documented

That the greatest of Warriors finally won
When they laughed and played

with their grandchildren.

It has been shown

That the most potent of men and women
Created their masterpiece

when they embraced their inner child

This solution is found in every culture
It is expressed in every story
It is revealed in every experience.

Giveita try
The next time you find yourself overcome
With hatred and anger and sadness and rage.

Envision the child you also are

Standing before the vile darkness
And witness how you have always had the answer.
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Far Behind the Foresight

What secrets have I let loose
Behind the veil of the keys?
Was it not a thousand lifetimes ago?

I can feel it as if it were now
That soul long ago

Staring into the future known
Unknown

Wondering of what would be found
If that little truth be hid

If that little lie be revealed

If that little image find its way

Into the minds of others?

The shore was not far enough
To keep safe the one put away
He awakens just as he was

The passing trees did not relent
Nor cover the mystery of time
He sees them just the same

How that another would dare to take my hand
Without such earnest trust
As each generation passes just as before

Even unto the very origin of unsustained clarity
All the way back to that very moment

Of conception of doubt

Did my inner self know this day would come

As that pain known then

Has never left even this very day

It has been my very own eyes
That bore witness to the legend of the path
Long before the first step was taken
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Far Behind the Foresight

And how was it that it could not be called truth
Or faith or trust
Seeing beforehand the very end?

Some do ask

If we manifest our own destiny?

And some do say

That we create our own reality

And others do profess

That none other than God does decide

Even now are they alive

Who dire and dream to foresee
Knowing not the burden of life
When life and death are revealed

How many do cry at the wrongs of their life?

Yet there is no greater sorrow

Than they who cry knowing what is before them
Knowing it has begun and cannot be stopped

As they do pray always

In thanks for seeing the unknowing of men
And women and children

Enjoying the tenderness of the snowflake
And the warmth of the summer

Did you feel the hand

That guided you to see

Where every ounce of dread

Would find its way into your daily life?

Did you close your eyes

Only to then see with greater clarity
The river of man

Flowing all the way down to the ocean?
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You will not find pride in the man
Of his seeing

Who sees

As his stare is that of a soldier
Looking beyond the rock

The tree

The forest

The clouds...

Waiting is the life of those with foresight
Ignorance is the prayer of their heart
Blindness is the mercy of their thoughts

Because in the great revealing spirit of all to be
Does also the great blur of all that was

Long ago

Become apparent

Such a command of theirs to overcome
As every enemy of man shakes their gates
Presenting itself to they who carry the water of time

Faith be the reward

Though death and dread and disgust
Fills the valley of their feet

In vanity

When in truth is nothing known

But that no matter the choice made

The result will always be crafted by another
And no matter the power one does wield
Shall it find its way into another's hand
And what curse one does sing

So is the choir louder

And what gift one does give

So is the source from another
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Far Behind the Foresight

For nothing evolves into a greater thing
Before there is a greater thing

And nothing can be made

By something less evolved

Surely this must be reason?

Yet who is to speak of it?

It matters not the proclamations of the imagined
persona

Nor the desires of the heart of the willful

Still there does lay the valley of everything unclean
Before the mountain of the truth is climbed

It is inescapable
And better to be left unknown beforehand

Ask anyone who has overcome
In the overcoming of anything
And you shall hear the same story in them all

I could not imagine such sorrow greater
Than He who stood as a man

Knowing with finite reality

The truth of his origins

Nor would that man know a lesser isolation
Than anyone

It is that even in my own life

And with just one thing foreseen

Did all other things assemble and disassemble
thereafter

Even in the sanity of the mind

For one cannot see the result

Designed before hand
Without then knowing every step to get there
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Far Behind the Foresight

We walk through every horror of our heart
And suffer every indignity of the task
And trudge the mud of the lash from another's crime

Though it truly is mercy
That the Great One persists in our life
So that we would reach the end

And this is just the next step

Known to me as a child

The truth hidden

The lie revealed

The image created to support the secret

With even more mercy

Is there now with me the comforter
As the portion alone is over

And the task ahead required of her

What I saw long ago
Even such a small thing in the Grand scheme
Is everything if not humbled

Without such my very life
does wither and die

Like the stone un-cast

To the unwritten future
Of the formerly condemned
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Assembly of the Hand

If even an eye could see the mystery of peace
for a glance
would it not know the settling heart?

