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Preface -- Sufi Poetry 

The centuries old tradition of great Sufi poets – 

Rumi, Hafiz, Attar, etc. – is rare company indeed. 

When you add Tagore, Shakespeare, Rilke and 

many others to the list of those who have 

revealed the deeper mysteries of life through 

illuminating, exalting verse, one is even more 

humbled. So, a bit bashfully, and wistfully 

resigned to never touching those lights, I share 

this work.  

I see the Sufi’s way as principally poetic, musical 

and creative. Sufi teachings have been passed 

down through the ages mostly through the face to 

face sharing of stories, songs, jokes and, of course, 

poetry. Being a poet in spirit, if not in fact, I’ve 

employed a poetic form here in hopes of opening 

perspectives, inducing vision, and both irritating 

and consoling us in this sometimes bewildering 

task of becoming a fully alive human being.  

These poems are lines vectored to the horizon. 

They intersect at a point of transcendence where 

– because we have vanished – we are happier, 

wiser, more engaged and compassionate than we 

have ever been.   

– Puran Lucas Perez    
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Vanishing 

t is a central tenet of Sufism (as it is in other esoteric traditions) that the journey 

to realization as a complete human being requires, seemingly paradoxically, the 

dissolution of the personal self. It’s called fana (which means something like 

‘annihilation of the ego’) in Sufi traditions. Attempting this arduous task raises 

some basic difficulties; the most prominent being the inordinate focus that we 

place on ourselves as we try to squash…well, the inordinate focus we place on 

ourselves. 

This is why many Sufis teach fanā ʿan al-fanā or annihilating the annihilation. This 

meta-practice consists of a passive and an active principle. Both have to do with 

turning our attention outward rather than inward. The passive aspect of this 

practice is experiencing everything as a perfect expression of divine or universal 

wisdom. The active practice involves fully and creatively engaging with our worldly 

experience while recognizing how transient and insubstantial it actually is. 

Vanishing Point is a collection of poetic teachings about that path.  

 

I 
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El Amor 

Love is the treasure I become  
when, having drunk so deeply the dark wine, 
circulating in me is not blood, but blessing. 

It’s not something I do. 

Love is the world I inhabit 
when, having listened so devotedly to the music of silence, 
I become a blameless, even if blemished, song. 

It’s not something I give. 

Love is the dream I awaken into 
when, having learned to dance with the holy stillness, 
I’m here, holding only the flowers in your eyes. 
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Christmas Gifts 

It seems that everything is awake if you are; 
the plants are listening, the air is shimmering, 
the microwave’s ding punctuates your statement. 

This may be especially so as ‘The Season’ unfurls 
garlands you can ride all the way back to childhood. 
When the foggy world is wreathed in anticipation, 
if you’re attentive to the arrival of spirits, you’ll find 
 gifts secreted for you in the folds of every day. 

Really useful gifts—something you’ve needed for so long  
that it went from being a need to just the funny way you limp. 
Look closely, it may be wrapped in newspapers and laundry. 

Rare gifts, often fleeting, sometimes opening into 
a sanctuary forever alight with the beauty you found 
in the eyes of a human moment, in a humble gesture. 

Gifts which cause you to hold your breath with wonder, 
to pause in this starlit winter silence and touch 
with hands you didn’t know you had, the face of god.  
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The End of Remoteness 

Just a century ago, by the time we knew of  
worlds devastated by epic floods or earthquakes, 
the bodies had already been counted and buried.  
That time lag multiplied by the distance 
used to be our coefficient of remoteness.  
We might sigh as we turned the pages, 
shake our heads at their misfortune 
secretly relived it was them not us.  

Now we tune in as -- sometimes before --  
winds pick up, sirens wail, skies darken. 

Corrosive chemical spills wash up on our desks; 
Sunni massacre Shia in our dens; 
unquenchable fires encroach on our back yards; 
freakish monsoons inundate our breakfast nooks; 
brutalized women, desperate men, hungry children  
show up at our front door, pleading. 

Now it all happens here,  
in real time, 
to us. 
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Newing 

It’s a delightful twist, this giddy vortex of unknowing. 

How can I be increasingly certain about 

the uncertainty of everything? 

All my adult life I’ve had a scientist’s conviction 

about a whole conservatory of things. For example:  

it’s always better to be good than bad; 

this world and all its stuff is still here while I sleep; 

I remember yesterday because it happened; 

but not tomorrow because it hasn’t. 

One day a friend whom I respect and love told me  

about his experiences with ET’s. Andromadens,  

he confided, hover above us right now observing. 

As I reached, knee-jerkishly, for my SkeptiHelmet 

I realized its fine Kevlar coating had been eroded 

by the rain of inexplicable beauty, unmerited grace,  

and good fortune now a falling in my life  every day.   

Light pours through the holes in its silvery surface. 

I’m not sure that Andromadens exist. Nor am I convinced 

that morality is relative, or that time and ‘reality’ are vaporous. 

But seeing how provisional, contingent and transient 

what I think I know seems to be… 

Hmm, where does certainty lie? 

I seem to be replacing knowing with newing. 
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A Word 

We’re missing an important word — 
a word that points to the light by which 
we become apparent to ourselves  
(not the appearance in the mirror,  
but the one breathing this question). 

We need a word for the vibrational field 
in which lovers shed union, go beyond 
the erotic melding of souls into the  
absolute ambiguity of being non-being, 

There’s no word for the cascade of silent laughter 
drenching our remembrance that this never was; 
nor for the clever ways we try to wake ourselves up 
through the symbolic goads of everyday mysteries; 
nor for the tacit devotion which keeps us pinned 
to the wheel of time, grinding us down. 

We could try the word “love” to point to 
the most wonderful vagaries of existence,  
but that poor little word has already been 
pulled and stretched beyond meaning. 
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Minding 

The unattended mind naturally wanders 
into worries about what’s wrong, what’s lacking. 
Without meaning to, it defaults to dissatisfaction, 
gradually taking for granted the great blessings. 

So we meditate and remember the perfect 
imperfection of everything orbiting this stillness. 

The undirected mind serves only itself, 
filling the world with its desires and revulsions, 
rampaging after gorgeous, or away from terrifying 
phantoms of its own creation. 

So we meditate and root ourselves in the 
gracious lotus glowing in our hearts. 

The unobserved mind gets confused — 
anything it grabs seems worth considering. 
As though a scrap of junk mail merits  
the same ardent reading as a beloved’s letter.   

So we meditate and learn to see what we see, 
know what we know, and be the becoming. 
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Beyond Stories 

Your wife, whose been strangely distant  
for, it seems now, weeks on end, 
suddenly says she wants to live alone 
at least for a while. Maybe forever. 

Imagine that’s you standing there  
both fuming and flummoxed. 
If you’re anything like me, your tendency 
is to grab up scraps of information  
and hurriedly knot these into a story 
about what’s really going on  
and how to fix it. 

Yet this tale we spin, and the logic we presume, 
likely exclude some relevant considerations: 
barometric pressure and the disposition the moon; 
the ancient hurts her bloodline carries; 
the things you do that you are blind to; 
a mission she has been called to by angels; 
her life accounting showing a continuing deficit; 
how the fabric of her new bra subtly irritates; 
the insane guilt her sister’s illness has aroused; 
the revival in her soul of a love of poetry; 
a movie she saw one night about a lost dog; 
the deepening conviction she’s not worthy. 
And on, and on. 

