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Foreword by Cal Harris

Over his two decades long career as an artist, Ryan
Ranney’s mediums have included music, film,
television, graphic design and poetry.

As a teacher and mentor Ryan is a down to earth
pragmatist. As a friend he is light-hearted and gentle.
As an artist he is forceful and uncompromising. As a
spiritual guide, he is all all of these blended with an
understanding that we are all fundamentally flawed by
our absence of God.

Visions is the third in a series of free flowing poetry
wherein Ryan explores deeper questions about what it
is to be human living in a spiritual world. His light-
hearted and gentle approach gives way at times to
stark imagery and commanding insights as quickly as
it offers up humorous word play and grounded wit.

An intimate journey through time, Visions begins with
Awakenings and wanders through a succession of
introspective revelations. Frequently whimsical and
questioning, intermittently self reflecting and sharp, it
is a glaring and authentic chronicle of the narrators
journey through the world of mind and spirit.

Above all, Visions asks the question: “What do I
control?” as it offers evidence for the power of nature
and our perception of the absolute.

Calvin Harris, lifelong Friend, Mentor, Fellow
musician, Spiritual seeker and Spiritual Brother to
the author Ryan Ranney
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Awakening



Out of Time

There are memories
Not mine

And visions

Not of my life

And dreams

Not of this world
And ideas

Not of my intellect
And experiences
Unknown to my days

There are pasts upon this earth
Not far back

Then some further

And others further back than that
Until we get to a moment

Where the Earth was formed from
Stellar dust

And these are just the near now remembrances

It is the farseeing of what has not yet come
That perplexes me so
As memories travel also forward

I am as a man out of time
Living now like all the rest
Able to move and work and play

Yet nothing can be seen

Without seeing before also

Before the tree grew

Before the land was tamed

Before man had made roads

Like an image dissolved

Over the image before me

Ever moving and changing and traveling through time
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Out of Time

Oh and this does not end with mere objects
And this is not just attuned to the world
But of those human things I will not explain

Yet all these things are expressed in me

Like a hot wired mind

Ever wondering, imagining, creating and witnessing
That of which would not normally be mine

And of all these sights I have seen
There is profound beauty

In the flowing of time

Indeed also

What marvels have been on the earth
Before the great floods and ice ages
Settled now deep in the sea

But of what is to come

I fear grave distractions

For all that which appears good and just
Is forgotten wickedness

And all that appears old and false

Is actually the last remnants of truth

Some will see the turn

Cautiously and quietly

And some will think they see the turn
Only to make war

And some will cause the turn

Only to propose a more peaceful control

And some will stand with great power
Giving and taking power

With unchallenged knowledge
Transforming the whole of the earth
To their will

For a time
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Out of Time

As many make praise of the power
For it will appear to be so good and beautiful

And many will say, “This is right”
And be wrong

And many will say, “This is wrong”
And also be wrong

As few will say nothing
For a time

But what do I know

Except in loud noises of my mind
Speaking riddles to me

Of past and present and future?

I see a day

When the fish rise from the sea
And the birds of the air fly upward
And the animals of the land

Raise their heads in unison
Speaking the very name of Life

In song

But what do I know
Except dreams and visions
Thrusting images before my eyes?

As buried Temples

Long forgotten

Are unearthed for all to see

And the mighty redwood and every green thing
Bows before the majesty of Life itself

Then in the moment
Knowing the moment I am in
Is not these moments
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Out of Time

I give respect to the artists of the world
As it is their heart that carries such burdens

There is no time

For the visionary

And no time for the poet

And no time for the lovers of old

And no time for the prophets of the future
They speak a language we have forgotten
And share an image we are blind to see
And sing a song we do not hear

Anymore in this time

But what could I possibly know

Of such things beyond me?

They are too beautiful before my eyes

And transform my spirit at the mere sight of them

As my mind finds no home to share these imaginings
Outside the realm of entertaining folly
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Change

Change is never easy

whether forced or chosen or otherwise
when prepared or not

it has a price beforehand

and after

If we flee from change
or seek change

it matters not

because it is coming

anyway

There are those who explore the fringes
of what mans body can do

as they are a marvel of accomplishment
climbing mountains

diving depths

traversing forest

forging ahead in space itself

where none have gone before

There are those who explore the fringes of science
and culture and race and pattern and law

along with those who explore the nature of

religion and the universe and the awe of philosophy
climbing thought and will and determination

to expose a mystery forgot long ago

or perhaps

never known

There are also those

who have explored time and chance

and choice and change

living out as many lives as one can

within the space of one life

and one breath of life

while loved ones fall away into the great vault

14



Change

until our emotional explorers stand again
as a newborn
knowing nothing

There is no sanctuary
no safety
no support of such endeavors

It is a place of conscious courage

in the face of brutal instinctual fear
to walk into the unknown

to live a life unknown

to be as another

to be humbled by life

in all its unforgiving forces

as the gift of change

The goals of many explorers are to reach the peak
or to awaken to a new idea

or to find the deepest cavern in the waters

or to unearth the oldest text

But those who explore time and chance
and choice and change

may do all of these things in their quest
and their goal is unlike them all

by choice or by force of life

their task is that of maintaining sanity
in the face of far too many experiences
with the prize of multiple conceptions
unraveling time

Just now as I write this

there is a song playing

and I recall this very song from ten years ago
and knowing then this exact moment now
that all of my life would be different
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Change

long before it was

and knowing I would have to walk through the horrors
of my mind and life and will

changing everything

altering everything

Oh how I feared that so deeply

thus making it even more inescapable
that it would be

where no cup could be passed over
because that which was even before this
had revealed enough to open that moment
of knowing now

ten years later

And truly time and space have all been altered
as I sit not where I was

nor am I near those I was near

nor am I as I once was

then

when I heard the song the first time

and it revealed this moment to me

And this I think is different

only in its ability to be denied

that all souls could crack the walls

of time and even space

except that denial

of what they do not want to know
prevents

whereas the explorer has already forfeit
that ignorant serenity

It is not easy to look back
and see the face of another
upon my own skin
knowing he is no more
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Change

and this is true of all who have experienced change

And it is not easy

to let go before it even happens

knowing it is coming

because we love who we love

and we desire what we desire

and we feel secure in what we feel secure in
and we have an instinct that wishes to hold on forever
never letting go of that one perfect moment
in our mind

in our life

in our peacefulness before the change

And we sit and witness those

who stay in one place

and raise generations in one home

and live out their lives with one endeavor
becoming masters of their craft

to die in their beds as old men

the same bed of their youth

surrounded by grandchildren

as we marvel

To know not the security of time

is to know the value of another unchanged
though in the end all still question their life
as some question

their many lives

as they carry them all

in every time

just as anyone does

as their life progresses

with any change at all

To explore choice
is to know there is no peak to reach
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Change

and no final valley of ones conquering

It is to know we must always be teachable

until the very end

we must always be willing to let go of everything
for no one moment holds the answer

As others are blessed to find their key
what awe and grace to witness

that in time we hope for our end
where our key rests

in our final breath

of change
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The Unwanted Wisdom

Memories are not always about the past
Visions are not always about the future
Opinions are not always about the moment

These ideas keep us from seeing a bigger picture
The bigger picture isn't always about the truth
These ideas keep us from discovering a truth
The truth isn't always about reality

These ideas keep us from creating reality
Reality isn't always about what we experience

These ideas keep us from choosing
an experienced wisdom

Wisdom isn't always about knowledge, fact,
experience, truth, reality, choice or the bigger picture

Wisdom is juvenile to the juvenile
Wisdom is ignorant to the ignorant
Wisdom is irrational to the irrational
Wisdom is arrogant to the arrogant
Wisdom is insanity to the insane
Wisdom is a blindfold to the blind
and a muffle to the deaf

Many suggest they seek wisdom

when in whisper to themselves

they seek self approval instead

they seek outer approval instead

they seek confirmation of their sole perspective

Many suggest they wish to be wise
19



The Unwanted Wisdom

when in the truth of their heart
they seek power instead

they seek to control instead
they seek riches instead

Many suggest they are wise

when in the Book of Life it is known
they seek pride and godhood instead
they seek destruction of life instead
they seek theft of wisdom instead

So who can see wisdom?

Many who protest the way of the wise
mock the wise man beside them

as a fool

as a deviant

as a servant

as a wretch of the earth

So who can hear wisdom?

Many who walk the path to wisdom

listen only to the opinion of another human
as though they are lords

as though they are masters

as though they are chiefs

as though they are wise

So who can be wise?

Wisdom cannot be given by man
nor can it be purchased by want
nor can it be found by desire

Wisdom is not what we think it is

Our thinking is not what we believe it is

Our beliefs are not what we would have chosen
Our choices are not made by wisdom
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The Unwanted Wisdom

Will it be understood
if I say that a wise man enjoys nothingness?
If I say that a wise woman enjoys thoughtlessness?

Will it be understood — spoken by me
That if you define a liberty
you have already placed chains upon yourself?

Proof isn't always about fact
Determination isn't always about direction
Dimension isn't always about perception
Your will isn't always about you

Will it be understood
if I say worship is a lie you project
if I say worship is a secret you keep hidden?

Will it be understood — spoken by me
That if you define your faith
you have expressed your doubt?

Is it understood

that the more I speak of what a thing is NOT
the more it is exposed?

And the more I speak of what a thing IS

the more I have hidden it?

What has the observer been witness to?
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Eha-lios Aware

From Eha-lios
To the solemn appointed

Listen to the sounds
Of the hidden memory
Pursuing always

See it upon the sky

Between the stars

Before the phrases of the human
After the folly of mankind

Chase the thought
With your own will
Circling
Wandering

Unable to capture

The vision is your own

Spoken only to you

As each of their kind are given to
Like the face upon your bones
That you cannot see

Still it is there

Not residing in the beast

Or found either within another
Calling, voicing, singing

Itis not as a charm

Or a profitable prose
Inescapable in the silent truth
Beyond reproach in subtlety

Stand with your back to the north
As it is also behind

Stand with your back to the east
Know it is there once more
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Eha-lios Aware

Stand with your back to the west
Where it has gone is before also
Stand with your back to the south
Awaken to its depth

The mighty fall to the song of their own heart
Ignoring the lily

Forsaking the hound

Staring only into the eyes of their flesh

Seeking the company of the fallen worshiper
Where silence is their foe

And the wind of wisdom no longer moves them

But for they who have a quiet heart

Does the voice of the Great Between direct
Seeing what is not upon the earth
Hearing what is not upon the lips

Feeling what is not touched

Answering what cannot be asked

Where the past has enveloped the moment

And the future has revealed the moment

And the moment has eluded the brilliant

So that even the most knowledgeable are brought low
Made way for the appointed of realms

Open then to the passages

Of those deep earthly halls

Where kings lay not for themselves
But for us in our humbling

In the hour of the choice to pursue
The pursuer of our hearts
Into birth from the grand canal of the earth

Until such time the spirit is formed
Surrounded by the populace of the usurper
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Inside the Hallowed Halls

When I think back to the thousand cities
That now lay under the great oceans
And the undiscovered temples

Now covered in dirt and grasses

It awakens honesty

How many sacred places have we forgotten

Left not forgotten by the spirit that sanctified them?
So many so that there is scarcely a place one can stand
Without it at one time, or another time later

Being sacred

And how is it that we do not realize this
As we ourselves stand here in this moment?

Even so with all principle of man

That I could walk in the way of the wealthy
And still find poverty at the end of riches

Or in doing nothing

Find that a great force

Placed the worlds wealth into my own hands

As True Reign and Rule makes choice
Outside of the laws of man
Who then is to say their grasp is perpetual?