Whereas the idleness of words betray our senses
so too are the words of the prophets
for another cause.

I have seen her with the scale balanced
wished to give

standing upon the world of the dead
knowing it is they who shall rise

not knowing the time

for all prophets are of another time.

I have seen him with the ocean of the stars
wished to give

standing upon the world of the unwanting
knowing it is they who shall cry out the loudest
not knowing the place

for all prophets are of another place.

I have seen an holy thing between the hands
of the sharers of hands

traveling to revealed memories

of what they have been given as good.

They too standing upon a world of judges
knowing it is the judge who has been judged
not knowing the door to friendly revelations
for all prophets are taught love by God

and not the love of man

knowing that man cannot reveal what is

of what has been given

but can only share

in what both have received.

I have seen they who wish to serve
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Assembly of the Hand

whom I call brothers

for in the seeing of their goodness

having goodness revealed

are they made good

and therefore are all made the judicial presentment
of goodness.

I have seen they who wish to judge

whom I call strangers

for in seeing of their judgment

having judgment revealed

are they made of darkness

as they perform darkness in the name of another
casting darkness upon another

and therefore are all made the judicial presentment
of darkness.

But being of sound mind in the following of goodness
does one reside upon the heaven of the kingdom

of goodness

in the law of peace and joy

and being of sound mind in the following of darkness
does one reside upon the grave of the kingdom

of sorrow

in the law of punishment and horror

as are both instructed by their God

do obey.

That it would be in me to seek then the goodness
of they who have fallen to the court of judgment
to give unto them the very same present

of the law of peace and joy and reverence

as instructed by the God of love.

That it would be in them to seek then the darkness
of they who have risen by the liberty of love
to give unto them the very same present
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Assembly of the Hand

of the law of punishment and reward
as instructed by the god of damnation.

That it would be seen by all

for any man may lay down his labors

to be included in the harmony of acceptance
upon the earth

so that the matter of the souls ease

may be shared among all

to be judged only then by the God

who tore away judgment

in favor of Love.

For in the eyes of men are many visions
and they who do labor in hatred

do labor for their god of death

who shall himself die as death must do
and they who do labor in love

do labor for the God of life

who shall Himself live as life must do.

For it is the love of another that brings forth life
as does the hated of another bring forth death
and as even the hatred of darkness

reveals darkness within

so does love, which is born of truth, reveal truth.

and He who has truth, shall more be given to of truth
and he who has not truth

even that untruth that he has shall be taken from him
so that nothing remains but the truth of life

as all death shall be dead.
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Where Lies the Faith

In a time of untruth
there is nothing to speak
nothing to hear

In a time of darkness
there is nothing to see
nothing to build

In a time of corruption
there is nothing to balance
nothing to believe

I say what has been shown

that even two little girls

sitting on the end of a dock

can turn the tide of life and death

Far greater are they than that of any of mans programs
Far greater are they than any plot, scheme or design
in the heart of mankind

In their eyes is unwavering will
Their mind is set

Their soul fixed into a place
you cannot shake

We are born a witch and warlock to the spirit of
relentless devouring

We are born true believers

of that which cannot be believed

of that which cannot be shown in light

of that which cannot be straight

Our fingers we point to the soul of others

knowing we are corrupt

Our tiny little flame do we promote as the fire of hell
knowing we are powerless
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Where Lies the Faith

Our spirits we use to mock the forces of life
knowing we cannot see before us, or after us

Yet we claim our faith as everlasting
and from the most High

Has no one warned of the following of such self?
That real souls of darkness lay all around us
Whose very breath, turned our way, erases our
existence?

Who speak no truth

Who shed no light

Who make all things crooked everywhere

All in the name of the most High

Why shall we listen to emptiness
spoken by the corrupt

in darkness

without power?

For in Light there is another thing

That the real force of all force
does force nothing

because the lie does not exist
except in belief of it

That the real power of the all powerful
wields no power against the powerless
Because Power cannot be harmed

and fears us not

That the real life of the origins of life
asks nothing, for it can create

takes nothing, for it is already theirs

lies not, for all that is said becomes alive
cheats not, for all that is, is as itself
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Where Lies the Faith

turns not away, for it cannot turn from itself
destroys not, for all things transform
asks not that we die, but that we live, for we are alive

I have stood at the gulf

staring into the deep dark nothingness
hearing the words

of the liar

trying to convince the fallen

that they are happy without

Proclaiming the punishment if we obey not
Instructing fear if we do not conform
Spewing the prophecy of isolated death,

if we do not relent

And such things make sense to man

Where lies the faith?
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None Knoweth the Hour

In life we strive for principalities.