We never have sufficient information. 
Especially in the wrenching, anxious  
passages of life we are unlikely to patiently 
reflect, calmly wait, maybe months, years, 
for truths to show their flower faces. 

But how can we live beyond 
these handy stories?  
How will we know what to do? 

Compassion. 
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La Maison 

It’s crowded and stuffy in The Lab -- 
all these experts, busy in their books,  
counting, measuring, sorting, cataloging, 
constantly worrying their calculations 
with a fervor verging on paranoia. 

Whenever the Why bell goes off they shove 
and jostle for the mike on the Because podium. 
But, since 1982, when the Overseers took up  
their posts around the edges of the concrete walls, 
the ensuing incomprehensible din of argument 
always boils into a relativistic soup no one can eat. 

The noise got so bad that in 2004 
they boarded up all the windows, and now 
they ‘monitor’ the outside world exclusively  
through instruments. (Which, they claim, are 
far more accurate than eyes and ears anyway.)  

Down the creaky hallway, you’ll find The Studio. 
Light pours through floor to ceiling windows,  
and in spite of the griminess of the glass 
fills the circular spaciousness, sweeping 
like a dancer across the dusty wooden floors. 
At times some of the walls magically become 
screens on which the most fabulous images  
and dramas come to life, arousing enchantment. 
So why are the artists, the singers and poets  
mulling around so listlessly, cigarettes drooping, 
eyes rheumy with self-deflating nostalgia? 
Occasionally one will start something -- a round,  
a sequence of steps, a story — others join in 
and for a few minutes their faces brighten 
their shoulders expand, their hands flare, and 
The Studio dome rings with the music of meaning. 
But just as quickly it passes and they all slump back 
into postures that say simply…”What’s the use?” 

The Kitchen is clean, orderly, and mostly efficient. 
Staff goes about its business dutifully without speaking. 
They had their mouths sewn shut some time ago. 
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Wonder Words 

Saying things, kills them. 
But unless you say them 
they never exist. 

Take, for example, maps. 
Indispensable as they are, 
they turn the world into squiggles 
and stamp dominion onto flatness. 

Or how calendars and clocks 
— civilization’s generative grid —  
hide the truth about time in the  
fantasy of yesterday and tomorrow. 

To say ‘I love you’ 
is to imagine that little sounds 
can carry the unspeakable; 
can hold, even for a moment, 
the wordless wonder of stars. 

To say ‘I love you’ 
is to pretend that I can name 
(and maybe somehow manage) 
this tempest of happiness leveling 
everything I thought I was. 

Yet, if I never said it, 
how would we know that I’ve 
migrated from a lonely planet 
to this newniverse called You. 
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Harmonic 

We glide into harmony;  
like the perfect note arriving 
as I gently turn the peg of 
this old lute that’s seen better days 
but has never made better music. 

We luck into harmony; 
like that time an idle chat with 
Maria in the produce department 
became a glowing heart of delight— 
the market, the town and all receding, 
the world now turning on our axis. 

Angels on a snowy Sunday afternoon at St John’s, 
borrowing the bodies of these singers and players, 
channel Bach’s delirious Christmas Oratorio.  
In those spiced rum harmonies I lose this life.  
Its grinds and its gifts all fall away.  
What’s left is this cosmic boogie 
animating my soul, provoking its orbit.   

We come back to harmony; 
that’s the best thing about getting 
all wiry and tangled in a hopeless loop 
of counter-refutations with your lover. 
Eventually you’re back to what’s for dinner 
and lingering in kisses at the door.    
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Only One Thing 

Life becomes simple. 
That’s the main gift, it seems, of this long walk to nowhere. 
Simpler and simpler each day. 

All the questions, 
all the big fat important Gordian entanglements are now 
confidently answered with an honest, almost boastful, 
“I don’t know”.  

And this Me, this self at the center of everything,  
this complex of opinions, requirements, urgencies and confusions —  
what a relief that it doesn’t exist! 

We come to know 
there’s only one thing to give: 
in the form of tender affection,  
or as the fulsome embrace of unguarded acceptance;  
as passion or respect; as gratitude; 
in the form of charity — from your purse or from your heart; 
as the gift of listening while your friend muddles through; 
as the willingness to cry with the broken,   
laugh with the foolish, dance with the festive, 
sit with anyone. 

Only one thing 
guiding… its light everywhere; its wondrous alchemy 
able to turn a hot dog into a gourmet meal.   
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‘Whatcha Want’ 

“Should I want to not want?” 

“Hmm. Good question. But maybe it’s important to first 

answer the question, ‘What is it that I really want?’” 

Not seeming to hear her, he continues,  

“I mean should I desire to have no desires?” 

“Is there something wrong with desires?” 

He jumps up waving his arms, “Of course there is, 

look at all the trouble I’ve gotten into chasing desires; 

I keep smashing up on the rocks.” 

“Is that why you never leave this little cave anymore?” 

Again ignoring her response he continues, “And anyway, 

how can I know that what I want will actually be good for me… 

will actually work out… will really be what I want in the end? 

“Nobody can, I suppose. Life’s unpredictable, isn’t it?” 

“That’s it! That’s it!” His eyes now wide and wild. 

“We can’t trust anything. Least of all ourselves.” 

She picks up the wrapping of the flowers she brought. 

“Tell you one thing that’s certain,” she says, 

standing in the blast of light as she opens the door. 

As if realizing that she’s there because she’s leaving, 

he finally looks in her eyes. “What’s that?” 

“If you don’t go after what you want, 

you may never get what you need.” 
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We B  

Poke someone with a pointy finger and the jab 
will jolt the sensitive membrane of existence 
sending out ripples of resentment and shame. 
Touch someone with the open hand of acceptance 
and suddenly the whole vast web is wiser. 

You may think you’re just standing on a corner 
waiting to cross, but someone you’ll never meet is  
being reminded by your posture or your hair color 
of a friendship left un-repaired, and, in that moment, 
the decision arising in his heart, brightens the whole street.  

In each encounter we are part of an intricate equation. 
Are we called upon to be the x or the y, the equal sign, 
an apostrophe, or the slate upon which it is written? 

It’s all too easy to imagine that I am 
pretty much in charge of my causes and effects. 
But what of the cause’s causes and the effect’s effects? 
The closer you look, the less you can see the seams 
joining the countless lives of this vast net of loving. 
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Getting to Goodness 

Getting to misery requires hard labor, 
lots of energy, and intricate plans. 

Getting to goodness is so simple 
that, unbelieving, mostly we miss it.  

Maintaining the coils of distress 
takes a criss-crossing diagram of lies whose 
blatant irrationality can only be kept out of view 
by the suppressive forces of a roiling stomach. 

Maintaining ease and freedom: Breathe… just breathe. 

For it to be awful you have to stop what you’re doing, 
divert all your attention and resources to cooking 
this bitter molasses stew, then climbing into it 
to take up your rightful writhing place.   

A radiant simplicity loves the universe 
when you breathe… just breathe: 
in comes the certainty of how momentary; 
out flows the remembering — how perfect!  
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Title First 

…is how we often live our stories. 

