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Metaphysical

Rhyme

by T.W. Gilbert

Dedication

To all those who have fallen into the webs of life’s logic and somehow temporarily, miraculously escaped [perception may be close to 90% of realization; then again it may not], and to those who have seen examples of the following and have pondered well: “If God isn’t stupid, there is no Hell. It would be redundant,” and to those who have tossed yarrow sticks or coins and come up with the following 

“I Ching” hexagram lines, recognized the patterns, and smiled (Hexagram #63, “After Completion,” with a “6” in the fourth place (Page 247, the Book of changes, The Richard Wilhelm Translation, Bollingen Series, Princeton University Press):
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                                 “Six in the fourth place means: 

                                 The finest riches turn to rags. 

                                 Be careful all day long.”

             “In a time of flowering culture, an occasional convulsion is bound to occur, uncovering a hidden evil within society and at first causing a great sensation. But since the situation is favorable on the whole, such evils can easily be glossed over and concealed from the public. Then everything is forgotten and peace apparently reigns once more. However, to the thoughtful man such occurrences are grave omens that he does not neglect. This is the only way of averting evil consequences.” 

Author’s Forward MR 1*
              I began writing Metaphysical Rhyme with the first poem of the collection in November 1979. Originally, there were 96 poems. Due to unevenness of construction, idea, context, whatever, pruning has brought the number of poems to its current size (49).

              At one point in their history, the whole collection was thrown out, in a fit of creative depression, bagged with the garbage, and left by the curb. Fortunately or unfortunately, the local dealers in refuse failed to pick up the trash in front of the house for that week, whereupon the poems were unceremoniously retrieved and put through another rewrite process.

              The collection is a formed attempt to capture some ideas from conversations I’ve had with myself and with friends over the years. Although there is no Western poetic form designated appropriate for encapsulating Eastern-type aphorisms, I thought the limerick suitable as a humorous vehicle to convey these opinions and beliefs.

             All civilizations seem to use symbols (including language) to attempt to describe personal experience with the ineffable and the laughable (which seem to share the same Creators). I am no exception. I feel that universals, archetypes, and symbols can best be understood when shuffled and viewed from different angles; they are, after all, tools to be used toward a shared understanding. In a nutshell, one’s religion is another’s mythology, and vice versa.

            I also believe that all human opinion is sacred. No one single person or entity has ever had or ever will have sole possession of “The Truth.” It is questionable, actually, whether or not truth is something entirely relative. It is also perhaps one of Divinity’s most marvelous aspirations and acquisitions: to attempt to be everything to everybody (through personal experience) and paradoxically succeed. Perceptions, experiences, and beliefs are always changing (as the societies that hold them need their change). Spirituality is rife with human change, human growth. Who has the competency to judge where one’s self is in relation to the cosmic wheel, let alone where anyone else is?

                                                                           T.W. Gilbert   

* (Original forward to first series, written maybe 1984 or 1985)
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Metaphysical Rhyme 1

                               1

If your questions embrace space and time,

While regarding life’s spiritual climb,

You may find Kali’s1 answer,

In the arms of her dancer,

While she plays “Metaphysical 2 Rhyme.”

                            2

Nameless One is the All of the Tao3,

And is Nothing outside here and now;

Yet is neither and both,

When pertaining to growth,

But we’re lost in the why and the how.

                              3

This whole universe looks like a sphere,

It’s the same from the front and the rear.

Everywhere is the focus,

With nowhere as the locus.

If you think, you can see it from here.

                            4

The difference between you and me,

Is so plain that it’s too hard to see.

For One to love any,

She has to be many.

In time, One becomes Two becomes Three….

                       5

This creation’s an ongoing plan,

And a process for balancing man.

What’s above and below,

Is your love’s ebb and flow.

Self-deception is how it began.

                          6

Life, projection of Mind, casts illusions.

Such reflections are mental intrusions.

But with thoughts not so real,

How’s a thinker to feel?

You can bet there are no set conclusions.

                                7

Who knows not and knows not is a fool.

Who knows not and yet knows is in school.

He who knows, but knows not,

Finds a twist in the plot –

That who knows and knows tests every rule.

                       8

All philosophy’s highly absurd,

For its meaning is right in the word.

Love of wisdom’s assumed,

To be wisdom presumed,

But it’s wisdom of love that’s preferred.

                       9

Though the self-defense art of karate,

Is a focus of strength for the body,

The true gate to your spirit,

Is love’s key to revere it,

Just beyond space and time in Samadhi4.

                              10

Life and death are like sowing and reaping.

They’re as simple as waking and sleeping.

But your soul doesn’t mind,

That your senses are blind, 

To the fact that your fate’s in safe keeping.

                             11

The one premise is this: you can’t fail,

In your quest for a sight of the Grail5.

All you seek you once had.

There’s no cause to get mad.

You’re the tiger you hold by the tail.

                           12

How one feels motivates how one tries,

To write truths that withstand blazing eyes.

But emotional tints,

Blind realities’ hints.

What gets written are personal lies.

                           13

What Earth trials produce are a canker:

A whole lifetime of purposeless rancor.

What you make of your fate,

Will get hung as a weight,

On your neck, like the Queen Mary’s anchor.

                             14

Metaphysic, and guess what she said:

“There’s a pyramid6 set on your head,

And the king and the queen,

Are asleep and unseen,

And their chambers are home to the dead.”

                          15

When the unicorn comes for the lamb,

And religions are shown as a sham,

Who will help Mother Maya7,  
That undaunted pariah,

With the birth of her firstborn, I Am?

                           16

“Repent!” It should cause such a stink?

The word connotes life on the brink,

Of disaster and doom,

Inextricable gloom,

But all it first meant was “rethink.”

                     17 

I can’t find an attraction to lust,

And base instincts I rather mistrust.

But I will spend a dime,

Anywhere, anytime;

Coffee, nectar sublime, is a must.

                        18

Auntie Lou says it sounds like a spirit.

In the halls late at night you can hear it.

The boards creak and rattle,

Like swords in a battle,

But I can’t find the nerve to go near it.

                             19

To be one with the Godhead? A rumor.

Who has time to indulge in such humor?

Divine plan here on Earth?

What the hell is it worth,

To a working, tax-paying consumer?

                          20

What’s this masculine/feminine God?

Can’t we see it’s disjointed and odd?

By combining the sexes,

And related complexes,

Do we swear by the crescent or rod?

                           21

As you join the world’s pageant and song,

And the charlatan bands play along,

Don’t you wish you could hear,

That small voice in your ear,

Whisper warnings when something goes wrong?

                         22

We actors who strut on life’s stages,

Concerned about fares and just wages,

Keep dumping and heaping,

Shun sowing and reaping,

And wonder why Mother Earth rages.

                             23

Win or lose come the blood, guts, and gore,

While the crowds raise their bets with a roar.

If the heart of competing

Is the art, not the beating,

Why in hell do they always keep score?

                              24

When death comes and you pass through that door,

And relinquish a body once more,

You won’t care where you leave it,

But your friends will retrieve it,

And spend fortunes to keep it in store.

                             25

Placed on earth without being consulted?

And you feel absolutely insulted?

Well it’s not how it seems.

You project your own dreams.

Change your thoughts if you hate what’s resulted.

                          26

Though your body’s a homing device,

With a program to chase every vice,

You will clutch at your needs,

When your pleasure recedes,

And your consciousness bleeds for advice.

                        27

Mother Isis8 has always prevailed,

In the realm of the gods unassailed.

Although mortals assume,

She’s in want of a groom,

No one’s caught Her unstaid and unveiled.

                              28

One could be born again like Ron Reagan,

Scientifically minded like Sagan,

But for me, I’m content,

To match nature’s intent.

I commune with the trees as a pagan.

                      29  

Fundamentally speakin’, I ain’t.

I’m the furthest damned thing from a saint.

If I showed up in church,

Christ’d fall off his perch,

And them angels most likely would faint.

                               30

When the voices in church sound like honey,

And request that you share of your money,

They will sit on your face, 

And dispense with their grace.

You can tell by the smell it ain’t funny.

                        31

The gods do not teach for a fee.

If one asks for sight, one can see.

It’s as simple as that.

No one passes a hat.

All gifts from the Goddess are free.  

                     32

In the throes of material night,

One does well to possess inner sight.

It’s a feat to know death,

As a practice in breath,

And a passage from darkness to light.

                                33

One small thing that’s not mentioned in class,

And I’m sure it’s been left out of mass,

Is that love, as a rule,

Is a mystery school,

But when life is done this too shall pass.

                           34

Life and light are the seeds in your nut,

And your church is the shell, and for what?

If you worship the shell,

Be content with your hell,

While the door to your spirit stands shut.

                   35

Must I labor in order to see,

How I stand in relation to Thee?

Am I asking too much,

While awaiting Your touch,

In this world where I’m bound to be free?

                           36

The great teacher in this world is pain:

The caboose on your pleasure-filled train.

It will follow behind,

Make you forfeit your mind,

When you measure the loss with the gain.

                          37 

Are the struggles in life really worth,

Endless cycles of death and rebirth?

Though a ponderous question,

Here’s a novel suggestion:

All the answers are right here on Earth.

                          38

There’s a conflict that’s taking its toll,

While this ego is cross with my soul;

For pride blossoms in pain,

And reseeds with disdain,

________________________________*.

* Multiple Choice

A. Where in place of my heart there’s a hole.

B. When I hide from the love I’d console.

C. If I practice the lies I extol.

D. While I shoot from the fence I patrol.

E. All of the above.


                     39

If you seek for a spiritual fire,

Your pursuit must not waver or tire.

If your self you would teach,

You must learn how to reach,

Out for Truth as She climbs ever higher.

                             40

As you search for the source of your strife,

Not content with your soul as your wife,

You’ll refuse what’s within,

Making light of the sin,

Unaware you’re a temple for life.

                      41

If you want to express harmony,

Your first step is to let dharma9 be.

Waiting calm at your center,

So your soul mate can enter,

Practice love, thought, and deed, karma10 free.

                            42

It’s the rhythm in life that’s worth rhyming,

As you flow with the plan and its timing;

But you do have free will,

So use all of your skill.

You are building the hill you are climbing.

                         43

With the Deity borne in your heart,

You will know when your life’s come apart.

For it breaks from your shell,

Which protected it well.

But the change is a hell of a start.

                          44

I am grateful that Your touch was real.

It was more that I needed to heal.

With Your help and Your presence,

I am drawn to the essence,

Like a beggar in search of a meal.

                            45

Where will man be in ten thousand years?

It’s a question for you, not for seers,

Not for statesmen, nor preachers,

Not for bankers, nor teachers;

Know your reasons for laughter and tears.

                            46

I have met with the Muse11. We converse,

Trading nonsense that weaves into verse.

But my ignorant mind,

Finds the contact unkind,

As events follow thoughts in reverse.

                           47

There’s a time at the end of each day,

When the light of the night becomes fey,

When thoughts pause, if not cease,

And your soul seeks release,

In the quiet and peace of life’s play.

                             48

Without you my life here would be dead.

There’s no guessing where paths would have led. 

So I’ll do anything,

Just to hear your heart bring

Me these words, “With this love I thee wed.”

                      49

Metaphysical Rhyme is a curse.

For ten years I have fought with this verse.

I have dreamed of its burning,

But my demon says yearning

To distribute the seeds would be worse.  

 Author’s Forward MR 2
              I never threw out those original poems from the first Metaphysical Rhyme collection that were not good enough to make it into print. 

             After years of fermenting, they’ve finally been re-written to a level of cogency, accessibility, and metric ease that I find not unacceptable.

              I’ve added some new ones, recently written, to bring this second book’s collection up to the first one’s equivalent of 49 poems.                              

             As I have changed, I have discovered that my one favored opinion on religion is that all religions, at their heart and soul, are the same story, the same set of archetypes, the same set of ephemeral precepts that outline our common origins, our present mental constructs, and our destinies. 

            Whether or not we choose to see it, recognize it, agree with it, or disagree with it, we are all One: immortal beings, who choose for a time, or a number of times, to cloak ourselves in the illusion or illusions of mortality. All discrepancies are historical, cultural, linguistic, and symbolic differences that appear on the surface to make all beliefs irreconcilable. 

            How amusing we must appear to our spiritual ancestors as we fight over who possesses the “right” and “true” and “best” and “exclusive” truths from Divinity --- all of us, little children, dressed up in mommy’s and daddy’s big clothing, pretending at adult behavior in our own contrived playground sandbox of a world we call Earth. 

            Please pass me the blue and yellow scoop shovel; I’m now going to build a sand tunnel for my very own special red dump truck. 

                                                                                 T. W. Gilbert   

Metaphysical Rhyme 2

                            1

In stone silence the tree of life stands,

With two stairways that rise from all lands.

And in some of her boughs,

As the Goddess allows,

Are some temples She builds without hands.

                             2 

Quetzalcoatl12 once taught in this land,

The plumed serpent, whom few understand.

From the bright morning star,

He has wandered afar,

Hurucan, Kukulkan, Kabul’s hand.

                            3

Don’t believe all that’s printed or spoken.

If you do, you’ll be asked what you’re smokin’.

For the pathways to truth

Can’t be found in a booth

Where the price is three shots for a token.

                            4

By the right path, the left, or the middle;

With your choice you unravel a riddle.

By the heart and the mind,

The fates won’t be unkind, 

By yourself, you’ll be spit on a griddle.

                           5

It’s all refuse and ashes and dust.

Here on Earth you’ll find little to trust.

If you do feel estranged

By a life that has changed,

You can quit. No you can’t. What a bust.

                          6

You’re a Phoenix13 on fire foretold,

And an alchemist plumbing for gold.

As the flame in you burns,

With its twists and its turns,

You’ll pass through all the snares in death’s hold.

                          7

Even though the third eye is a portal,

What’s the use to prove man is immortal?

In the art of soul travel,

There’s a lot to unravel.

Who has time to stay put and report all?

                         8

This whole life is an unending play,

And to get on the stage you must pay.

It makes no bloody sense,

For we’re all audience,

But you choose whom you wish to portray.

                               9

Though my family’s what proved me a fool,

With a lesson unmercifully cruel.

There’s no reason to snap.

Why? You never learn crap,

The second time you get kicked by a mule.

                          10

Winged Prometheus14 proved by his trial

That his theft would result in exile:

When he gave Heaven’s light

To the ones without sight,

For their pyramid shrines on the Nile.

                          11    

I believe it’s an out and out rumor;

I’m a gullibly slow baby-boomer.

But it paints a nice picture,

Though it ain’t even scripture:

Chi-Zeus H.15 has a great sense of humor.

                            12

Does this Hell here on Earth last forever?

I’m not sure, so I answer, “Whatever.”

If I foster deception,

There will be no reception.

So I try to make truth my endeavor.

                        13

Although Babylon’s Harlot is trying

To raise hell for the dead and the dying,

She’ll collapse from inside,

From the truths she can’t hide,

Though God’s plan she’s hell bent on denying.

                       14

If the greatest amongst us is least,

Will She be at the slaughter and feast,

Where the ones still deceived,

Who were never received,

Come to pay last respects to the beast?

                             15

Help comes by when your patience is tried,

When what’s left will not make it in stride.

When you’re giving up hope

And you’ve run out of rope,

That old charmed hand of Fate turns the tide.

                             16

If those hopes for good times pass you by,

And the pie lands right smack in your eye,

You can bet the decision,

Exercised with precision,

Was prepared by your Self from on high.

                           17

All our problems on Earth are so minor.

In the balance they couldn’t be finer,

If we put aside fear,

The solutions appear,

So perhaps we should thank the Designer.

                        18

The fifth cycle of man is now ending,

Some details of the sixth are still pending,

If you’re aptly confused,

Know the Gods are amused,

A new birth of good times They are sending.

                         19

Find the pathways within; they are there.

It takes time and devotion and prayer.

As you enter God’s light,

Learn to love all in sight,

It’s your birthright, your claim, and your share.

                        20

All Earth mystics contribute their art

While they’re planting sound seeds in your heart,

So their spreading of love

That comes down from above,

Is for all those in need of a start.

                    21

The electrical current of love,

The most sacred of gifts we know of,

If allowed to flow through,

Will make all things like new,

And will keep your souls linked with above.

                          22

As life asks that you drink from Her cup,

And the bittersweet flows while you sup,

Do give thanks for your share

And be grateful in prayer,

Which you do, when you simply look up.

                         23

I do hope that some day we will learn

That the Goddess for whom we all yearn

Can be found in our hearts,

But it’s not in my arts

To show how or point which way to turn.

                     24

Divine Mother, Creator of all,

Who’s involved with mankind from the ‘Fall,’

Walking softly behind,

Talking just to remind,

We’re evolving to answer Your call.

                         25

There are teachers all over this planet.

They keep hidden while helping to man it.

From their sacred recesses,

All are loved as God blesses

With vibrations as solid as granite.

                              26

Give great love to all those whom you greet,

For your Lord could be One Whom you meet.

If Him with love you’d address,

Then none on Earth deserve less,

It will make your life’s training complete.

                           27

There is nonsense in most of this rhyme,

For how else does one live within time?

So you don’t have to read it,

And you don’t really need it, 

But amusing your self’s not a crime.

                             28

We’re all shouting at once, “She ignores us.”

In the noise it does seem She abhors us.

If we’d listen in silence,

We might end all this violence,

And learn surely the Goddess adores us.

                            29

My old friends have all gone Bhakti Yoga16,

I was sure that they’d all gone clean Loga17.

For it’s just that it’s heart,

And perhaps a bit tart,

So I’ll stick to my Karamel yoga18.

                             30

Long before one can hear, one must listen,

By faith, water, and fire They’ll Christen,

Three day-ages in Earth,

From this cave grant us birth,

Arise all in the sun’s light and glisten.