Each has a darkened corner.
Each has a terrible fear.
Each has a merciless oppressor.

If it were not for our hidden fears,
we would require no able justification.

The scholar would put away his scrolls.
The seeker would cease to look beyond.
The doubter would no longer pretend.

In the vast array of what truly is,
there is no requirement of worry.
That which is Just is Just, and will be,
with or without our mourning.

Faith is muddied by fear and doubt.

Our faith then IS of fear and doubt.

True Faith is the action of knowing with trust.
Doubt is the preparation of not knowing with trust.

That which we put our faith in,
will be the path of our life.

He who prepares for war,
has war.

He who acts in peace,
has peace.

He who prepares for suffering,
has suffering.

He who acts for riches,
has riches.
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None Knoweth the Hour

He who prepares for hate,
has hate.

he who acts with love,
has love.

He who prepares for death,
has death.

And He who acts for life,
has Life.

The grounds of our destiny are not on the physical.
They begin in our spirit.

That which we know in our spirit,
our body does reflect.

Our senses are ours to discover
the nature of our own spirit
through our bodies as well.

What you see with your eyes,

comes not from what is outside of you,
but from that which is inside of you,
started by you, to be ended by you.

The physician mends the body,
when the spirit should be consulted more-so.

History records our many moves,
and gives record of our successes.

Look to the nature of your life,
Look to the path of your steps,
Look to your daily thoughts,
Look to your progress.
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None Knoweth the Hour

If the spirit is full of doubt,
the body receives a doubters wages.

If the spirit is full of greed,
the body receives the daily dissatisfaction.

If the spirit is full of anger,
the Body receives the pain.

If the spirit is full of fear,
the body receives the illness.

Know there is no lie in justice,

know there is no fall in truth,

Be of spirit to meditate on these,
and forget not their very definitions!

In Peace there IS peace without question.

In Harmony there IS Harmony without Question.
In Love there is LOVE without question.

In Life there is LIFE unquestionable to you!

Do you doubt the razors pain that cuts your flesh?
Why then do you doubt the law of God?

The spirit calls out for Heaven,
but the mind speaks to us of Hell,
and the Body receives the wages of the winner.

Those who have accepted their hatred,
have not listened to their own spirit,
but the spirit of the Hater,

who has entered into their mind.

Our Spirit speaks to us,
the Mind Speaks to us,
and the Body speaks to us,
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None Knoweth the Hour

But who is to listen?

The flesh also calls out,

and the spirit does hear,

but the mind again enforces the fear,
until our spirit is that of an intruder.

All who stand, stand as Adam, and as Eve.
And all who walk the Earth, do also eat of its fruits.

All have been convinced to fear one thing or another,
and all have eaten these sour grapes.

He who shall overcome that which is not true,
shall not die, but have everlasting life.

Our spirit desires our liberation.

Think not alone on your oppression,
but on your release.

He who prepares for the Kingdom of Heaven,
shall find the Kingdom of Heaven.

Moreover it shall not be that you are damned to
darkness forever,

and it is not that you are forgotten in hell.

None shall know the hour of the return of truth,
of the return of heaven,

or of the return of God...

For it comes to EACH... at the proper time.
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Measure 4

Resurrection
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When God Met You

Your God

What would you do if you knew
Your God had met you?

So here is the room
Inside the house

On top of the land
Covered with grass
Surrounded by trees
Inside a population
Traversing the land
Bordered by water
Encompassing the world
Supporting every living thing
On earth

Floating in space
Adorned by a moon

Lit by a star

With neighboring bodies
And multiple systems
Similar in like

To the tune of billions
Engulfed in a galaxy
With neighboring galaxies
Similar to ours
Surrounded by space
Inside a universe
Perceptible to us.

All in all are beautiful.
Surely if I had made such things

Each an every one I would know
Like I know my own face.

102



When God Met You

Surely I would come to you
At a store

During a walk

Sitting on the ground
Looking around

In secretive view

But right in your sight
I'would say Hi

As you walked by.