I call this one, A Fabulous Night with Sexy Minx, 
as I glide across the gallery toward this ripe, curvy thing 
I’ve been eyeing not-so-furtively since I arrived at the reception.  

The title of this one is, I’m Going to Fucking Get You! 
then set about stewing cunning plans for revenge;  
even if my villainies will remain un-played, rotting within.  

This one’s remorseful: It’s Time I Pulled myself Together, 
then I click to send my registration for the life-restoring retreat, and 
go rummaging in the attic for my dog-eared Autobiography of a Yogi. 

But what would happen if I waited all the way through 
the fading codas of my stories before I named them? 
They would probably all be titled something like, 
Wow. Wow. Wow.* 

*Urban legend has it that these were the last words uttered by Steve Jobs. 
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The Thing — A Short Play 

SCENE: Evening light shifts through the dusty room. 

“It’s the fucking Framugoster, doc, keeps me here 
huddled round my xbox, shaking. Look at me, shaking!” 

Sounds horrible, Bob.  
So it attacked you recently? 

“Well, yea! Coming on 18 years now”. 

18 Years ago? What happened?  

“Well… I don’t quite remember;  
I just know I didn’t like it. 
No sir. Didn’t like it one little bit!” 

Can you describe this — what did you call it —  framu…  

“Frimogustar. Don’t tell me you never seen it, doc. 
Don’t tell me you never been in the clutches of 
the god-damned Frumegastor. Everyone…” 

No, I don’t think I have. Please tell me about it.—  

(With weary patience)“The Fremagustir is, 
well, you know, this thing. Jesus H… it’s like 
this total, my god when it happens you are so 
in — what’s the word — this place of complete,  
like it goes on and then, (becoming agitated) 
there at the door, before you can even… 
Oh please don’t make talk about it, please… 

OK, OK, Bob. Calm down. It’s OK. 
But help me understand. The last time you saw it…  
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“Didn’t actually see it, doc.  
It was more like I felt it, or actually 
not really felt it but I knew it was there. 
So I got really clever, froze stock-still in place 
and made myself so small I practically vanished”   

But you realize, don’t you, that you are, in fact, quite large? 
I actually had difficulty squeezing into this room.  

“Yea, I know. I know. Been meaning to deal with that, 
but this damned thing, this… THING keeps me… 
I mean a man’s got to protect himself, right!?” 

The last rays of the setting sun are caught 
in the smoke curling up from his cigarette.  
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Come to This Day 

Awake dear friend, time for the day. Come, roll  
gently out of this dream where you’re chasing the train, 
and your bags keep flopping open, disgorging your  
mismatched belongings all over the crowded platform. 

This way, my man 
from the loo to the burble of the coffee pot. 
Yawn at the windows: Yup, still there —  
the wide world, beautiful, thriving. 
The traffic far below streams dutifully 
onward, the distant hills yawn Spring. 

Come on boy, here’s another sky 
washed clean; its vast blue palimpsest 
invites you to trace a fresh, lively next act 
in this intriguing play: “My LIfe”. 
Don’t worry about what you think the audience expects. 
Surprise us! 

Sure, dear one, as always, there may be some heartache 
and brittle little benches of annoyance and weariness ahead of you today: 
You’ll probably check your email compulsively, hoping she’s replied; 
you’ll visit again the weeping wound of your best friend’s betrayal; 
and misplace yourself a dozen times before nightfall. 

But through it all hums an undercurrent of grateful sweetness, 
of gracious, light-handed harmony. 

Come to this day beloved, 
carefully and wantonly 
into this flowing you are. 
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Sit 

Come down here a minute.  
Oops, mind the door sill,  
some find it a little tricky. 

Come in, sit, breathe, relax. 
I know it seems dark in here, 
but only if your eyes are open. 
If you close them, you may see 
soft colors glowing, dancing on light. 

Rest here a while. Settle into serenity. 
No, there’s nothing in particular 
I wanted to say or show you. 
Although on occasion a visitor 
can’t stop commenting on  
how quiet and peaceful it is in here;  
so if you feel the need to talk, 
go right ahead. 

Sit. Be at home. Come back to you. 
No, there’s no particular way to sit, 
no particular scripts to follow, 
that make it easier or more meaningful. 
Although some enjoy the levitating effect 
of special positions, hand placements 
repetitions or images (the moon 
reflected in the water, for example). 
So as my beloved used to say: 
“Whatever floats your boat.” 

How long for? Don’t worry, 
sooner or later something will call you 
back to the buzzing surface. 
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New School 

It’s always difficult to see what is not there. 
Perception and logic are so carefully tuned to what is, 
that we don’t see the missing branches of Science.  
They’re obscured by our obsession with  
AstroBioNeuroGeo Physemistry 

But where is Obviousology? A discipline enabling  
the sight & simple comprehension of what is 
so blatantly in front of us that we don’t notice: 
The radiant emptiness breathing 
our glittering life-encrusted cosmos 
in and out of existence.  

What about Hereistics? So that instead of 
getting hopelessly entangled in elaborate propositions 
we could accurately mark the actual,  
the bright right here and now of who we are 
and how glorious that is. 

And how much longer can we exist without Lovany? 
Humanity’s end accelerates toward us because, 
it seems, so many fail to see what beauty, laughter,  
friendship, harmony, dreaming and joyfulness, 
as well as sorrow, longing and regret tell us… 

that you and I and all the world 
are living in a loom of love.    
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Persona 

It keeps slipping now -- the mask I’ve learned to wear; 
the persona I adopt without the slightest thought 
whenever I come on for whatever scene is up. 
 

Museum quality -- this painted mask:  
the artful forehead of paternal knowing;  
the telegraphic lips, bowing up for delight 
arcing down for disdain;  
the moon mouth of surprise. 
 
But it’s been going askew lately.  
And worse than that, at times it falls off completely! 
Unheard of! Certainly impolite and possibly unlawful  
to walk around maskless on stage.  
How is anyone to know who I am, what I mean, 
and all that I demand of them?  
 
Must confess, though… It does feel freeing. A relief!  
Like unbundling from layers of winter at spring’s call. 
Or waking from a dream of being chained to a wall,  
only to find a light-filled, unlimited simplicity. 
 
You may be to blame, my Friend, 
for it seems this unmasking happens 
mainly when our eyes meet.  
Something melts away, flayed of pretense 
I flow into this self-evident emptiness…  
a boundless sea, aware only of loving you. 
 

 
 



 

 

 

THE PATHLESS WAY  
 

 

 

 

 

SHAKESPEARE 



   Vanishing Point -- The Pathless Way 

Copyright © 2013 P L Perez                                                                                                                     2 

Pathway 

The Way has always been here 
but the path might open for the first time 
through a heart shattered by forgiveness. 

The Way has no source 
but for me the path began in the idle leafing 
through a book I found in a foreign city. 

The Way is beyond law 
but without refined action, aligned with Good, 
the path becomes an auto-consuming delusion. 

The Way is all colours and none 
but my path is saffron and rose, redolent 
of sandalwood and drenched in midnight wine 

The Way has no scripture 
but without the handrails of holy words  
we would topple into the caverns of conceit. 

The Way is eternal 
but unless it pulses in every breath you take 
your path won’t just disappear…  
it will have never existed.   
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All That We Love 

Strip away our fancy words, drop the labels 

loose the artful constructs we’ve built. 

Then ask yourself, “Where’s the path?” 