                               31

Though the “I Ching”19 was brought out by Fu20,

From the Red Land, where notes came from Mu21,

He’d ten turtles in pairs,

Like twin rulers and heirs,

Of Poseidon, and Atlas22, and Hu23.

                     32

Iarchus24, Apollonius, Damis --

Shared Olympian secrets with lamas

From Tibet through the ages,

For the world’s turmoiled stages,

Evolving to receive Shakti’s25 promise.

                              33

All of those whom you meet are your Self, 

Just like books on an unending shelf,

But with each different page,

There’s a truth from each sage,

Whether dwarf, dragon, human, or elf.

                        34

Cho-Ku-Rei26 is just Chakra in Greek,

Sei-He-Ki27 is the Psyche you seek,

Hon-Sha-Ze-Sho-Nen’s28 a sentence,

Dai-Ko-Myo’s29 omnipotence,

And the Raku’s30 your spiritual peak.

                              35

“Thus Come One” shows a mind that is still:

A life’s cup that one never need fill,

Where there’s motionless space,

And time stops without trace,

And one’s skill is no skill that’s called skill.

                           36

Your true lamp of Allah-Djin’s Om-Hara31,

Hidden much like the caves of Sahara

But if rubbed during Tantra32,

With a healing-phrase mantra33,

Will awaken plumed serpents of Tara34.

                         37

Why the telephone game is such fun?

“He said, ‘You said, “They said, ‘It was done.’ ” ’ ”

Why of course it’s the truth,

A tradition, forsooth,

Why historians carry a gun.

                           38

Our government’s afraid of our knowing,

That our love for each other is growing.

So they’re building up fences,

To encourage defenses,

But their paranoid mind set is showing.

                         39

All the ones who love truly live free,

Unconcerned of what futures may be.

They’re dissolving their pasts,

With devotions and fasts,

And in serving all seekers they see.

                            40

Your compassion and gratitude quicken,

The dissolving of fears that may sicken,

Your perceptions of things,

Much surrounded by rings,

Of illusions that harden and thicken.

                      41

Well I’ll get me a permit for fun,

I’ve a mind, but I’ve only got one.

Though it shoots from the hip,

It will never out strip,

My four million volt lazar stun gun.

                              42

When your teaching and learning are done,

When receiving and giving are one,

You’ll see nothing but light,

Around all within sight,

And your goals through all planes will be none.

                         43

I sit still wrapped in silence all day,

But the world hooks me into its fray.

Pay the mortgage, get gas,

Buy some food, cut the grass,

Go to work, clean the house, what’d you say?

                           44

What the world deems important is crap.

They’ll insist more be put on your lap,

‘Til you can’t see your feet,

Nor your car on the street,

And your desk you’ll not find with a map.

                               45

We can’t find our way home with our minds,

For our thoughts induce trauma that blinds,

When we fail to inhibit,

What desires prohibit,

As we plod through our nine to five grinds.

                      46

Why of course I’ve a picture I.D.

If I didn’t I wouldn’t be me.

It’s all used to verify –

Helps officers clarify –

What my government wants me to be.

                     47

Milarepa35 was pure Bodhisattva36,

Went from black arts to reigning Mahatma37,

In one lifetime of lessons,

Meditation obsessions,

Showing how to become Mahasattva38.

                          48

I now hold out my hand to you wife,

So we dance this steep path every life,

Through the chaos of errors,

And the ritual terrors,

Carving bind runes in hearts with this strife.

                       49

Metaphysical Rhyme is just words.

It sounds much like a huge flock of birds:

Cacophonous fury,

Unleashed with a flurry,

Like free pens in a room full of nerds.
Author’s Forward MR 3

                The emotional highs from this trilogy have been 3: the writing of the poems, the listening to the varied reactions from readers, and the almost constant efforts of editing to refine them.

                 None of the ideas in these books is original. They are all gleaned from years of observations, teachings, sayings, movies, conversations, experiences, etc., that have landed on me with enough impact to make a dent in my fractured memories, and end up being reshuffled and extruded onto these pages. 

                                                                             T. W. Gilbert 

Metaphysical Rhyme 3

                             1

Do you worship a God without form?

Or perhaps many Gods are your norm.

Ramakrishna39 would state

That devotion’s the gate

To a God or all Gods. Why conform?

                             2

Did you know that this life’s an illusion?   

It’s a dream world that thrives on confusion.

If it’s subject to change,

It’s not real. It’s just strange,

Non-existent projected pollution.

                           3

To forgive means to see what is real,

What’s beyond and within what we feel.

There’s a conscious awareness,

That there’s balance and fairness,

And that love is what’s needed to heal.

                           4

Here and now is eternal and present.

Past and future are light in the crescent,

Like the sun and the moon,

Like December and June,

Separation’s what’s now incandescent.

                          5 

All that suffers in time is not real,

Though your heart portrays all that you feel.

In the stillness of mind,

There’s an altar behind

The Arthurian cup of San Greal40.

                        6

All these trials in life are for learning,

Though each lesson’s upheaval and churning,

For all persons are teachers

Even blokes in the bleachers –

As they taunt, scream, and yell at your burning.

                        7

The next stop in our journey’s Arcturus41,

Where we’ll study the lives of Osiris42,

In symbolical terms,

What Maitreya43 affirms:

We’re migrants who’ve come here from Sirius44.

                        8

Snow White’s story’s a symbolic pleasure

Sleeping Beauty has truths you can measure.

The lessons are numerous,

The archetypes numinous,

And the beanstalk Jack climbs reveals treasure.

                             9

When our Mother has something to say,

We’d best listen or fork over pay,

Her agenda are large,

And She’s really in charge,

Did ya think we could all run away?

                           10

Did you know that your learning is cumulative?

Across lifetimes it’s always recuperative.

There are no wasted deeds,

It’s like planting live seeds,

That will grow and produce what’s remunerative.

                        11

I just hate that I love what I hate,

That I rate what I shove what I bait,

That I find, when I lose,

That I mind, what I choose,

When I mate what I use of my fate.

                        12

When I think I feel bad, I’ve a pill.

When I’ve something to learn, I’ve a drill.

When I’m lost, I’ve a map.

When it rains, I’ve a cap.

When on Earth there is just time to kill.

                          13

Behind all is the Self we call Brahman45,

It’s the Truth that all forms have in common.

It’s the breath of all life.

It’s beyond time and strife.

It’s the Om46. It’s our home. It’s the Amen.

                            14

God’s so close you can reach in and touch.

Self’s so near we prefer such and such.

We’re distracted by things

That unhappiness brings.

This diversity calls for too much.

                          15

There’s no death; it’s a fatal illusion:

On this plane we all play retribution.

These fun games without end,

We chose when we intend

What we know is just Self-persecution.

                          16

You can call any Gods any name,

They’ll respond here and now just the same,

They’ll provide every need

That’s Divine; it’s their creed;

They were once just like us in this game.

                      17  

I’ve a D.V.D. cellular phone,

And a car that’s a plane that’s on loan,

A twelve hundred-horse blender,

That makes meals on the fender,

And a bank account stripped to the bone.

                     18

I am Death the destroyer of flesh.

I’ll not bargain with mortals I thresh.

But I’ll not touch a hair

Of the Christ light you bear.

It’s quite safe in your spiritual crèche.

                             19

We’re all swimming in Earth’s great abyss,

Like a William Blake painting of bliss, 

Or perhaps it’s of Hell, 

But I’m not going to yell,

“What’s the difference between those and this?”

                           20

This futility madness in motion,

Like the current and waves in the ocean,

Is a constant redoing,

Like repetitive chewing,

Or the daily misuse of a potion.

                             21

Laugh and play in this fun house of mirth,

When you’re done you’ll think death is a birth.

You’ll get ready to leave,

Prepare what They’ll retrieve,

But you’ll find yourself back here on Earth.

                             22

I’m beginning to think he was right,

Milarepa said, “Bye and Good Night,”

Found a cave in Tibet,

Lived on nettles and met

With the holiest beings of light.

                          23

Sages now say our work is right here,

We can’t leave, find a cave, be austere.

All the world needs our service,

Though these crowds make me nervous,

There’s one boat; grab an oar; try to steer.

                      24

Is this Maya a friend or a foe?

When I’m wrong, does She grab for my toe?

To assist with my falling,

Or insist, when I’m stalling,

That I break one more leg for the show?

                     25

I still listen to News every day,

Just to see what they’re pitching my way,

So I read between lines,

Look for future land mines, 

Based on who controls patterns and sway.

                       26

I just wonder what motivates minds,

That have favored grand egos like shrines.

There’s no being that’s madder,

Than who fails Jacob’s Ladder,

And declares he’s the true tie that binds.

                       27

Do you really believe all this junk?

Why the “left wing” and “right wing” are bunk?

Wielding power’s a riddle:

Play both sides from the middle,

And create a smoke screen like a skunk.

                           28

If warmongers hurt farmers with rockets,

It’s for lining cool cash in their pockets.

They’re not programmed to feel,

Peasants shrapnelled with steel,

And prepared for earthworms in eye sockets.

                                29

“Don’t they know that they’re different from us?

Someone, please, tell them, ‘Get off our bus.’

Or just show them the list.

They’re so wrong, to be pissed.

They belong far from here, not with us.” * 
                         30

I don’t think that they realize their ego,

Is the size of Ghost Buster II’s Vigo.

But the temper’s the same,

With their theories and game;

Their “World Order’s” best played with “Stratego.”

* (Authoritarian personalities/dogmatists are such a trip, almost quaint.)

                             31

When Mahendra Nath47 woke from his nap,

On his death bed, as if to unwrap

All his joy for another,

He whispered, “Father, Mother,

Come, please, take me again on your lap.”

                              32

Ain’t it fun the way Fates arrange lessons?

And they tell ya it’s rejuvenescence.

It’s the timing ya hate,

Coulda had a V-8,

But it hits ya like raging putrescence.

                       33

A true vision of Kali is frightening,

Like a blood sacrifice mixed with lightning,

But She’s really our Mother,

Comforts all like no other,

Teaching lessons that lead to enlightening.

                        34

Preservatives are fine in my food,

Gasoline additives in the crude,

Tru-Green sprayed on my lawn,

Ozone fog with the dawn,

And some Prozac to flatten my mood.

                          35

It’s at Goodwill I purchase my clothes,

Use my sleeve for what comes from my nose,

I don’t wash. I don’t bathe.

I don’t spritz. I don’t shave.

And my room has a sock drawer that glows.

                            36

I wake up, I’m so full, I could drown.

It’s so cold I put on a robed gown,

Grope my way to the room,

In the silence and gloom,

And I sit, but the seat is not down.

                                 37

You can’t teach when you don’t know your ass

From a hole in the ground through the grass.

You just get in the way,

When the fan spits the spray,

And you stare through that rose colored glass.

                               38

You can’t lead a dumb horse to the water.

It won’t drink, though you threaten to slaughter.

You’re just wasting your time.

It takes lifetimes to prime.

It’s like coaxing a fly to a swatter.

                        39

Is there free will or predestination?

How the hell does one cope with frustration?

Do I make up my mind,

Or entreat what’s behind,

All these pathways that lead to cessation?

                            40

There’s a maze, but there’s only one path.

When I stop I encounter my wrath.

It’s the hellhounds with teeth

That surround like a wreath,

But I‘m lost, ‘cause I can’t do the math.

                      41

So my pathway within is obstructed.

I have done all the work as instructed.

I have tried every course,

Chanted prayers ‘til I’m hoarse,

In this full lotus mess I’ve constructed.

                        42

There is love in a fathomless lake,

In our hearts and our minds for the sake,

Of all life we envision,

When we see no division,

So we give and we give ‘til we ache.

                       43

We believe with such fervor we’re right,

That we know with our strength and our might,

That our God’s on our side

And we’ve nothing to hide,

And, with all this, we’re pledged for a fight.

                               44

But it’s we who don’t know we’re Their children.

We’re Divine sons and daughters in Gods’ skin.

We’re all here to relearn

That we’re Gods to return,

But on Earth we’re just siblings until then.

                             45 

In Heaven there is no time nor space.

It’s a changeless and thoughtless embrace.

It is love; it is light.

It’s eternal delight.

It is motionless knowledge and grace.

                        46

And the reason I love you? You’re fun,

My best friend, my advisor, the sun;

And you listen and laugh,

Like a charged seismograph,

With a Richter Scale grade: twelve point one.

                           47

There’s no truth in the words in a book.

There’s no truth in the eyes, take a look.

There’s no truth in a feeling,

Nor in thoughts that are reeling.

The still place in the heart is the nook.

                      48

Sit in silence as long as it takes.

Practice daily in regular breaks.

Try for morning and evening.

Withdraw senses and reasoning.

Live each moment as what God remakes.

                       49

Metaphysical Rhyme has been fun.

It’s like paint that I squirt from a gun.

It has color and light,

But the cleanup’s a fright.

Thank the Lord that our faults come undone.
Author’s Forward to MR 4

When the muse…………………………

Actually, I think my wife said it best, just the other day,

“In order to become a butterfly, 

one must experience, 

for a time, 

being a worm in a strait jacket.” 

                                                                          T. W. Gilbert

Metaphysical Rhyme 4

                               1

Should the barn or the fields cause alarm?

To go out or come in – what’s the harm?

Ishwara48 is formless.

Prakriti’s49 not dormless.

Regardless, we’re all sheep on God’s farm.

                                 2   

Mother Durga50 removes that which harms us.

With Her blessings She constantly charms us.

Do we know what we seek?

Can we show what we speak?

Our own Mother makes us paramahamsas51.

                          3

Is the Ganges52 the same as a sewer?

Is the devil also the Renewer?

Is the night part of day?

Are both black and white gray?

Are both Heaven and Hell on this tour?

                               4

Was this test you ignored not worth heeding?

Though the message was clear in the reading?

It was just one more piece,

Towards a prized golden fleece,

But your ego preferred interceding.

                           5

From a dig in some tombs in a sand hill,

Come diseases you’d find in a landfill.

Read on ancient papyrus,

Was this West Nile Virus,

Spreading harm like a “Looney-Tunes”  “Anvil.”

                          6

I’m a rock in the hands of my God.

I am clay in the shape of a clod.

I am nothing but dirt,

Like the stain on a shirt,

When the peas have been shelled, I’m the pod.

                              7

When God comes in the night like a thief,

To take those who have earned their relief,

Just a few will be there,

Who’ve prepared the right fare,

While the rest have claimed charmed disbelief.

                       8

If you tune a “Gut-bucket” to “G”,

Will it play like a “Strad” on your knee?

Does the ‘make’ make the sound?

Where can genius be found?

Is the muse in the fiddle or thee?*
* Alternative last line: Is the fuse in the middle of thee?

                                 9

“One World Order’s” a stage play of terror,

Though their efforts aren’t unbeknownst error.

As all life’s an illusion,

Then their harm fails intrusion.

But they’ll fight to be their own pallbearer.

                              10

The Goddess declares when you can eat,

And She makes all the paths for your feet.

She controls time and space,

And the whole human race,

If you fail to remit, you’ll repeat.

                         11

The Devoted, Devotee, and Gita,

Are like camouflaged stripes of a cheetah,

They are separate and same,

They are heat, light, and flame, 

They are Rama53, and Krishna54, and Sita55.

                              12

Gog and Magog56 stand still in Westminster,

While the queen now resides back in Windsor,

But her castle’s foundation,

Is a mound in gestation;

Arthur’s future return has convinced her.

                        13                       

The sword in the stone is symbolic.

The spirit in matter’s bucolic,

Like the blood in the Grail,

Or the temple and veil:

The formless in form’s apostolic.

                           14

Can the nature of God be determined?

All the scriptures state: life’s predetermined.

So the cards that you’ve drawn,

You can play like a pawn,

But their points are as if they’ve been sermoned.

                            15

When you discard what’s useless in life,

You will core out your heart with a knife,

But the space you create,

Will make room for your mate,

Who’ll reside as your Goddess and wife.

                            16

When you give up the reins you’ll be free.

Paths of renunciation are key.

When desires are spurned,

Into fires they’re burned,

Then God’s Will becomes infinite glee.

                          17

All the symbols you find in religions,

Are the same, though they vary by smidgens.

Universals are clear,

When you strip the veneer:

Same as grace seen in doves and flocked pigeons.

                          18

We are separate, so learning is fixed.

We communicate thoughts that are mixed.

So confusion is rendered,

Unless worship is tendered,

Come together, where egos are nixed.

                           19

God is there in our food every meal.

God is here in our hearts and is real.

All of life within things

Is our God who now brings:

Light in truth, light in love, light in zeal.

                           20

One must go to the well that’s within,

To bring back what could nourish one’s kin.

Its unlimited source,

Is the ultimate force,

It’s the choice between Heaven and sin.

                             21

So your children prevent you from knowing,

Whether God’s wisdom’s coming or going?

Worship them as Ideals,

Not as cogs in your wheels,

They will teach you despite your yoyo-ing.

                              22

If your goal in this world’s to accumulate,

Wealth and honor and fame that you adulate,

You may hope to observe,

That you took a wrong curve,

It’s in casting things off you matriculate.

                             23

There are days the sun sleeps in the sky,

When it’s autumn and summer’s gone by.

Warm colors and crickets

Warn birds trooped in thickets,

It will soon be a good time to fly.

                             24

We should worship all times of the year,

Just to consciously realize who’s here.

Every action we do,

Gets revealed through and through,

As the reason the gods interfere.

                                25

We came here when we chose to be shipwrecked.

All our reasons for rupture are suspect.

All our shipmates are us.

So now what’s with the fuss?

We can’t leave ‘til we’re processed and perfect.

                          26

When your relatives die at your feet,

Leaving you with huge bills you can’t meet,

They’ll remain at your side,

Through the grief you can’t hide,

Lending whispered support in defeat.

                                27

We’re connected to those who’ve passed on.

Dancing solo with those who have gone.