I would wrestle a Lion

and play with a shark

and swim with the dolphins

and walk with a dog

and crawl with an ant

and fly with a bird

and offer you the door when you entered a room.

I would be what wasn't seen
As I stood before you.

I would be what wasn't heard
As I spoke to you.

I would be there to offer a laugh

Give you a pillow

Bring you a tea

Supply a moments rest

And ask you something you hadn't thought of.

I would know every inch of every inch of land
And know every blade of every blade of grass
And know every secret of every secret treasure
And know every move you ever did make.

But still I would come visit you in person
Many times
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When God Met You

With many faces
Or just one.

I could be anyone or any animal in your life
Without your knowing.

And walk with you through anything at any time
Without you seeing
I am there.

Even that idea that turned out to be silly
Was the very thing I gave you

To save you from your other choice
Unaware of the danger.

Perhaps I'm just the guy in the park
With the silly stick?

But this I would do if it were me
And what would you do

If you knew

Your God had met you?
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The Source of Wisdom

What can I say to the horizon

that it would obey my word?

Can I speak that it should be moved
So that it moves?

What can I say to the storm
that it would obey my word?
Can I speak that it should relent
So that it does relent?

Yes a man may come to me
With wisdom that would suit a man
And being words shared amongst men.

Yet there is not one man who can come to me
with wisdom beyond men.

For if it were so that a man could speak wisdom
beyond men

He would not be a man

But instead be from a place beyond men

Or having gone to a place beyond men.

Even he who is given wisdom

from the very source of wisdom

Outside the domain of men

Knows that the speaking of such wisdom
Cannot be heard by the ears of man
From the mouth of men

For it must come from the source.

Just as a dog cannot give wisdom
Beyond that of a dog.
So too must I obey the limits of my own earthly vessel.

Even now I can tell my breath to cease
And it does not cease
Even though it is the breath of my own tabernacle.
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The Source of Wisdom

And I can tell my heart to complete its cycle
Yet it obeys not my own will
Even though it is the heart given to my care.

Yes I can fashion a weapon of death

And by the use of its metal bring an end to my flesh
Yet I MYSELF cannot bring about an end

No matter the prowess of my will.

Whereas a melted stone has the power to do so
Even a lifeless stone of no value may kill me.

Even more so

I can speak that your life may be blessed

Even unto pouring of riches upon your life

And bringing about great food and wealth

Yet none of my will or deeds are the manufacturer
of happiness.

For we have seen the mighty

Having all

Still live in horror and isolation and sorrow.

And I can speak that your life may be cursed

Even unto the taking of your worldly possessions
And stealing away of your clothing and liberty

Yet none of my will or deeds are the Manufacturer
of unhappiness.

For we have seen the poor and destitute

Having nothing

Still live in joy in the garden of the world.

And of all things that are common requirement
Such as food and drink and shelter and warmth
Are all mankind alike.

And of all things that are common desire
Such as joy and happiness and peace
Are all mankind alike.
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The Source of Wisdom

And of all things that are common progression
Such as the seeking of wisdom and knowledge
and betterment of our spirit

Are all mankind a like.

For who being in health

Does desire that their friends abandon them?
And who being in health

Does desire that calamity befall their own life?

And by seeking and listening

Have I heard the voice of knowledge

Of all mens wisdom

Even to the hearing of things I cannot understand
Do I witness the source beyond men

That it exists.

Because it is so that while men speak

not beyond the wisdom of men

Still there is also human wisdom

that I cannot perceive.

And knowing I cannot perceive beyond that
Without the direct gift from a greater source
Must I reconcile the nature of humility.

How can I speak as to the wisdom of men
That you should adhere
When I cannot command my own flesh?

What word shall impress upon you
That you should listen
When I do not know ALL the wisdom of men?

When there is NONE who has all wisdom

And there is none even given wisdom from men
But rather only knowledge of men?

Since wisdom is given from on High?
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The Source of Wisdom

And who shall I be

To stand in judgment of your wisdom
Or of your circumstance

Or of your choices

Or of your blessing and cursing
When I myself cannot manifest them
even for my own life?

Such that it is.

For even now you can teach me a thing
That I may not learn
Even in the wanting to know!

And in that I am born in like manner

to the beast of the field

And knowing even less upon birth

than the common dog

It is of comprehension that ALL things must be

given to me.

