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AWAKENING

In the night of my ignorance,

I reached for the light of intuition
And oPenecﬂ the door of my will,

To answer the knock of Faith.

From the s’cuPor of my &reaming,

I awoke to the cold realitg of reason
And clothed mgselmc in knowledge
To combat the illness of desiring.
From the dCPtl’lS of my desPair,

I climbed up the steps of asPiration
And sailed on the sea of Iﬁumilitg
To the distant mountain of hoPe.

In the freedom of Love’s Protection
| ate of the Tree of Life,

And drank the wine of innocence
And exhaled sweet vapors of peace.

August, 1979
shekeskokok

STILL BIRTH

A Promise, oPPosed by doub’c,
cauglﬁt in an endless struggle for dominance
is the dream that is still born.



RENEWAL

As last winter's snow

My cares and sorrows will melt,

Mix with the rain,

And flow down the drains of time.

My bowed head will raise in hope,

In the ecstasg of exPectation,

Of a renewed Faitlﬂ, new life,

And new PurPoseFulness.

My toclags will be happg and my ges’cerdays Iigl']t,
The memories of sad events Forgotten,

No longer to haunt and gnaw at my soul.

The sun will rise again

To lig]ﬁt my way to new horizons

To evaPorate todag's showers of misfortunes
In a haze of gorgehculness.

My clags will brig]ﬁ’cen,

My soul will glow the briglﬁ’mess of the full moon
And above it all, my prayers will rise,

And modulate from suPPIication to Praise,

As my rekindled spirit nestles injogmculness.
July or August 1976.



RECONSIDER

You look in the mirror and turn away.

Do you suppose the blemishes you discover
will AisaPPear of themselves?

Where can you hide from 3oursel¥?

And for how long will your field

Vield harvest without fresh sowing?

The Pain you evade is that of your own birtlﬁ;
And the sacrifice you begrudge

Is required not for another

But for your own soul’s ransom—

From oblivion.

Solet your mirth turn to weePing

And your gain to loss.

I:ling wide the door of your heart

And acclaim your soul to its estate.

January, 1990



ANGEL OF PAIN

“Angel of Pain,” | repined,
“You have not been summoned,
No one has died,
Your Place is with the bereaved.”
“Nay,” replie& the angel,
“There have been many deaths
That have not been mourned.”
PerPlexed, I demanded of the angel
roof of this assertion.
“Here,” said I"IC) Hinging back the shroud
that concealed the decomposing bodies
of my dearest, most cherished illusions,
“Convinced?
“TI’]CSC, t]’]g kindred died,
Having rendered service to thg soul.
Tl'leg Provided nurturance for ’c]ﬁg attention;
And Pemcormed surrogate dutg for tlﬁg will
awaiting the birth
of genuine asPiration in thg heart.”
“O Angel” | replied, “itis proper and right
that tribute be Paid to these servants of my soul.
Betomea guest, and 1 will be to you
a welcoming and aPPrecia’cive host.
What must be done, must be done.
Tl'ly Pain, though Partings mark

Do also new beginnings herald.”

June 26th, 1989



GUARDIAN ANGEL

My Guardian Angel left one dag

Without a word of warningor a goodbge,
Taking with it the only Lig]ﬁt

That gave guidance tomy life.

As | floundered about in the dark

To find new orientation

I stumbled upon another Liglﬂt source

I never, till then, knew existed.

It was ﬂickering, and wavering and dimming
And on the brink of going out.

I shielded its flame to protect it

From the chilling, Iﬁowling winds of doubt.
It then grew steadg, then strong, then glowing
Inthe Pale ge”ow hue of golcl;

And ’clﬁough it may not he as bright,

As my deParted Angel’s Lig]ﬁt,

It is nevertheless mine,

My very own.



PRUDENCE

Do not Proclaim
while you are still undecided.
Do not displag
before you are Fu”y committed.
When Faith dawns,
fence it around with l'lumilitg
and Patience,
So that its tender shoots
are Protected from the nibbling
of critics and unbelievers.
When your seedling of Faith
grows into a big tree,
Even those very critics
and unbelievers,
Will find rest in the shade
that it will sPread.