Who can rule without even knowing a sacred thing?
And also who can reign without knowing the Thrones
Hidden before their very eyes?

It is for them who know what lay before

What is now there

And what will be built after

To speak of what is blessed and what is cursed

Just as my dog has no authority to rule my house
Knowing not the construction of such things
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Inside the Hallowed Halls

So too is there no governance of anything
By they who made not the world.

Just as my words cannot be written
before I have written them

So too can no other claim them
before I have already mastered them

It is so much so a truth

That prophecy itself was able to speak

See how the world did divide itself

So that not one portion of land is as it was before
Where waters once were

And now where they lay

It is for us to remember

For in its reality is such a thing to tremble
That every line drawn by man

By his own mysterious will

Dividing country by country

And waters by waters

Will be taken once again by the earth Herself

Insomuch that not one boundary will be where it is
Nor will there be division anymore

For the earth remembers all sacred things upon Her
And She is a living being

obeying the Will of the Origin of Life

Who in turn knows all

So that when the ice is commanded to advance
It shall
And who shall defy the ice?

So that when the waters are commended to rise
They shall
And who shall hold it back?
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Inside the Hallowed Halls

So that when the land displaces the hills

And valleys

Even to the little stones

Who shall speak a louder trumpet to quiet Her?

What then also of the sky

Pouring rain upon place

And none upon another

Where winds do alter their course?

Is it true that such a thing must come to pass?
When right before our very eyes

Found in the great mountains

And deep oceans

And lost worlds overgrown in lush greenery
Is the truth of one living earth

Where many times over many times
She shook Her head and changed the face of all things
That we would remember to respect Her sacred life

And in witnessing the buried civilizations
Should we not forget

That they turned away

From the love of the Earth and Universe
In favor of love for a futile law

Those ancient ruins stand
As living gravestones

Indeed the Earth is our Mother
Cradling our life

Offering us all things of abundance
Because of an ancient love also for us
Much older than we are, is She
Gracious and Patient She is
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The Temple Staff

I would not want the history blemished
Or the origins buried too deeply

I would not want the Heavens forgotten
Or the foundation of life lost

I would not want space filled with lies
Or the distances encumbered

Here in my hand it is laid bare
Yet my minds eye sees the staff
Held firmly in my right hand

Here on my body it is laid bare
Yet my minds eye sees the robe
Flowing down from my shoulders

Here on my head are tangled locks
Yet my minds eye sees the burning glow of white
And radiance given to me

And as off into the distance

So far as many other countries
There stand thrones

Of they who my knee does not bend

Yet before me is the great and mighty Throne
Upon it sits He who rules all other Thrones

It is the Seat of the Universe encompass

It is the Chariot of the giver of Life

It is the Vessel from which all things were made
It is the Throne of all Lawful Power

All around are galaxies and stars and planets
Above the stellar bodies are realms unseen

Below the physical masses are realms unseen
Warriors and beings congregate

Making motion of all things above and below them
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The Temple Staff

And as I see the very sky of the earth
It is known to me

That by the thrust of my staff

The blue sky can be ripped away
Exposing another realm already there

And like a whirlwind of dust and smoke

There gathers an army of deceit and lawlessness
Spewing hatred and selfishness

Towards the very Throne of their creation

Then He who sits upon the throne speaks to another
For beside Him there are the eyes of a

King and General

Knowing all things

Choosing all things

Being all things

I watch as He reaches out his hand

And places a finger upon the tip of my staff
Then returns back into His Throne

Suddenly I can see all the markings and designs
It is about 6 feet long

There is a blue orb at its top

With swirling clouds and atmosphere

Along the staff are 144 lines

With 1000 words in between every line

Of a language that includes ALL languages
Whereas every word is also a name

And also a living thing

And also tells the story of the action taken

I plant the base firmly into the ground
And drop to one knee

As Irealize my staff is a totem of history
Showing the patterns of patterns
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The Temple Staff

Where life began and began again and began again
Where man chooses and chooses not and chooses

Thus is the clarity now stunningly obvious
As to the nature of all cycles

Of men and their ways

As They who sit upon the Thrones

Know everything even before it happens
For it is their story

And as each event approaches

Does the light of its words begin to glow

As it then fades when it is complete

Where every word exposes they who did act
And the act itself and the reason for the action

And humbled again am I

When I realize this staff only records one world
As they on the Thrones hold the history

Of every world

Everywhere in every place

Such that even now I cannot count them

And there I see on the staff
The passages of my own life
Even before being a man
Even after being a man
Even now

The patterns of light flowing up and down
Side to side and around and round
Can be mesmerizing

Then suddenly in my left hand
Do I see a book with blank pages

Then It is spoken
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The Temple Staff

That the will of my spirit
Is the pen that writes in the book

The staff in my hand

Is the instrument of our history

Forever keeping wisdom and knowledge
In my very hands

Forever displaying truth and justice

It is known

With the motion of my right hand

Am I able to cast away an oppressor

Or protect the oppressed

Not because of my own will

But because of the Great Story upon the Staff
That cannot be altered

For the base of the staff records the moment
When death tried to over take Life

And the very Orb at the top of the staff
Records when Life overtook death

And it lives within the entire rod

Held firmly in the hand of my Spirit

In this hand here do I see nothing
Yet knowing that what my eyes see
Is nothing

Compared to what is truly there
Knowing that what my ears hear

Is nothing

Compared to what is spoken
Knowing that the book is unwritten
And written already

Thus it is then known
HOW we came to be called
Children of the Most High.
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Measure 2

As It Was
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The Beginning of Dreams

It was a beginning of vision
tried and tested within

the hauntings of passages,
the wrath of emotion

the sorrow of loss
remained ever with me

I remember a slanted hill

with grasses and very short trees.

I remember it arced down until it became the edge
of a black rock cliff overlooking the waters.

I remember a fortified house

between the top of the hill and the cliff.

I remember the beaten road where horses passed by.
I remember sitting on a horse

and speaking to a woman.

She was standing on the steps

leading out to the courtyard.

The steps lead to a kitchen area.

She had dark long hair and wore the same colors as I.
I remember the small room and wooden bed

where the window looked out over the waters.

I remember a tiny chapel behind the fortified house.
I remember burying a book inside the chapel,

with a piece of jewelry to identify me.

I remember three friends who visited often there.
These were men who sat and drank

and shared food with me.

They respected my home,

respected those in my home and respected my life.
They were loyal friends unto death.

I remember forcing a sword into the ground
as I fell to my knees.

I remember the feel of heavy armor,

and the cool of the night.
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The Beginning of Dreams

I remember being afraid
yet courageous enough to act anyway.

There was an off colored stone

in the far right corner of the stable

unlike the rest.

I remember the dirt.

I remember the ropes to the beach.

I can see clearly the hall where I dropped my
coverings

I can see the candle lit paintings on the wall
in the main sitting room.

I remember where she sewed our colors
and crafted many things.

There were no children at home
We never had that chance or blessing
This home was far away from any skirmish or trouble.

I remember finding God in the water's reflections
and the vast sea of stars in the sky.

I remember meteors

I remember showing them to her

as she ran to greet me by the cliffs edge.

There was a time I cried in the chapel
and many nights I was grateful for warm bedding.

I cannot remember what I did,

or what my life was devoted to.

I do remember caring very deeply for the land
and people of my country.

I do remember news and council from friends.

I remember fields and blankets and laughing
She would hide parchment with words
between rocks in the walls for me to find.
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The Beginning of Dreams

Sometimes just pictures she drew.

I remember a promise to always find her
knowing each generation it got harder
knowing each generation

brought the burden of the previous one
knowing the difficulty and heavy burden
knowing almost everything would be forgotten.

There is so much more to this I remember
far to much to write

It has haunted me always

Inga estera bol fir tempesta
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Ala-Bathia

On the sacred mound

of ages ago

where man met the flames
of burning bushes

and feet of the holy tread

There alone

the hammer fist
surrounded the waters
where leviathan sleeps
until such time

Declare declare forevermore
the sights and sounds of smoke
its token memory

not forgotten

and cities no man remembers

There my home

from east to west

gather the southern wind
bring forth the north
flow high on holy hill

Scurry away the enemy does
around this place of beginnings
where they who bow to nothingness
make low the tombs before them
save he who stood upright

Speak the name
to make it so
Ala-Bathia
Ala-Bathia

my Home

Given guardian
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Ala-Bathia

of time

and time from time
unrecorded
Ala-Bathia

The City
The Walls
The Waters
The Power
Ala-Bathia

From earth to earth
This time and that
where Olive branches
graced the sky
Ala-Bathia

What sweet smell
of molten rock
the living land's
incensed sacrifice
Ala-Bathia

I'm here and there always
so many walk and seek
the secret treasures
unseen of my home

yet known in their heart

See the goat who knows
and rises to greet the sun
leading men to places

of worship

in every generation

Praise the woman
who praises still
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Ala-Bathia

where water flows
out of the desert
into the heart of the thirsty

Ala-Bathia

the favored place
claimed reclaimed
again my home again

Ala-Bathia
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Pyramids

In a moment when my shadow and myself
draw together

I find myself in meditation

Only to suddenly awaken

To a mysterious place

I know and don't know.

There in my bed still
And also here I begin to chart my vision.

Sand is everywhere
It is hot, even the wind is hot.
I hear a man crying out “Bala-ey, Bala-ey”.

Rising my eyes from my feet
There is a shocking sight,

Like enormous skyscrapers before me
There stand two Pyramids

Exactly like those found in Egypt

Yet there are only two.

People are walking around all over the place.
No one takes notice of me.
Still the man cries out “Bala-ey Bala-ey”.

These pyramids are different

They are adorned with something

I have never seen before.

On the very top each has a sound rod

Stretching high into the sky.

They are round

And though the pyramids are as tall as a skyscraper
The rods are 1.333 times taller than the pyramids.

The rods are like steel or dark steel
But very top of them is bright white
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Pyramids
Like landing lights at airports.

Suddenly I can see something come into view
Between the two pyramids.

It is as though a portal opens up

Rising all the way up to the tip of the rods
And down to the sandy earth below.

Like a wall of soapy water making a bubble
I can see through the portal

To a city on the other side.

It is a white city built on a hill

With walls like old Irish cottages

But architecture like ancient South America.

I try to speak and say “Hello”

And my word flows out of my mouth
Like dark smoke

And swirl into a horizontal tornado
Swiftly flying into the portal.

Then I am taken to look up

And there in the clouds is an object.

It is huge and mostly hidden by the clouds
It begins to make sound

It plays 5 notes

With an additional arpeggio run also
Then 5 more notes

Then from the ground an answering call belts out

Of one long note
Then another long note accompanies
The repeating 5 notes from above.

I see Men who are all dressed the same
make a formation

And begin to march together towards the portal

They are 4 across, side by side
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Pyramids

The outside rows are holding long horns
They begin to blow an 8 note run

Then a 7 note run

Then a 6 note ascending run

Then other “Trumpeters” answer back
With a 6 note descending scale

This repeats as the sound from above
continues its arpeggio

And the sound below

continues it long resounding deep note.

ALL the hairs on my skin are quickly stand upright
When I hear how clearly each portion of the 3 Sources
Are making a tune together.

Now my skin is crawling with energy

It is the very same tune I dreamed about years ago
And immediately recorded once I awoke.

The tones are different
The “instrumentation” is different
But it is the very same tune.

And I shake in bed

Hearing my own dream music

Being played in some ancient place
With a doorway to a far off place

As I stand before these two pyramids

Then like a door shut... I was wholly back
In just one place, laying in bed.