In and out of this world,

With our longings unfurled,

Life’s as rare as a shadow-less swan.

                             28

If disabled, they’ll piss down your throat.

Don’t complain, or you’ll soon need a boat.

In the hexagram “Treading”,

Those, most poor, face beheading,

While the rich and the powerful gloat.

                        29 

It’s a marathon rat race we’re in,

There are billions still hoping to win,

Through the pushing and shoving,

Why not answer with loving?

It would add to the general chagrin.

                       30

To exhale and inhale is God’s day,

While the world of the Mother holds sway,

For the Christ is still preaching,

For those blessed with Her teaching:

How to transform to gold from raw clay.

                          31

As I sit on my porch and watch cars,

And kids trap fire flies in glass jars,

I absorb night time noises:

Those celestial voices,

Singing nature’s sweet tunes for the stars.

                            32

Johnny Chapman57 was Ohio’s best seed,

Though his orchards were his most famous deed.

But all animals knew,

He could talk to them, too.

It’s so strange none ever followed his lead.

                            33

Do you realize we’re perfect right now?

You can unhitch the horse from the plow.

To unleash your perfection,

Is to cease all rejection,

And accept all as God’s sacred cow.

                                34  

When self-righteous flamed dogmas hold sway,

Superstitions and fear seize the day.

It’s so hard to explain,

You’re not really insane

For believing all paths are the way.

                           35

If we seek for God’s help in our plight,

Then each choice that we make is all right.

All forgiveness is reason,

There’s no possible treason,

We’re created God’s children of light.

                       36

There are only two ways to react.

Gratitude and compassion attract.

If it’s right, understand,

If it’s wrong, lend a hand,

All the other responses detract.

                            37

When you judge it’s to say you don’t know,

As to how you’d have done as a pro.

It then sets up conditions,

Opens doors for auditions,

Lets you have center stage in your show.

                            38

If you think you know all without learning,

You’ll experience lifetimes sojourning:

Every role, every place,

Every toll, every race,

And you’ll find yourself often returning.

                       39

Tota Puri’s58 my favorite. I grovel.

All the Naked One’s teachings were novel,

Using glass as a sword,

Helping R.K. on board --

His Samadhi achieved in a hovel.

                              40

There are days when life’s meaning is crap.

You’re a dog who’s been tossed a burnt scrap.

You’re a fish that’s been flushed,

Or a bug that’s been crushed,

Or your new house burns down while you nap.

                         41

I’m real tired of all of God’s blessing.

I feel like I’ve been stuffed with saged dressing,

And been crammed in a pot,

To be served piping hot,

To a crowd that would eat while transgressing.

                              42

There’s a snake here that swallows its tail,

Ororborus59 caught in its jail,

Trying to search ceaseless knowing,

Behind all life’s bestowing;

What’s the cause of the cause of this tale?

                           43

When we wake from a dream, is it real? 

Is there more than one layer to peel?

Just how far do we go,

To unearth what to know,

Who provides the results with a seal?

                                  44

There are cupboards with closets and drawers.

There are rooms to the halls on all floors.

There are keys for each doorway.

Be prepared for a foray.

There are monsters that creep on all fours.

                    45

It’s a play in a story I read,

From a book that I dreamt in my head.

It’s about an odd writer

Who confronts a gun fighter,

And outdraws him with pen full of lead.

                        46

What comes out of my pen is not right.

If it’s real, it’s beyond what’s in sight.

If I have to pretend

I don’t know of the end,

Then I’m losing what’s lost in the light.

                        47

Parades are what life’s all about,

With bands and balloons, there’s no doubt;

With screaming and cheering,

And clowns puppeteering,

And dancing for those so devout.     

                    48

I’d be lost if I didn’t have you.

I’d be stuck in a cage in this zoo.

Every day would be rainy,

And just nit-picking zany.

With horizons so awfully blue.             

                          49

All those sounds in the still of the night,

When the cold of November’s not right,

Metaphysical Rhyme

Is a clock keeping time,

Though it tones every hour to spite.

Author’s Forward MR 5

Here’s a villanelle I wrote years ago that somehow says it better that what I just tried to write:

Scales

         “Judge not that ye be not judged” is a fact

        Of the mind’s eye that rules from a blind side.

        Rules that you hold are just decks that are stacked

        So as you bend or are bent by the pact

        You make with your thoughts, you will come out tried.

        “Judge not that ye be not judged” is a fact

        That we miss if we think our course is backed 

        By the codes that we all live by. The plied

        Rules that you hold are just decks that are stacked

        In this sphere of life with no sides. The packed

        House will want you to choose some horse to ride.

        “Judge not that ye be not judged” is a fact 

        With no point or source, no way to be tracked

        In space or time, with no lock to be pried.

        Rules that you hold are just decks that are stacked

        With a few tricks that may make poise and tact,

        As a way of life, a path with no guide.

        “Judge not that ye be not judged” is a fact.

        Rules that you hold are just decks that are stacked.

                                                                    T. W. Gilbert

Metaphysical Rhyme 5

                              1

Your own path that you plod’s right for you.

Who’s got guts to say what is not true?

If you feel that your essence

Is affirmed by a Presence,

Then who else would you need to out do?

                               2

All of those whom you meet feel the same.

They’re all different, but that’s the whole game.

Mother Nature expresses

Life in teeming excesses.

We’re all different, but share the same claim.

                          3

If you know for yourself what is right,

You’ve achieved more than most in this plight.

If you choose to misjudge,

You’ll be bogged down in sludge

Of bad karma that breeds to incite.

                            4

We’re all here in this classroom to learn.

Each has lessons one hopes to discern.

We can help each, or hinder,

Act as fool, or rescinder. 

Who’s to judge what’s not worth our concern?

                         5

To describe what a forest is like,

Does one view after taking a hike?

Does one see from a distance,

Or within, in an instance?

Are the outsides and insides alike?

                              6

As you wait in the green room back stage,

Where you’ve practiced the lines you’ll engage,

You’ll arrive for your sequence,

And perform for the frequence.

It’s all choreographed by a sage.

                      7

If you study the causes of war,

It’s because the rich always keep score.

They’re convinced all possessions,

Are their sacred obsessions.

To make poor young men fight – that’s the chore.

                                8

All the squares on the board must be played.

All the karmic rules must be obeyed.

Everyone gets a chance,

To partake in the dance.

Every lifetime we’re measured and weighed.

                             9

When you go to the market to purchase,

Review closely each good on each surface,

Because grocers don’t care,

If all buyers beware.

Look twice, if they’re overly courteous.

                            10

We have guardian angels and guides,

Who insist they remain at our sides.

You can smell their perfume,

As you enter a room,

When their love with your striving collides.

                     11

The Tarot’s60 a Sidereal61 clock,

Like the ‘I Ching’, has truths to unlock.

It’s a Ouigi62 with patience.

It’s a map showing stations,

With a code that reveals every block.

                           12

Who the hell said that ‘Ignorance is Bliss?’

Would all of wisdom remain so amiss?

For the truth of the matter,

Is that monkeys love chatter.

They cannot be illumined with a kiss.

                          13

I just wish I could clean up this mess.

I am lost, I just have to confess.

I have plans uncompleted,

With life’s fuel lines depleted,

And a timetable punctured with stress.

                              14

I’ve been told, “Be content with your waiting.

There are plans you’ll not wish violating.

All the clockwork is set,

There are terms to be met,

Your perspective lacks trust and placating.”

                              15

The caduceus63 is snakes, cross, and wings.

It’s your backbone with music on strings --

Waking genii in a bottle,

With Mother’s will as the throttle;

Every wish is a world that She brings.

                          16  

I’ve been told if you want to see God,

You forego sex for twelve years – how odd.

Well it’s called Brahma Charya64,

And abstaining won’t mar ya.

But indulgence keeps pathways roughshod.

                            17

You can read ‘til you’ve read every book,

You can take what you want like a crook,

There is nothing with meaning,

In this world that’s worth screening.

We’re like tadpoles that swim in a brook.

                         18

I’ve no love for the hosts of the beast,

They are not the wise men from the East.

They resemble King Harod,

Choosing life that is arid,

Far from love that God’s Son has released.

                               19

They’ve huge numbers right now with the living,

They’re confused with their taking and giving,

Their upside-down thinking

Might be caused by their drinking

Fell waters that are most unforgiving.

                             20

When you teach you share all that you are,

Leaving nothing from God’s repertoire.

Each moment’s miraculous,

Selves merging vernaculous,

We’re all drops from the same reservoir. 

                        21

The Torah, Bible, Gita, and Koran,

The Tao, Mabinogi, Book of Mormon –

There will soon come a time,

All their meanings will rhyme.

There are thousands; just go ask the Foreman.

                          22

When a crisis comes out of the blue,

And you’re lost and don’t know what to do,

You might wish to share slander,

But prayers from a bystander

Will be yours, just to help you get through.

                       23

Each body’s a Pinocchio boy,

While your Self tries to quicken the toy,

But the puppet is hollow,

Where the Soul cannot follow.

One is death, while the other is joy.

                            24 

It’s in time that we choose to remember,

That these separate flames form an ember,

Searching blindly for union,

At the heart of reunion,

With the birth of the Sun in December.

                    25

Why is it that zealots demolish,

Rival’s icons they hope to abolish,

Unaware of the fact,

The gods frown on the act,

But forgive, for bad children need polish?

                                  26

There’s one Earth, and one classroom, one student;

Let us try to avoid what’s occludent. 

If we hinder our brothers,

We exact fate that smothers

Our own chances to halt what’s imprudent.

                            27

Every thought is a double-edged sword,

When you swing it, guess whom it’s aimed toward.

Get yourself a big mirror,

It’s a sticky adherer;

Non-attachment is its own reward.

                             28

This Earth merry-go-round we’re now riding,

Will not stop ‘til we’re all through from hiding.

The fact that we’re the same,

In blood, bones, skin, and name,

Means we all must ensure our abiding.

                             29

And as the Voice in the Course says so well,

We can wait a million years in this Hell.

God has infinite patience,

He will outlast durations.

Life down here was our choice, in a nutshell. 

                         30

We are deaf to the voices prevailing.

They are present through all of our wailing.

We are loved and assured,

Though it’s true we’ve detoured.

If we heard, we’d become our unveiling.

                             31

Earth’s pleasures seem so bloody fantastic.

It’s why billions are enthusiastic.

All our dreams are right here,

And the grasping’s so dear,

But the Truth is: desire’s so drastic.

                          32

What the snake said to Adam that day,

Still holds true for what gets in our way,

“None shall eat of the fruit,

Of the knowledge tree root;

Enter not, whom I can tempt away.”

                          33

And that Eden tree’s right in your frame.

You were born to live up to God’s name.

By perfecting your search,

Go within. You’re the church,

To inherit the fruits of Christ’s aim.

                              34

There are people much dumber than rocks.

They exist much like Pandora’s65 box.

Some hold several degrees,

And expound like the breeze,

And think wisdom is measured by clocks.

                               35

Wisdom happens when you share with friends,

As you learn the Truth:  life never ends,

That our being here now,

Is because That art Thou,

It is Bliss that is what comprehends.

                            36

We hear music within garden walls;

It’s what laughter or singing enthralls.

But they’ve dislodged the ladder,

So those outside are sadder,

Than ones who’ve never heard trumpet calls.

                               37

Puzzle pieces are so damned confusing,

They don’t match with the colors I’m using,

All the angles are weird,

Implications are feared.

Historians and linguists aren’t schmoozing.

                           38

The Course refers to money as “paper”

And “discs” that are as useful as vapor.

They incite separation,

And preserve deprivation,

But attract much like strips of fly-paper.

                           39  

So you wait for the One true Messiah,

And you’ll know this One’s not a pariah,

With some love in your heart,

You will know you’re a part,

Of this One, Who’s the Master. She’s Maya.

                           40

All that’s subject to this space and time,

Is undone at the scene of the crime.

It was useful while learning,

Set aside for returning.

With the house built, the tools are not prime.

                              41

There’s no reason to think I’m the answer,

I’m a cell of an unruly cancer,

I’m alone in my room,

I’m a bride without groom,

I’m a has-been who was a freelancer.

                      42

As a river we race to the sea.

As droplets we compete to be free.

We can realize we’re lost,

When we’re ice, rain, or frost,

And we’re damned if we end up as pee.

                              43

You’re more important than texts of a priest,

You’re the greatest amongst those who are least. 

The fat calf is for you.

You’re prime rib in the stew.

You’re the honorable guest at the feast.

                                 44 

When the north wind grabs chill off the lake,

And contributes a random snow flake,

It’s October’s failed red,

And November’s shared dread,

That now keep us in bed wide awake.

                         45

We must start by each taking a hand,

That is openly kind, not a brand,

Sharing hope, dreams, and love,

And God’s gifts we know of,

So that all can partake and expand.

                          46

That sharp scent in the air is like pine,

But it’s tamarack, brought by design,

And the agent that sent it,

Left a message, and meant it,

It was flagged with a bold underline.

                       47

There is joy and delight from another,

When she stands in the light of our Mother,

All creation is blessed,

With one rightly possessed,

One takes dust from the feet of this other.

                             48

Every moment has turns we could take.

Each decision shares moods that would break,

All the weakest of minds,

With a nature that blinds;

Here we are sound asleep while awake.

                        49

Metaphysical Rhyme is like cards,

That are shuffled and slashed up in shards,

They are pieces and bits,

Of ill humor and wits;

They are stones found in ancient graveyards. 

Author’s Forward MR 6

I think Walt Kelly, the author of “Pogo”, said it best when he stated, 

“We have met the enemy, and they are us.”

or

Which is more difficult?

The capacity of those on an upward positive spiritual path to show tolerance and respect for those who are on a downward negative spiritual path,

                                                    or 

The capacity for those on a downward negative spiritual path to show tolerance and respect for those on an upward positive spiritual path?

Neither. There is only one path.

                                                                        T. W. Gilbert
Metaphysical Rhyme 6

                             1

Suicide just doubles all of your tasks.

Your next lifetime you will play with two masks,

You’ll discover bi-polar,

As a bad choice, high roller,

With two entities, and not enough flasks.

                             2

When victors see declines in their rating,

They make devils of foes for pledged hating,

It’s been done throughout history,

Human wars are no mystery.

Gods and demons change clothes like teens dating.

                                 3

And they’ll knock down the old pagan church,

Leaving those, who believe, in the lurch.

Life’s a practical matter,

Blame the faithful, who scatter;

Then they’ll raise their own shrine on the perch.

                           4

There are reasons they do what they do.

They can justify killing you, too.

They can fabricate fables,

Pass the cash under tables,

Lift the rug for your gross residue.

                          5

Then they’ll rewrite the history for fun,

Tell the world and its victims they won.

They’ll abridge all the books,

Burn what else overlooks

What they plunder while using a gun.

                              6

Carl Sandburg wrote a poem about grass,

Said it grows and consumes like morass,

But he spoke not of Karma,

Nor of pathways and Dharma;

Mother Earth chews all bones at Her mass.

                       7

All we do is recorded by eyes;

And Her net catches all thoughts and lies.

In this watchful arena,

There’s no legal subpoena,

To erase what we choose to disguise.

                             8

And the world goes around and around,

During lifetimes the Gods flatten ground,

Making playing fields level,

Knocking down every bevel,

While Earth’s hooligan sportsmen abound.

                             9

If all humans were saints on this Earth,

Then this life would rate more than it’s worth,

But Kaliyuga66 is sick,

A multi-thousand year trick,

In this wasteland’s conspicuous dearth.

                             10

We are puppets, who don’t see the strings,

With realities layered in rings;

All perceptions are marred,

With a view from this yard,

In a dream coat that blinds as it clings.

                               11 

I just wish that God’s house were of glass,

I’ve a rock with His name, though it’s crass.

I’ve been led to believe,

That we need to achieve,

A fair life, that’s divine, but en masse.

                             12

This whole world is unequally balanced.

Only Heaven’s at peace and well valenced, 

Here on Earth most despair,

While a few think their share,

Is receiving free billions, unrecompensed.

                               13 

And the noose just gets tighter each day;

The hanged man is what neighbors would say,

Is the way we now look, 

And to think what it took --

Fashion statements that won’t go away.

                                 14

Let them vote for their choice, though it’s set;

Let them think it’s their choice what they get.

Politicians’ best tricks,

Are their watched finger clicks,

While their unwatched hands squander your debt.

                               15

When the poor and the weak have no voice,

While their desperate straits seem their choice,

They’re content with their class,

Doing fine pumping gas,

In whose gold plated armored Rolls Royce?

                                 16

And they’ll make us eat crap and we’ll like it.

And they’ll sell it real cheap, though they’ll spike it.

We do best when addicted,

It keeps movements restricted.

When one begs with a hand, they’ll just strike it.

                               17

Your answers can be found to blunt questions.

As you try to unveil fit suggestions.

If persistently asking,

You can simplify tasking:

What’s ‘without’ causes mental congestions.

                            18

I’m a poet the Muse holds by the neck,

Like a puppy that’s just peed on Her deck,

Though I’ve tried to escape Her,

I was given this paper,

“Do your business, or receive Holy Heck!”

                              19

Does hurt come from what doesn’t exist?

We point fingers, malign, and insist

That our faults, we excuse,

But, with license, abuse

Mother’s teachings, by slamming a fist.

                              20

What seems solid may have no existence,

Though our thoughts become real through persistence.

Choose perception or knowing,

Be convinced without showing,

For an ego grows fast with insistence.

                           21

When you kick he who falls to the floor,

Ask yourself if you’ve done this before.

Not the kicking, you jerk,

What he thought was just work,

When he tried to make even the score.

                         22 

I could mix up canned tuna with jelly,

I could handle such crap in my belly,

But the reason I’m here,

Is to swallow my fear,

As if ordered and served from a deli.