August, 1979



THE JOY OF HEAVEN

There s ajog born of the Ear’ch,

And ajoy born of Heaven.

Tl'lejog of Eartlﬁ—man’sjogj

Poses a barrier to the work of Heaven

To sPread to Earth its ownjog.

Like a heaven of Eartl'],
Stands the mountaintop;
And like an earth of Heaven,
Sits the ocean’s dCPtl’].

Inits quietude and deptl'x,

The ocean is to Heaven closer,
Than the moun’caintol:);

Just as man, in his peace,

Is to the '09 of Heaven closer
Thanin g\is ownjog.

For thejoy of man is as the mountain—
Earth reacl’xing up to touch Heaven;
And his peace, as the ocean—

Heaven reac"xing into earth

To bring its ownjog.

(August 1979).



AN APPEAL TO MY SOUL

O’ tireless Soul,

Lay me down awhile to rest,
Ere I die for want of time

To comPrelﬂend the mgs’ceries

You’ve divulged to me.

O’ timeless Soul,

To Earth’s dense abode return me
To time where I can be of use to you,
Buildinga bridge

Between | and thee.

O’ wizened Soul,

In ’clﬁy state of bliss,
Disown me never;

Even if | may dishonor thee
with Forgetgulness

And expediencg.

O’ blessed Soul,

In thine audience with God

Commend me to Him

By whose Grace,

We shall some bright and glorious day
Look each other in the face.

(August 1979).



TRUTH VERSUS BELIEFS

But for no other purpose
than your curiosity to relieve,
You want me to lag bare ,
the contents of my beliefs.
Would it not make more sense
to seek to know what | am,
And thus pave the way
for some genuine communication?
Is not avowal of belief
devoid of meaning,
When matched against breadth of vision
and genuineness of Being?
And couldr’t such queries lead one
to misjudge anotlﬁer,
Who may not express himself
with the art of the orator?
When beliefs become trophies
to be Placed on cxlﬁibition,
What else can t]ﬁey lead to
but misunderstanding and division?
To the one who must know Trutn,
Beliefs are onlg Propositions to be tested,
And have no further utilitg
when of Truth one has tasted.

December 1 979



BEING TRUE TO THE SELF

As | meditate on the adagc

“To thine own self be true,”

I realized that | could not determine

To which of the many “selves” that Parade as me,
I should pay this a”egiance.

| saw that what | thoug]']t to comPrise mgsehc
Were of themselves robbing my very life of its Fidelitg.
I saw that my lmowledge of mgselwc

was rea”g not]ﬁing more substantive

Thana quilt of butterflies’ wings.

In one Place, were remnants of Past moments
That were themselves un~exPerienced;

In another, shadows of yesteryears’ ]'\ol:)es,
Long since outgrown;

Andjoining t]ﬁem, threads of past dreams

Themselves iﬂCOﬂ’IP!CtC.

 also saw that what | tl'lought was mgsehc

were rea”g a coalition of its mortal enemies.

On the right, were ossified desires,

And fears, qui’ce well Preserved.

Their weapons were habits and cowardice.

There were, on the le{‘t, Promises that were weatl'\ered,
And lies that were worn thin ;

And for their weapons, false hopes and counterfeited Pride.
I surmised that the strategy of this consPiracg

Was to kcep me ever bound to a vague Past

And to a Fuzzy and Probable Future,

Sothat!am securely and lﬁopelesslg hidden

From the Certaintg, Power, and Lig]ﬁ’c

Of the Eternal Present,

Where my True Self resides,

Innocent and luminous.



As | marveled at the bcautg

And cﬁculgcncc of the Selmc,

I realized that it shall ever remain

A reality, distant from the self 1 knew—

The little self, ordinarg and ]'ﬂstorical;

Unless there was some means of uniting us two.
Lo, | beheld with the mind’s eye

That the maxim, “Man know thyschc,”

Holds a greater Truth than that of being true to the self
Because one cannot be true to a self

Of which one knows quite little, if angtlﬁing at all.
To know the Self, 1 must gotoit

Since it cannot come to me.