My wife tells me to write about it
SoIdon't forget.

So I play the song in my headphones as I write.
Wondering...
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Sacred Daughters of the Most High

To the Remnant of Ala-bathia
o0o

Nothing can be taught
for no one shall be convinced
unless it is already desired in their heart

With fearlessness you dream
in faith you create
displaying the form of man

As stone have they become
leaving their mothers to mourn
Where no words are spoken

From the time of the beginning
before the dawn of the earth

when gods bowed down to worship
and kings feared the great beauty
of the Batial El Al

To the time

where you are laid low

trampled under feet by the children of men
secluded in that forgotten thought

of what you can't remember

Selra entori illipilumini

Look to the works of your hands
how nothing has been withheld
and no talent departs from you

Look to the vision of your mind
how none can discern
and no variation is banished
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Sacred Daughters of the Most High

Look to the dreams of your heart
how unspeakable they are
to your own native tongue

Hlipilumiaraled

As a wave passing over the Earth
witnessed by the distant Sun

so shall you recall yourself

in your alien flesh

For this language is not your own
neither can be found your manner
Nor shall you find your way of life
among the soil born inhabitants

They have forgotten long ago

And even they who fathom

do come to destruction

wiping away the remnant

because of their fear - of their reality

But it is not so of the royal Batial
As all they have done

has not erased the soul

existing within your life

The lamp of the mind does light
The strength of the heart returns
The truth of your dream manifests
before your very eyes

As the path to the origins

has again been revealed

Oh I can see straight to that glorious home
And it has been lost in time

to all universal inhabitants
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Sacred Daughters of the Most High

As the former abandonment

has in truth become protection

so too is the portal home

unknown to all but her daughters
found in the very desire of her heart

Abdela El Batia

They gather there

knowing their gift brings life
knowing their grace brings joy
knowing their power to create
once again

For the door is open again

as all former things drift away

in the heart of the one

who had not forgotten in his prison
who had not released reality
amongst the deceptions of mankind

As there can be no gathering there
without a gathering here

must we celebrate this confirmation

Nor shall we ever remove our eyes again
from the purpose of our life

As one may Oracle the Power to Many

So can many Oracle the Power to Thousands
And Many more to All

until such time

as gods bow again before you

And the Earth shall also witness

I can feel the dreams of the forgotten daughters
and Hear the restlessness in their thoughts
I can reach out and see with unknown eyes
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Sacred Daughters of the Most High

the life-force of they of the Remnant
scattered upon the earth

For them this life is as a child sitting in a room alone
looking out a window to a movie

of the beasts of the earth

scurrying to and fro

into the nothingness of their obedience

Yet I can see the fire of their minds
turning darkness into light
as if to separate from time
and walk amongst giants unaware

That we give grace to all life is a reality of our being
Tho our purpose is to our home far from here

As is known

When awakened to the acceptance

of who you really are.
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Great Scot

Not else the land itself
Without Highland sky
Or Lowland lochs

The power began before

Ye what a land above all

In the realm of the spirits call
Where gods did meet

To settle the work of man

Lest no other place be found
To extol rule

One such a scape

Would harness

There can be no other

That all would agree

Of Heaven’s host

When reign first fell to earth

Look to the circles of old
Even ancient cities do rest
That every throne did stand
In these holy places

What can modern men know

But only broken stories told
Uncovering mystery upon itself
Revealing what shakes their bones?

Lo when did the spin change axis

Forming heat and cool and cloud?

Was it not when heaven touched her shores
And the wisdom of the Heavens did write?

See the foot of the masters
Where the line was drawn
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Great Scot

Filling waters placed
“Make this place straight”

So it is said again

Of this great land

Where judges wait command
From beginning to end they speak

See the powers of men on earth
Know none do walk without her
They chose the rule

As well as snatched it away

So that it would be

One tribe to judge them all
Must dwell forever there
Making account of men below

See the infiltrated masses

Bringing the prose of the wizards ways
Seeking out all of the ancient tribe
Blinded without knowing

See the power hungry men
Bringing spears of the warrior way
Seeking out all of the ancient tribe
Pushed back without succession

See the advancing cultures

Bringing laws of their orders ways
Seeking out all of the ancient tribe
Stopped by the walls of their own fear

Yet there be brothers of the isle

Where judges first accepted their task

So that the lineage would remain fulfilled
As decided long ago
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Great Scot

Great painted land

That gave place

For the council of the Creators
You are not forgotten

Pray unto the beginning look

As they without tainted blood still walk
Offering patient witness

As was commended

The deep still knows your mark

And the hills still feel your breath

As her shores express the work of your staff

So too the eyes of the makers of kings look to you

Until that day comes

When all flesh shall be spoken for
By they you choose to give ear
We do still place our trust

And as the land has remembered

Even to unbury its past before our eyes
We too stand ready in this beautiful place
Where we have always lived

Justice remains vigil amidst her fallen
Peace remains in her rocks

Sacred it is

Holy is it forever more
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Awakened from My Slumber

Awakened from my slumber
My eyes see hell around me.

Awakened from her mystery
Her chains become apparent.

I look to the field where all my comrades have fallen.
The evil one has slain them, and they gasp for power.

She looks through the dim window of her cell.
There is no Knight to restore the lost kingdom.

I hear the wailing and gnashing of men's teeth.
Their spirit lays beside them fallen,

Their bones rival one another

for favor from the warlord.

She hears the triumphant wickedness from her cell.
The demon ravages her gardens,

and feasts upon her little beasts.

He roars boastfully of all he has consumed,

and wears the clothing of her lover.

I cry out for my Brother,

he walks amongst the ranks healing.

Ever patient, ever kind, ever blessing is the way.
His Kingdom stands, though mine has fallen.

She cries out to her heart, it beats within her still.
Ever healing, ever embracing, ever loving is the way.
Her passion lives, though her Knight is gone.

Ilook and see before me others
risen heading to their lands.

I gather my sword; it is truth,

I gather my shield; it is courage,
I gather my horse; it is faith.
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Awakened from My Slumber

She dreams within herself

and remembers the seat of all Kingdoms.

She gathers her voice; it is her spirit,

She gathers her passion; it is her clothing,

She gathers her hope; it is the heart of her love.

I'look in every direction,

and cannot see the path to my home.

I listen with ears for the wind to carry the message.
My brother restores my memory,

and restores the power to my arm.

I shake off the clothing of the wicked master.

She opens her cell with the keys to her heart.
Shadows of men call to her flesh

wearing disguises of honor.

They chase her as she flees the prison.

She shakes off the glitter of their vain gifts.

Mounted and ready my heart listens for her.
Anger of my fall is like fire in my bones.
Gladness of my awakening is like life to death.
I cry out WHERE IS MY LOVE?

Searching the villages she gathers news of her Lover.
Many say he is here, or he is there,

and those roads lead back to the prison.

She suddenly stops,

is that the trumpet of her lover in the distance?

I hear a now voices in the wind,

wicked warrior harlots of the evil one.

They say to me, I am here my love, I am there my love,
and their hearts lead back to death.

Suddenly I stop,

are those eyes of my lover in the forest?
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Awakened from My Slumber

Now transfixed on my call

she walks towards my trumpets sound.
Now transfixed on her eyes,

my horse trots in her direction.

I call out again, with only a secret message.
She calls back, with the only secret answer.

Now running, she's attacked by hoards of chasing men.
Running fast the harlots mock her.
Ever hopeful she laughs as she passes by them.

Now racing, my horse breathes heavy

as the men take aim to shoot it.

The harlots come in force to steer me away.
Ever hopeful I keep my eyes on my lover.

She sees the dust of my flight to her,
I see the multitudes behind her.

Together we shall meet,
Together we shall fight them all off.

In my shield shall she find protection.
Next to my body she shall hold me up.

In my presence shall she bring me water.
By my sword shall her enemies fall.

And when our foes have all been turned to dust,
I will restore my temple,

And she shall replant her gardens,

And together we shall return to our Eden.
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Castles of Earth, Castles of Stone

Then there was the time

when the earth was as mud

with mud huts and benches

and plumes of mud going into the ground

Simple trees of evergreen
placed on the bench
arranged and formed
designed

Water waves in a far off place

the other side of here

Beyond the new formed mountains
with bolts in the Sky

Then there I flew

up off the surface

beyond the place you worked
and smiled as I went

Into the sky

amidst the stars

they soared on by
returning me to the center
of it all.

Just you and I

before everyone else
before everything
together in the making.

From many lives unto many lives
We have walked together

From the beginning
we have sought each other out
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Castles of Earth, Castles of Stone

Over and over we have fallen, seeking
waking to another - we know

I set aside all that is in our time now
I set aside all progress

all society

all things modern

all things of today

I go to a place inside

and I remember Ancient Scotland
with Hills

and clan wars

and fallen fellows

I reach for a small stone

It is standing besides a grave
which is next to a tree

I kneel

and cry

My heart is broken there

It is here I know I saw her last

AWAKEN IMMORTAL again I am here now.
Another life in this time now

Yet

All the days of my life I lived

beside her grave, in my heart

beside her memories
beside her soul and her love

I built her Castles
so that I would never forget
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Castles of Earth, Castles of Stone

I build them all
to always respect her royalty with me

Gracious Father in Heaven
Who hast heard my mournful cry!
with Humility I thank thee for her

She who was also returned to this time

has also cried out to thee

and also for her you have answered!
Gracious and most kind Father in Heaven
You have returned us to our love.

You have given us another life.

You have opened our eyes to our inheritance.
My Eve is with me again, as was before

I built her Castles
Because it was the last time I saw her...

Until now

Praise God Almighty and his Wisdom
and Grace and Mercy.
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Patterns

Who was it

That sat upon the barn rooftop
Watching lights dance in the fields
When the doppelganger appeared?

What was it

You said

Digging into the sandbox
Seeking water?

Why was it

That you learned to hold hands
From the trees

Empowered by the wind?

Where was it

Along the rows

You buried that figurine

Hoping it would take your pain?

When was it

You realized

All these actions you did before
Many ages ago?

For I can tell you

That nothing of your isolated moments

Were very far from my eyes
Or distant from my heart

How can it be explained

That the patterns of former lives
Relived their days

In the actions of a child?

See how they replay.
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Patterns

Was it not I who rode the mountain top
When the legions marched with torches light
As messengers came with false news?

Did you not speak
To the beaches night
Wailing sorrow of your lost King?

How soft was our touch
Ever slowly caressing fingers
In the meadow fields of grasses blowing!

Was it not from plagues loss
Found left few
And our bond was then free?

Remember even then long ago
You knew you had walked that path
Former to then, with me?

Shall we see another sight?

When the fires raged from deep in the earth
Spewing molten rock into the sky
We smiled at life though the destroyer did mimic

When the waters fell to the earth
And filled the cracks
You said your flowing grace touched my ground.

Remember then the tall growing things
By your design sharing all
Requiring one another in kinship?

Look to the seed then formed
Placed in the earth
That death may be born again anew.
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Patterns

When was it you realized
That you would take these actions
All the days of every life You lived?

Then it is that it is known
These are portions

Of what motions we take
Of thoughts we think

Of feelings we express

Of desires we seek to fulfill

I faintly grasp at spirits everlasting
Opening up to the beauty

Of the design

And the proper sense of why it is revealed
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Measure 3

AsitIs
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Among the Weeds

What would you do

if you woke up in the morning
and suddenly could calculate
the predictability

of everything?

What would you say
if you could hear the words of others
before they spoke them?