                         23

This old janitor works in a park,

Picks up paper and trash on a lark,

It’s a job I can do,

It just helps me get through,

Watching sycamores shed all their bark.

                                 24

The leaves on the rose bush wave furiously,

The wind chimes make music so curiously,

These light shadows of sun,

Keep my thoughts overrun.

Earth Mother likes acting surreptitiously.

                             25         

Have you noticed when sweeping a walk,

That the wind and the trees choose to balk?

They will wait ‘til you’re finished,

And your strength is diminished,

Then they’ll flood you with leaves ‘til you squawk.

                            26

Don’t it frost ya when lessons are sweet,

When you step in dog do in bare feet,

When it’s stuck in your toes,

And there’s no water hose,

And your boss waves ‘hello’ from the street?

                            27

Yes it’s darkest here right before dawn,

When the light of the night is withdrawn,

When you fight with your breath,

And you hear steps of death,

And your hopes, charms, and friends are all gone.

                              28

I have heard the playground at the school;

It’s a market place scene without rule.

It’s like rush hour traffic,

And prolonged seismographic,

Or a summertime crowd in the pool.

                           29  

The closet monster’s under your bed.

And he tickles your feet, then your head.

Though your covers are warm,

There’s a noise like a swarm,

That grows loud underneath the bedspread.

                            30

Whenever the government makes stories,

They get Hollywood’s help with the glories,

We believe their best actors,

There’s no room for detractors,

All the facts are beyond allegories.

                          31

That all governments lie is expected,

They don’t care if we’re all disaffected,

Just as long as we bleat,

And get sheared – marked as meat,

They’ll herd all to that which we’re subjected.

                          32

Those in power are outside the law --

Ones, invisible, you never saw.

All the folks in the news,

Are their puppets to use,

And dispose of, when they bare a flaw.

                               33

The destruction we’re about to go through,

Is an amusement park ride – Howdy do.

The Toltecs67 wrote of it,

The Egyptians, you’d love it,

Had it outlined at Giza68 – peekaboo.

                         34

Aside from the poles being altered,

And the dynasty monsters unhaltered,

Manufactured diseases,

And economy squeezes;

Nothing will be left free and unaltered.

                         35

And it won’t mean a damn or a twit,

Like a stage play scene change in a skit,

All the scenery shuffled,

With the costumes unruffled,

And the next act pulled off like a hit.

                           36

Now sit back, put your feet up, and laugh,

As the curtain goes up on Falstaff69,

He’ll provide a great time,

Doing Shakespeare in Rhyme,

In a New World light-show holograph.

                       37

It’s written and directed by us.

So we find our way off of this bus.

All our thoughts control weather,

We’d move mountains together,

With no shame and no blame and no fuss.

                             38

When we’re born, it’s lights on, at the start,

When we die, it’s lights off. We depart.

But the opposite’s true,

For we all misconstrue:

Life is death; death is life; horse is cart.

                      39

All of that which you see is a lie,

All we have on this Earth is to die,

All of this: time and space,

Is a ghostly disgrace,

That insists that you sleep – “Rockaby”.

                        40

Realization of God would be good;

It’s by grace that it’s first understood.

Do sparks come from within?

Is Atonement through sin?

And how far do paths go through this wood?

                    41

Is attraction to God uni-polar?

Or does God do the same as Consoler?

Are the feelings innate?

Just how long do we wait,

To get entrance to see the Comptroller?

                            42

If we bang on the gate without ceasing,

Don’t you think that God’s agents policing,

All the borders of bliss,

Would soon see what’s amiss,

And find out why the noise was increasing?

                        43

One must let go of all at the door,

When the key fits the lock, there’s no more.

For the choice to be made,

Is to leave the arcade,

When there’s nothing that’s left to explore.

                              44

Who can’t read sees these lines as a waste,

Like ‘no stick’, in what’s wallpaper paste,

Like a room with no floor,

Like a hingeless old door,

Like stale food with no flavor or taste.

                                45

There are times when what’s right makes no sense,

Like when cars on the freeway are dense,

So we drive eighty-five,

Barely staying alive,

And comply, though the ordeal’s intense.

                         46

I just feel like it’s time to go fishing,

Take a break from all this gibberishing, 

Use no hooks and no pole,

Park that boat with the hole,

And just lie in the shade while dream wishing.

                     47

When I die put the ash in a hat,

Place it under the chair by the mat,

And when winter gets icy,

As rock salt can be pricey,

Just spread all that remains where it’s at.

                           48

Why the hell did we meet up this time?

Can you tell me in words not sublime?

You prefer simple flakes?

Or just morbid mistakes?

The best part of a swamp is the slime?

                          49

Metaphysical Rhyme? Crash and burn.

I’ve a mouthful of spit for the urn.

I prefer dentist chairs,

Or falls down flights of stairs,

Than this trip that’s as old as Jules Verne.

Author’s Forward to MR 7

Why would producers of news segments on T.V. and radio think that listeners would believe the news more fervently, just because the person chosen to read the prepared script off of the teleprompter possessed………………a British accent?   

There’s the height of authenticity for you.

The tail that wags the dog……..

                                                                          T. W. Gilbert

Metaphysical Rhyme 7

                                1

What would happen if people knew truth?

They’d prefer to behave so uncouth?

Would we have need for leaders,

Who controlled life like breeders,

Staging plots from each rigged poling booth?

                                  2

There are charlatans who live to condemn,

They snake through every life, “Not my problem!”

They would bury God’s sign,

Damn the outrageous line:

“By the fruits of their labors, you’ll know them.”

                             3

What do dictators do for this state?

They add hundreds of laws to the slate,

They keep track of each barter,

Vilify every martyr, 

And use News to make fear escalate.

                            4

It’s with fear that we beat ourselves up,

Like a tail-‘tween-the-legs-snivling-pup.

What’s the proof life’s from fear?

Try to prove you’re not here.

This is all training ground? Answer? Yup!

                               5

We disguise all our fears with vain choices.

Our advice comes from advertised voices.

Just as long as we’re busy,

All our friends, in a tizzy,

Will be happy that no one rejoices.

                               6

When you try to cut loose from the pack,

Having found out that life here is “lack”,

All your friends will rebel,

Think you’re headed for Hell,

You’re possessed, you’re insane, please come back.

                             7

They don’t see that our journey’s inside,

That our peace is right here, in God’s hide,

That one generates calm,

By defusing the bomb --

This emotional self cast aside.

                      8

It may take a few lives to refine,

How to focus, turn ‘round, redesign, 

Figure out what to do,

What paths not to accrue,

Then make progress, while acting benign.

                                9

All our “false flags” at home weren’t successful?

JFK’s end in Dallas was stressful?

Nicea’s got ‘em beat --

Sixteen hundred year feat --

Their whole house of card’s been so distressful.

                              10

And sometimes we don’t get what we want.

It would help if we knew a savant.

But no matter, no hurry,

We’re concerned, but why worry,

We’ll use prayers for our deals and détente.

                               11

When it’s prisons you run, just make certain,

You don’t piss off the guards you’d be hurtin’,

It’s so hard to find help,

Though all prisoners yelp;

It’s not Oz who stands back of the curtain.  

                          12

Please use legal, not illegal drugs,

It’s important we pay the right thugs,

So to prove that you care,

Just try breathing clean air.

Use these twelve-dollar filter nose plugs.

                           13

When you feel like a dog’s buried bone,

During nights of the soul you’re alone,

All losers are winners,

All saints are from sinners,

Junked corner stones become the head stone.

                        14

When you sit in the director’s seat,

You’ll be able to see up your street,

Involution -- Evolution,

There’s no need for revolution,

Left-path methods are so obsolete.

                              15

We could try to teach those who won’t listen.

Why would so many choose this failed prison?

Stone silence is preacher,

Example’s the teacher,

Berating just keeps students un-risen.

                       16

All the talents you’d ever imagine,

Are within, if you fire your engine,

Devote time for the drills,

You can master the skills,

Pursuing the heart of art’s origin.

                     17

Avalokiteshwara’s70 compassion,

Is the lamp of our Savior’s dispassion.

Every lifetime He’s taught,

He’s raised mountains of thought, 

And provided each seeker God’s ration.

                          18

It’s no matter what forms that He takes,

He’ll be this, or be that, for our sakes,

All throughout our plagued history,

He’s the One Who’s taught mystery –

The reversal of all our mistakes.

                               19

Life’s a billion-piece, mazed, Rubick’s Cube;

It’s like crossing the sea in a tube.

The odds are that you’ll fail,

So like Jonah, in whale, 

If you bar inner light, you’re a boob.

                             20

Just how far can one throw a huge snit?

The Olympics would die for this bit.

They’d arrange for divisions,

Have relays with munitions,

And have crowds dodge what judges permit.

                        21 

Not a one of these poems is inspired,

I have written each one as if fired,

I’m a disgruntled man,

Built my house in a can.

In this cesspool of life I am mired.

                        22

So I think I’ll just watch my T.V.,

I’ve a couch that just wants me to be,

So content and asleep,

Comatose in a heap,

Unaware, that while here, I’m not free.

                              23

I’ll make plans when I wake from my nap,

There’s no chance I’ll let schemes overlap,

I’ve a list of priorities, 

From the proper authorities, 

I can change anytime in a snap.

                            24

So just look me right square in the eye,

Tell me quick why we’re still in this sty,

Don’t tell me we’re Kosher,

We’re in slop that is gaucher,

Than the greatest pretext of a lie.

                          25  

When life sticks you with pins like a doll,

And the voodoo mask fits like a shawl,

Your best chance is within,

Far away from your skin,

Letting go of your body et al.

                                     26

Have you checked the fifth month from your birthday?

It’s a crossroads you’d find on your highway:

The fifth cycle, fifth year,

Plays tri-tones in your ear--

It’s just dissonance that’s stabbing “touché.”      

                            27

When the forces in power are trying,

To change odds with their gambling and lying,

They’ll arrange upper hands,

For themselves and their bands.

Ask them how they’ll escape their own dying?

                           28

When the Carni-man lowers his stick,

And the ride slows to stop with a click,

All are asked to disembark,

From this amusement Earth park.

Every candle is snuffed at the wick.

                                 29

So what plans do you have while you’re here, 

Knowing sure that your end’s far from near?

Your own flesh is what’s mortal,

You can cry or just chortle;

Does your soul take that leap off the pier?

                        30

It’s the simplest questions we ask,

That quench thirst like rare drops from God’s flask.

So just why are you here?

And what choices are clear?

What’s the essence behind every task?

                                  31

Then step back and demand to know answers,

It’s your right to claim knowledge enhancers,

With a grip that won’t quit,

Be devoted, with grit, 

As clues come from saints and necromancers?

                                    32

There are teachings that we can all summon,

Like rare truths lining pathways that calm men.

From the heart of Will Penn,

Comes a thought, much like Zen,

“What God hath made rare, make not common.”

                           33

Every crisis this time has been planned.

Each promotes the new laws in this land.

Ask yourself whom they serve.

This World Order’s got nerve.

When they strip all your rights, you’ll be scanned.

                                   34

You’ll be processed, detained in camp quarters.

There’ll be uniforms, rations, and orders,

You’ll be marshaled to work,

With a gun and a dirk.

The excuse will be threats on our borders.

                          35

If I stand with our army and navy,

Where “Resist Ye Not Evil” could save me,

All mistakes I’ll correct,

With devoted respect:

Loving-kindness like Sarada Devi71.

                             36

All the people we meet need our healing;

Served like Mother Teresa revealing

Her compassion and ardor,

Although what could be harder,

Than by worshiping scoundrels through kneeling?

                         37

If we don’t love our foes as Ideals,

See within them our own cosmic wheels,

Then we’re missing each moment,

A life cycle bestowment:

When what’s separate, finds match, and congeals.

                              38

There’s no difference between you and me,

We’re just acorns who fell from God’s tree.

“Our Father, Who art in Heaven,”

States our true source: Chakra Seven.

When we grow up, what will we all be?

                       39

If the kingdom of God is within us,

Get a clue. This isn’t mysterious!

All of God is inside.

There’s just “Nowhere” to hide,

So the Earth is the “Nowhere”: the succubus.

                            40

We’re Narcissus, who fell in the pool,

Fell in love with the self as the fool,

And fell into our dream,

And all that we now seem,

So the Comforter’s made it a school.

                        41

And we’re all here to learn who we are,

Just like fire flies stuck in a jar,

But we’re all free to leave,

When we realize that Eve,

Is our heart, and our soul, and our star.

                                42

We must search for a loadstone to follow,

Like the heavenly light of Apollo,

That is heart-searching joy:

An inscrutable ploy,

But is wholesome and vibrant, not hollow.

                                43

Now I think it’s time we looked at “Acts”,

To report what appear as the facts,

“A-Paul-O” knew John,

Baptized twelve, then was gone

To Jerusalem, in keeping with tracts.  

                           44

And He’s one of the three in the troupe,

Maitreya and Buddha72 form the group,

Seen in transfiguration, 

As flames in actuation,

They’ve been here since we fell in this soup.

                                  45    

They’ve used so many names where they’ve been,

You can’t figure which tale they begin,

But just look for the clues,

Find compassion in shoes;

All their deeds and their thoughts share God’s spin. 

                                  46

They’ve been everywhere there’s been a need,

They bring back the one’s that they hand feed,

Touching souls with God’s light,

Sparking flames in this night,

Teaching everyone God’s Holy Creed.

                                  47 

They’re the keels of this ship we’re now on,

Through the tempests transcribed by St. John,

Through the winds and the rain,

This force nine hurricane,

But God’s light will arise when it’s gone.

                              48

When I reach with my hand, you touch first,

With your eyes and heart filling my thirst,

We implore with our gaze,

What makes thoughts last for days,

In this rush of our hearts, we could burst.

                           49 

Metaphysical Rhyme is a stairway,

Or perhaps it’s sand traps in the fairway,

But regardless of steps,

Practice well all your preps,

Controlled breathing will strengthen your airway.

Author’s Forward MR 8

It’s occurred to me that people might read these words and have no interest in digging up the names, places, times, ideas, and looking at them all, first hand, with curiosity, to inquire metaphorically what is being portrayed, and testing what is implied.

But, as Richard Bach wrote so magnificently near the end of his book Illusions, “Everything in this book may be wrong.”

Attempt to look at life differently. Ask your aspect of Divinity to show you, teach you, inspire you about the events that are within and without you.

Be patient for, and with, the answers. You may be very surprised. 

                                                                      T. W. Gilbert

Metaphysical Rhyme 8

                                 1

Have you heard of Nicholas Culpepper73?

His strange works made folks think him a leper.

He’d munch on toadstools* for fun,

Recording if they would stun.

Nightshade tomatoes were a sidestepper.

*Footnote – First and foremost, Unless you can ignite and put out fires with thought, you may not be able to do this; otherwise: DO NOT EVER TRY THIS  !!!!!!!    Toadstools are highly poisonous.  It is like the warning you find on the toaster appliance box, “Do not immerse this product plugged in while taking a bath or shower. It will cause electrocution.”

                           2

Look for heroes of heroes of heroes.

Who do they look for guidance? Not Neros74.

Entertainment Tonight,

Gives us pure Vanna White,

And a T.V. Guide loaded with zeros.

                              3

Francis Bacon wrote all Shakespeare’s plays,

But he chose to forego all the praise.

He’d gained too much immersion,

With the New King James version,

In his work, for The Ancient of Days.

                            4

I’ve never seen a world so confounded,

Led astray, conned, perplexed, and astounded.

It’s a Gordian knot,

With solutions forgot,

In an ingenious plot, we’ve surrounded.

                                  5

Just sit down with all those who would listen,

And exchange sound ideas that we’re missin’;

All experience matters,

Served on hierophant platters,

With the knowledge still fired and hissin’.

                              6

So God holds all the reigns in this school,

While we sit like a stubborn old mule,

Satan shoves from the rear,

Hoping we’ll get in gear,

It’s his job in the depths of this fool.

                          7

“Is one alive, when in Heaven, or dead?”

I will post this question smack on your head.

If we’re dead, where’s perfection?

If alive, where’s reflection?

In this crazy world, what more could be said?

                          8

If you’ve figured that life here is death,

And that Heaven is life without breath,

You can now read your scriptures,

With these sane altered pictures,

It’s what Imhotep75 got from god Seth76.

                               9

The three lines at the start of The Course,

Say it all, so consider the Source.

It’s a code that applies,

To all devious lies,

That we make as we practice remorse.

                      10

All the guilt of the sin of the guilt…

Keeps us sad and morose to the hilt,

But forgiveness is real,

We’re perfection; so heal.

Misperception’s what keeps this world built.

                            11

When Christ refers to “This generation,”

He’s referring to all this Creation:

All the billions of souls,

Listed on Enoch’s77 scrolls;

No-one’s free from this trial’s gestation.

                            12

Why do we choose to come to this plane?

Our desires choose what is insane.

There’s no wrong with this learning,

Just so long as we’re burning,

All the chaff, to uncover God’s grain.

                                  13                  

What the numbers show here is hard evidence,

That statistical proof leads to confidence,

Correlations are clear,

Mathematics adhere,

To the fact that we fear what is Providence.

                          14  

If we let go of fears that surround us,

We’d discover God’s light that has crowned us,

From the very beginning,

Through this death, and this sinning,

It’s within and above that will ground us.

                          15

Let’s all vote for the candidates running.

Aren’t their smiles and promises stunning?

It’s important to choose,

When there’s nothing to lose,

But our freedoms, for which they’re all gunning.

                             16

So who picks these creeps out of a toilet?

They won’t say, as admissions would spoil it.

If they worked just for us,

They would ride on our bus,

But their masters hold leashes that foil it,

                              17

When you vote it’s like painting by numbers,

There’s no choice, so each vote re-encumbers.

All results are the same,

Pictures fit every frame.

It’s all fixed to ensure this world slumbers.