For me, the answer comes back instantly  

and fresh as rain on a morning in May: 

Stay connected, ardently, actively 

connected to all that I love. 

To the so deep inside of us each other 

that there’s no longer real skin between us; 

to the friends coming and going in our movies 

bearing gifts and lugging sorrows; 

to the buskers at the farmers’ market 

brightening our Saturday mornings; 

stay connected, positively practically 

connected to all that I love. 

To the art and the music ennobling my soul; 

to the ideals of justice stirring my protest; 

to the hope for compassion I husband; 

to my vision of personal fulfilment and 

my wild dreams of happiness now; 

stay connected, consciously, creatively 

connected to all that I love. 

Trust that if you burn with yearning, 

are completely and hopelessly smitten, 

there is both guidance and power there. 

Stay connected, every ticking moment, 

to all that you love and long for. 
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Worlds Within Worlds 

We all breathe one air, feed on the same crust. 
We’re all inexorably pulled down the same river of time. 
Yet each of us lives in a distinct world, turning at the center 
of a universe only we can see; a personaverse! 

Apparently each of us lives in a singular rendition of reality, 
in a personal collection of importances made up mainly of things 
we have selected or accepted into existence. 
How else could it be that the ogres haunting your streets 
have neither name nor substance in my little world; 
or that the god I whisper to in the middle of the night 
has never, could never exist in your catechisms?  

The Buddhists believe that each world is a jumble 
our monkey minds have warped into existence. 
Psychoanalysts say that bogus beliefs and low self-esteem, 
have worried your sorry world into existence. 
Communists and Capitalists claim we can only be sure of 
the things we have worked into existence. 
Quantum believers and Atheists assert that actually  
it’s more a matter of what has wandered into existence. 

Among the Sufis there is a working hypothesis: 
Paradise on earth is a life mostly populated  
by what you have loved into being. 
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Call to the Dance 

At first my meditation cushion  
was a capricious sea of mind-swept waves. 
At times no amount of wriggling would find comfort: 
back, neck, thighs unused to sitting cross-legged, 
scalp itching, nose twitching, eyes flitting open. 

Months later, once the body battle  
had subsided, the real torment came: 
“I prefer a lighter green.” “Wonder why she said that?” 
“Eustace, justice, solace are such pleasing sounds.” 
Shush, shush, shut up, monkey mind! I’m meditating! 

Then one day, there was silence —  
delicate, pearly, a soundless hum. 
Yes, on occasion a self-important thought parade  
swooped me away down pointless street, 
but mostly, I was there: quiet; still as stone. 

Much later the payoff came — samadhi! 
— the blissful evaporation of everything. 
Only incense smoke curling up  
where a Me once sat. At last!  
The jewel of my patient conviction: 
an empty mind knows no sorrow,  
has no foes, is eternal. 

But this morning I leapt up electrified  
and wild-eyed, from my lotus pad. 
Lord, fill me with raging desire! 
Let me heed this flagrant fire 
shining through everything, 
calling me to dance! 
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Stepping Stones 

The BIG decision I have pondered for months 
is now filed with the Department of Decisions, 
taking my life in a substantially new direction. 
Thanks to my analytical skills, and the deliberate 
rationality of it all, I'm confident in my new path. 

What I may not see, however, is the sublime randomness 
and the inspired roaming that has brought me here: 

 I bumped into an old acquaintance who told me     
she was setting off to live in the heart of the miracles 

 Standing at the crossing light, a big tuck goes by; 
painted on the side –    The Courage to Go Far 

 The wrong number I answered late one night said: 
“Hello, is this The Institute for the Preservation of Decay?” 

 Waiting in line at the library, an old woman pointed me to 
a sign on the wall: “Read The World”, and smiled knowingly 

...and countless other little 'insignificant' accidents, and incidents 
falling through consciousness as randomly as rain. 

If we are awake to the importance of unimportant things, 
we may master the art of stepping across the stones 
that appear as we dance our futures into existence. 
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Perfect 

Been so busy all these years getting and going 
that I rarely stop to see; never soak so deeply into seeing  
that seeing, seer, seen — how are they separate? 

Been so caught up in this convocation of overlapping voices 
constantly in session that I’ve barely heard a thing. 
I’ve never listened to my own listening. 

Then one day, unannounced, and probably undeserved, 
absence is present, and presence lifts like a morning fog. 
Whoever was doing all that wanting and avoiding 
all that scraping and scrambling is gone. 

Occupying his molecular structure now… sensate air, 
responsive inflections of energy, like waves on a sunlit sea. 

What this new emptiness sees is that everything is perfect;   
not necessarily ‘good’ or happy-making, 
just perfectly being exactly what it is.  

What this new silence hears 
is how expertly everyone and everything sings 
precisely what they are. 

A meta-world harmony engulfs time 
leaving only a pristine exaltation. 
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Cloud Space 

In the Sixties it was all about Space. 
The Moon Shot crowned this compulsion to leap 
off terra firma into the freedoms of other worlds. 

Then something unexpected happened: 
As we gazed up from the lunar surface  
at our beautiful blue pearl — 
consciousness bloomed.  

The elation of seeing Earth rise above Moon’s horizon 
spawned a new way of being. We were no longer  
only the subject. Mindfulness at all levels — 
from cultural discourse to the soul seat of the self —  
began to guide us out of who we once were. 

Today the prevailing metaphor is The Cloud — 
this ultra-space where we gather in growing numbers, 
in continually morphing collections around campfire 
screens of awareness and deepening intentionality. 

It’s so supremely democratic (we all arrive on electron streams) 
that consciousness blooms again as we link  
through this vast conversation, into a web of resolution. 
A collective wisdom seems to light this placeless space.  
It prompts us to freely share higher knowing, 
truer seeing, more fluid ways of being as we 
install the infrastructures of the new reality. 
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WTF 

If you don’t routinely find your head on a tilt 
with a quizzical look on your face, 
momentarily frozen in bewilderment, 
then I respectfully submit —  you’re asleep. 

If at least once a day you don’t giggle at how you  
can’t get your head around what just happened, 
then, again respectfully, you’re snoozing. 

Mysteries bloom like wild roses all around us. 
The stranger who idly chats with you at the Farmer’s Market 
shows up in your dream that night holding a broccoli on fire. 
Your Skype screen freezes at the exact moment 
you have bellied up to truth-telling. 
A faded photo of an old lover falls out of a book 
you haven’t touched in years. An hour later, she calls. 

Rational Central Authority stamps these ‘Meaningless’, 
shrugging them off into the ‘coincidence’ basket. 
Rightly so.  Its circuitry cannot process anomaly.  
And anyway — the riotously beautiful enigmas 
darting like swallows through our garden 
are not meant to be understood. 

As the Sufis say: 
“There is no reality! 
(……….. other than that which is Real).” 
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Enlightenment 

Please understand that I’m not describing the way to enlightenment. 
There’s no going there. If we’re lucky and moving slowly enough,  
it overtakes us. That said… 

First, you live a law-abiding life -- 
not The Law or His Law but laws 
that become apparent when  
you’re stung by your own hurtfulness; 
laws you see in the way tulips yawn 
so that bees can enter; 
in the way moons sing their orbits,  
or children protect small creatures.  