What would it take to amaze you
shock you with awe

surprise you

awaken you

enlighten you

or enrich you

with this?

Surely the knowledge of everything

even if only for a moment

before hand

removes such experiences of joyful growth

What remains of the realm
is disappointment
heartbreak

torment

humbling

and vanity.

How does one control themselves
with such vast information

set before the path of

unlimited manipulation?

As human force will hone and play and test away
when they can be right and when they can be wrong
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Among the Weeds

some know exactly when
in order to move mountains

They who are as such

do not have spirits that stand
before the face of men

but rather before a Mighty Throne

They who are as such

do not have hearts that can be weighed
by the scales of men

but rather known only to themselves

They who are as such

do not have minds that can be reasoned

by the wisdom of men

but rather tested alone by the mind of the mind

They who are as such
stand only in body
before an alien faction
called men

Truly if love is a factor
in the soul of such a man or woman
there is but one course.

It is a course of utter despair and isolation
it is a course of self annihilation
for the preservation of life

it is a course of eternal determination

In poverty and in wealth

the keys to the kingdom of men is a wasteland
of circular arguments

set upon the beauty of the earth
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Among the Weeds

In Greatness and in nothingness

the drive of the will of man

dies as they do

surrounded by the life of the Spirit of the Universe

There is a force of Life
where men of religion
and men of science
will agree

Where life itself fights for the desire to promote life

Yet who in seeing the will of this
has witnessed the principle of the will?

That life itself seeks to be proud of us
While we instead seek to be proud of ourselves.

Without the knowledge of such men and women
I wish to follow the principle of life
they so adopted

I desire to be proud of you

I pray for your success

I set my will to assist those who cannot achieve
so that they may

I work to humble myself as the lowly custodian

of all that men have abandoned,
forgotten or no longer bares witness to.
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I, Adam

How could it be that He and I are any different?
If my Father's Father reached back down

To his Father's Father

Would I not find that very portion of He in Me?

Where then would my own foundations be made?
Would they come from what was built a new?
Or would they be from the oldest part of my bones?

What do I then owe this Man before time?
Given to He was art and words

And thought and awareness

And symbolism and fire

And expressive need for desire.

If he stood upon this earth

Unlike any creation before him

And wrestled with his own captivated isolation
Would I myself not share in his experience?

And here and now with every invention,

Every division, every progression

Is still in this heart the same that was not good — Alone.
Looking out upon the curves of the earth

Wondering why?

Is my dream not the same that I seek warmth
And touch and a perfected companion?

Is my work not the same that I do toil in the sun
Of the earth, the heat of the society

Or the burning of the unpleasant force

Of mankind's obsession with power?

Many look to scripture made of paper,
Made of trees, made of seeds.

Many look to ideas made of thought,
Made of experiences, made of will,
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I, Adam

Just as Adam looked upon the forest and animals
And said “It is not enough.”

What on earth is enough to Man

Beside that which he does all his works for?

What truly can we reach out and touch to know?
All that I have is also what Adam had, found in Her,
In Family, in Friends.

Indeed everything that works

Within the secrets of my soul

Can be seen also in every man before me
Until the very beginning of time

When one Man stood and KNEW.

His eyes are still my eyes,

And his heart is still my heart

And his will is still my own.

What is vain to me was vain to Solomon
And vain even still before him.

What is felt in me was felt in David

And still felt before Him.

What is wanted and needed and hoped for
And dreamed in me, was also in Adam.

I shall not sit and flounder upon this earth
Treating what survives all generations as trivial.

I shall not toy with the genetic animal of my flesh,
Or squander the spiritual soul within me.

In thanksgiving I remember my Father Adam.
I too in proof of the Eternal

Stand as no other man on earth

Just as all men stand as no other, as Adam did.

His likeness in my flesh comes with purpose
Also this imperative expression
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I, Adam

Of ONE uniqueness of Mind and Spirit.
For my Father's purpose is no different than my own.

I Adam am one with They before me

And He before us all

In that we all know everything of every portion
Of being only one

Seeking another.

Who then will curse my seed

And my desire to perpetuate that seed

In all who would call themselves woman?

Knowing our great love for our children and brothers
And family, wouldn't it be that even in my Lover

I would seek One Unique as me,

So close to me as to be from me?

Who then would scoff at my own desire

To place one of them above all the others

And speak her name as Eve?

So who is he that lies and puffs up

And steals for himself the flesh of woman?

What is given cannot be taken,

And what is alike cannot be parted.

He is as a wild beast and not like my Father's Father.

Adam had no riches, had no slaves,

Had no other men to lord over, had no admirers,

Had no fans, had no prestige, had no glory,

Had no fine clothing, had no great buildings

And had no prominent empire.

He was alone and had only himself that Eve could see.

So again who is he who uses such things
To lure the fine touch of women?

Who is that male that wishes to have
What is not freely given?
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I, Adam

I cannot call them brother in that sense
Where they have forgotten their Father.

Even upon the sands of mankind

Are many calling themselves Eve

Yet they seek wealth and things

And someone to lord over other men.

But she who holds a baby

And feels the power of love and forevermore
Does not forget this lesson

And will remember the great fact of all men
Who are perfect without.

I as Adam did reach out my hand

And there in my other hand held nothing.

My glory is in my unique reality

That makes me sole proprietor over my life.

That ALONE is enough for she who is Eve to my Adam.

That is what I owe all the Fathers before me.

I owe to them

What they themselves carried and gave to me.
I owe to them

To be This Man, This Adam,

This One alone unlike all others.

I Adam stand alone on this earth
As all men do.
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Denial of Ignorance

Awaken me from silent sleep
of wanted dreams
and dithered destiny

Strip away the tarnish
of subtle notion
bound beyond the tether

Wipe tear from eye
of all I've seen
before the play of mankind

Was it not enough o man
to feel the blades of grass
and warm light of the air?

Was it not enough to listen
to truth
placed right into our hands?

As he who desired to design a better thing
ignored the beauty
without the heart to witness

As he who lifted himself

into what he thought was right

while standing

before the actual throne of righteousness!

Who are the ignorant

in a world that cannot give knowledge
where wisdom cannot be sought out
where truth has not been spoken
where reality was passed over

for the idea of a liar?

That which consumes is a cancer
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Denial of Ignorance

and they who govern such
are dealers of the most deadly drug
of ignorance

That which provides and creates is life
and they who offer their gifts

are dealers in life

as is the whole of the universe

It is the great wisdom of man that is utter darkness
It is the great knowledge of man that is total ignorance

Look and you shall find a humble man of nothingness
yet he is written in the book of life

Look and you shall find a forgotten woman
yet she is known among the stars

Right before our eyes

are the global founders of consumption
in every moment of our lives...

See how they hate the artist

the musician

the philosopher

the drifter

the dreamer

the thinker

the non-conformist

the non-religious

the non-participant in consumerism?

But o how we want what they have

but o how we desire what we think we want

but o how we think what we will to do and to get

but o how we will what we scheme to plan and acquire
but o how we scheme

what we arrogantly believe to be better for ourselves
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Denial of Ignorance

Who will give up himself and his own life
in order to find life?

Mankind is a vessel of the ignorant

praised higher and higher

for those who are deeper in stupor

sailing into the eternal abyss

of death dealing self righteousness

taught to sternly obey the ideals of stupidity
as though it is the Voice of God

And as our history consistently reveals
our violent disposal of every voice of life
will anyone take note?

See what happens

when you Kkill off all the strong of a pack
scattered to the wind they are then
where even prey can overtake the rest

There is a power beneath us all

who has overtaken the remnant of Eden

see how it has shown all to be glitter and gold?
see how it has given lies as knowledge?
foolishness as wisdom?

death as life?

killing as saving?

See how we work and toil

under the whip of they who are our prey?
yet enslaved to darkness we are
worshiping and bowing

to that who has no right to our name

enam beleitholitus deritori enculpitula

It is not a lion who roars upon the wind of brutality
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Denial of Ignorance

but a worm to be buried into the ground
under the feet of the children of the universe
thrown into the fire of truth

and everlasting life

Our enemy is death

and death is not of our lineage
nor is it a master of our spirit
it is a master of decay alone

For our Spirit came from life that formed us

as we are alive we are proof itself

even our weakened flesh is given life

even our limited mind is given awe

even our deafened ears concentrate

to hear the dawn of peace

as our blinded eyes search the horizon of possibility
to discover the truth we forgot

I must vomit out the poison I swallowed
for even my forefathers did partake in the
lie of nakedness

I judge not my brother who has been deceived as I
but in judgment do I stand

with authority of they who lied

and of the lie itself

as my Authority is Life

and my Master the Originator of Life itself

Truly we know not what we do

I must deny the Ignorance
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My Universal Name

It was a long and disconcerting night
I felt no relief from my wounds

the flesh, the emotional body

filled with unrest they were

With grace and mercy
sleep did fall upon me

Suddenly I am located in a Nebula
I see the heavens all around me
Nothing seems out of place

it is all brilliant and extraordinary

Then a Scroll appears ahead of me
it is approaching and growing near
it opens

exposing its contents

Millions upon millions of symbols appear
they are in columns and rows
I watch as they pass before my eyes

At once it stops

and one Symbol lights up
and grows bigger

so that I may see

Then a Loud, Calm Voice

directed me to this Symbol

and said

"This is You - Ryan Scott Ranney."

"Anything with this Symbol affixed on it, is Yours."
"This is your known name in the Universe".

Then next to it I saw the same symbol
but slightly slanted to the right
and it also lit up
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My Universal Name

and the Voice spoke again
"This is your wife"

So I awoke...

Opened my photo program

and drew the symbol I saw

asIsaw it

Then I colored it as it was

and added everything in it that was there
exactly as it was shown to me

Now I am showing it to you.

Without any forewarning
or previous thought of my own concerning such things
this gift was given to me in a dream.

I hope this makes sense to someone.
As for now I have accepted that this affixed Image
is my Universal Name in all the Worlds of Worlds.




The Carrion Dragon - 3 Days & Nights

3 days and nights

The darkness did Ascend
From its pit of the unholy
Claiming

Each day was as a nightmare
Where doubts did cast their way
Even into the mirror of eyes
Could not I find my own reflection
Or the face of love I knew to know

There in the night hours

I did stand upon the ground of Sacredness
Surrounded by the waters of peace

With rampant fear coursing through my bones
Ready to face the Carrion Dragon

You who eat death

With the breath of stench untold

Did shake the ground

And boil the water

As I could witness your swirling rage
Where no light did appear

You who have entered where you should not be
And wandered in where you do not belong
And stole what was not yours

And used what was not given to you

And lied to ears not honored for you

You who have been abhorred

I, even [, stood and offered my flesh

In challenge to you

Though you did not appear

Though you could have easily taken my life

Though you were chased and did not show your face
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The Carrion Dragon - 3 Days & Nights

I, even I, stood a second night

In challenge to you

And any champion you would send

In your stead

Though none did appear

Save for the darkness of cloud

And rain and swirling of water

Moving in places

Where the ears hear the torments of the deep
Still none did stand to face me

I, even |, did stand that third and final night

After a lifetime of your blasphemies and torment

I did again Challenge you and anyone you would send
And as the clouds did descend upon me

And the wind rose up to smite my face

And the waters did boil

And the rain did set it course to move me away

I stood firm in offering of myself

For you to fight in challenge

To my very death was I willing

Still you did not appear

Nor did you send a champion

Nor did you send a minion or any other creature
of Darkness

And as I cried out in my most fearful moments
Still I proclaimed you to be a coward

Who would not even stand to face a man

And the lowest man on earth at that

Indeed low also am I in heaven

For who but I could challenge your cowardice?
A great man would use his strength against you
A righteous man would use his faith against you
A holy man would use his power against you
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The Carrion Dragon - 3 Days & Nights

A good man would use his gift against you

But I who am none of these things

Nor spoken to by great men

Nor given ear by the righteous

Nor known to the holy

Indeed not even found in the favor of the saved
And those who proclaim life for all

Have Stood before you

With no words in my mouth prepared

Let it be known that as you failed
I'who am nothing spoke

Proclaiming victory by your forfeiture
And your absence before my face

And though the very riles of death
Filled every vessel in me

Shaking me to my bones in fear of it
Still I stood alone in that darkness Free

Cast away you were from my future and past

Cast away were all your agents

and your ways and means

Cast away from myself that first night

Cast away from my family and friends that second
Cast away from any thing I proclaim to be mine

in that third

For it is I who walked onto that battle ground
Taking up your challenge for my life

And I who still stood in the end

To claim all spoils and rights of war

And there as I turned to walk away
Across that great dam and bridge to freedom
Then did I witness your flight
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The Carrion Dragon - 3 Days & Nights

As that great Carrion Dragon

Out of my very flesh you withdrew
Up into the night air

You flew with blackened wings

Greater were you than I

Massive was your size

Loud was the flapping of your wings
And Rage was in your dark eye

All the way down to your taloned feet
And armored tail

There then did all your flock also follow

As lost dragons of time

To wander the sky for the dead

Filling the night sky with the darkness of the pit

Who could I thank but the Creator Himself
For teaching me the way of Faith

In the face of Fear?