                     18

If we fail to give all life respect,

Then we’ll cycle back here to correct,

For our one single mission,

Is to give up ambition,

We’re One Being we cannot dissect.

                                   19

Drugs and booze keep one poisoned and stupid.

They are worse than the arrows of cupid;

When you wake every morning,

Taxing friends, without warning,

“Who remembers what this nincompoop did?”

                         20

I sit still, but my friend’s in such pain.

All the words I could speak are arcane.

I would hold out my hand,

When there’s no strength to stand,

But her hope sucks itself down the drain.

                            21         

We don’t see that fair ship in the skies,

That comes by when that one we love dies,

From our earthly perspective,

We’re soon charged with invective,

Why the hell can’t we see with these eyes?

                                   22

What the heck can we learn from such struggle?

Look at all of this crap that we juggle.

Daily schedules are filled,

With sick games that we’ve willed,

We return here with things we can’t smuggle. 

                              23 

Toss your dice back in Las Vegas East,

Wall Street West claims their clubs have been fleeced.

It’s a fact when one gambles,

One sees life as a shambles;

Insurance is dessert at this feast. 

                            24

Punch and Judy are Bush and Osama,

They “play dozens” that start with “Yo Mama”

We could lock, load, and shoot,

Or just laugh, cheer, and hoot.

Do you see a “Just war” or Soap drama?

                                    25

The Emperor’s New Clothes soon need washing.

They are streaked with the truths they’ve tried quashing.

We can’t buy off the rack,

What is claimed as attack,

When the clues reveal tailors were joshing.

                                  26

What part of “Thou Shalt Not Kill” don’t you get?

Are you willing to give up what’s been set?

For all those that you kill,

Then can use their own skill.

You be student; they be teacher; you bet.

                            27  

Just like Obi-wan said to Darth Vader,

If you strike me down, here’s a persuader:

More powerful than ever,

With these ties, I’ll not sever,

‘Til you learn I’m a very hard grader.

                              28

It’s a choice we can make when we leave,

If dispatched by someone who’s naive,

We can choose to be teacher,

It’s a heavenly feature,

It’s how Karma delights in reprieve.

                              29

So you see now how life’s not a joke?

All these debts are played out ‘til we’re broke,

We can choose to forgive,

It’s the reason we live,

Or we add more chain links to this yoke.

                                30

Well thank God that we still have the courts,

Where the fine “old boy networks” trade torts,

Here’s a sad auction gallery,

That’s been sold for a salary,

In their cock fighting wide world of sports.

                             31

And this clock of time spins ‘til it stops,

While our thoughts are the seeds for life’s crops,

That we plant without thinking,

Everywhere interlinking,

These new worlds that spin free like toy tops.

                                32

And they say what we need is more laughter,

Who’s to say that we’ll make the Hereafter?

We’ve twelve rooms in this mansion,

As we build towards expansion,

Adding joists to the beams of Time’s rafter.

                                    33

When the smell of wood smoke paints things eerie,

One remembers rare thoughts not so dreary,

Like that all humankind,

Cannot lose what’s behind,

All the answers that solve every query.

                            34

When my ancestors fled here to reside,

In a cave, at Thanksgiving, unsupplied,

Though their food store was bare,

Their cat brought in a hare,

In response to their prayer: “God Will Provide.”

                               35       

Do we know what a friend’s really feeling?

Or thinking, or dreaming, or concealing?

We can try to know best,

And confirm each behest,

Though viewed actions can be quite revealing.

                     36

If we visit here far in the future,

Will we come here as guest or as moocher?

Will we come here as friends?

Or what miscomprehends?

Are we needle or flesh for the suture?

                             37

We have entered an age of surveillance,

Like asthmatics confined with inhalants,

Like a bull with a ring,

Like an urge in the spring,

Like a fence to keep in all assailants.

                            38

But this fence that we’re in is of dust,

Don’t blame foes for what’s seen with disgust,

What we have in our hands,

Are just colorful sands,

That are useless unless we adjust.

                           39

I’m so glad that our business plans work,

That net profits commission a perk,

That our life goals of ease,

Play out well when we squeeze

Those sweat shops of Chinese with a smirk.

                            40  

All new rules are for us without power,

So we’re subject to checks every hour,

And we’re paid to review,

All of those we eschew,

While we break bread of those we devour.

                               41

When our guards are pulled out of our ranks,

They’ll devote themselves with minds as blanks,

They’ll be brutally fair,

When they plug in our chair,

And stand tall in group-prayer to give thanks.
                              42

Here old Sisyphus78 takes rock in hand,

And proceeds to make progress as planned,

Almost gets to the top,

Every time for the drop,

But the hill that he’s on is of sand,

                                43

If you think you know truth, make your mark,

State it here, “Blah De Blah” will remark,

That my essence is love,

That’s enclosed in a glove,

That is mindless and grim as a shark. 

                    44

My reality’s spirit, not flesh,

It is changeless and timeless and fresh,

It is rooted in knowledge, 

That you can’t get from college;

It’s like worshipful thoughts from Ganesh.

                              45

There are gifts, like the light of the sun,

That are given to bless everyone,

In Paddle to the Sea,

That small craft was set free.

Only readers knew who’d made that one.

                               46  

All the mystics make sign posts in Greek,

For directions to paths up the peak,

All their clues fit together,

So regardless of weather,

We should worship the silence we seek.

                                47

When Albert Schweitzer was placed in a jail,

He carved keyboards on floors with a nail,

He spent hours in playing,

With memories conveying,

In silence, known pieces, to prevail.

                           48

There is no need to share what we know,

All have power to seek where to go,

Divine Mother holds sway,

Through this night of our day,

We embody her charms, to and fro.

                         49

We must pray that we wake up in time,

And realize here and now is sublime.

We’re all here in this boat,

That we think is afloat,

Dodging Earth’s Metaphysical Rhyme.
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                                1

And one learns all the teachings of thought,

As one teaches what learnings have brought.

It’s a trick: that we share,

There’s a reason we care,

We’re all teachers and learners we’ve sought.

                                  2

So you think that you teach -- though you scoff?

As you feed me with words in a trough?

What the hell does this mean?

“Understand the unseen!”?

Are you sure you said, “Wax on; wax off!”?

                             3

And we’ve all got a fair room to move.

It’s like walking the floors of the Louvre.

We all get our fair share,

Our supply is like air,

We just have to learn what’s in our groove.

                                  4

Those parasites, who leech through the mail,

With their sweepstakes and products on sale,

Prey on elderly folks,

With their money scam soaks,

Should be put to work harvesting shale.

                              5

Juliet’s Romeo tried to flee,

From two families who leveled a sea

Of unfortunate hate,

That uncoupled blind fate,

And compounded the prince’s decree.

                   6

It’s a natural order of things,

Like an ice pack for when a bee stings,

While some things you can’t alter,

Karmic rules will not falter. 

Check the test that each remedy brings.

                               7

Who thinks death that is caused by just wars,

Is as natural as simple farm chores?

What with planting and hoeing,

Fertilizing and mowing,

And a gun rack and six pack of Coors?

                           8

All of life here is stuck in a mirror,

It’s as real as reflections, though dearer.

If we let go the joke,

We’d be free of this yoke.

We are ‘Prodigal Son’: God’s inherer.

                          9 

We’re created in the image of God:

Here in worlds of the Mother, we’re shod.

This mater--ial Realm,

Was first crowned with God’s helm,

So Christ’s seed would grow up through Her sod.

                                10

When you render to Caesar what’s Caesar’s,

It’s what’s worthless that makes them appeasers.

What are saintly and modest,

Are reluctantly oddest --

Those who revel in crap crave loose teasers.

                        11

Our own Earth is a viscous solution,

Bending slowly with each revolution,

If you think that it’s not,

Why are sidewalks so shot?

They are up-heaved by soil’s extrusion. 

                              12

God will sanction that some not be saved?

Who imagines such thoughts so depraved?

If all God’s work is perfect,

Where would we see a defect?

Who throws stones at those who’ve misbehaved?

                           13

What we have in this world can’t exist.

These are dreams that we will to persist.

All our judgments are flawed,

As we stand open-jawed.

It’s so strange we don’t see what we’ve missed.

                               14

All the students who’ve found their way home,

Could of course end Life’s Course with Shalom,

But their final approach,

Is delayed as the coach,

Must be filled to the top of God’s dome.

                            15

What is first shall be last and vice versa.

Though this motion towards God can sure curse ya.

To retreat, one moves forward,

So like flights of the war bird,

We ascend with directions from Ursa79.

                         16

Totem poles are just symbols of flight,

Seven levels of worlds in this night,

We’re engaged in such travels,

That our seeking unravels,

Though our crown is the thunderbird’s light.

                          17

Well I’m getting what’s coming to me.

I’ll not be a cat stuck in a tree.

I’ll be first in the line.

To get all that is mine.

Show me where I should sign. What’s the fee?

                           18

When one opens the hood of a truck,

We’ll assume it’s because one is stuck.

If one’s trained in repairs,

One can settle affairs,

If one’s not, one depends on sheer luck.

                         19

If you study designs of sun flowers,

It’s the pattern in Celtic round towers:

Fibonacci’s80 progression --

Numbers fit each succession --

All of nature is blessed with these powers.

                            20

Have a piece of fresh Dutch apple pie,

With huge gobs of whipped cream piled high,

And some home grown potatoes,

And red slicer tomatoes,

And fresh corn on the cob: here’s to die.

                               21

It’s like home made bread out of the oven,

Sliced real thick, drenched in butter, for shovin’,

And with honey or jam,

We’re all ready to cram,

The whole piece, with two hands, that we’re lovin’.

                           22

I can’t state how insane this world is.

That we’re doomed takes the brains of a “Wiz”,

Look at all the news media,

Springer’s Encyclopedia:

For each day here’s front-page “Star” show Biz.

                             23

I deserve some real time when there’s peace.

I refuse to fly south like some geese.

There are no greener pastures,

And few wandering masters.

Can’t this playground confusion just cease?

                          24

Just throw all of your troubles in fires.

All your pains and regrets and desires,

Wipe your present slate clean,

In Earth Mother’s latrine,

And be free from what this world requires.

                            25

Renunciation’s as simple as throwing,

Things away in time that weren’t worth knowing,

All these habits of nesting,

Are just worthless requesting.

In God’s Heaven, all of life’s overflowing.

                         26

And the fire’s a cross, lit with Chi,

It’s an “X” in the hand coiled like “G”,

It is female and male,

It is blood in the Grail,

It is healing and loving and free.

                     27

Ipse Natura Renovit Igne81:

It’s the essence of Earth Mother’s big play,

What is fired, is cleansed,

What is mired, is lensed,

It makes optimists of those who dig clay.

                           28

If one knows God resides in all friends,

Is it worship that one recommends

As a way to endear

Those who practice sincere

Ministrations God’s blessing transcends?

                               29

All such thoughts are just trash unless mastered,

Every moment is filtered or plastered,

I can gratefully choose

To make good all I use,

Or remain just a heartless old bastard.

                                 30

And the ‘Dow’ is a businessman’s Zen?

Your team Logo’s a mascot – What then?

What could be more outrageous,

Than these thoughts so contagious?

-- The Gospel According To E.S.P.N. -- !

                       31

For directions to Arthur’s terrain,

One should ask the Green Knight or Gawain,

“We keep magical pools

And stone castles with rules

For our chivalrous schools,” they’d explain.

                           32

All movers and shakers are officious,

They help movie directors look vicious,

They pre-plan each mistake,

With film crews on the take,

And make News headlines seem so pernicious.

                               33

The word “die” means to split one “in two.”

Before time we were one, as God’s crew.

For with God, we were whole;

But we split – shattered Soul –

It began what we need to undo.

                                34

When we “die” we head straight for this Hell:

Seven levels and spirits that smell.

But this world says, “Good Morning!”

Here’s a crime, with no warning.

Can’t we see we’ve been sold what we sell?

                                 35 

When the courts plan a building expansion,

They’ll provide for all rooms in their mansion.

We’ll be hauled into court,

Paying fines with each tort. 

Through our wealth, John Q. Public’s their stanchion.

                                36

Ten commandments can help us get free,

We’re strange vessels of light we can’t see.

But there’re holes we’ll need stuffing,

As the gods were not bluffing.

For their rules help us with constancy.

                          37

I’m quite sure research conquers disease,

These old bodies explode if we sneeze.

They are all temperamental:

These Earth tombs, with a rental --

There’s fine print, we should read, if we please.

                          38

Dandelions are the world’s greatest food,

Abundant, yet contemptuously viewed,

All these protein rich weeds

Contain vitamin seeds.

Why in nature is this so misconstrued?

                          39

There are days it all seems like a lie,

When temptations to quit traipse on by.

They invade every home,

Like shared nits on a comb,

Keeping mercies in quaint short supply.

                                 40

There’s no theft when it comes to our place,

Our old dog teaches theft’s a disgrace.

It’s not welcome; it’s clear.

He helps food disappear.

If it’s left, it belongs in his face. 

                  41

All of life is a musical score,

Like Wagnerian heartbreak and gore,

We are notes in conjunction,

Or harmonic dysfunction,

Heaven’s stars grace our final encore.

                             42

And sometimes we’re the cop ‘on the beat’,

Or the whistle he blows that goes ‘tweet’,

Or the gun in his hand,

Or his badge of command,

Or his lungs that yell ‘stop’ on the street.

                                    43

Or sometimes we’re the crook, who keeps running,

Or the bystander ducking the gunning,

Or the sun in the sky,

Or the plaintiff’s outcry,

Or the chair, with the switch, that keeps stunning.

                            44

Alzheimer’s is a crime straight from Hell,

It’s a zombie-like corpse of a shell,

The batteries still work, 

Though the toy’s gone berserk,

For the mind, years ago, said, “Farewell.”

                              45

In this world such conditions aren’t strange,

There’s no way we can help rearrange

What the Fates treat as crap,

So just zip up your yap,

There’s no store that will deal in exchange.

                          46

Why in hell, in this world, were we put?

It’s like gilding a lily with soot.

There’s no answer or reason,

Sanity’s out of season.

You just might as well piss on your foot.

                           47              

Are there methods to help disembark

From this mad house that glows in the dark?

This is Hell; this is winter;

This is pus from a splinter.

If it’s life, this falls short of the mark.  

                        48

And you look for the answers I’ve got? 

They are worse than some seeds with dry rot.

I’ve got nothing to give.

My tank’s built like a sieve,

And my vision’s a dream that’s been shot.

                        49

Metaphysical Rhyme could imbue,

What is meant to reveal what’s taboo,

What would help in the search,

What’s behind every church –

That all gospels were meant just for you.
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When you’re done, compare carefully the 2 lists and ask yourself which ones you’ve experienced, which ones you’ve read about or heard about from other people (that they’ve heard of, or experienced), which ones you’ve never experienced, and which ones you’d freak over, if they ever happened to you, or if you’d ever witness.

Interesting topic for discussion? Share with friends? See what they say, know, don’t know, think are possible, think are impossible?

                                                                         T. W. Gilbert

Metaphysical Rhyme 10

                              1                                

Does it seem like right now that we’re lost?

What we’ve got took exorbitant cost.

We’re just gasping for breath,

And half beaten to death,

In monoxide like fumes of exhaust.

                               2

Well our leaders aren’t mystics, they’re jokers.

They’re as wise as persistent pot smokers.

They are wreathed in unknowing,

With their ignorance showing,

As politically minded pawnbrokers.

                                 3

Are your thoughts running hot, warm, or cold?

Are your feelings towards God pigeonholed?

So just how were you raised?

How was God ever praised?

Were all shrines and all altars extolled?

                            4

We need guidance to bolster our sense,

For our purpose in God’s affluence,

Through our daily misgivings,

And our seldom thanksgivings.

Who’s to blame when we’re all malcontents?

                               5

Do you know, or believe, what’s presented?

Do your elders forswear what’s consented?

Who interprets what’s true?

Where do you get your view?

Is experience praised or dissented?

                       6

The trials of Oedipus82 are plain,

At the crossroads his Father was slain,

Then his Mother, he married,

Unaware he’d miscarried,

Which continued life’s runaway train.

                              7

Father – Self - that we slay on each cross,

Becomes active and passive through loss.

Then Mater-ial realm,

Does indeed overwhelm --

It’s a stone that soon gathers much moss.

                                   8

Are you ready for state sponsored mysticism?

They can no longer trust our empiricism.

They’ll have lawyers make prayers,

Bless with punched questionnaires,

Stamp portfolio shares of Quixoticism83.

                               9

And they know that all here will accept it.

If one sheep strays they’ll quick intercept it.

They will log all our cares,

Our transgressions, and prayers,

For each mind will be clean – ‘cause they’ve swept it.

                            10

In Thirteen – O -- Seven, on a Friday,

An October thirteenth, from each byway,

The church hunted all Templars84,

As heretic exemplars;

Now each thirteenth, Earth Mother kicks “whiz way.”

                           11

All mind currents are subtle and fluid,

Just like herbs in the hands of a druid.

They bring balance and flow,

And profound inner glow,

Unless purgatives alter what’s lucid.

                         12

A sure bringer of light is a healer:

The transformer conducts as annealer,

The Chi flows through the hands,

As each sickness demands;

While requests come from Mother appealer.

                      13     

As we await the arrival of Bliss,

Our own journey we can never dismiss,

We prepare for that day,

Through the love we convey,

To all persons and all things gone amiss.

                            14

When decisions are hard, it’s not nice,

It’s like walking December’s thin ice:

Like a wary old fox,

Testing tremors and shocks,

Listening closely to Nature’s advice.

                           15

Dust and rupies85 are money and dirt,

Though exchange rates are hard to convert,

Mud pies taste so delicious,

And earthworms are nutritious --

Fertilizers are chilled for dessert.

                                16 

You’re responsible for your own destination.

All choices are yours for amelioration.