Then you follow the path — say your beads,  
pray deep in a well of silence. 
You share the intimate grail of rapture arising 
in conversations with friends and fellow-travellers. 
You sit in stillness body mindful, simply breathing:  
“There is no reality other than this. 
 I can be no other where but here.” 

As time goes on you begin to see how obviously 
Light shines, glints, flares, glows, shimmers, and gleams 
through everything Life beams into being. 
Eventually, you are that Light 
and everywhere you go, shadows are dispelled. 

You begin to sense that Love is the intricate 
simplicity holding us all in one vast swirling 
embrace. In this timeless dance, Love —  
for, with, in and through everything — is the music. 
Eventually, that Love is this love  
blushing in your open hands. 
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The Conundrum 

How do I carefully enquire into my motives 
and methods without making myself the center, 
and engorging the importance of my questioning? 

How do I refine my interactions, reducing the noise 
of my inner commentary, dropping my clever agenda 
without congratulating the phantom in the mirror? 

How do I embody the Light more brightly 
carry the waters of Love more boldly 
yet gradually become smaller, and smaller?   

How does one continue to shave down 
the edges of a self that does not exist? 
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The Looking 

We read the books and heed to 

the sage advice of those whom we revere. 

We look with simple faith, hoping 

that among those words a truth will glow 

into a beacon showing us the way home. 

We walk the hills and the shores, 

and the woods as if on holy ground,  

alert for a scent of whither and why we came here.  

We look intently into a star-lit winter night; 

We look into the heart of a rose in bloom,  

certain that it must be here somewhere.  

We watch the movies, dream the legends —  

mesmerized by the tempests of passion,  

heroic suffering and crowning joy — 

expecting the trance to take us 

where the unseen can be seen. 

We gaze intently into the mirror  

but the past out of which it arose 

and the future to which it flows 

are obscured by our puzzled reflection. 

We look into the sand storm howling 

out of the desert, blinding us to everything. 

We awaken from a bad dream 

and look into the pulsing darkness. 

But we rarely 

look into the looking. 
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The Truth 

Once, Earth reigned at the center of a court 
in which the sun, the moon, the comets and the stars 
wheeled in obeisance around our blue pearl. 

This was The Truth; 
as real as the cabbage at the farmer’s feet, 
as he stood, head bowed in the heat, 
while the Angelus rang from the village church. 

Then rigorous observation and logic gave birth 
to a new cosmos — Helios now supreme, 
Earth just one of countless obligated courtiers 
circling the sun ceaselessly.      

This was The Truth; 
as real as the ruby in the Pontiff’s ring, 
as visible and mysterious as swarms of locust 
consuming the countryside. 

Then super-science and instruments  
found the cosmic center in a pinprick holocaust 
erupting out of nothing into the far-flung 
memories we are becoming. 

This is The Truth; 
as solid as the keyboard I’m using to type this, 
as real as the faces glowing from the screen 
after I’ve fallen asleep.  
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My New Year’s Resolutions  

…in no particular order: 

To develop procrastisense —  
the ability to not come to a conclusion 
about anything for at least three years 

To install micro-particulate filtration 
onto my perceptions, so that only 
extremely tiny weightless things get in 

To spread proanimate reflection 
so widely that I seem to recognize  
everyone, as if they were a relative  

To get good at fluid punctuation  
(that period might be a question 
mark by the time you get it home) 

To make the cryptic subtext of every 
conversation how ‘we’re gonna need 
a bigger boat’ to sail this love and 
these circling seagulls homeward  
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Prayer 

If Realization means the winged, wordless 
freedom of so getting how burdensome it is  
to carry one’s self around like a holy icon, 
that you drop it to smithereens, then please, 
please, Realization, un-self me! 

If Nirvana is an ever deepening intimacy,  
subtle or passionate, amorous or decorous 
with whomever is here—beloved, stranger,  
the ocean at sunset—then please, by all means 
Nirvana, drown me in love. 

If Enlightenment is the rapture of valiantly 
singing the ragas of sorrow and joy; 
if it means trembling in the grip of beauty, 
then, please, Enlightenment,  give me 
your transfusion of honey. 
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Renunciation  

“Where do I hand in my Buddha badge, please?” 

 “You mean you no longer want it?” 

“I thought the whole point was not to want anything to begin with?” 

 “Er, yes, well I mean, you no longer have use for it?” 

“I guess that’s it. Maybe I’ve outgrown it.” 

 “Ah, wonderful, Nirvana!” 

“No, I mean that I realize I’ve been fooling myself all these years.” 

 “Sounds like you feel that you’re not worthy of the badge.” 

“Not exactly. I’m pretty sure I’m worthy of whatever is in my life. 
Otherwise how could it be in my life?” 

 “Then, how do you mean, ‘fooling yourself?’” 

“It’s just that I’ve discovered that while I love the Buddha’s ideals, 
and I find his line of reasoning to be the epitome of thought, 
I am actually incapable of living in accord with his teaching.” 

 “Oh, of course, you are experiencing self-doubt…” 

“No I’m absolutely certain that I am actually incapable of this path; 
I don’t have the slightest doubt that, while I have the deepest respect, 
and love for talking with my cronies about no-mind mindfulness, and  
fully feel the centrality of compassion, this way is not for me. “ 

 “We could say that about any difficult undertaking. What makes this so?” 

“OK, the crux of it is this: I’ve realized I actually do have preferences. 
In fact, I’ve discovered that I prefer having preferences. I love preferences! 
I’m passionate about certain things. I avidly pursue certain things,  
and am willing to fight against certain things, to the death if need be. 
All along, things have mattered, and some things matter most.” 
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 “I see… But tell me what could matter more than this path?” 

“Love — vast open-hearted spaces into which, without qualification, 
anyone, anything is welcomed and given a chance to be fully present. 

Loving kindness — because constantly being the complex cosmos 
each of us is can be exhausting! And a warm embrace can be so restful. 

Loving engagement — bellied up to the poker table of life, scared and elated, 
wakeful and willing, with all my chips in play. 

Loving awareness — embracing with wonder and fulsome delight 
this dream of being each moment as it breathes in and out of existence.” 
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Whose Autumn Is This? 

Yes, it’s true — the cooler nights now, 
the sharpened light of October  
stunning the trees with clarity  
are here because of a cosmic dance. 

It’s this spinning, tilting, circling peach, 
fuzzy and flavorful, going ‘round again. 

But, God’s honest truth is that this 
flagrancy of life about to swoon 
away flows like a luminous river, 
out of my wistful, worshiping eyes. 

It’s this boundless ocean of my being  
that births and bathes this moment. 
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Step Thru 

Finally a downpour, a prayed-for end of sweltering. 
But the poor parched earth seems unbelieving. 
Unable to surrender its crusty despondency, 
the ground cannot drink the saving rain and 
torrents rush along the surface to nowhere. 

At last the merciless, pounding roar in the sky ceases. 
But the burned-out fighter, cowering in madness 
keeps hearing the boom! of his own terror. 
So with trembling, bloodied fingers,  
he reloads the lead claws of killing. 

Oh sweet, enlivening kiss. Finally! — the end of loneliness. 
But the bachelor, so committed to self-pity, 
can only see someone else’s happiness. 
Ignoring the lucid ‘love me’ in her eyes, 
he tightens the strap keeping him from singing. 