For sandwiched between Past and future

It resides in Etcrnitg,

And 1, in time.

Greed, anxictg, and guilt,

Those three brothers of darkness and kecpcrs of time
Soug]ﬁt to frustrate my efforts

In gaining, the acquaintance of my Beloved of the l_ignt.
it only I could find a method

To loosen their formidable hold of death!

Perusing my ’clﬁouglﬁts under the full moon,

I saw and intchrctcd thus:

Thatin Paticncc is know!cdgc of the self found,

And in constant remembrance of that knowlcdgc

In the domain of time and action

Is a Patl'] of l_iglﬁt gorgccl to the rcl:)oscd self.

I:urt]'xcr, f:)g that selfsame Lig]ﬁt

Are the brothers of death overcome,

For tncg thrive only in the shadows

That Prevail in ignorance.



As | sought communion

With the one of my longing,

I found, at first, to my dismag

That the claritg of mind, the peace, the IﬁoPeJ the beautg
That | erjoged inits presence

Lost all Havor in the stupor of my ordinarg realitg.
But Fortunate]y, throug]ﬁ the guidance of Providence,
I learned from a source of old,

The method 139 which I could preserve the ghcts

From the Blessed One untainted.

Sol gathcred together all my cherished activities,

All tlﬁoug]ﬁ’cs of Pleasure and Pain, of gain and loss,
Of success and failure, and even of salvation!
Dedicating everyt]'xing toit excluding none,

Into the fires of equanimitg I Placed them

As a burnt ogering

And tribute of love.

Slowlg, but surelg, I grew

Inthe knowleclge of the Divine Self

And realized that only in this growth

That I can rea”g “Be mg~5€lp’;

All other exPressions being shallow and false.

As the veil of ignorance thinned between us

I saw in the Phase of the full moon a testimony of adoration.
She waxes in lig]ﬁ’c as a tribute to her lord, the sun

To become a Fu”g illumined disk

Reﬂecting solar Iig]ﬂt—a symbol of consciousness.

But t]ﬁen, Faith?u”g, she returns to her lord)

To be reunited in purpose.

Inlike manner, | too must pay respect to the Sun of my being,
And realize that 1 am its agent,

And it my master,

My advocate in Heaven.

September, 1979.



AN ENCOUNTER WITH AN AWAKENED MASTER
|

| once sougiit out an old man, wise by re[:)ute,

And implored him to ediicg me on certain matters of Truth.
I wanted to know answers to many cieeP tiﬁings

Pertaining to the purpose of life and secret of Being,
“Tell me venerable one,” | blurted out,

“How do I become like you, so wise and devout?

Can you teach me what secret knowledge you possess
That has bestowed on you such wisdom and gentieness?
Is it true that you’re an enliglﬁtened master,

Aﬂd hOld secrets norma”g FCSCT’VCC{ FOF tl’lC hereaicter?”

]
| stoPPed for fear rd said someti"iing amiss,
For he continued looking away as if 1 didn’t exist.
But t]ﬁen, slowlg, he turned a gaze upon mine,
That burned into me as if it were hot lime.
“I can tell young sir, that you don’t know what you aslc,
For you are requesting of me an imPossible task.
Where you have obtained such information I can’t understand,
Forlam every bit like youorany other man.
Furthermore, should | possess the answers you seek,

Witl’] wi'ia’c sl'ia” ] convey tiﬁem SO tlﬁat t]’iey are yours to keeP?”

i
He then gave me a look so long and stern,
And it was enoug]'i to make tiﬁejus’c-curious squirm.
But for me, | felt I must press this oPPortunitg,
Tolearn something of the mgsteries of Eternitg.
“Kind Sir,” | begged, “Iong and hard have I looked.
I have been on Pilgrimages and have read many ]’]OIH books,
And unless | get answers to the ques’cions Jam askingl
I fear that soon I shall 2@ mad with this seeking.
ligou arenotina Position to I’]C!P my quest,

Tell me where, or to whom I must goto find some redress.”