Holy Ghost sets the course.

You choose peace or remorse.

There was never a realm of negotiation.

                                  17

On those days that you’re more than just tired,

And you’re not sure you haven’t expired,

Why not study this tomb?

We all share the same doom.

We’re all vessels of clay that get fired.

                                18

What we strive for were ours when beginning.

Separation from God was the sinning.

As we strive to get back,

There’s just one small drawback:

We shed fear, loss, and malice through winning.

                             19

But our strivings for Heaven aren’t solo.

We can’t roam around like Marco Polo.

We all help everyone,

‘Til we’re all labeled, “Done;”

And if we don’t, games continue. Hello.

                             20

In this place we’re all creatures of habits,

Just like lettuce and carrots for rabbits,

If we realize conventions,

Could be healthy inventions,

We might recognize value in sabots.

                   21

This society no longer works.

We’re computerized telephone jerks.

Please press 3 if you’re waiting,

Or press 4 if not dating,

Or press 5 for a murder of clerks.

                         22

Is this decidedly yang now or yin,

Or just the bottom of Hell that we’re in?

Are there no finer moments,

Than these current bestowments,

Or does two thousand and twelve have a twin?

                              23

This might not be all wrong and sheer crazy:

A non-functional madness that’s hazy.

We play games with these dreams,

Make up rules for these schemes,

And we’re sure we’re all right, ‘cause God’s lazy.

                            24

Our best side, that’s in Heaven right now,

Oversees what we learn from the Tao.

It’s our own inner voice,

Helps us know every choice,

In a way that God’s light will allow.

                           25

Every step that we take’s in the can,

As a purposeful piece in Christ’s plan,

What is good has appeal,

What is bad is unreal,

We can thank that old sage with the fan.

                                 26

What great clowning with cloning for cleaning,

Every body’s a house with no meaning!

It’s a coat; it’s a car,

It’s a shell, where you are,

Who in hell thinks dreams need intervening?

                               27

Before you enter this world you pick means:

Pick your parents, your time, and your genes;

All your choices were right,

For all learnings in sight.

How would cloning work best behind scenes?

                               28

Ever heard of round pegs in square holes?

Just imagine the karma and tolls,

Who thinks cloning a body

Isn’t perfectly shoddy?

Boris Karloff would die for such roles.

                               29

We’re so smart and so smug that it’s scary,

Just like teenagers probationary:

All the world’s at our feet,

With our learning complete.

Feigned cautions seem so unnecessary.

                          30

If God’s omnipotent, why do we fear?

An absolute’s an infinite career.

And if God is pure love,

What are we so scared of?

Is our ignorance of logic that drear?

                           31

If God is Everything, we’re part of God.

If God is infinite, we’re in the squad.

If God’s love, what are we?

If God’s us, you are me.

Then treating neighbors as self ain’t so odd.

                             32

And you say that I’m my brother’s keeper?

Wait a sec’; I’ve a call on my beeper.

There’re some deals to be made,

I’ve some stocks I can trade,

Though my friends are afraid of a sleeper.

                          33

We’re damned for an eternity in Hell?

Perhaps until we dispense with this shell,

For we authored this curse,

Though there’s nothing that’s worse,

Than all fears we have removing this spell.

                           34

Reporters and photographers are fish:

They eat their own; it’s their favorite dish.

They observe without thinking,

“Just the facts”, without blinking,

While their best deals are a bug one could squish.

                              35

You’re beginning to see the whole picture:

The old Isaac and Abraham stricture?

It’s the same old darned story –

This Sun/Death allegory –

In Hades, Persephone’s86 a fixture.

                       36

If the carousel we’re on is moving,

Who can say what it feels like not grooving?

What’s life like off the ride?

Have we time to decide?

Through reflection we deem what’s worth proving.

                                       37

Those who work, work; and those who can’t, teach.

Those, who can’t teach, conclude they should preach.

Next in line – politicians,

Not the last – statisticians,

But then who writes the president’s speech?

                               38

So Mohammed’s the last Prophet to come?

The last Seer, or Avatar – How dumb!

Why swallow this bitter pill?

Why should we be literal?

Only Allah knows Who, when, and where from.

                              39

Are we sure we know what we all need?

What will benefit us to succeed?

Experience teaches

We’re destiny’s leaches,

As we’re blinded by mountains of greed.

                                40

When we’re stuck in bed sick, and can’t crawl,

There’s a message our teachers should scrawl,

Our disease is this skin,

Yes, the doctor is in,

Our prescription reads, “Love is for all.”

                              41 

It’s like sweeping the streets of confetti,

It’s like baking twelve tons of brown betty,

It’s like swimming in Jell-o,

Or rebuilding a cello,

Or re-lacing your shoes with spaghetti.*
* Your choice: cooked or uncooked.

                            42

As the gasoline slows to a drizzle,

And the pre-paid pumps chintz like a chisel,

Who cares if we’re freezing?

Or coughing and wheezing,

Needing fuel in this cold makes one sizzle.

                                    43

Spreading breadcrumbs like Hansel and Gretel,

Is like boiling the witch in a kettle,

The one way to get back,

Is: relinquish attack.

It would make our anxieties settle.

                             44

What fools do you want us to believe?

Do we have to remain so naive?

Shall we compound our state?

Or just dissociate?

From Earth’s warp, space’s weft, and time’s weave?

                            45

If you think of the Buddha’s calm stance,

Under branches of Bodhi in trance,

He saw through his own Hydra88 –

Mara tempting him by the

Nine heads of her unusual dance.

                           46

We waltz into and out of this world,

With our sands of experience pearled,

Or we could be unlucky,

And get fortunes quite yucky,

And be constantly ducking what’s hurled.

                              47

But no matter what ways life has turned,

What’s important is what we have learned,

All of life is a school,

That rewinds on a spool,

So our souls make it through unconcerned.

                       48

Incarnations of Mother you are,

Like rich sounds of a twelve string guitar;

You are tuned to the Muse,

Matching sight, sound, and hues,

Of miraculous orbs round a star.

                         49

Does this universal sound called the Om,

Ebb and flow much like love’s metronome,

Keeping this paradigm,

Metaphysical Rhyme,

A symphonic display far from home? 

Author’s Forward to MR 11

Whenever we in this country are observant of crosses in every day occurrences: signs, apparel, advertisements, catalogues, magazines, newspapers, etc., are we ever surprised at the variety that we encounter? I’m assuming here that we take for granted that even with tremendous variety in size, shape, color, ornamentation, media of artistic adventure (wood, silver, gold, iron, vine, floral, etc,) we know that the symbol is Christian, of a sort.

We are accustomed to seeing variety and not uniformity, and take for granted that the variety is absolutely acceptable. In a way, it is the same as looking at trees in the ‘sugar maple’ variety, and recognizing them all as sugar maples, even though they are not literally and figuratively identical; they do of course have a different number of branches, twigs, leaves, trunk sizes, and shapes. But they’re all sugar maples.

If there are other symbols in different religions, different sects, different cultures, that have meanings for particular things, and these get changed over times, expanses of tribes, traditions, artistries, then the symbols go through augmentations, changes, transformations, though they retain elements of the original configurations and meanings. 

Symbols and Archetypes may be absolutely universal, and of an infinite variety everywhere, and all of them equally important.

                                                                                T. W. Gilbert

Metaphysical Rhyme 11

                                    1

There are clues our ancestors weren’t heedless,

That advancements were seldomly needless.

We could ponder whatever,

All the ancients thought clever.

But then, why are banana plants seedless?

                            2

All our worst crimes are actually nothing.

Our own demons won’t ring us up, “Chu Ching!”

For the Devil’s best deal,

Are the faults we conceal.

Only Heaven’s what’s real and worth something.

                              3

Disinformation’s not part of the course,

It now comes from the dark side of The Force:

Those intentions? Unwholesome:

Like a sentence in Folsom.

Why react, if you consider the source?

                             4        

If a doctor, just what are you mending?

Who’s in charge of the healings you’re sending?

Where do you get permissions?

Undermining transitions?

Do you share in what God’s comprehending?

                               5 

Why are cobblestones like Kabul Stones88?

Why are languages fragments like bones?

Why are seashells like conchs

Spiral pathways for Ankhs89?

Why are earth-bounds enamored with thrones?

                                       6

“Are we there yet?” is screamed from the back.

“Are we there yet?” makes minds bend and crack.

The best parts of Earth travel

Are the scenes that unravel.

“Are we there yet?” is spooned ipecac.

                            7

This light plasma that holds life together,

Is a loose all encompassing tether.

There are days it is seen,

As betwixt and between,

Or just highest and central and nether. 

                             8

Here we ask if there’s life after death,

On the other side, Gods hold their breath.

It’s a strange aberration,

An unnatural fixation,

“Full of sound and fury,” states Macbeth.

                                 9

All the gifts that you have you should share.

If you don’t then you’ll fall down life’s stair.

I have seen Mother Balance

Remove all of one’s talents.

It’s the threat on Sir Galahad’s90 chair.

                           10

And this law is much truer than gravity.

It’s a Ginsu knife slicing depravity.

It is constant and fine,

Like a censored land mine.

When your ego is filled, it’s a cavity. 

                               11

On which sky hooks do these principals hang?

And do these truths convey truth or harangue?

Which ones nurture, which flatter 

This researcher in matter?

Which are tested, which test, in this shebang?

                                    12

Fell winds come from the North with death screams,

Badv91 portending grave marching men dreams.

Her breath slices through teeth,

Belching fires beneath,

Flesh filled rivers that rise from blood streams.

                                 13

Please keep still; stand in line; let’s see grins.

Be as lifeless as store mannequins.

Or just stand at attention,

Though one thing we should mention,

You’re now set up like bowling ball pins.

                         14

In Heaven we are created like jade.

In Hell’s mirror (in God’s image) we’re made.

One is constant and free.

One is death with a fee.

Does this space-time world tell us we’ve been played?

                           15

And as prodigal son we went walking,

Took a stroll through light planes we’re now hocking.

We enveloped our lights,

In forms destined as nights.

In this silence of hearts, who’s now talking?

                           16

Now you know; just be in it, not of it.

Now you know; never hate it, just love it.

All life’s essence is you.

You’re the pot and the stew.

But in Heaven our God are above it.

                             17 

Sing Mother-Father-Creator-God blues.

Does this model come in Ones, Threes, or Twos?

If Creation’s a story,

A song-poem allegory,

How many poets have sung all God’s views?

                        18                  

Do  Ra  Me  Fa  Sol  La  Ti  is All.

Do is Tao, Deus, Delta pre fall.

Ra is light, and is first.

Me is Maya we’ve cursed.

Fa is light that’s immersed in death’s scrawl.

                           19  

Sol is us, sun, and Christ that is born.

La is love-songs we give to adorn.

Ti is Key, Chi, and She.

It’s the Goddess in Thee.

Do is “day-of rest” dawning at morn.

                               20

We’ve been lied to by creeps with great skill.

Please step back if you’ve offered to kill.

Those rewards we’ve been promised,

Are not wealth from a psalmist.

These are lifetimes we’d have to fulfill.

                               21

Some perspectives offend more than others.

Not the worst is book learning that smothers.

But ideas without love,

Are like testaments of

Fixed opinions for which you’d have druthers.

                         22 

I am out of the loop of God’s favor.

I’ve done nothing to alter life’s flavor.

I attack without thinking,

Every need I’m hoodwinking.

It’s a shame I’m a closet enslaver.

                           23

I work like a death camp Nazi guard.

I record faults and wrongs on a card.

Daily documentations

Enforce perseverations.

It is I who restrict and retard.

                                 24

As we climb this runged ladder through planes,

Which directions will foster net gains?

If we follow, who leads?

If we wallow, who speeds?

Hu in Hell knows what God ascertains?

                                  25

We have blocked who we are, it’s quite clear,

All these thoughts like a clock’s broken gear.

If we let go the winder,

We’d discover pathfinder,

And the silence would tell us we’re here.

                              26

“In the be-ginning” means the be-lighting.

It’s a pathway that leads to in-sighting.

It’s the yearning for touch

From God’s Mind, inasmuch,

As the waves of Her love are inviting.

                             27

On the playground few children are staying,

A bully is demanding their paying.

Just then Mother Earth sneezes,

Ozymandius92 freezes,

And the next day all children are playing.

                           28

And this Yggdrasil93 tree is amazing.

She’s the Tree of the Sephiroth94 blazing.

She has apples galore,

And more doorways than four.

She’s as old as Time’s Mother she’s raising.

                            29

Are you hunting for game with plastique?

Do you track all those treasures you seek?

They’re inside you right now, 

All that life can endow.

Ali Baba95 trades gold for a peek.

                                     30

Scream at me, if I’ve trashed what you’re thinking.

Been accused of far worse than binge drinking.

I share all I’ve discovered:

What Earth Mother’s uncovered.

I’m now standing neck deep in what’s stinking.

                      31

Diogenes Laertes96: my idol;

(Even though honesty’s always tidal.)

Nakedness was his plan,

Seeking for a just man.

In his barrel he seemed homicidal.

                              32

All our ramblings are ignorance squared.

We spend lifetimes with thoughts stone-impaired.

We’d see lessons as fun,

If we knew not to shun,

Mother’s purpose Her moments have shared.

                               33

When the alumni news got here I cried,

But it’s not that some friends of mine died.

The tragedy was that the…

Going to college is a…

Profitless unpredictable ride.

                        34

Lonely faces I stared at for years,

Through the classrooms and dorm rooms and beers,

Raging egos competing,

Unaware of repeating,

All the lessons of youth through blind fears.

                             35

All shared lessons right down to a person.

Some shared knowledge and some got rehearsin’.

So did we lend a hand?

Bless and thank what seemed planned?

Or just fracture with damnin’ and cursin’?

                                 36

Every moment we’re charged with translating,

All life’s energies we’re actuating.

This rich clay that we’re handling,

Can be lit up like candling.

Every life here’s what we’re liberating.

                                37 

Some are ready to change and some not.

All have choices, though some have forgot.

And some times we don’t know,

When our times are to grow.

So plant seeds that the angels have brought. 

                              38

But they’re taught in the schools to raise fear,

Keys and locks and I.D.s interfere.

Get them young when they’re facile,

Make them used to the hassle.

Why not think mind control is sincere?

                         39

When you fear you invite opposition.

You construct what demands demolition.

You protect what is yours.

Foster fear that abhors,

While you pray for a brief intermission.

                               40

Can’t you see why the gods laugh like hell?

This is comedy cast as a spell.

We’re director and actor:

And inspector detractor………

Get ready for round six, here’s the bell.

                           41

And the cure for this life is life’s cure.

It’s a sure thing we know what is sure.

We all know what we know.

As we win, place, or show.

What’s inside us is what will endure!

                               42

Where do you place your bets in this sphere?

Just how much will you wager this year?

Where do you put your trust?

While the world courts combust?

Where’s your Grade “A” bank-sealed financier?

                              43

Like a ball that rolls through a wood maze,

Dodging holes to continue the craze,

We are pin ball game ready,

In this world that’s unsteady.

Who’s got hands on controls nowadays?

                            44

I’m so screwed, I’ve lost all of my savings,

But I’ve cut back on some misbehavings,

I don’t know why I’ve failed,

Well at least I’m not jailed,

Though I’ve tracked all my losses and cravings.

                            45

We’re soon out of this winter’s stagnation.

Mother Nature has Spring in gestation.

If we followed her leads,

We’d make prayers with our beads,

That envelope all fields of Creation.

                               46

Heaven forbid you consult with your Mind,

Heaven forbid that you cease to be blind.

What the hell am I saying?

You can finish croqueting.

Use your mallet when the spheres are aligned.

                               47

Thank the Gods for the sun, moon, and stars,

And the planets conjuncted with Mars,

If we lived without spheres,

Breathing dead atmospheres,

We’d be frozen in vacant memoirs.

                         48

I’m so shy I can’t ask you to dance.

I’ve got rhythm like vegetable plants.

I could sway in the breeze,

Like hemlocked Socrates97,

While I’m stuck in this comatose trance.

                              49

Metaphysical Rhyme’s a charm bracelet.

It protects you from fears you can’t face yet.

It’s a magical pill,

Or a chemical spill,

Every turn the odds change like a placed bet. 

Author’s Forward to MR 12

At approximately 10:30 PM. 3/21/03, I finished MR 12 and concluded the work on the series (aside from continuous or periodic editing: a poet’s terminal nightmare). I did an “I Ching” reading to ask for comments, and got Hexigram # 61 (with 9 at the top):


[image: image5.png]



I thought the “Nine at the top” particularly significant:

“Nine at the top means: Cock crow penetrating to heaven. Perseverance brings misfortune.”

“The cock is dependable. It crows at dawn. But it cannot itself fly to Heaven. It just crows. A man may count on mere words to awaken faith. This may succeed now and then, but if persisted in, it will have bad consequences.” *

With this in mind, I went to bed. When I awoke in the morning, still thinking of this, another series of lines came to me:

                     Burn this book at the feet of your Chosen,

                     Melt your fears, in your heart, which is frozen,

                     Pray for help all the time,

                     Toss this book and this rhyme.

                     It is you, not the gods, you’ve been hosin’.

                                                                              T. W. Gilbert

* The I Ching or Book of Changes, The Richard Wilhelm Translation, rendered into English by Cary F. Baines, Forward by C.G. Jung, Bollingen Series XIX, Princeton University Press, 1997

Metaphysical Rhyme 12

                              1

If Christ’s ‘heads’ on the top of your coin,

Who’s the ‘tail’ that we fail to conjoin?

If Christ’s day, who is night?

If Christ’s good, who is wight?

It’s a simple yin/yang we rejoin.

                                 2

“Get behind me, Satan,” reeks of a puzzle.

Is He descent, if He’s wearing God’s muzzle?

If God slays Him outright,

Is He us, in this night? 