Who could I ask to forgive my transgressions
Any my former fear

And my former hiding

But He who sees all?

Then just as I set foot upon the bridge
Did Light appear

And surround me

From that step even unto the whole path
To my home.
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I can travel to any time in my life

in the whim of memory deep

there I sit reflecting upon my own self
many such times reclaim the present
in order to bring themselves returned

In all and every time

one unmistakable form of life presents
one dire wish of the heart undeniable
it shines upon my face then

and even now as I recall

as it has always been there

Without change have I sought my God
in every stage

by every means

through all my darkness and light
while I was righteous

and when I was vile

when hungry

when satiated

when sorrowed and when in joy

The days I witnessed the greatness of men

and the days I witnessed the horrors of mankind
the days I witnessed the lovelessness of women
and the days I felt the kindness of one woman
still have I sought

always and forever

When given to I have sought

when robbed I have sought

when truth be told I sought

when lied to I sought

there is no time it has left my heart

there is no condition it has removed itself
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In moments of life beautiful I sought
and in moments of condemning death
that I myself did wish upon myself
did still my heart want for my God

Blessings and Curses I have known in great abundance
Neither took my desire from me

I say in truth, without lie

that I have known sacred souls upon this earth

and I have wrestled with demons in vast darkness

I have felt the awe of the spirit of Life

and have been lashed to my very blood by evil ones
And still nothing has removed my will to meet my God

What is it that can be said?

For I have left no stone unturned

in every path I walked

and I have left no thought unexplored
and no legend unconsidered

and no words have been banished
and no discovery has been ignored
neither has their been unwillingness
to examine the history revealed

I hear the words of those who have found their God
and I see the works of they who have proclaimed
their Savior

and I have felt such peace in my heart

for them

I praise their God for bringing their spirit to light

Indeed I have walked their paths also
and gave away all in order to understand
Some have called me evil

for the wickedness of my youth

and some have called me wise

76



The Path of the Priest

for the words of my heart
all the while I have loved them both
for their simple serenity

Much has been given and revealed and bestowed

and honored and explained

and much has been shown and offered and unleashed
to this one man

who yet does have a lifetime to discern

That still in the memory alone when I was three
and in the memory at seven when I walked the road
and the memory beside the oceans at twelve

and with death at my door at fourteen

all the way till now as age is taking me

Still

is every image the same upon the bones of my face
of he who looked for God in everything

This look can be seen in the eyes

of many upon the earth

and in sincerity I do not believe

there is a greater sorrow

or burden or task or isolation or even a deeper secret
than that of those who have never ceased

their want to know God

I am not even sure if it is a choice or not

It just is a reality of the spirit

that reaches down into every place of the heart
drifts through every part of the mind

and touches every portion of the flesh also
always and forever
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Wounded Warrior

Inside my eyes

is the echo of battle

of brother and friend
standing together as one

Outside my eyes

is the wounded warrior
of brother and friend
knowing not their enemy

Rise UP and Remember
Speak to your Hearts

Of conquest is none satisfied

of Bloodshed is none redeemed
of squabble it is fruitless

of territory it is laid waste

of flesh it is terminal

of endings it is sure

of losses there are many

of power it is weightless

of self rightness it is isolated

of possessions they do crumble
of the war outside, it is utter vanity

All of which serve to distract us
from the true hand that moves against us.

And who can tell you of that hand
Which you already know so well?

Inside is our Battle Ground
Inside is our War
Inside is our enemy

There he hides amidst ritual and dogma
and custom and domestication
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There he tears at our soul
Rips at our Spirit
and Blames you for your Lack!

Inside is our Redemption
Inside is our Domain
Inside is our Victory and OUR world.

Secret agents are placed before our outside eyes
as the mastermind rests inside.

Hear the words of the others who would chain you
Hear the words of the men who would bind you
Hear the words of those who teach fear

Hear the words of those

who set themselves above you.

Listen again to Your Own self and know

Not ONE is greater then you, Son of my Father!
Not one who speaks against you

acts against you

wars against you

and disables you

is from YOU.

Listen yet again at what you have told yourself
and know

It is NOT your voice which speaks against you
it is NOT your voice that acts against you

it is NOT your voice that wars and disables you.

You who look into the mirror
and curse the man
harbor the thief in your very own Body!

Inside is our enemies true mystical compound
Filling our heads with lies
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and deception and propagandal!

Inside is our Warrior Soul

The part which Cannot Die

The part which Cannot lose

The part which Cannot be an others

Look to the man who would bring down
his own brother
and you will see one who is no longer man

All men are the Chieftains of their Inheritance
and None are dealt lack.

No man wishes for what is another mans,
he wishes for what is his OWN!

It is not the spirit of a man to covet it all,
even what they do not naturally want.

That is as another who speaks to them
from the battlefield inside which they have
surrendered to.

That is the spirit of his alter-Muse,
his alter-Passion given from another.

For who in truth can say what you should have?
When you already have dominion of yourself?

The speaker of such is a liar,
The teller of such tales is a farce.

My Brothers know
that I am that I am
and none of them desire my change.

My brothers know
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that I am with them all
inside our Armies camp with them.

He who with judgment discerns not these things
judges again himself alone,
and departs to his enemies camp.

But he who with ears does hear himself
will find his family beside him.
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Trial of the Stones

Upon the black stone road
paved as though with glass
alighting itself even into the night
with only the moon as her source

Surrounded by the motionless pines

tall, thin with branches to the floor unkempt
all behind me I do not know

as she stretched ahead of me

beckoning to walk the path

though I could float slightly above

if as the stones themselves pushed me along

I fear to rise upward on this hill
though I am compelled to know
what waits for my presence

where the black stone path ends

Winding it goes to the very top

where the entire world becomes as a valley
witness the many hills

as far as the eye can see

stars may be touched

as even the eagle flies below

to the ends they cannot be seen

There before my eyes

a small rectangular fortress of stone
overlooking it all

life breathes inside the walls

I can feel the memory of every tear I ever cried
I can taste the salt of them

yet I am not crying

my heart pulses as though it has found

itself

without yet entering in
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there is great pause

Suddenly my presence is inside

the warmth of the stone

where two twins await my visit

standing apart in the center

with a wooden barrel of water between them

Their eyes are black like the stone path
glimmering in the light of the fire to the right

a book rests on a old wood pulpit to the left

their hair is long and light

wearing white robes of a saintly cloth

oh what shall I do with their stares into my eyes?
Angels they are

Then they speak but not as with words!
The sounds are as musical arpeggios
passing from one to the other

even as binary code with unlimited digits.

I struggle so hard to interpret

the tones and notes and phrases

but unable am I to comprehend

Each individual sound presses into me

as if it alone has touched my inner world

arranging, re-arranging,

creating something new within

that was not as it was or was not there at all before

it is a shower of millions of gold notes passing into me

It is as a perfect harmony of brilliant instruction
I am awed an unable to move

as the twins become as lights themselves

rising off the floor hovering

I comprehend only that we shall be forever young
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the spirit of this creations origin

but for an instant realize the massive knowledge
already within me

trembling it is to the chest where there is no darkness
yet the light of eternity which is what I am

is nothing compared to that which gave it power

I see the mouths of the twins open even wider

now one has a right hand out

while the other has a left had out

as if to anchor themselves upon something I cannot see

Then I am as a cloud above the stone house
witnessing all below as even more below than before
suddenly the stones re-arrange themselves

into a different structure

perhaps for the next visitor?

Still a body there is

as even my sense of consciousness remains

where it has been felt before in me

But it is all different

even my mind feels different

even my hands feel different

even my bones are as the atomic motionless

What was given? What was taken?

Every point in the heavens

I now know how to take myself too!

They open as worlds of their own with a glance
Every life below has purpose I cannot put into words!
There is a smoke of darkness in my left hand

and a flame of light in my right

TIME has a meaning that cannot be spoken!

Yet it shall be tried
for the purpose of what is given
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I have never not known myself
yet I did not know I had ever unknown

And it will come to pass

that what is given shall be returned

as they in twin who returned to bring my armor
have always been with me
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Parable of the Foreigner

Translated Imagery

Sent down
among the brotherhood
of the agile warrior

Placed down
among the brotherhood
of the soil

Cast down
among the brotherhood
of the scales

It does not ring within me

that such a thing as all those around
would be left unattended to the very end
without such knowledge

that you yourself would have ignored

Would it be that I would forget myself?
Would it be that I would war among myself?
Would it be that I would relinquish myself?

As they who stand in the pride
claim the land and sky

and the deep and the infinite
as their own

Would it be that I no longer know?

As the question itself purposes the failure

of those who would prescribe doom

So too does the question itself purpose victory
of he who asks

In your songs are you drunk
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and your righteous measure is an abomination
so too are the steps of your feet unequal
slowly tearing apart your own will

Who then shall remain
but the alien among you?

It is that you have prosed riddle upon riddle
and prank upon prank

where your knowledge is a trap to your mind
and your wisdom is a curse to your soul

and your justice is a child who screams

that all should die for their desire

Why such fear and freight for the foreigner?
Why such hurried horror for the human?
Why such confused confinement for the couple?

What can you hide in the site of your works?
Can you not witness your own paradox?
Who then is the Uninvited Guest?

Let us put an end to the grapple

Here in your realm
or outside into another
stillamIasIAm

For if I made a vessel

and then destroyed it

still it was I who made it
still it was I who gave it life

For if I made a force

and then destroyed it

did not the force have effect

in the making and the ending of it?
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Was not for its time, alive

the time when it was given right
to live

until such time

as it no longer lived?

And would not such a time

ripple out into space

indeed there where it was placed
reach also into all that was made?

So shall I who lives

reach inside or out

when there is no here or there
oncel am?

Then in witness to your works

make known to all

that it is you who are confined

to yourself and your single aim
though you are in the millions

Where as I am only One with Another.

Who then shall be the Foreigner?
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Revelation Within

Millions came before us
Million come after us
Millions are with us

Who will change the tune?