And it is that even so much as I may be graced to know
It is also true

That within a day it can be all taken away

Leaving me to be once again like the dog.

Of myself I need and feel and want
And mankind can offer those simple comforts.

Of that matter before me concerning wisdom
Must I appeal to a High counsel.

All that is great and wise and perfect
Is from the Great and Wise and Perfect place.

So whom then shall we give our ear too
Unless first we accept the source?
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The Future of Things To Be

Races have risen and fallen before us.
Lessor once than us
Then greater they were than we.

Knowledge has risen and fallen before us.
Lessor once than us
Then greater also before us.

Life has risen and fallen before us.
Lessor once than us
Then greater also before our time.

Power has risen and fallen before us.
Lessor once than us
Then greater also than we can imagine even now.

Planets have risen and broken apart
All before our time.

Suns have burned and burned out
All before our time.

System have formed and collapsed
All before our time.

This is no mystery

Yet find one who can withstand it!
For all that is everlasting

And that whom created cycles

Is outside of the cycles

We are bound within

As man.

And so all of our knowledge

Growing into unfathomable portions
Still exists within the system of cycles
That is fathomable to a child.

Who needs ask “what our future holds?”
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Is not the pattern laid out?

Is not the evidence undeniable?

Is not the cycle of the universe itself
right before our feet?

And though every thief has fallen to ruin
Since the dawn of cycles
Still man does not listen to his own knowledge.

And though every war has fallen to ruin
Since the dawn of cycles
Still man does not listen to his own knowledge.

As he then asks, “what lay before us?”
And as he does state, “I shall surely not die.”

Law within the realm of cycles is immutable.
It does not alter

It will not change

It does not ignore

No matter how we wish to deny the law.

Can it be spoken another time?
Where my foot stands

Another man has stood long ago

And another man will stand long after.
Where my hand assembles

Another man had assembled long ago
And another will assemble long after.
What I build and inhabit

Will be inhabited by another.

Even beasts and creeping things

In time will call it their home.

Perhaps a greater focus?
Nation has already risen up against nation
long ago and even now.
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There have already been wars and rumors of war
long ago as there is now.

A third has fallen to pestilence
Over and over and now.

And a third has fallen to famine
Over and over and now.

And it will be again as it was and as it is
Repeating again as it was
Starting over again as it has.

Look to our Masters

Who 10,000 years ago did appear
And who 8000 years ago did appear
And who 6000 years ago did appear
And who 4000 years ago did appear
And who 2000 years ago did appear
All saying they would return.

Who does need ask as to what will come?

Truly ALL living does know the path they are on
By their words, by their actions

by their will, by their hearts.

And again there does come a harvest
Of they who have stepped out of the world
And onto the realm of the cycle-less existence.

As a man strives

so shall he strive again.

As he conquers and falls

so shall he conquer and fall again.

As he does make camp on the battlefield
So does he make camp again

as did his father, as does his son.
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The Future of Things To Be

But to they who have set down such things
To them have always been given the key
Of another universe

Another kingdom

Another realm.

For in making THIS life right

There is no end to the cycle.

As in TIME it cannot be accomplished
And another shall take it from them

Just as they took from those before them.

So I will end with what was, is and always will be.

What is ours in Spiritual Life
our eternal life

our REAL life

Is ours always and unshakable
unending and immovable!

All we must do to see ourselves
And see our realm

And see our LIFE

With our own eyes

Is to abandon the darkness
that hides it from us now.
Abandon your dis-belief!

Before us is still two choices

Life of eternal freedom

unlimited power

and liberated peace

Or cyclical death of toil and tinkering.

Man who fell did fall to toil under the sun.

Man who rose did Rise away from it.
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When the Righteous Spoke

As each word is a picture of a phrase
So too is the beginning as the end.

K’tol iaht dal

To bless the memory of the Righteous.
(As the Righteous are named as Blessing)

Stolak K’sel glis oriori
Before the fallen took oaths
Were they mixed in their hearts.

Bladia til-aron frenality
That they would bring forth
Children of the sea.

Bladia drefte frenality
That they would bring forth
Children of the land.

Ada mial blad verilia ignat
So that the first of many
Would not prosper under foot.

Eiliori mestrat abitij
Who can withstand the Eternal
And rise?

Cositica li plas dlitcli domitiari protifero aml
Even the stars hid themselves
When masks were made for man.