Is this half empty or full what we guzzle? 

                             3

Who’s your enemy? Point with a stick!

Tell us all who’s so evil and sick.

Throw your heart into blame.

To the lists, add the name.

Who’s this Self you just stoned with a brick?!

                              4

“If God’s everything, we’re part of God”??

So are Satan, and Christ, and this fraud,

And all that we now see,

Floating in Mother Sea:

No exceptions, including the scrod!

                        5

All the evil we do in God’s name,

Changes nothing in Heaven. Why aim?

All Forgiveness is Done.

It’s like light from the sun.

What is constant and true stays the same.

                           6

Shoot the messenger. It’s all his fault.

He’s complicit with all life’s assault.

We all know he’s the cause.

We don’t have to draw straws.

In Sodom and Gomorrah, he’s salt.

                            7

Come to think of it, life’s not so bad.

Yes it’s Hell, and that’s really quite sad.

But it sure could be worse,

In this strange universe,

Thank the Gods it’s a dreamed launching pad.

                             8  

There will soon come a time it will end,

When we’ll all choose what’s right and suspend,
Our perceptions of things,

Laws, and people, and kings,

In our hearts, we will know how to mend.

                                  9
The word ‘rescue’ sounds much like ‘re-skew’,

Which is “straighten”, or “fix”, or “make true”.

Language often says more,

When we chance to explore,

Sounds and symbols that come with a view.

                              10

The Muse calls on me when I am sleeping,

Or out jogging, or bathing, or “bleeping.”

“It’s that time, once again,
Please grab paper and pen,

And perhaps these poems will be worth keeping.”

                                11

I’ve hacked brutally all bushes out front.

Town ordinances for neatness were blunt.

I should not have complained,

The Mayor’s office contained,

Names and addresses of rebels they hunt.

                                12

Tell me please, in this world, what’s important,

What’s worthless, and what’s just exorbitant.

Is there more than one stair?

To peer inside heart’s lair?

Does one seek Truth with channeled comportment?

                             13

Trees are upside-down bundles of bones,

Or splayed nerves, or blood vessels of crones.

They are trials in growth,

Early stages, or both.

They are pre-animalic unknowns.

                               14

Rocks and stones are pre-vegetable matter.

They are conscious thoughts floating in batter,

That’s in Earth Mother’s bowl,

From which all life finds Soul,

In the process of serving God’s platter.

                       15

Animals are pre-human in space.

They’re hive minded, but blend with this race.

They are psychic and free.

They teach rare loyalty,

To humans, who need help in this place.

                         16

All our lives and the cycles of being,

Are experienced partly through seeing,

And tasting, and smelling, 

And seeking indwelling,

Personalities growing while fleeing.

                           17

The sphinx riddle is solved by a fool,

Who can feed what he’s fed in life’s school,

When he gives and receives,

All the lights he conceives,

As he follows the lost Golden Rule.

                                  18

Have you met one who does as Christ taught?

What a strange aberration of thought.

Who could do what He did?

Keeping God’s Word un-hid?

Shedding light for all beings He’s sought?

                                19

When we’re born, and we die, we’ve a Friend.

Who comes by just to help us transcend.

He’s Alpha and Omega.

He’s the Lord of Star Vega98:

Lord of Life, Lord of Death: Start and End.

                          20

Earth, air, water, and fire are pillars:

Directions, and compasses, and tillers.

While polarities muse,

What the orbits infuse,

All initiates work as fulfillers.

                        21

Polar ice caps are leaves on a tree.

They have seasons just like you and me.

Mother Earth is alive,

And the Queen’s in Her hive,

And Her angels are workers for free.

                               22

Bar graphs favor predictions of growth.

Back room deals transfer power by oath.

While transactions work funny,

Dealers think time is money,

But they’re quickly relinquishing both.

                             23

“America” means “Towards the sea fire.”

It was named in Atlantis, in Tyre.

In the sunset She’s seen, 

As a colorful Queen,

Bearing peace-loving tribes Gods admire.

                                  24

When Atlantis went down, the tribes scattered.

Their unity of visions was shattered.

Though they’ve kept many signs:

Language, arts, and designs,

They’ve forgotten connections that mattered.

                              25

And today they all war with a vengeance,

Unaware of their histories’ convergence.

They all belt out strained slogans,

Rubber-stamped by chained yogans.

But they’ve more to share than belligerence.

                          26

Do you feel like a marked billiard ball?

On slate tables where players could call?

“Number eight, in that pocket,”

With dead aim, like Dave Crockett?

Or just dart or dart-board for the wall? 

                        27

We are all of God’s light sacrificed.

We are all of God’s light that’s been sliced.

We are pieces divine.

We are grapes on the vine.

We are all the Messiah and Christ.

                            28

What we need to do now is just wake,

Recognize what is real and what’s fake,

Practice daily, rare thinking,

Choose which cups that we’re drinking,

So this world is transformed for our sake.

                           29

It’s a process that’s much like undoing,

It’s the ultimate in rendezvousing,

It’s a puzzle with pieces:

What desire releases --

Watch those things that your mind’s switcherooing.

                        30

Recognize your own brother in all.

There’s no difference in Soul, just in stall,

Which just doesn’t exist –

It’s a maze with a twist,

Which is leading your steps at the ball.

                              31 

On the door it reads, “Do Not Disturb.”

Which means “twist” or just  “turn” by root “verb”.

But “the verb” is “The Word”:

First vibration that’s heard:

The Sound “Om” that makes silence superb.

                          32

The spring equinox cuts time in half,

It’s the Mother of Days with Her staff,

She stirs God in a sphere,

And makes springtime appear,

Pouring forth all of life with a laugh.

                             33

The first amendment should be on our flag.

Our stars and stripes are a symbolic rag.

What we hoist up a pole,

Should mean what we extol,

And not a warmonger’s censoring gag.

                                 34        

I’ll salute when there’s peace on this Earth.

When an open hand’s deemed what it’s worth.

When all weapons are gone,

When all fears are withdrawn,

When all hearts can partake in God’s birth.

                           35

Listen closely to warnings from Mother.

There are Nine Karmic Lords, and none other.

They allow grave mistakes,

And don’t warn to use brakes,

When retrieving debts from one another. 

                          36

They keep score in a timeless tradition.

They’ve no problems with complex addition.

All the faults we conceal,

They could quickly reveal,

At the judgment seat steps of perdition.

                     37

It’s why reincarnation’s a tool,

For the Gods keeping track in this school,

All the ones we deceive,

We’ll come back to relieve,

It’s the teeth in the old Golden Rule.

                            38

And these laws are like gravity squared,

If ignored they will leave you ensnared,

They are silent and still,

They’re a part of our will,

And they work, though they seem undeclared.

                         39

They exist ‘til the mirror is cleaned,

Past and future dissolved or convened.

All’s accepted as Gold,

Or rejected as mold,

All or Nothing’s what works ‘til we’re weaned.

                          40

But your Mind is the soap on the rag.

Use your Mind to remove all the slag.

It’s your Mind that perceives,

It’s your Mind that relieves,

It’s your Mind that puts cat back in bag.

                            41

And you don’t have to dig up new tools,

What’s inside you is worth more than jewels,

And the choice is still yours,

You’re in charge of your chores,

You’re the teacher and taught in these schools.

                          42

Study everything that you encounter.

Every moment can help you accounter,

And so don’t fear involvement,

Every task is absolvement,

It’s true service that makes you surmounter.

                         43

Put your ego away when you start,

When you join with your friends, play the part,

That decides how to share,

How to help, how to care,

And continue the work of the heart.

                               44                           

Know your friends are on paths just like you.

They perceive this same world that’s untrue.

They need help with their tasks,

The removal of masks,

If permissions are granted anew.

                       45

All the sharing and helping are joy.

Separation is what we destroy.

We are One, through all planes,

Like a flocked “V” of cranes

In this synchronous flight we employ.

                             46

My son speaks, interrupting my writing.

He is bored, and persists in reciting,

All complaints of the day,

How they get in his way,

Can’t I please help him make life exciting?

                            47

My true soul mate’s my wife on this Earth,

To ask why merely questions our worth.

By myself, I’m alone,

But with her, we atone –

Trumpet blasts now announcing God’s birth.

                         48 

And I pray that you all disagree,

That you find your own Source in your tree,

So regardless of method,

When it comes to your deathbed,

You’ll have found your own Peace to be free.

                            49

Goo dee wah, bee dee day, nee dee fu,

May jee nah, say dee by, way dee du,

So me dup, see dee fake,

Wee pee mup, toy dee cake,

Mee dee fee, see ku rye, ka ka poo.

Epilogue

Number thirteen is still in the air,

It is neither right here, nor just there.

If we’d shhhhhhh, and just listen.

We’d find words to put bliss in,

And help build one more step on this stair.

Post Scripts
Question:   Why is there so much evil in the world?

Answer:   Because even the Devil himself, at this point in 

                time, has completely forgotten the fact that he 

                has deliberately chosen not to remember that 

                he, too, is also a Son of God.

         [For even the demons of the world carry on with all of their implicit predilections, believing that they are doing their very best with every action they perform. (Don’t that just get at least a “10” on the Sid Caesar scale?)]

[Psssst. If you think you may be a knower of truth(s), whatever                                                                                                          that or they may be, I suggest you practice keeping your fool mouth   shut and your head down, for your own protection.]

Appendix 1 for Metaphysical Rhyme

1. Kali – Female consort of Shiva; Kali is One of the many Divine Aspects of The Divine Mother in Hinduism.

2. Metaphysics – Study of the interplay between the 2 worlds: 1.) the un-manifested or spiritual aspects of existence, ‘Heaven’, the Ultimate Reality with 2.) the manifested or material aspects of existence, the temporary reality, ‘here on earth’ (sometimes referred to as non-existence or unreality). 

3. Tao -- The Way, The path to enlightenment; often explained by four basic connected/interconnected principles:

                          God is Everything,

                                    and

                          God is Nothing,

                                    and

                          God is Everything and Nothing,

                                    and

                          God is Neither Everything and Nothing.

4. Samadhi – State of perfect communion or merging of individual consciousness with Divine Spirit or Divine Absolute (like a drop of water merging with the Ocean). Attained after cessation of awareness of Individual consciousness is achieved, through discipline of worship/concentration on aspects of Divine nature and/or nature of Divine. Perhaps similar in idea or experience with Christian term ‘rapture’.

5. Grail – Cup at last supper of Christ which contained blood of Christ; symbolic “material” vessel which contains spirit of Christ; like Arthurian “stone” that contains “sword” of spirit; or, that which is “formed” containing that which is “formless.”

6. Pyramid at Giza – Macrocosmic view of Divine Temple Nature of human head, skull, mind; king’s and queen’s chambers representing pineal and pituitary glands in head, with pathways, steps, leading to crown/top and release.

7. Maya – Mother of universe, Universal Mother; Goddess of illusion. Ramakrishna stated often that the heart of the Gita (Bhagavad-Gita) could be found by chanting the name ‘Gita’ over and over quickly: “Gita-Gita-Gita-Gita-Gita-Gita”. One ends up stating “Tagi-Tagi-Tagi-Tagi-Tagi”. ‘Tagi’ means ‘discrimination’. He would state that one needs a discriminating (not at all connected with the term implying bigotry, as in the west) mind, a persistently, devotedly, curious seeking mind in order to discover the secrets of the Gita. In much the same way, by chanting “Maya-Maya-Maya-Maya-Maya-Maya” quickly, one ends up reciting “I am, I am, I am, I am, I am,” which, in essence, is the first born of the Great Mother. 

8. Isis – Another name for the Divine Mother, consort of Osiris, Sun-god principle, in Egypt. The statement under the picture of a veiled Isis, in Manley Palmer Hall’s book, The Secret Teachings of all Ages, reads: “I, Isis, am all that has ever been, is now, and ever shall be. No mortal man hath ever me unveiled.”  The trick of the riddle is the discovery that as long as we incorrectly believe we are mortal, the veil to the mysteries remains down and impenetrable. As we begin to discover that we are in fact immortal, the veil is lifted or dissolves – interesting riddle.

9. Dharma – One’s spiritual path, destiny, or course in life.

10. Karma – law of “for every action there is an equal and opposite reaction” running through all planes of materialization in space-time orientation. But, Karma is as much of an illusion as the world it holds in balance and can be dissolved easily, quickly, and simply (the paths for such are internal and eternal) (but: however, easy to say, not easy to do).

11. Muse – Another name for Divine Mother, author of all artistic inspiration. Our spiritual guide here on earth.

12. Quetzalcoatl – One of many names given to teacher who wandered all over the Americas, Asia, & the South Sea Islands; traveled in 3 ships with fellow travelers about 2000 years ago, teaching arts, architecture, healing, peace, music, dance, and unity (Hurucan, Kukulcan, Hand of Kabul – a few of the many names the Native Americans gave him in his travels). It is interesting that an ancient British Isles Christmas carol begins with the line, “I saw three ships come sailing in…” 

13. Phoenix – Bird in Arabian mythology that crashes and burns in the desert every 500 years, only to be resurrected out of its own ashes to begin the cycle anew.

14. Prometheus – A god (Titan) who came to Earth to bring heavenly fire of spiritual knowledge & enlightenment to earth people. Punished by Zeus for so doing; chained to a rock for all eternity (symbolic of being chained to earthly existence, material death, for duration of cycle); perhaps a Boddhisattva.

15. Chi-Zeus – Jesus.  Zeus is supreme Father god in Greek pantheon. Chi is light. Chi is also letter “X” in Greek alphabet, so ‘Chi-Zeus’ would be “light of the Father” and “Cross of the Father” at the same time. Neat connection. (H. was middle name given to Jesus by Mark Twain, perhaps because he felt that He’d somehow really been unnaturally deprived of something befitting a Savior, when most Americans in the 1800’s possessed, at the very least, a middle name, when He didn’t.)

16. Bhakti Yoga – Path of the heart; path of devotion to all life. “All” is seen as perfect; All is worshipped; All is respected; path of gratitude and compassion in every moment; unceasing inner vision, awareness of seeing God and all attributes of God in Everything, and Everything in God.

17. Logos – Greek word indicating Christ Principle, the true undivided meaning of life.

18. Karma Yoga – Path of Action, Activity (with complete non-attachment to fruits of all labors) towards realization of God; total merging with wheel of life; experience of life (all life) is seen as God, through selfless service to humanity and respect for all life, in all forms.

19. I Ching – Oriental book of divination, brought to China by first Confucius – very likely brought from Atlantis. Clue is seen in most favorable bestowment of good fortune “Ten pairs of tortoises cannot oppose it” – a double or nothing declaration. Atlantis (from Plato’s account) was divided into 5 city-states, each ruled by twin rulers. Atlantis, from Ojibway legend, was the source of the turtle clan (as the island in the sea was like a turtle). Rulers used turtle emblem to denote royal station. “Five pairs of tortoises” would mean supreme royal consensus. “Ten pairs of tortoises” would be double that (like “double or nothing”).

20. Fu – Confucius, or Kung (meaning ‘king’) Fu Tze, or Emperor Fu.

21. Mu – Is short for Lemuria; disappeared island kingdom in Pacific basin (perhaps) that is perhaps far older than Atlantis; ancient homeland of early (perhaps not earliest) civilization.

22. Poseidon & Atlas – Founders and Rulers of Atlantis (Interesting to note, perhaps, that pictures of Poseidon are virtually identical to pictures of Vishnu).

23. Hu – Ancient god of wisdom, by which we dub owls as being wise, for they say Hu’s name.

24. Iarchus – Tibetan sage who waited for and met Apollonius and Damis who traveled from Greece to Tibet for instruction 2000+ years or so ago. Account given by Philostratus, gleaned from other sources and records now lost.

25. Shakti – Name for Divine Mother principle; the active element of divinity in realm of materialization.


[image: image6.png]26. Cho-Ku-Rei — Symbol in Reiki; means Chakra;

combines masculine j or r aspects (positive ar
negative) with feminine &&sy ar &% aspects (positive or
negative) to form: B GHor @S; roints of
conhection between masculine and feminine aspects are
seven, denoling: seven heavens, chakras, planes. scale

lones, prismatic colors, etc.





[image: image7.png]27. Sei-He-Ki — Symbol in Reiki: means psyche, o soul: Z¥.
When printed up double €2 Z¥, resembles Egyptian
scarab gﬁ' &nd six ammed Hindu God

representing tri-bodied (physical, emotional, mental)
nitiatesaspirant in search of Source.





[image: image8.png]28, Hon-Sha-Ze-8he-Nen - Symbol in Reiki, ]
sentence meaning, | am the Source which you énhrace
with devotion of the heart and hold in the palms of your
hands.”

ﬂﬂlﬁ





[image: image9.png]23. Dai-Ko-Mya — Symbol in Reiki; means “Fathar — Son
(Sun) - Mother”, but also means, “Big Bright Light of the
Buddha®, or ‘“Father-San-Holy Ghost”, or “The Sword (spirit)
being released from the Stone (matter)”, or the sound 'Om’
being sounded farth frem the Trumpet (hornfeonch): SN
basically, the birth of the Christ and the resurrection, all in

meE D @ WX o ED >





[image: image10.png]30, Reku - Reiki synbol for grounding, cor pleing the
ik oot Z




31. Hara – The phrase “fire in your belly” comes to mind. Also:

             Home     is where the      heart      is.

             Om         is where the     hearth     is.

             Omen     is where the     Hertha     is.  

             Psalm     is where the     Art           is.

             Shalom   is where the     Earth       is.

             Amen      is where the     Easter     is.

             Alms        is where the     Esther     is.

             Homa      is where the     Hara        is.  

             Salem      is where the     Astarte    is.

             Solemn    is where the     Hera        is.

             Soma       is where the     hurt         is.