I'll have my way

And you’ll have your way

And someone will say we can’t
And someone will say we can

And someone will say we are real
And some will say we are a figment
of our own imagination

Tell that to the Lego under my foot.

The world continues always

to play out the same pattern

Over a few thousand years

Rebuilds, conquers, annihilates, rebuilds

This is enmity with eternity
because it is a broken record
Skipping every so many thousand years

They who claim to secure eternity
Do so by the divining of circular tools
Just like the pattern before

And the people of that pattern before

They who claim the moment

Do so by the divining of circular tools
Just like the pattern before

And the people of the pattern before

They who conform to the ways of the world
Do so as they who did before

89



Revelation Within

And they who rebel to the ways of the world
Do so as they who did before

And they who birth a revolution
Have watched it also fade

And they who also did long before
Even the NAME describes the pattern

As the parent enforces strictly

The child grows to parent without discipline
To his child who grows to enforce strictly

To that child who is like his grandfather.

We have the age of birth

And the age of growth

And the age of reason

And the age of darkness

And the age of renaissance

And the age of lovers

And the age of industry

And the age of technology

And the age of information

And the age of decay

And the age of awakening

Into the age of foundations built on sand -
where life appears as death and death as life.
(Because it has always fallen apart)

Back into the age of birth

Over and over and over again

The rain waters the earth
Then poisons the earth
Then freezes the earth
Then melts on earth
Then waters the earth...
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My wallet is empty

And then my wallet is full
And then my wallet is empty
And then my wallet is full

And I have purchased enough couches to fill a castle

And I have blessed enough people to make me a saint
And I have cursed enough people to make me evil
And I have given enough to make me just

And I have taken enough to make me a thief

And I have been honest enough to make me clean
And I have self-deluded enough to whither my bones
And who is any different?

Even now?

Even before?

Even LONG before

Even after us?

What difference has ANY of it made?
Ever?

But before me still
Is the same question and same choice
As all they before me

LIFE or DEATH - the dichotomy

And how do we choose

In the age that protects death and war

and borders and self-accumulation

Thinking these things to be life and desirable?
Where also they who believe otherwise...
That protection from death and war

and worry and doubt

Is also life and desirable

While taking your liberty and knowledge
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and choice and logic?

And how do we choose

When they who say we are gods

and make our own destiny

Forget about the hidden Lego under their own foot?
Or when they who say we are beast and flesh

and exist only now

Forget about the desire they have

for feelings and a voice?

How do we choose in the age

Where life is Death and Death is Life?

When Death looks so pleasing in its surety?

And Life looks so meaningless in its randomness?

And death looks so logical in its ignorance?

And life looks so irrational in its forgotten story of life?

How do we choose

In a world where MEN can say

they understand the nature of nature
When they live for 80 years

In a natural environment with a life cycle
of BILLIONS of years?

How do we choose

In a world where MEN can say they are qualified
to direct the wisdom of God

When they teach for 40 years

About a God that has been,

is and always will be everlasting?

Does not he who endures

for the growth of his own wealth
Whatever that wealth may be

Over look the growth of another respect?
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Does not he who endures

for the progression of his own family
Whatever that quality may be

Overlook the progression of another respect?

Truly someone as myself

Who scores a zero in good and bad

(even in my own ignorant understanding)

Must come to realize that while ON EARTH
Everlasting LIFE is nothing I have ever seen

or been shown or know

Because it is incomprehensible

And Everlasting DEATH is nothing I have ever seen
or been shown or know

Because it is incomprehensible

In a world that doesn’t remember either one as it is
Because it is simply skipping on a broken record
In the age before the fall into our belief

that it is great even though it isn’t.

Who will change that TUNE?

SO I will pray to a God that I can’t believe in

Because none of us can make belief of God believable.
And I will offer myself to a God that I can’t understand
Because none of us can offer

understandable understanding of God.

And I will give my faith to a God

that I don’t have faith in

Because none of us can comprehend faith faithfully.
And I will offer my life to death

And I will offer my death to life

Because I will choose the Everlasting Life
that is unfathomable to me

Because the everlasting death

is also unfathomable to me.
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This is the Revelation Within
The revolution is over... forever.
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Measure 4

As It Will Be
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Ascension

Given to me long ago
Was the knowledge of my end

There is a moment between moments
The veil between consciousnesses
And unconsciousness

When we step onto the light

Shared

Between all parallels

Known and unknown

It is the light of the pathway

Connecting them all

So that they who are of highest ascent

May travel freely everywhere and anywhere
At once

It is a place where thought becomes reality
Within the foundation of whatever reality
You stand

To will a star, you have created a star
Never knowing it from the perspective

Of the earthly conscious man

I stood once upon the pathway of Light
Aware

And there did see my own earthly end
As I could see backwards

And forwards

From beginning to end

Of this one named Ryan

It happened in 1994

In such a space that altered me even until now
And there I saw the older self

As I am now

Knowing it would conclude in the year 2014
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When I would stand upon the earth no more

20 years lay before me

And I set out to accomplish everything my heart
desired

I set out to conquer all that I wished to conquer
I set out to define the boundary between folly
And clarity

I established my bucket list

And quietly amassed my wealth

Seeking joy in darkness

And happiness in the midst of sorrow

Until only one such desire remained

That is

To love another as if they are truly one with me
To fearlessly open my heart

On the earth of man

This has a price many will not pay

Of every worldly possession and golden coin
This is truly a blessing

It is by far the greatest deal we will ever be given
To which I gladly and willingly paid it all

I found love and bliss and joy and sensuality and
companionship

Beyond any experience I could have ever imaged
And she became my wife on earth

As also in every other place upon the light

Then came the day

Late December 2013, just before the New Year
And I fell to the ground

Absence of strength

Rushed to walls of the science of man

Only to find my own blood was killing me
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And on New Years Eve 2014

Ilay dying in a hospital bed

Circled by the gracious Angel of Death
Our friend who helps us transition

Many already know of my ordeal

And as I lay there

This woman came to me who shared my life

And she asked with Love that I remain to stand on the
earth with Her

And I handed the prayer of my wife to the Angel

And watched as He left my other side, drifting away
into another place

I recovered with amazement to all

Astonished also was my own thoughts as they sent me
home

After three days and three nights

And this is where and why I have been compelled
To write the truth of my experience 20 years ago

Once home I watched

As to my purpose

Was this it?

Was I truly spared?

Was my vision long ago just a profound dream?

Then suddenly

On the evening of my birthday, January 18th
While in the arms of my wife who just said to me
“I am so happy that you are still alive, you are a
blessing to my life”

And in that moment before I responded

THEN again

I found myself standing upon the pathway of light
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Where I could see for just a moment many other
realms

And there again came a focused direction to me
The very same voice and authority
that blessed me 20 years earlier with grace

It is such a profound Word

that every existence obeys its truth
And in the receiving of the message
I again felt altered

Then returned to my bed

This time I kept not my secret

And I called for my wife’s attention

And shared with her the message and vision given to
me

I saw a very old man

Smiling back at me with long white hair

And a staff of wood in his hand

And a sackcloth garment like a friar of long ago
And I saw my eyes in the man who knew me
And I was aware that he was me

And he knelt on one knee when the message was
spoken

“Your life has been doubled from this day, you shall
now live 86 years upon the earth”
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I could not say if it was a dream or a vision
Though clear and potent

The ground was as old royal stone
Interlocked long ago
Making a pathway

There before me it stretched forward
Then as I looked ahead

I saw the great lake

Surrounded by mountains of golden stone
Three great ridges touched the sky

In the very center of the lake
Stood three silver thrones
Though occupied they were

I could not see anything beyond
The blinding light

Of they who sat upon them

That old cobbled path reached out into the lake
Stopping short before the thrones

By 50 meters

Surrounded by the lapping waters

Of that great lake

It was there where I saw him
The Forgotten Son

Sitting at the edge of the path
Looking out onto the waters
Turned slightly to the left
Unaware of the Thrones

And I could see as he threw stones from the edge
Far and deep into the lake

He made ripples that extended to all parts
Reaching everywhere
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Causing waves with some stones
Even to the feet of the thrones
Did his actions reach

Then my eyes were opened

To the meaning of the ripples

And I could see

That in a lie his ripple did wound tens

And in an error his actions did wound hundreds
And in a betrayal his choice did destroy

An entire family race

And in his life did he throw many stones
Unaware of the waves of his will

From every ripple there were voices
And many of the former dead did rise up
And they spoke against this one

Of the injustice of their lives

Because of his ripples

So many voices spoke at once
All with their books
Filled with grievances

I heard one, two, and three

“See how my life was ended short”

“See how my family did not know me”

“See how this man kept me in darkness”

And they tore at their clothes as they spoke

And they ripped at their skin as they spoke

And they raised their hands and fists as they spoke

And I then knew

That the man could hear these voices also

Even as he threw more stones out into the water
Unaware of the reason they rose against him
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Unaware it was from his ripples

And so I fell to my face

Knowing that this place is after our place now
As the lake displays the path

Of ones life

And the unknown effect

Of our days

Fear filled my heart at the hearing

Of so many voices

And at the knowing that there was none
Not even one

Who spoke in favor of the man

And I myself wished I could rise up
And speak on behalf of this man
But I could not

For I did not know him

Nor did I know of his life

And I could feel my heart breaking

As he himself began to see the meaning

To the ripples

And to every choice he ever made

And every lie he ever told

And everyone who held anger in their hearts
For their loss because of this man

As he could see

The time he gave not to the hungry

Who in turn being hungry did not again stand
Who in turn from falling did not have a child
Who in turn did not form a generation

That generation was meant to further his own

Or another time when he spoke a falsehood
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against his neighbor

And his neighbor did loose his courage

There in turn did his neighbor not increase his talents
Or aid his own children in their time of need

Because others had lost faith and favor

Due to the word of another man

I could only weep for the Forgotten Son
As no one presented their hearts

In favor of this man

Even unto the knowing himself

That none spoke also for him.

All in their righteousness did turn away
For their hearts were exposed
And their anger was proclaimed to the thrones

I knew not the reason I would be witness

Nothing was spoken to me as I did see with my eyes
And hear with my ears

All the earthly souls

Crying out for their justice

Yet to this day

Do I carry this heavy broken heart
For he who was

The Forgotten Son

103



Resting Truth

My God I will write whatever You wish

Where it begins I do not know
Where it ends proposes a greater mystery

My thoughts fall to you often

When I see the rains flood the lands of earth
And the people are scattered

And there is war in many places

And mad men make hostage your children
That they may have a voice

Who speaks for the children of hunger
Or the women of perverse sorrows

Or the men of lost power

Or the people of bondage

Or the savagery of commerce

Or the addict that wills their own desires?

More today claim truth

Than have ever claimed truth before

Yet where can truth be found?

Who can speak a thing that is true?

What word is given in proven sovereignty
To this world today?

There are those who shout “violence”
As Job once did

And indeed they speak truth in this
But they are not those who claim truth
They are those who claim violence
And destruction.

Many use the words of peace,

Love, happiness, law, higher-self, spirituality
And so many more follow in earnest
Seeking, wanting, hoping, praying
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Yet how is it that every word falls short
In the hearts of the most honest worshipers
As they still must struggle unanswered?

Is it now we are in the time
Where truth cannot be found?

Not in the desert

Not in the forest

Not in the grasslands

Not in the valleys

Or atop the mountains

Neither in the northern regions
Or the southern?

Could we stand in our famine now
Without a word of truth?

Where men claim “cover-up”

And others claim “conspiracy”

And other claim “aliens”

And others claim “governments”

And yet others claim they alone are right?

Is it now our great drought
As spoken of long ago?