Dal
When the righteous spoke.

They with ears to hear!
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When the Righteous Spoke

It is said the sun chases the moon
As the moon chases the sun
As the earth does bear witness.

Then a man stands
As one sits
When a child bares witness.

So too does a woman weep from pleasure
As another rejoices from pains
Where no river can flow.

Just as the essence of the wandering soul
Does require the continuation of generations
Until such time

There is no generation

To follow the last who stood

And fell

And rose

And did not know the way.

Whereas the thirst for heaven
Will bring about hell

When the thirst for death

Makes uplifted graces to answer.

And he who knew only sorrow
Makes praise of hope

And he who knew hope

Makes praise of curses.

Who then can know an evil dream
Without the truth hitherto afforded?

Because what was once before
walking and living and breathing
Upon the face of the earth
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When the Righteous Spoke

Is upon us again
though we believe it a mystery.

With evidence and proof before our very eyes
We cannot step past our own personal desire
For personal self-anointing blindness.

How long can one resist the Eternal
And rise?

Who sails without the wind
calling themselves captains?

Isn't there a frown upon my head
As my hands do the work of the unrighteous?

Yet without such is there death
And that of life is considered evil.

It takes only days to corrupt the path of a child
As the hosts of the universe have done so

for generations

With the same ignorance of result

Found also in their creations pride.

Split in the mind calling itself to be itself

Where the spirit no longer resides inside the vessel
Designed for it.

As women curse their husbands

And men loathe their wives

And the young seek ways to pillage the other.

Is it not before us

That the great wars long ago

Are again right here in our hearts

As we follow the ideals of wolf packs
Devouring the food of other nations?
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When the Righteous Spoke

But who is to recall

That not one variance of this spirit
Was found born into us?

As we still believe our knowledge
Is that of natural man!

What abomination of man

That we should be tinker toys

For lesser creatures with greater knowledge
Convincing us that we have been blessed
While living under the curse of all curses.

And he who amasses more curses

Is to be delighted upon

As though he has amassed greater blessing

When it was he who had amassed great sorrow

Did instead create more blessings of gifts and praise.

And if I give life

It is anointed now that I should give
Only to they who anoint themselves
As sole righteous barer

Of my life.

And they who give life to many
Are considered vile and evil
By those who believe selfishness to be just.

So that in this time

Only the most selfish and evil
Of they who could give life

Do instead take life in innocence
As though it was the word

Of the eternal.

Is this not as it was long ago?
As it also is now?
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When the Righteous Spoke

Indeed goodness is in the hands of the terrible
As wickedness is in the hands of the just.

As the old and new law does pervert all thought
As the old and new grace does steal all peace.

Who is to stand remembering a single truth
When none can remember themselves?

K’tol iaht dal

To bless the memory of the Righteous.
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Freedom from Fear

The Throne of Power is
within the soul of an individual life.

The Seat of Grace is
within the chambers of a single heart.

The Hall of Fellowship is
within the will of the child.

The Fortress of Truth is
within the mind of the free man.

The Gate of the Kingdom is
within the choice of Belief.

The whole of the Universe is
within the imagination of the Faithful.

ALL these things are ours

when we remove Our Judge from within us...

The one we have that judges everything and everyone
For when we Judge, we always find another guilty
and we always punish the guilty in our way.

This is because our Judge is afraid

Our Judge does not trust,

is not sure,

cannot know it all,

and hides behind his self important denial.

Our Judge wants us to remain afraid of fear.

Our Judge is Evil, because fear is the opposite of Life.

The Real Judge is not us alone.

The Real Judge sits on the Mercy Seat...
from where LIFE sprang forth

and Possibility Ruled

and Potential revealed
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Freedom from Fear

and Desire became manifest
and Wonders of Wonders poured out
Beyond ALL our combined imaginations!

The Real Judge is not afraid,

of anything, or anyone.

and when we remove our Judge
and let enter into us the Spirit of LIFE, which is to live
We live in the very Presence of God
within our Heart

and our mind

and our Soul

and our Belief

and our Faith

and our Imagination

and our will

and our very life becomes aligned
to the Power of Life...

that houses the Throne of God

and all that is known and unknown
and unknowable to us now

The Path to death is to choose death.

The way to choose death
is to believe the judge in our hearts to be right.