\Y
Per]ﬁaPs, this last aPPeaI made some imPression on ]'ﬁm)
For his demeanor changed from being distant and Forbidding.
“Yes, your Persistence tells me that you’ve looked Iong and lﬁarcl,
And have searched injust about every direction but inward.
But if I can I’]CIP in the manner you are seeking,
Who says that it will lead to any change in your being?
Everyone thinks that someone, somewhere possesses a formula,
That can bring wisdom, peace, bliss, or whatever.
Now, tell me, if life was meant only to be mental ggmnastics,

Wouldn’t we be better off Ieaminggames and circus tricks?”

\Y%
He Paused |ong enouglﬁ for me to feel the gravitg of those words,
Then continued when he felt he’d struck the rigl’xt chord.
“Many years ago | too was afflicted with this mental maladg,
Not knowing that each one of us is a Portal to Eternitg.
Onlg when I became indifferent to the gathering of knowledge)
That | saw the quest for Packaged Truths as excess baggage.
I saw that one cannot satiswcy the yearning for Truth bg accluisitions
And that aPPIiesjust as well to our organized religions.
I saw that for “truth” to be of value it needs be True onlg for me,

And only then was I able to know and fulfill my Personal desting.”

VI
“But O’ wise and resPected one, what of objectivity,
Don’t we need standards ’cojuclge Truth’s autlﬁenticity?
i Truth is what’s rig]ﬁt for me and what’s right for you,
That will mean that there’s no common realitg.
I:urt]'\ermore) what of the standards bg which God wi”judge,
Those who are unrig]ﬁ’ceous from those who arejust?”
He must have intuited the extent of my confusion,
For he continued with this further exP!anation:
“There’s onlg one God ’cojuclge you, and to Him you need be true,
And He is none other than the Good that is in you.”



VI
At this Point) [ felt my long search terminating,
As years of fractured dreams and l’]OPCS were mending.
“Wise sir, P!ease, won’t you consent to be my teaclﬁer,
And show me how to live my life to the better?
I will like to make contact with this Good that’s my own
Sothat | can quicklg progress to my eternal home.
Teach me the art of contemPlation, and deep meditation,
Teach me those virtues to which I must give exPression.
I will @ wherever with you and your precepts Pl follow,

And I will be to youan exemPlarg disciple.”

VIl
“To consent to be such a teacher I would in my soul be a i:raud,
Forin the end, it's your Self discoverg Pl retard.
it you expect outside authorities to tell you how to be
How can you ever grow in cer’caintg and resPonsibilitg?
The purpose of existence cannot be disclosed in quick revelations,
But rather from your encounter with each of Iife’s situations.
Life’s purpose takes siﬁape from the actions you express,
And you cannot conjure it forth bg the beliefs you Profess.
Life’s purpose is being fulfilled when you add to your Being,
And ’clﬁa’c, my young friend, is not done bg acquiring.”

IX
All the while he sPol«:, he looked at me so uncierstandinglg,
That 1 felt quitc acutelg, his deep comPassion for me.
When he resumed his discourse, his voice became quite urgent,
And I knew what he was saying was for more than my encouragement;
“Eternity is before me now in that very spot you are standing,
It is not found in the Pursuit of secret rites and disciplines.
To contact it, put your virtue, goociness, your very soul on the line,
And your searciﬁ, to this very heart of yours confine."
if after 3ou’vc done all that and eterni’cy does not maniFest,
God is bound bg his own Law to ‘descend’ and do the rest.”