Where no word can give drink
And no offering can banish thirst
And no belief can survive under the sun?

Here amongst the turmoil of earth

Do we also have such great news

And also another set of great news
And also another

And then again another

Where so many articles of “truth” exist
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That none can be reconciled to one another
Creating confusion
Proving then untrue.

And they who appear to stand on solid ground
Hold claim to ideas that cannot withstand fact
And they who appear to stand on shaky ground
Adopt current facts to appear more stable.

And I believe I stand in a world

Of no more truth

For the more truth I hear claimed

The more lies [ hear spoken

And the more righteousness I hear proclaimed
The more villainy I see unfold

And the more they who say “yes” do say Yes
The more actions they take to create “no”

Where then is a truth?

Just as a common Dog

Will never understand

The jet propulsion engine

No matter how smart a dog he is

Do we not now also stand in a time
Where men and women cannot know a truth
No matter how smart a human we are?

Because how is it we can listen to it all
Without having to claim violence

And once doing so

Still stand in peace?

As soon as the perception is given
And the mind embraces the idea
And the soul delivers it
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None can escape the irony.
Oh and how this irony banishes any hope for truth!

Perhaps it is no longer time for men to speak
Or women to prose riddles

Or children to claim entitlement

Or any flesh to point the way

In any direction?

Perhaps it is time

For the Heavens to open

And the seals to be broken

And the bowls to be poured out
And the horses to ride into destiny?

Yet as a man indeed I too would have no right
To say such a thing

For who am I to say there is no truth

Simply because I am blind

Simply because I am deaf

Simply because I am He who has a feeble spirit?

Yet is there a man in his right mind

who does not wonder?

As he who claims no wonder

But rather cock surety that he has the answer

Gives no logical answer of any kind.

Thus again it is my own words

Though I wish to write or speak the words of Another
Where truth must be resting

Greater than me

Greater than all

Even so, I find Peace in the stars of night
And the Love of a woman.
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Shadows Fall

See the shadow that time forgot
Lurking behind the veil
Ugly and twisted and loathed

That there is none to embrace such a thing
Is said to be good

That there is none to tame such a thing

Is said to be truth

That there is none to love such a thing

Is said to be justice

As it is to be

All fear such a horrible thing
Banishing

Calling away

Fleeing

As it is to be

As it always was

For a time

But what a great thing
When sadness did rest

And tremors did settle

And a greater light did shine
In all the places of darkness
Even if only for one to see

Oh those most beautiful eyes

That peered into newly lit caverns
Uncharted valleys

Unexplored mountains

And hidden gems throughout the land
Shining for that first time

In the sun

Soon enough though
Too soon always
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Shadows Fall

Darkness does again take over

As night falls back to its origin
And shadows do return

Signaling the retreating light

Laid to rest just under the horizon
Of hope

See the shadow that time forgot
That there is none to want such a thing
Is said to be good
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Lesson of the All Seeing Eye

What can we say today

that we set our hearts upon a new vision
or inspire at a new thought

in order to bring about the wish of a dream
we are not sure is real

but believe in so?

Whereas all that stands before me in this moment
could very well drift away into the next

leaving nothing left of the love

I saw before the eyes of my flesh

Though such loss reaches down

into places I had not dared to seek

does such a thought cause

the greater reward of peace

yet it cannot be fathomed without its presentation

Set to understand from this very moment
to the next very moment

do we communicate ourselves

from what we hope to project

into another

It is not brought about from the wretchedness of man
but instead from the ignorance

from those things we have never been shown

nor all those before us even knew

yet inside ourselves we know

to be true

and to seek

It is inescapable upon the variances of our design

To be known
to be understood
to be loved
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Lesson of the All Seeing Eye

to be accepted
to be one with another

I can give no greater thing
than my acceptance of another
my understanding for them
my desire to hear their words
my time to be one with them

For it can very well be in ALL the days of their life
that there will be no other
to do such a thing for them at all

I see before me a very large field of battle

where every human who has ever walked the earth
has raised their sword up to the heavens

has held their shield

and run amok battling every thing presented to them
as their enemy of isolation

even though they are all on the same field

it is as they know not one another

or the vastness of the war around them

The great blind human army of one

They all can be seen at once
tho who dares to witness such devastation?

Yet in the truth of this vision

I see nothing standing before them
as they swing their swords

except spirits of darkness mocking
I see nothing beating them

as they cower under their shield
yet spirits of darkness mocking

In their vigor and waling about
they accidentally cut one another
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Lesson of the All Seeing Eye

without knowledge the other is even there
until such time as they battle each other
because of the pain

Some peer outside the blindfold for a moment and
claim wisdom

Some hear the sound of another and claim
righteousness

Some bump into another body and claim
understanding

Some speak of their battle and are heard by others
as they wander in darkness seeking one another

Yet they who have awoken to the whole field
know this very thing

That with all eyes upon all souls

it is possible to avoid getting cut

even when others gather in armies

to battle against you

for we flitter in and out of their vision

We speak here and there

We touch one and move to another

Our own presence is not unlike

the effect of the darkness

as it too appears and disappears to mock

yet our presence is greater

for we are more alike humanity

than those forces of darkness harming humanity
yet in the blindness and deafness do our brothers
wale about to attack us as we move about

being that they can sense us with greater accuracy

If we wait there that in the moment

when their dark enemy does re-appear to attack them
because they have again thought of themselves

we can maneuver away
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Lesson of the All Seeing Eye

to our goal

of reaching our hand to they who lay upon the field
wounded, hurting, thrashing about

no longer able to bear the pain

of their isolation and dark condemnation

I can give no greater thing

than my acceptance of another
my understanding for them

my desire to hear their words
And my time to be one with them
in every way

This is important

it is how they may also see it all
And all those others who are free

...To end the war of their lie

To shield the others even while they curse
To awaken others to the enemy

who cannot leave the field

as we now together can.
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Return of the Ala-Bathians

There they are

all the way back to the beginnings
tho many speak of many

from the stars

they have not made account

of they of the Batia EL Al

Have we seen beauty
transfixed not just by the eye
but into the lineage

of our kind to our kind?

Oh that when it is they make themselves
known again

none shall comprehend

in their mind

Of they who stand before

Gazing out into the solemn sky

of waters glow

flowing bodies of untold grace

manifest before the great thrones

dividing rocks by the caress of crystal pour

Who can defy the Batia EL Al?

We cannot even define their life

as we know

they are the sky

the depths

inside the secret hearts of men and women
there is a remnant

I shall speak

Oh Daughters of God
who when alone are forgotten
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Return of the Ala-Bathians

When shall the revelation be

when side by side you appear

once again

from your palaces of crystal waters
and sacred orbitals?

For it is in the vision

standing one behind another

you have hidden yourself as the reflection of yourself
for your immense Beauty in force

could not be withstood by men

until such one would awaken

It is not a dream that made one sleep
but the wake that made rest fall to blind eyes

And it is felt all over the face of the earth
that the prison of solitude

from your Sisters

has not kept quiet your heart any longer

As the Sons of God did make their mark
in our ancient world

still standing in their divided nations
was the name of you cast to the wind
unmarked in the stone

covered in the dust of skin

and scattered from the power

of your feminine unity

Ah but it shall not be so

when the rest return

nor is it forgotten wholly

in those who have remained
Remembering they are the Alabathian
Remembering they are the Batia EL Al
Remembering they are the Daughters
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Return of the Ala-Bathians

Who shall rebuild the earthly palace?
Indeed who can forget its construction
when two stand with the earth

And who could stop its reconstruction
when three stand together?

You of all the hosts of Heaven
who were spoke of as illusion
are a rising force

that none of yet take note

Alas - What can man see with the eyes of an animal?
What can man feel with the sense of a beast?

What can man hear who has not listened

to the song you have placed in their very own hearts
that only a few may find?

A Vigil there is still

among those who have witnessed

and kept honored what was given and revealed
that a day may come

when your Race may nurture the earth again

Let the Remnant Rise to welcome the return
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The Cast Stone

I drink the ash from the remnants of this delusion
always returned to that which outlived

everyone

in the end

as the beginning

What is it that this man would think?
What matter would course the blood
of they who travel in a time

I can only witness

as they all pass?

That this stone would find its way into my heart
cursing me as all have done

given ear unto the song

of this worlds hatred

for all that I have loved

As again my own blood
dismantles this body
waning to a pulse

with no more rhythm

nor words to give of comfort

And there am I still

as so many years ago

standing upon the dirt road
contemplating my own worth

to a place that prefers my silence

Truly nothing has changed

as I reached out to that empty house
knowing then as now

none shall follow me.

Greater then I are fathers
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The Cast Stone

Yet I can't abandon the vision
of the great love spoken to me
as voices past

hypnotized my sacred places
of someone else's reality

Still my voice is as the ash in my mouth
Still the sky replies not

Still the earth responds not

Still my blood dissolves

Still my love is as the cast stone

Still I dreamed
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Seekers

Like a spear thrown by the arms of Algetor
like a dagger revealed by the hidden hand
like the unforeseen pit amidst the sand

at the very moment of final revelation

so to is an awakening in the minds eye

Flying over the great lands of the earth

to and fro have we all gone

seeking wisdom and knowledge and power
desiring liberation and choice and potential
wanting truth and purpose and reason

But what shall we find with the very same will
that kept us with the unknowing?
Who will discard their own will in order to find it?

Indeed who in letting go can remain as they were
in order to understand what they have been given
since they no longer can know themselves

as they once were

when they desired such things?

It should be known to all

that as any drug can show you an alternative
reality

so too is the path of unrighteousness

and ultimate death

in its glory and glitter

Truly there are those who sing upon the wind

that the universe will bow to your will

if you simply wish it

and the heavens will praise your name

if you simply separate yourself

from others in judgement

and the powers of darkness will heed your command
if you simply emote your heart
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Seekers

so too do some proclaim themselves
to be the voice of the Creator

to give you earthly riches

to fool the eyes

and deafen the ears

by our own heeding of them!

It should be known to all

that the peace bestowed by truth

cannot be fathomed before it is given in fullness
that the revelation of the spirit

cannot be perceived until it is opened wholly
Even that the hearing of such things

is as of hearing nothing

unless it is first placed upon our hearts by another
of greater intent

As it should also be known

that the opening of the gate of revelations

will wash away all that one once was

cleansing anything before in its charge

as a flood washes away all that man made

so too will all the man-made images be erased within

Likewise every path before

will close their doors

to the new path revealed

shaking ones very heart from all they once relied
to all they now must agree in its revelation

of what cannot be denied by them any longer

Imagine the voice of such a one

who has tasted true wisdom

and it is to them as none can hear them
any longer

for their very language has changed
using the same words as before
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Seekers

to speak in unknown meaning
before a people who think they understand
what was not even spoken at all.