The path to life, is to choose life.
The way to choose life,

is to Let go of the Judge,
and Let God be the Judge.
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May Love Be Our Law

So little about this life we know

Our past is written by victors of war
Our education of life comes from them
Why do we listen?

We hold onto our ideas

our beliefs

our agreements

All of them came before us!

Name one of yours?

Did your idea of what makes a man

come from you

or from another?

Did your belief in what a woman should be
come from you

or from someone else?

Did you choose what manners you obey
or the morals you hang onto

or the laws you believe are just

or the ethics you live your life by?

Name one thing that did not influence your choices.
If you conform to that which came before you

then what choice did you make?

If you rebelled against that which came before you
Then are you still not within their grasp?

How many men do we know

who share their grand ideas

yet we have heard it a million times before?
Where is something Original?

So then what do we know of LIFE?
We know what has not been questioned
We know what has been fought against
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May Love Be Our Law

We know what has been enforced
We know what has been shamed.

How wonderful are the many

who seek to discover what was known before
and what we have forgot

and what we have not yet seen.

Even now we know that ALL who had another way
we shunned and cast out and crucified!

How fearful are we of Liberty?

How dependent are we on sheepishness?

Even now we do embrace the teachings
of ancient masters

while forgetting that past

by shunning the liberators of today!

Even now the freedom of the ancient masters
has been twisted

into the shame of mans obedience to man.
We don't want to know there is more

so much more, how scary it is!

To know such a thing requires

pure confession of individuality
courage to abide alone

and faith in the plan of the universe.

How little of life we do know

How short are our days!

Yet each day we can do something else
then we did the day before.

There is always this hopeful gift.

How many stories have been lost?
how many reasons have been forgotten?
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May Love Be Our Law

How much choice did we have?
How many times have we repeated darkness?

Even my own words are as filth
before the truth of what I do not know.

Show me the art that was deemed sin
Show me the poems destroyed by fear
Bring me the ideas that are hidden

let me hear what some man ruled as evil
Share the desire you are ashamed of

Let me see the real you.

I want to read the burned Books.
How many truths have we lost?
Who took this from you?

Open our eyes beyond mans traditions!

There is nothing to fear
but the abandonment of our limitation.

May love be our Law.
As Love is the Law.
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All that I See is Beautiful

All that I see that is beautiful is my Father's
All that I hear that is pleasant is my Father's
All that I touch that is blissful is my Father's
All that I smell that is sweet is my Father's

All that I taste that is satisfying is my Father's
All that I know that is exciting is my Father's
All that I dream that is great is my Father's
All that is good and is joy is my Father's Work.

The fields and gardens and seas and lands
how plentiful and beautiful they are.

In each on every corner they be

I see the work of my Father.

The sky and stars and sun and moon
remind of the vastness of all.

Onto the earth is where I dwell
Until I see my Father's Face.

How Great is my Father's work?
How unchallenged it is!

Life upon life in every order
after every kind they are.

But here today I miss my Father

even among all His Glorious wonders!
He has gone to a place prepared for me
that none shall know until it is ready.

For long ago He went to His work
and left us all to till the garden.
And now I see the cowardly serpent
a task master spewing threats!

Deceived we all are
we must be!
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All that I See is Beautiful

For here on earth man fights with man
to hold what was already given!

For here on earth man quibbles for scraps
of all that they already possess!

And evil tasks we now give to our brothers
to glorify vain pleasures and paper.

We do and go and come and work
so that others may take what is ours!

A wicked and villainous servant has lied

and set themselves above my Father's children.
While my Father commands the Universe whole
and made all that is therein

We still believe the one who creates lies

and destroys all that is true and real.

To fear of death we shutter

when a man turns his wrath upon us.
To fear of death we hide

when an idea tells us we are bad.

To fear of death do we obey

when another tells us we must.

Oh how did we buy such obvious garbage?
How did we succumb to a spectre?

Was it a fireside story from long ago?
A play that was meant to entertain?
A game we devised to pass the time?
or perhaps the laziness of a criminal?

ALL of our prison guard affects
have brought sorrow and pain and horror.
All that is still wonderful

124



All that I See is Beautiful

is the Work of my Father.

So today I weep for my Father's absence
and Pray His work be done soon.

I long for the fish to cry out

and the birds to sing in unison
and the beasts to stop and Praise
and the Flowers to open alike
and the trees to bow in Honor
and the LION to ROAR...