The luminous door is always open, all are welcome. 
But lacking the certification of enlightenment, 
the seeker goes on mumbling mantra in the dark. 
 
As if just stepping through were not an option. 
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The Tree 

I am a tree — a mature, weathered tree. 
My branch tips now brush time’s denouement: 
 eastward listening for the songs new breezes bring; 
 westward yearning into sunset’s majestic acquiescence; 
 northward marching to the rhythm of my Quixote’s quest; 
 and to the south dreaming, remembering and dreaming. 

Most of the time my treeness — the palpable, certain 
evidence of my actuality — goes unchallenged. 
I am, after all, indisputably here and, knock-knock, 
resonant with personal history… ring upon ring. 

But sometimes that sturdy illusion slips away 
spills into a stream of dissolving iotas seeping, 
as if through a vanishing conduit of veins and roots: 
 outward into a boundless fusion of light and dark; 
 inward to my only enduring reality — those I love; 
 upward as the momentary nova I am commences; 
 and down, down into fathomless, murky brilliance.    

No question I am genuinely tree. Look, I’m standing here, 
still straight with a wise-guy smile, cheering and weeping 
with the rest of us. But the feeling of not being anything at all 
hangs there in the sunlight — juicy, ripe and about to fall.     
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The Path 

If you set out searching for it, any number of things could happen: 

You could fall asleep on the road and in your dream 
believe that the searching is the finding. 

Or you’ll discover a buried page from a comic book,  
and start a cult devoted to a super-heroic quest. 

You could realize the futility of this search and make 
the rest of your journey about giving it up. 

Or awaken each day with a lilting song in your heart 
about how beautiful you are because you search. 
So you commit each day more deeply to let nothing  
(including the finding of it) interrupt your searching. 

Or you might get tired/bored, take a job in a bakery  
and gradually regain your peace in Somnambuland. 
And come to accept that the only thing you’ll find is you  
at your open refrigerator wondering where the mayo is. 

Or you wind up a mad man on the corner, railing at passersby 
that their stubborn blindness is killing us all. 

Or you might finally come to the Bodhi tree and sit under it 
for a long, long time before you realize…  
it’s just a friggin’ tree!   

You collapse in laughter, rolling and flailing in the dust 
as people cautiously walk around you, and… 

then you go home,  
pull her close, kiss her beneath the fireworks, 
suddenly remembering how to perfectly forget.  
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This is Love 

Who says he knows what This is, 
by that very assertion is deluded. 
For one thing, This is not an is. 
Oh wait, that claim too is melting. 

Still, we must try; must heave our 
chain mail of words onto ephemerality,  
sculpting iffy assumptions into something 
we confidently call reality. 

Here goes: 

This is a grace-beam glancing 
its deep desires off your cool cheek 
on a summer night in The Garden. 
It’s the dancing moonlight 
on the ivied parapets of my dreamory. 

This is the bitter-sweet entrancing 
of the soul into the loser’s bargain 
we call incarnation. 

This is the motion of longing, 
the caterwaul of ecstasy, 
the brave madness of not knowing, 
the patient stitching of a tale to its ending. 

This is love. 
It’s all there ever was or will be. 
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Alpha Soup 

It’s a sentient soup we’re swimming in. 
We’re traveling on a path that knows 
who we are, where we have been 
and where we’re likely to wind up. 

It’s a foolish blindness that doesn’t see 
the living signs and steady guidance everywhere: 
printed in the paving stones and carpets, 
posted on the walls, written in the sky 
pleading for attention.  

It’s a living starfield in which we turn: 
infinitely wise, wildly resourceful,  
with a sometimes quirky sense of humor,  
humming absently while she spins the threads  
of light from which love is woven. 
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Passing Thru 

When you’re a tourist, a happy tourist 

your eyes are always wide with wonder. 

You’ve seen cathedrals before, but nothing 

like these jeweled spires rising into the clouds. 

You’ve seen seashores before, but look at 

these golden waters hugging azure sand!  

When you’re a tourist, a curious tourist 

you find everyone interesting. 

You approach them with humble gentility 

hoping they will patiently see you 

as a friendly explorer, not a foreigner. 

You try to speak their language, 

even though the few words you know 

feel like pebbles in your mouth. 

When you’re a traveller there are no routines, 

everything warrants attention. 

Surprise is on the menu. 

You dare not lapse into mindlessness. 

Maybe this is why Sufis say, 

“I’m only passing thru”. 



 

 

 

MOMENT ZERO  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

RUMI 
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The One Beloved 

God lowers her eyes so that you will see  
how much she longs for you to enfold her 
in the stillness of your astonishment. 

She moves her hand slightly on the table 
so that you might guess the meaning 
woven into these delicate desires. 

Gently tugging at your imaginary confusion, 
she speaks in the tender tongues of roses, 
whispers in the furtive illusion  of rain…  
“You, only you, are the One”. 
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In Sane World  

In the sane world, we’re expected to have judgements and 
issue opinions, especially about the misfortunes around us. 
We routinely grab the mike to explain: 
    how awful this thing is; 
    who’s to blame and why it’s happening; 
    how it can be fixed; and what will happen if it isn’t. 

In the rational world, positioning, is almost a duty.  
Showing up without conclusions is vaguely equivalent 
to coming to the party wearing only a smile. 

In the insane world, opinions are snake skins 
— scaly insulation constantly sloughed off. 
(They grow back, of course. We can’t be awake and 
untouched by the highs and lows of humanity.) 

But in the mad whirl of poetic dervishes, 
when our comical assumptions about reality crumble 
what shows through is the perfect working 
of an effulgent dream in the momentary mind  
of something beyond naming. 
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Here Gone 

I was tripping (on Owsley acid, I think) 
when it first happened — this kiss,  
this wink, this barely audible cosmic giggle. 
The room I was in became a movie set 
and clearly but invisibly, behind that — 
a shimmering, laughing emptiness. 

Some years later, in the throes of fasting  
during a month-long silent isolation 
she came again, a breeze enveloping my ache, 
an embrace more tender than a mother’s 
more certain than a father’s, saying,  
‘Don’t look for me, beloved,  
for just like you, I am not here’. 

I made a shrine, and kept it holy so that 
I might remember and even worship this 
astonishment of ease that overtakes me  
in her fleeting enfoldment…  

this feral, soul-eviscerating beauty  
without name, or cause, or purpose.  



   Vanishing Point -- Moment Zero 

Copyright © 2013 P L Perez                                                                                                                     5 

Rhythm 

The funnels of perception are such 
that they simple down the play of life 
into discrete objects – named and known. 

Even events become objects;  
as if they had edges, and characteristics 
that could be factually described. 

But isn't life a flow,  
an interplay of waves… 
arrays of possibilities  
riding inflections of circumstances 
devolving into happenings? 

If so, the art of living  
is in the dancer's foot, the singer’s voice,  
the poet’s soul refined and released 
in sync with the pulse of the moment. 
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The Abiding 

You might say that the quality of being 
toward which the Sufi path propels us 
is a divine singularity. And you would be 
both correct and a bit silly. 

You might assert that the Sufi’s Way 
is a self-exhumation of the light body 
buried in the mountain of fear we call ego. 
Yet only be describing a description. 

Or you could state that Love is the abiding  
reality, the only worthy Way to enlightenment.  
And in saying that become slightly less loving. 