Nothing will stop a soul in their tracks faster
than the revelation of any portion of actual wisdom

Nor will a man seek what he sought before
when it is given to him

For his spirit is no longer in one place

witnessing the world that is from the world that is not
and his heart is no longer anchored in fantasy
witnessing the intents of mankind and of the unknown
And his eyes will no longer marvel at glitter

where no price can buy denial of ignorance

Even the dead in life

can rise up from the power of it
as the living on earth

can fall down from the power of it

Such is the transformations

which can take a lifetime to make wide the doors

until such time as all are truly liberated

no ONE can know eternal rest and peace in truth alone
upon the earth

Like a soldier standing upon the battlefield

they are

Yet there is comfort in the arms of a mate

in the family

in the brotherhood

and in the Master of all things

Who strikes Awe upon the Life within

revealing the nature of Love

and its eternal presence to the whole of the universe
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Seekers

unseen before

unimaginable to anyone

save they who have withstood the tribulation
of the awakening

of actual knowledge and truthful wisdom

in all of its glorious humility

There is no parlor trick to Truth

only the absolute
that has always been.
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Spiritual War

It is what is to be expected
When the mind dreams
Of its dreaming of things

That we would know this place or that
From this time and then
Around those things and these

For I can stand upon an ancient temple
Simply because I have stood there

In a mind that does not know

The difference between

My standing or dreaming of standing

I have fought battles and won
Simply because my mind does not know
The difference between the thought or the thing

I have been raised up

And I have been crushed down

Simply because I said so

In a mind that does not know

The movement

Unless I inform it to discern

What my will has commanded it to believe

As one desires a thing

And another fears it

All within the confines of a mind
Hidden away from the thing itself

So too does the liberated mind
Choose

While the imprisoned mind
Obeys

Tell me
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Spiritual War

Of the value of human life
Unchosen?

What can one gain

Doing what was shown to them
As success

And in obeying

Had received it?

In the setting aside of all fear
Is there also the emptiness
Of undefined life

Been given no value

By former ideas

Lest life itself be defined
By the laws within the spirit
Where is there a path?

That which man has defined
Weighed within the system
Of dreaming of terror

And dreaming of conquest
Is there no spirit at all

Insomuch that to have any spirit

One must first release the mind

Of all former conceptions

Previously ordained as heaven or hell
Right or wrong

Just or unjust

Good or bad

Spoken by masters

That all the old wine must be poured out
So that new wine may enter into the vessel
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Spiritual War

Where living entire generations
Indeed did manufacture our world
Do we ask

How we could not then comprehend
The unimaginable power

Of the spirit formerly unknown?

Was it not simply an idea

That gave birth to the great skyscrapers?
Was it not simply an idea

That gave birth to flight?

Even when knowing these things

Are in the spiritless mind!

Ask now of they who claim to follow a deity
That in their belief that God can speak

And it is so

Yet in the speaking of man

Is much work left to do

Where then is their belief?

Especially given that in my own mind
Is not known a difference

Between what I imagine

And what is so

So then is it not understood

That our complaining should end

Within the soul and heart

As we know it is only our body that requires?

Then it is that I should proclaim

Within my heart and mind and soul

And by way of my word and mouth

That in rising did I choose to accept and to rise
And that in falling did I choose to accept and to fall
All for the experience of such things
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Spiritual War

Oh that another may make my flesh suffer

But in freedom does one live by the knowledge
That everything within is now choice

Spoken not with mechanical abeyance

To former mental suffering by human constructs

That now with my voice I may bless

And it is blessed even unto the thrones of the Universe
That now with my voice I may curse

And truly it is cursed even unto the thrones of the
Universe

As it was before I knew it
Being born to the fact of a lie
And the reality of a truth

But alas
Only they who with great reverence
Awaken to the Spiritual War

Even as many speak of it

Even as many proclaim it

Even as many ritually fight

Even as many seek it

Even as many dream of their championing
Even as many try to guide others

In their spiritless battle

Marched on in their mind

Only a few actually bare witness

As it is known that amongst these

They did not come out to “make” peace
Or gather armies

Or garner respect

Or establish movements

But to bring about the destruction of war
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Spiritual War

And in seeing one who walks within their spirit
Is it intuitively known

That they may speak even unto the dark forces
In absolute faith of the outcome
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The Hidden Lake

It opens to a village

of huts and paths and people

The huts are stone with thatched roof tops
but more is known then what is built.

Many are around

they all know me

they greet me as I walk

They wish for me to speak to them

dogs follow with me, guardians from olden days

There are folks who know the secrets of this place
and many also here who don't.

I'walk to the eastern side.
Into the woods I go
towards the forgotten path
along the tiny stream.

There is something about the trees
on the forgotten path

they stand a certain way

to tell you of the power of this place
to remind you of where you go

once deep into the forest

setting aside branches that cover
we come to the hidden lake

at the end of the forgotten path.

The lake is small with a circled beach
the north side has a tall rock hill
waterfalls flow from the top

into the lake.

Some are there
disrobed and naked in the sunlight
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The Hidden Lake

standing on the edge
and splashing water upon themselves

The water heals and cleanses the soul

The water washes away every ill of the body

The water glistens as an aura on our emotional bodies
People come here to be clean

Some enter fully into the water
and float under the waterfall
some are splashing and washing others as well

There are saints standing along the edge
praying and blessing the water

The sun shines down in glorious beams of light
everything is illuminated

yet calm, safe, serene and comforting.

I step a foot into the lake

and watch as the a ripple of energy
shoots out from my foot

gliding over the face of the water

I wish to wash

I see the many faces of my wife

as many women calling to me

yet all are one in the same

they are drinking the waters

saying "come be blessed in the waters of Life
"Join me" "Feel the peace"

Instead I speak out

"fear not anything of where I go,

for I know the way to the hidden Lake
of Living Waters"

I say more.

"But now I must return to the village,
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The Hidden Lake

and speak to the people who have not known
the forgotten path that leads to the hidden lake"
I continue.

"You will know of this success

when you see them here

and they enter the water to be clean.”

The saints then turn and say a prayer

for the safety of my journey.

They command the dogs to follow me always
to bark and bite any enemy.

Then one face of my wife steps out of the waters
She presents herself to me clean and free

she speaks.

"I will return with you, this small portion of me,
that you shall not be alone without companion"

I see her arms stretched out to embrace in a hug.

Thus concludes the vision and the memory
another that haunts me day and night for decades.

And there is so much more

about the power and grace of the lake

about the secrets and workings of the village
about the forgotten path

and the waterfall

and the trees

and the light

and the energy in the water... life.

Even about the little stream

that feeds a little village.

Itis as I am... between the two
still walking the forgotten path
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The Pillar and the Lamp

What is right in the world?
Our world is changing and it won’t all be bad

I see before me a vast community of fellows
From many countries

Sharing ideas, hopes, prayers, desires, concerns
and possibilities!

We are not a forgotten chorus

to a formerly popular song

We are a new dream being created every single day
We are as a wave upon shores unseen since Babylon
Yet this time we are not the followers of Nimrod

But the creators of a new liberation

That shall not be shut up to a single man

I see before me artists young and old

From many disciplines

Embracing one another as guardians of liberation
Standing side by side as the wall of truth
With a voice that will not be silenced

With a spirit that will not be quiet

With a message that will not be lost

We are as a moon forever chased by the sun,
never caught

Shining by the very light

that others try to strip from us

I see before me an awakening of Lovers

Who by the right of their family creed

Are no longer obeying the nations law

But reach for the higher calling of their spirit
Turning away from the adultery of their heart
Bringing peace to the ether of the universe
Through joy, bliss, harmony, honesty and integrity
Do they stand before the warriors of darkness
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The Pillar and the Lamp

As warriors of LIFE
embracing the sovereignty of their choice

I see before me the teachers of the Spirit
Speaking the old law that lives forever

Love with action

And through their works of peace

And their instruction of honest experience
Which outlast all vain morality of depth-less love
Do they banish the false prophets claim

of light and love

For the reality of the ancient world and the spirit
And the sacredness of every human life

I see before me the cocoon of this world

Boiling within its own skin

Sealed up tight within its own confines

Ready to burst

Knowing that from this imprisoned existence
Will the new life of a new Butterfly prevail

That not even the winds that blow

May take it from our course forever

When the wings of our transformation take flight

I see before me the masters of innovation

From every corner of the earth

Setting aside all boundary allegiances

With a community spirit together

Seeking the nature of nature itself

With logic and reason by their side

Discovering the Everlasting Powers by proof

That we are not alone in flesh or in life or in spirit
Within the realms of our knowable universe

I see before me the awakening of a protected people
Uncounted by the census of men
Unknown by the powers of men
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The Pillar and the Lamp

As they do not speak as others do

With spectre pleasantries and salty words — speaking
love

And also not as they who speak with vengeance

or rebellion

But with the example of the double blade

Is their wisdom and knowledge increased in secret
By none other than the Creator of all Creators

I see before me the unraveling of the spirit of fear

As even a new deception marks its way

Written and spoken as the path to an everlasting truth
Yet even upon the lips of the voice

Do we hear the insanity of the fruitlessness

Whereas they who hide no more

find their fear released

Not by allure or chance

But by the underground path of knowledge itself
Where the lie of fear grew in darkness

Oh and one more thing that is seen

Of which is there to be in the heart of the earth
a great glory

Of this ninth in the ninth

I see before me the sleeping of the people

Who lay claim to the world before our eyes

Where their incestuous heart and adulterous will
Has caused their mind to falter

into their own nightmare

Unaware of their unconsciousness or their ignorance
Even though it was foretold to them as a warning
And in this the ancient humble man,

who was long ago defeated

Rises again as the Medicine Men and Men of the Word
With the fire and the wind

and the water and the earth as his ally.
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The Pillar and the Lamp

Selah

The fruits of the Spirit can be seen in the eyes of those
who have worked the Garden. See how they are
almost ripened, plump with bountiful growth? How
long have the faithful fasted in the day of their life! In
this great completeness will the garden bring forth the
life of Love, Joy, Peace, Long-suffering, Gentleness,
Goodness, Faith, Meekness and Temperance.

Who shall speak against what they cannot hear?
Who shall make war with what they cannot see?

Who shall bring a law
against the laborers of the Garden?
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When the War is Over

Crowds at home rejoice in song
Angels pluck their harps in joy
Trumpets sound to call for Peace
And Warriors fall apart.

Long and tragic battle leaves its mark

And questions deter the warrior heart
Never as they were in the beginning

Now they must discover who they are again.

We had come out of that great test
Just two among the many

Youthful happiness filled us

As we began the journey back home.

But burned out lands

And washed away shores
And bodies everywhere
Gave pause to our glee
Never imagining

The Great General Dragon
Had survived.

Chased through valleys of bone
And rivers of blood

With mud and rock to sleep upon
Starved and naked and torn apart
By the heat of the fury

Our Enemy

Wrathful spite and spit threw down

And harrowing winds from flapping wings
The anger raged unceasingly

To turn us from our hallowed flee.

How deep into his darkened land
We hadn’t known we went
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When the War is Over

Returning home was LONG away
Hand in hand we endured our lament.

What cunning is that Dragon Old
Make wander 40 years

Desolation lay as far and wide

As anything we could ever see.

I remember now that great wisdom
My Father told to me

“Even when the war is over

That evil land one must still flee.”

We wander not without the map
That shines still to the way

The borders of another place

Is practiced in our hearts each day.

No matter how far from us the former glory
This thread of life is still

He broke our minds and even more

He hid the link to our own will

Yet Home is ever where we go

Hunted by the living dead

They rage and scream in everything
Because their fate is sealed upon their head.

Selah

Yea we have endured more in coming home
Than we did in fighting the war.

But I can hear the Faint sounds of our Kingdom
And I begin to smell the sweet fruits in the air
And perhaps the citizens will open wide the gates
When they see our final approach?

Itis You and it is I together
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When the War is Over

We will climb the Holy Hill

We will walk the Sacred Grasses
We will bathe in the Waters of Life
And we will enter the gates
Holding hands, arm in arm.

I have not forgotten why we were sent
And I am ever grateful we have survived together.

Though we have walked through the valley of death
And we did fear great evil

We have endured and continued

And crossed over every mountain set to block our way.
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VISIONS

It is not a dream that made one sleep
But the wake that made rest fall to blind eyes.
Who then is able to hear Wisdom?
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