That my Father is Home.

TO the Feast of His return

when all the rabble is cleared out
and the Truth to all is restored
How I shall cry with laughter!

That all men remember they are Eternal
and there is no death to fear

and there is no price to pay

and there is no fear to consider at all.

For then will be this place again with my Father
forever and ever for all the universe to see!

A shining beam of light to the Heavens
A perfect Eden of Joy and Inspiration.

And also a gift to me, will be my place
that has taken years to prepare for us all.
And every soul shall live by their works
as so does my Father do.

Until then I shall wait in my chains
paying a man for the food my Father gave me
paying a man for the land my Father gave me
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All that I See is Beautiful

paying a man for the clothes my Father gave me
paying a man for the life my Father gave me.

Until then shall I pay knowing the truth
escaping in joy with my Wife

escaping in joy in the forests

escaping in joy with our thoughts
escaping in joy at the works of my Father
all around me all the time.

For all that we have forgotten in time
my Spirit remembers forever.
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Resurrection

If even there were a chance

To tell a beautiful soul

While they were shattered with fear
That their life has meaning

Or when another cannot see the road ahead
That we would outline a path

So that they could again

Walk in sunlit groves

Or maybe when we hear that terrible sound
Of a heart breaking in another

We would find the strength in our arms

To hold them to our own hearts

Would we not give of our warm blood
When a loved one

Is filled with ancient chill

They cannot escape on their own?

It is that I stand and look upon an unbroken lineage
Found right here in the veins of my own body
Proof positive of origins

Beyond this place

Yet in the care of another

Who also carries such proof

I find there in them great sadness

As their line is erased by the folly of mankind

What would I not give

To claim right and privilege

To they who walk without a past

That they may seal their sorrow with gladness?

Verily my lips have soared into the spaces between
worlds
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Resurrection

To the distance of every sun and planet and moon
To the gases surrounding all things
And the weighted matters unseen

Verily my heart has not ceased to wish
That my eyes would witness the justice
Given to a life on this earth

Who has known injustice beyond measure

Verily have I surrendered all things

And laid them all upon the alter

Freely giving with faithful resolve

That another may receive that which is already theirs

Because it is

That I serve a God
Of Miracles

And perfected Love

And into this truth I can find absolute proof

For given to this beautiful soul, my lover

Is not the greatest of all men who walked the earth
But instead they received the blood of the dead

And in this hardened chasm of worthlessness
Grew a single flower of desire for good

Because of the beauty within another

Who stood before me always, even in my dreams

And it is by justice that one such as I
Would be given the experienced authority
To make clean and welcomed

All of those items thrown away in another

Only then to discover that here, placed in my hands
Was the greatest soul of all souls
Buried deep within an isolated spirit
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Resurrection

So loved by God to be kept secret

Revealed to me in time, she was

That all horridness within my own bones

Would rise to the surface and expel itself from me
In fear of the love shared with this other

There it was that I again found a small boy

Who knew not of anything wicked or vile

upon the earth

Who being innocent could reach out and grab the hand
Of my eternal companion

What would I not give

To comfort the abuse of the world
Raged upon another
Undeserving?

Oh that I could offer them my mind
That they with eyes of my life
Could see the whole matter of love
Witnessed by me of their works!

Never again would they sorrow
Or doubt or crumble or fall

Or seek or fear or need

Because of their new perspective

That I could offer them my heart also

That they may feel the alteration within me
Of everything stone turned to life

Because of their great beauty

Never again would they feel forgotten
Or unloved or unwanted or undesired
Or untrusted or unworthy

Because of my truth felt in them
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Resurrection

I who was dead to the truth

Having walked in every dark forest

Found grace given, that only by the proof of grace
May freely walk in any realm fearlessly

So that in carrying grace in the valley of death

May also find our beloved companions

Sent there before by ancient lies and horrors

Bringing to them the opened gate of a greater kingdom

It is that this is only right

For it was long ago that another did speak for me
Even unto their very life

So that the heavens would record my name

And in my blood line

This is also the way of us all

That we proclaim our love and acceptance and
protection

For another soul unspoken for by men

In the unknown and unseen war
None shall be left behind

For there is far greater than chance
That our torch blazes with love

Their life has meaning

Even in the darkness of man
For God is with us, Even Now.
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