X
What he was saying was the Product of the moment,
And for me, this was a here-to-fore novel event,
Forso many I had sougnt out in the Past sounded so Pe&antic,
Their ’ceacnings sounding somewhat rote and not Persona”y validated.
So, altl']ougn I did not want to appearas a glutton for know]edge,
I did not know whether there’d be a repeat of this Privilege.
So I asked him about the Yogas, including Hatha and Tantra,
And about all those illustrious gurus in India.
“And how about the Serpent Goddess of whom I've heard so mucn,
Doesn’t one have to Pe’cition for her mystic touch?”
X
He told me so many tnings, some I'll never remember,
But the Fo”owing disclosures will be with me forever:
“To be achildin Puritg and innocence is noble,
But to be one in understanding is to court trouble.
All conscious striving is Yoga, and the essence of Tantrais surrender,
And in the eternal scheme, the one complements the other.
To seek the Goddess you sPcak of is to invite selﬁdeception,
For in the realm of subtleties gou’d find her kingdom.
One must not trg to pursue lﬁer, but rather to entice I"ICF,

By establislﬂing alliances with powers that are far greater.”

Xl
It has now been many years since this memorable encounter,
And desPite daily cl'\a”engesj life’s How is much smootlﬁer,
For in a secret chamber of my heart, | have discovered life’s treasure,
And when | gjve away of it, it grows ever the more without measure
This treasure is the Good in me which was hidden from view,
And by giving it exposure it has in turn set me free.
There’s no’cl’uing that | need that it cannot Provide)
And in times when darkness tlﬁrea’cens, it has been my guide.
Ever since I've found it I've lost all desire to roam,

For it has enabled me to make Pniladelpnia my home.

August, 1979



THE TRANSFORMATIONAL IMPERATIVE
or
THE LOWLY PLACES

The Promises of a transformed life enchants and seduces.

It entices and beckons, and makes us mad with desire.

We step forward with our illusions and lo&y exPec’cations,
on]g to find realitg to be different.

After we've left all the familiar tlﬁings that give us securi’cg —

We find ourselves comPletcly alone

And disconsolate.

Per]ﬁaPs what we are rea”y called to do
Is to transform the disappointments!
Anyone can go after an assured outcome,
Devise the aPProPriate strategy
to take advantage of an oPPor’cunitg that is certain!
But how many can transform disapl:)ointments?
How many can smile in the face of adversity?
How many can say to l_hce, or to God:
“Thank you for letting me exPerience
the full range of my humanitg:
the ecstasg and the &espondencg,
the triumP]ﬁ and the despair,
the successes and the frustrations.
And thank you for the visions
as well as the broken dreams,
the benediction as well as the aloneness?”
The transformational imPerative urges us forth
on the Promise of some’chinggrand,
But once it’s assured of our commitment,
It leaves us all alone

to transForm t]ﬁe lowlg P!aces.

July, 1986



LIFE’S TRUE ELIXIR

As | reflect back on my own passage,
I remember how terrified | was.
| was incapable of Life’s fullness;
So the ground had to be Prepared.
I was addicted to resPectabi!ity and Proprietg
So these were the very tlﬁings
That Life tore from my back.
I had onlg known achievements,
Solhad to be humbled;
I had not get learned com[:)assion ,
So I had to suffer.
I had not known how to Iﬁeal;
So I had to be wounded.
To receive the ghct of my Self,
I had to withdraw all the Projections
d made onto the world)
And become freed of my own cxPec’cations
Of how| thought my life oug]ﬁt to be.
Life does not know half measures.
After Passing us tlﬁrouglﬁ the great winepress
of swcmcering and desPairJ
We are fermented in the cauldron of
unknowing and uncertainty.
But from tl'lis (eventua”y} emerges
Life’s true elixir,

The taste of which is peace,
The gragrance of whichis

A benediction to all.

1989



MY BELOVED

My Beloved came without my bidding;

It came, even as | sPol«: with the woman
who was accusing me of being urncecling.
I listened to the woman's accusations,
But there was no power in her words,
For she was attacking onlg an image
She herself had created.

MH bCIOVCCI l(ﬂOWS and understands me

And came to degend me against t]‘xe woman.

It caressed me with Hiss,
Which flowed in and around me.
It touched the woman too,

Silencing her!

Circa 1987
stk