If the truth could be spoken 
we would all be mute. 
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Love and Fear 

I’m in a hotel at 63rd and Lex, watching from a corner window  
as Monday’s New Yorkers trudge their ways back to reality. 

There I go — aged twenty six or seven, bold and brassy, 
but underneath, afraid that I will never find my beloved. 
Fling after fling has turned up empty. Couple times I thought, 
“This is surely it!” only for her to her morph into a suffocation. 
Or was it I who set the playhouse on fire? 

That hurrying businessman is me in middle age. Brow in a knot 
not with worldly woe but with the terror they’ll find out — 
my dutiful wife, my dear old flame and my new mistress. 
Juggling sex saps the juices out of everything, while the Olympic 
liar I’ve become slowly decomposes on a canvass in the attic. 

That’s me at seventy, the spry step and stylish jacket belie 
that I live on planet anxiety. I’ve finally found the essence of love 
with my kids and their kids, but each new step into that ocean  
fills me with the dread of imagined misfortunes befalling them, 
clutches me back from the depths of freedom that beckon. 

I let the curtain go and turn away from the window, smiling 
at the paradox: only if I – this self, drawing my attention 
in every frame -- am not there, can I love fearlessly. 
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Senseless 

The eyes won’t do. 
They’re geared to contours, need edges, 
leap to life only when color and texture excite. 
Asking them to see this boundless emptiness 
is asking rain to be dry.  

Touch is useless. 
The lively surfaces of skin are all about 
separation, dutifully maintaining 
the illusion that I’m in here, you out there.  

The tongue…ah the transient tongue; 
how yummy, how bitter, how spicy! 
Things dissolving into things dissolving. 

The ears are better. 
They can follow reverberations. In a candle quiet room, 
they can ride the waves of a struck bell out of the ocean 
of sound onto a beach of blissful quiet. But unable to go on 
to the source of silence, hearing hurries back 
to the familiar, deafening roar of existence. 

The nose knows nostalgia --  
forever beckoning to a world 
twilit by memory and dreams. 

This is why not being  
the nothing that is not here 
is so senseless. 
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Biga Me 

No matter how diligently I pursue evaporation  
(the path of, as The Sufis say, ego’s annihilation)  
this Me persists, goes right on selfing! 

Actually, this effort seems comical: 
Ask who’s in charge of this un-selfing project 
and you may find something bigger than ego 

So now I’m trying something new. 
Not giving up but turning, spiraling round 
and out in ever widening circles of being. 

This core of experience wearing my name 
stops shrinking from itself now and grows up 
and down, in and out, absorbing everything: 

That foolishness, that sorrow, that grasping… 
it’s mine, all mine. That beauty, that grace, 
that kindness — undeniably, my doing. 
 
The narcissist, the hedonist, the killer; 
the healer, the builder, the poet; 
the mysticulous, the masterful: all me! 
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Cuanto Cuentos 

Quantum kooks, God bless ’em, tell us 
the only thing we can be certain of is uncertainty. 

Elegantly mathmedicated they demonstrate that 
all we can know with any confidence is a range 
of potentials humming in what is about to emerge.  

About what has actually emerged, what this is 
glinting here in the sunlight, they are humbly mum. 
(Although out in the hallway, after the conference 
they might suggest that this is up to me: 
I string chaos into order on the webbing  
of my expectation-primed perceptions.) 
 

Quantum gurus likewise tell us 
the only self we know for sure is the non-self. 

They say the self we think we are is a movie 
flickering on a bed sheet set up in an empty courtyard  
on a summer night — a mesmerizing inchoate movie. 

They ask, is this a ‘self’— this reel of scratchy memories and dreams? 
And what of the scenes on the cutting room floor, trampled 
underfoot out of fear, negligence or willful blindness?  

If there is someone carrying my name, it is only who, 
in fact,  right here and now shows up: emergent — 
this breathing moment strung to order 
on the webbing of my primed perceptions. 
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Am Not 

You tell me I don’t exist… 
that my sense of being an identifiable, separate, 
individual kernel of presence is an illusion. 
If that’s the case, to whom are you speaking? 

Maybe I’m just slow, 
but I could swear this heart beating in this chest 
is as real as daylight; as singular and actual 
as the many ways in which I recognize myself… 

I am a drift of snow against the fence. 
I am the tears welling in my baby’s eyes. 
I am the touch of your kindness on my shoulder. 
I am the laughter through the open door down the hall. 
I am wind, restless, unsure of its purpose. 
I am the memory of an old friend, long gone. 
I am the micro-eternity surging at the point of orgasm. 
I am the familiar, friendly struggle of writing this poem. 
I am that drunk teetering down the marshy street below. 
I am your knowing nod of understanding. 
I am the Buddha winking in my meditations. 
I am the rumble of a distant storm. 
I am rain sparkling in sudden sun. 

But let’s not argue. 
Life’s too short and after all, beloved, I know 
you have the best intentions, so I happily agree: 
I am the nothing in which everything arises. 
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This  

Look into a night ablaze 
with countless time-lines of light 
sprawled out in an incalculable vastness, 
swirling in an edgeless sea 
of brilliant darkness. 

The only thing more limitless 
is this into which it is expanding. 

This? 

Hear the music of this moment, 
the layering of sounds, of noise, 
of harmonies, your breath, all of it flowing 
through reverberant presence to silence. 

The only thing that doesn’t fade 
away is this absorbing stillness.  

This! 
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Hu Calls 

We call it Truth, 
when it rises like the sun out of night’s blindness, 
flooding our minds with the radiance of meaning. 

We call it God, 
when a comprehensible vastness beyond time and space 
is present in that part of us that only it can animate.  

We call it One, 
when we enter the silky seamless breathing  
of this moment and each and every particulate wave therein. 

We call it Beauty, 
when the symphonic chords  joy aroused by the sight of this 
stills us so completely that butterflies alight on our faces. 

We call it Love, 
when the shards of our shattered hearts fly like birds 
at dawn to sing blessings in every corner of existence. 
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Am O 

Take the fork on the right and follow it  
straight on, straight on, faithful as Imam Ali, 
true as an arrow from Ulysses’ bow, 
unwavering in your commitment 
and you will ultimately come to this. 

Stop on the road and sit down in doubt; 
get so caught up in shoulds and coulds, 
yammering around you like irate crows, 
that you wind up stuck there 'til you die, 
still you will, after all, come to this. 

Go first onto the shop floor, then move up 
to management, then up to the penthouse 
where you practice sanctioned planetary rape 
and grind the mindless in your money mill  
yet finally you too will come to this.  

Musical from childhood, grow your gift and 
step onto a stage, feel the audience hush 
almost in reverence, sensing that what comes 
through you is sent from the heart of God, 
still, in the end, you will come to this.  

There is only one destination; 
just as there is only one source. 
In fact, they are identical. 
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Liberation  

A shapeless thought, a formless intuition, 
a window opens. How delightful —  
not needing to define what we see. 

A keyless melody, an unstruck rhythm, 
suddenly dancing. What rapture — 
listening at the doors of silence. 

Such a mystery: how we minuscule beings, 
arisen from ashes, came to etch with such eloquence 
this intricate net of meaning we call Reality. 
More wondrous still how in a breath that very cage 
becomes the portal of our liberation. 

A nameless name, a sourceless source 
the soul awakens. This is ecstasy —  
beloved welcoming everywhere. 
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Starlit  

Look at nothing and you will see everything. 

The peak of beauty to which the lily climbs 
cannot be marked nor measured  
though it is just for this apotheosis 
it has arisen out of water, earth and sun.     

Point to nothing and you will know everything. 

The pinnacle of ecstasy the lovers reach, 
breathless in the shuddering darkness,  
departs the moment it arrives —  
inhaled by insatiable cosmic longing.  

We are this effulgence strung across the 
starlit scaffolding of that which is not here. 
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True Movies 

My father’s mother’s brother’s wife 
once turned over a card in a Tarot reader’s tent 
and at that moment the gypsy, Etheria, gasped. 

Taking this as a sure sign of looming misfortune 
the wife prepared an herbal protective which 
— upon drinking down — caused an embolism 
in her obliging husband’s brain. Killing him. 
 
Her brother’s death meant that my grandmother 
became the sole heir of substantial properties, 
titles, and noblesse oblige in the province of Cadiz. 
My father, her eldest, stood next in that line. 

Knowing this would forbid him from marrying 
the comely house maid he had impregnated 
he fled to South America, leaving the maid to the 
Sisters of Mercy, who took my mother in.  

Midwifing me into the light, Sister Ignatia,  
had a divine revelation: I was an angel sent, 
and she was meant for mothering, not rosaries. 
So off she stole me one night into the wide world. 

Years later, in London, my train was delayed one 
Friday while a suicide was cleared from the tracks.  
Rushing across Regent Street I knocked into a lovely 
young woman, who pirouetted artfully out of harm’s way. 

I married this ballerina who, on an opera tour through  
the Balkans, had an affair with a wild-haired conductor  
(thus our second daughter’s implacable curls). She confessed 
this, fading out of life, holding hands in a cancer ward. 
 
Our curly-haired daughter wed a bright young broker 
who whisked her off to Wisconsin and a moneyed life 
among the glitterati. As if trying to rectify her bloodline, 
she became a pillar of convention, a crusader of normalcy. 
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But her youngest son, quit Harvard Law and in the throes 
of sexual awakening, ran madly off with a young composer; 
only to find it was the music maker’s sister he really loved. 
He wound up running a B&B with her in Boulder, Colorado. 

It’s tempting to say the inception point of all these movies 
was Madam Etheria’s gasp on a rainy Spanish afternoon. 
But we might just as well say it was the bad sausage she had 
for lunch that caused her to stifle her burps that day. 
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Soular System 

There’s a vibrant, luminous eternity 
in the heart of this bauble we call ‘now’. 

Entering through the gentle turn  
where the out becomes the in breathing, 
the intricate assembly of nano particles 
whose sum I am disperses into this elegant stillness. 
And I become an everywhere fluid sourceless light. 

No one here. No here, even. 
Have we finally escaped the clutches of time? 
Is this singular nothingness  
the final ecstasy of annihilation? 

No. The gravitational pull of being 
eventually reverses the diaspora of meaning 
and we re-coalesce into the reasoned shapes of mortality. 

What pulls us back into the trappings of our story? 
Love is the sun-star holding us in orbit. 
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In and Out of Time 

I live both in and out of time. 

On the one hand,  
my life is a train running at a steady 24 hours a day. 
It only stops once — at the end. 

No matter how lovely the land,  
the places we’re whizzing through, 
I can never just get out and stay there. 

Otherwise I would have taken up residence 
in our first kiss, and dwelt there 
happily from then for ever on. 

But inside the train,  
I can draw the shade, lean back, 
ascend into an ageless stillness. 
I can re-enter that kiss as if it were now. 

In a timeless world, I become that love 

bursting into life through our lips eternally. 
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Internaut 

 
The neat arrangement of functional boxes in which I live 
has a wall of windows displaying, from cloud high up, 
a panoramic city of prosperous ease and orderliness. 
Below, in little speeding crates, along sleek avenues,  
we ply our trades, seek our comforts, snoop out excitement.  
This world is me. I am its seeing, being 
 
Once I lived in a tree house, in constant conversation with 
wind and rain, birds and moon-boats sailing across the sky. 
My nearest neighbor, a fussy squirrel, never tired 
of insisting I was severely out of place. She would stop 
each morning to shake her tail and squeal her disapproval.  
This world was I. I was this being seeing. 
 
I’m migrating now, off the crumbling planet into net-space; 
into a vast electron cloud in which we reassemble ourselves 
as body-less, multi-valanced streams of longing. 
Logging in, I’m stepping out, leaving the erratic certainties 
of this lovely chrysalitic mud blood dream ball behind. 
Yet, I am this world. I am its seeing being. 
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Lovers Dance 

Permanent impermanence! 
How delightful: the white wind searing  
the flesh off the bones of time. 
Matter, meaning and me  
subsumed into a radiant emptiness 
alive now in this bottomless silence. 

Precise imprecision! 
Each quanta shooting dutifully 
through space, avidly in quest and 
perfectly surrendered to its tiny purpose. 
The intersecting light field they create —  
this pulsing web of dreams –  
is the intricate randomness I live. 

Certain uncertainty! 
How freely we live now  
that we're sure of our ignorance; 
now that we love our risible need 
to know, name and contain things. 

And laugh and laugh 
through the plummeting night 
where we lovers dance. 
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Moment 

There’s a clarity about this moment, 
cloud-muffled and quiet  
as the sky lowers mauve and gray,  
sobering the festival of gold, and flame,  
and burgundy Octobering the distant trees. 

Silence. Sunday morning streets below  
un-trafficked by people with the good sense 
to rest, and rouse only for church or syrupy crepes.  

Stillness in my parapet above the world, 
brightening the soft click-click of these keys; 
absorbing distant bells, old as prayer, calling.  

There’s a precision about this moment —  
this never before, never again, moment.  
Yet it has no name, no identity. 

It is an actual moment in time, 
sharply marked by the clock  
Yet it has no duration. 

This moment is made of light pearls 
swirling in the choreographed chaos of 
this very finite here and now, yet… 

stretch out your arms, twirl slowly 
and your fingertips will brush eternity.  
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Multi-modal Mentalities 

The reasonable, well-educated Boomer thinks 

along connections which have been tried and tested; 

accredited by years of irrefutable consensus.  

This is such and as such is such and such. 

Millennials tend to jazz-think, modulating keys 

across wave front curls of frothing mauve ambrosia; 

momentarily alight, (“Not too close, please!”) leaping, 

stratosphere jamming, 4G enabled ratatatention. 

Meditators have developed the lotus form 

of holding steady one flower of awakening… 

breathing open in dawn-like quiet, petal by petal, 

the crown chakra of illuminated knowing. 

And then there are the advanced those among us --  

Planetizens let’s call them -- who don’t think 

unless they absolutely have to. 
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So it Seems 

The stunning purity of beauty seems 
to be an all-pervading, shadow-less light  
in which there is no need for instruction, 
construction, or resurrection. 

The ecstatic harmony of this tinkling,  
roaring, humming, wailing, sighing world  
seems to be the way she says, Here!  
You are here, beloved. And so is this.  

This… 

The unbidden upwelling of love 
seems to be the way our simple selves 
are hewn open, made into useful sources 
of sweetness flowing in all directions. 

 