               (Mix and match at your leisure)

32. Tantra – Rituals for awakening the Source within, or illuminating the pathways within, or for climbing the internal spiral stairways, step by step towards peace and understanding.

33. Mantra – Words or symbols of focus for balance, stillness, and concentration given by one’s teacher/Guru/Inner Voice to help in prayer, meditation, and transformation.

34. Tara – Another Aspect of the Divine Mother (both Indian & Tibetan).

35. Milarepa – Sage born in 1052 in India who traversed all levels of human existence in one lifetime, simply to demonstrate to the world that the entire process is possible, and that all can traverse the trip, with the express message that all ‘supposed’ sinners, as he demonstrated, himself, are absolutely redeemable.

36. Bodhisattva – One who has reached enlightenment and perfection, and has chosen to remain behind to help all others attain the inevitable like status.

37. Mahatma – Literally: Great Soul.

38. Mahasattva – One of the many earlier incarnations of the Buddha.

39. Ramakrishna – Avatar, incarnation of God, who manifested/incarnated in India in mid 1800’s and who showed, demonstrated, and completed many different, possible, and acceptable paths (at least 22 sadhanas) for communion with God, and/or perfection in enlightenment (Book: Ramakrishna and his Disciples by Christopher Isherwood is a great place to start).

40. San Greal – Another term for Holy Grail.

41. Arcturus – Star system close to our own (relatively speaking), with close connection to our own evolutionary cycle; to where we’ll eventually be going, heading.

42. Osiris – Egyptian Sun god, consort of Isis.

43. Maitreya – One name for the advanced Soul responsible for guiding Earth’s current unfolding.

44. Sirius – Dog Star. Where we came from, prior to inhabiting Earth, eons ago.

45. Brahman – The Supreme, un-manifested aspect of Divinity; totally without form, the Nameless One, That which is beyond description, beyond conception.

46. Om – The First Born out of Brahman; the Atman, the active element of creation, the First Light, the Christ.

47. Mahendra Nath Gupta – Biographer, schoolteacher, householder, recorded all personally experienced sessions with Ramakrishna in last six years of Master’s life. Is related to have had vision of Ramakrishna and Sarada Devi on his own deathbed: very moving account of spiritual son returning home to be with spiritual mother and father. 

48. Ishwara – The inactive, “potential”, un-manifested energy of the Godhead; Spirit.

49. Prakritti – The active “kinetic” energy of materialization, within the illusion of Maya, ‘reflected light’.

50. Durga – Aspect of Divine Mother, sometimes worshipped in “Crone” form, grandmotherly type. Ultimate Protector.

51. Paramahamsa – Enlightened Soul.

52. Ganges – One of several (considered) holy rivers in India.

53. Rama – Divine Incarnation, recorded in scriptural book: The Ramayana.

54. Krishna – One of many historical/mythical incarnations/ Avatars of God from India, recorded in Bhagavad-Gita.

55. Sita – Consort, Feminine aspect of Rama, recorded in Ramayana.

56. Gog and Magog – Statues near Westminster Abbey in London (actually at the Guildhall [Masonic Temple, perhaps]), Atlantean Giants (Also Ojibway/Chippewa/ Algonquin language names connected with ‘water’)

57. Johnny Chapman – alias Johnny Appleseed; unusual mystic with humble Franciscan-like lifestyle, capable of superhuman, supernatural skills and healing abilities, revered by all who knew him; born in Massachusetts, settled in and around Ohio. 

58. Tota Puri – Member of Naga Sect in India who came to Dakshineswar Compound in mid 1800s, specifically to teach Ramakrishna methods to attain Nirvakalpa Samadhi: highest level/state of non-dualistic consciousness (blending individuality with the absolute). However, after helping R.K. with lessons, stuck around to experience, for himself, the commensurate sanctity of Dualistic worship of the Divine Mother. Exchanges and interplay of their two lives is most interesting and delightful. 

59. Ororborus – Symbolic representation of world/life cycle in form of snake, with no beginning and no ending; somewhat like phoenix.

60. Tarot – Oracle where cards from/through Egypt (but with origins in Atlantis) are used to produce answers to questions; an aid in prophesying.

61. Sidereal Clock – 26,000 year (approximate) complete revolution (1 cycle) of Milky-way Galaxy.

62. Ouigi Board – Oracle where worldly and other worldly (generally those who are personally connected with those on this side of life) entities work together to answer questions of a divining nature.

63. Caduceus  -- Symbol for Greek gods & heroes of healing: Apollo, Allheal, Aesculapius, Hermes, and Hippocrites – current symbol for medical arts.

64. Brahma Charya – abstention of sexual activity for at least 12 years for purpose of God realization.

65. Pandora – Greek mythology character, first woman on earth, who made mistake of opening locked box containing world evils; symbolic of active and passive principles made in space/time continuum for all possibilities of manifestation.

66. Kaliyuga – Fourth age in Hindu cosmology of worst and grossest levels of materialization; the age we have supposedly just entered; lasts approximately 432,000 years. It began perhaps in 3102 B.C. or thereabouts. So, basically, if the Kaliyuga were compared to, like, a year, we’d be somewhere between 4:30 A.M and 8:30 A.M., January Fourth. Surprise, surprise!!!!!!!! Still enjoying your sauerkraut, bowl games, and holiday leftovers?

67. Toltecs – Peaceful people in Mexico region who came from Atlantis and built what are now ruins in Yucatan, now attributed to Mayans, who came later.

68. Giza – Place of Pyramids in Egypt; temples, not tombs; also oracle clocks and seats of initiation into the Mystery Religions.

69. Falstaff – Comic relief character in Shakespeare’s Henry the 4th, parts 1 & 2, and The Merry Wives of Windsor.

70. Avalokiteshwara – Boddhisattva who takes any form necessary to teach and enlighten: known everywhere as the Lord of Compassion; ceaseless service to all of humankind; famous incarnation in China as Quan Yin.

71. Sarada Devi – Wife of Ramakrishna and incarnation of Divine Mother.

72. Buddha –Siddhartha Gautama (563 – 483 B.C.), Enlightened teacher in India, who taught the paths to enlightenment through meditation and service. 

73. Nicholas Culpepper – Herbalist, English physician (1616 – 1654), who wrote extensively about edible and inedible plant-life by using himself as a guinea pig and sampling everything he wrote about. (Again, DO NOT EVER TRY THIS!!!!!!! )

74. Nero – Roman Emperor who supposedly fiddled while Rome burned; blamed early Christians for fire, though dissenters close to government of Rome determined Nero had had fire started in order to rebuild Rome the way he wanted it done for himself: a first “Reichstag fire”; how history does repeat itself; my, my [“false flag”, look it up].

75. Imhotep – Egyptian scholar, ‘Renaissance man’ of Egypt. Under pharaoh Djoser (2630- 2611 B.C.)

76. Seth – ‘god of death’ in Egypt. 

77. Enoch – Legendary book of Enoch supposedly contains all histories of all lifetimes of all souls. Book can be found not on this plane.

78. Sisyphus – Greek mythology character destined to spend eternity pushing a round stone up a hill, never getting to the top, as the stone would roll back down to the bottom just prior to getting to the top.

79. Ursa – Constellations Big and Little Dippers: Ursa Major and Ursa Minor, Big and Little Bears, indicating directions for finding North Star, either Polaris or Vega, depending on time cycle.

80. Fibonacci’s Progression – Made by adding previous number in sequence to current number, thus producing next number in sequence, i.e.: 0, 1, 1, 2, 3, 5, 8, 13, 21, 34, 55, 89, 144, …etc.

81. Ipse Natura Renovit Igne – Latin for “By Fire Nature Renews Herself”.

82. Oedipus – Greek plays (trilogy) by Aristophanes – Oedipus, Oedipus Rex, and Antigone – symbolic story of fall of Spiritual (the Adamic) man.  

83. Quixoticism – From Cervantes’ Don Quixote, Idyllic fantasy.  

84. Templars – Order of medieval mystics, persecuted for their practices and beliefs.

85. Rupies – Coins, currency from India. 

86. Persephone – Greek goddess of fertility, daughter of Zeus and Demeter, destined to spend half of her time on Olympus with the gods and the other half of her time with Pluto in the nether world.

87. Hydra – Satan-like character in Buddhism. Everyone on the road to enlightenment gets tempted by the principles of ‘the dark side’, to see if choices are finally made right. The temptations are always presented in such a way that choosing the Ultimate Reality is the best (but actually, the only) choice where real learning is possible.

88. Kabul Stone – Black stone of Erech, meteorite revered by many civilizations as magical totem, currently in Mecca.

89. Ankh – Egyptian symbol for life:

90. Galahad’s chair – “Seige or Seat Perilous”, one of the twelve seats at King Arthur’s Round Table, capable of inflicting death to anyone sitting in it who is not pure of heart, and therefore unworthy.

91. Badv – Celtic war goddess, temperament of a volcanic vulture when content, proud, and happy; and then there’s her darker side.

92. Ozymandius – Poem by Percy Bysshe Shelley, published in 1817, about a noble warlord king, forgotten and undone by sands of time.

93. Yggdrasil – (supposedly pronounced ‘Yi-ger-sol’) Nordic Tree of Life; the macrocosm and microcosm of existence, in one symbol. 

94. Sephiroth – Kabbalistic (Jewish) Tree of Life; the macrocosm and microcosm of existence, in one symbol.

95. Ali Baba – Great Middle Eastern hero from tales of Arabian Knights: Ali Baba and the 40 thieves.

96. Diogenes Laertes – Greek cynic (word origin means ‘dog’) and philosopher; actually reminds me a great deal of Lao Tze. 

97. Socrates – Greek Philosopher (469 – 399 B.C.), mystic, teacher of Plato; would experience Samadhi in public places, streets, parks, market places in Greece, sometimes for hours, in uninterrupted trance/bliss; not something you see every day, especially nowadays.

98. Vega – Center of Milky Way Galaxy, which appears to spin around either Vega or Polaris, varying every 13,000 years or so.

Appendix 2 for Metaphysical Rhyme

            I made up my mind, in the middle of the M.R. series, that I would take a scriptural book, for me, The New Testament, The Authorized King James Version, and study it, as seriously and as meticulously as possible. I determined to read it very carefully, several times in a row, word for word, taking copious notes, with the express purpose of looking at the writings from as much of an eclectic (perhaps even beyond left field) viewpoint as I could possibly muster, selecting passages that may be common place, and perhaps some that are not so common place. I thought, in a way, that it might be possible to express a connective universality and a stretch across times, cultures, religions, and mythologies, taking into account a lot of historical convergences that are maybe different from conventional viewpoints.

            Perhaps if others did this with their native scriptural texts from other religions, they might be able to come up with similar questions and/or differing perspectives, from what appears as commonly acceptable:

Matthew, Chapter 3, verses 11 & 12: “I indeed baptize you with water unto repentance: but he that cometh after me is mightier than I, whose shoes I am not worthy to bear: he shall baptize you with the Holy Ghost, and with fire: Whose fan is in his hand, and he will thoroughly purge his floor, and gather his wheat into the garner; but he will burn up the chaff with unquenchable fire.”

Who is this one, who has a fan in his hand? Where have we seen before, somewhere in history, a sage who carries a fan?

Matthew, Chapter 10, verses 9 & 10: “Provide neither gold, nor silver, nor brass in your purses, nor scrip for your journey, neither two coats, neither shoes, nor yet staves: for the workman is worthy of his meat.”

If these accoutrements are designated inappropriate for disciples, why would they change their behavior and carry swords at Gethsemane (Matthew 26, verse 51)?

Matthew, Chapter 10, verse 39: “ He that findeth his life shall lose it: and he that loseth his life for my sake shall find it.”

Is this the choice between the mortal worldly life and the immortal heavenly life?

Matthew, Chapter11, verses 13 & 14: “For all the prophets and the law prophesized until John. And if ye will receive it, this is E-li’-as, which was for to come.”

So John the Baptist is Elias? I thought Christians didn’t believe in reincarnation? Maybe just some?

Matthew, Chapter 11, verses 29 & 30: “Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me: for I am meek and lowly in heart: and ye shall find rest unto your souls. For my yoke is easy, and my burden is light.”

My burden is light? As in light-weight, or light in terms of spiritual fire?

Matthew, Chapter 12, verses 43, 44, & 45: “When the unclean spirit is gone out of a man, he walketh through dry places, seeking rest, and findeth none. Then he saith, I will return into my house from whence I came out: and when he is come, he findeth it empty, swept and garnished. Then goeth he, and taketh with himself seven other spirits more wicked than himself, and they enter in and dwell there: and the last state of that man is worse than the first. Even so shall it be also unto this wicked generation.”

Is this passage the best “Cliffe Notes” version of the Bardol Thosgrol (Tibetan Book of the Dead) you’ve ever seen, or what?

Matthew, Chapter 13, verses 10 & 11: “And the disciples came and said unto him, Why speakest thou unto them in parables? He answered and said unto them, Because it is given unto you to know the mysteries of the kingdom of heaven, but to them it is not given.”

Then where are these mysteries? You mean the Bible isn’t the whole truth? It’s just some of the truth?

Matthew, Chapter 17, verses 12 & 13: “But I say unto you, That E-li’-as is come already, and they knew him not, but have done unto him whatsoever they listed. Likewise shall also the Son of man suffer of them. Then the disciples understood that he spake unto them of John the Baptist.”

Here’s that reincarnation thing again.

Matthew, Chapter 19, verses 14 & 15: “But Jesus said, Suffer little children, and forbid them not, to come unto me: for of such is the kingdom of heaven. And he laid his hands on them, and departed thence.”

Have you ever seen someone go into Samadhi over the experiencing of a divine encounter with another person? Sounds like something Ramakrishna would do.

Matthew, Chapter 25, verse 13: “But woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! For ye shut up the kingdom of heaven against men: for ye neither go in yourselves, neither suffer ye them that are entering to go in.” 

They don’t prepare for Samadhi? And they don’t allow others to prepare for it either? Remind you of anybody?

Matthew, Chapter 24, verse 28: “For wheresoever the carcase is, there will the eagles be gathered together.”

I thought the symbol of the United States of America was an eagle?

Or was that the Rotheschild Crest? Or maybe both?

Matthew, Chapter 24, verse 34: “Verily I say unto you, This generation shall not pass, till all these things be fulfilled.”

Does this mean everyone in this Involutionary/evolutionary cycle of Creation? Wow! You mean no one graduates from this class until all are prepared and made ready? Wow. And we’re all responsible for the learning and the teaching? Magnificent.

Matthew, Chapter 28, verses 13, 14, & 15: “Saying, Say ye, His disciples came by night, and stole him away while we slept.

And if this come to the governor’s ears, we will persuade him, and secure you. So they took the money, and did as they were taught: and this saying is commonly reported among the Jews until this day.”

What day? The Council of Nicea? Or was this just one part of the dis-information aspect of the Council? Or were there that many people confused about what they thought might have really happened? Did I say that right?

Mark, Chapter 16, verse 12: “After that he appeared in another form unto two of them, as they walked, and went into the country.”

Now, let me get this straight. Jesus could appear in another form so that people couldn’t recognize him? This is a nice trick. How many times and in how many ways did he do this? What names did he use?

Mark, Chapter 16, verses 17 & 18: “And these signs shall follow them that believe; In my name shall they cast out devils; they shall speak with new tongues: They shall take up serpents; and if they drink any deadly thing, it shall not hurt them; they shall lay hands on the sick, and they shall recover.”

What exactly are these serpents? Anybody know?

Luke, Chapter 1, verses 76, 77, 78, & 79: “ And thou, child, shalt be called the prophet of the Highest: for thou shalt go before the face of the Lord to prepare his ways; To give knowledge of salvation unto his people by the remission of sins, Through the tender mercy of our God; whereby the dayspring from on high hath visited us, To give light to them that sit in darkness and in the shadow of death, to guide our feet into the way of peace.”

What or who is this dayspring? Anybody know?

Luke, Chapter 3, verse 5: “Every valley shall be filled, and every mountain and hill shall be brought low; and the crooked shall be made straight, and the rough ways shall be made smooth;”

Is this hexagram #15 in the I Ching?

Luke, Chapter 3, verses 16 & 17: “John answered, saying unto them all, I indeed baptize you with water; but one mightier than I cometh, the latchet of whose shoes I am not worthy to unloose: he shall baptize you with the Holy Ghost and with fire: Whose fan is in his hand, and he will thoroughly purge his floor, and will gather the wheat into his garner; but the chaff he will burn with fire unquenchable.”

There’s that fan again.

Luke, Chapter 6, verse 40: “The disciple is not above his master: but every one that is perfect shall be as his master.”

You mean everyone who’s perfect is as his own master? And this implies many can be or become perfect? How many?

Luke, Chapter 9, verse 3: “And he said unto them, Take nothing for your journey, neither staves, nor scrip, neither bread, neither money; neither have two coats apiece.”

Where’s the swords?

Luke, Chapter 9, verse 27: “But I tell you of a truth, there will be some standing here, which shall not taste of death, till they see the kingdom of God.”

Oh yeah? It’s possible to go to heaven and come back before one dies? How so?

Luke, Chapter 9, verses 29, 30, & 31: “And as he prayed, the fashion of his countenance was altered, and his raiment was white and glistening. And, behold, there talked with him two men, which were Moses and E-li’-as: Who appeared in glory, and spake of his decease which he should accomplish at Jerusalem.”

How do Moses and Elias (John the Baptist) fit in with the whole cosmic picture? Were these guys long time friends or something? How long?

Luke, Chapter 10, verse 16: “He that heareth you heareth me; and he that despiseth you despiseth me; and he that despiseth me despiseth him that sent me.”

Who sent him? (“him that sent me”) Who’s a ‘lower case’ ‘him’? Moses? Melchizadek? Someone else? Who, as a ‘lower case’ ‘him’, would have that authority? I’m confused. 

Luke, Chapter 11, verses 34, 35, & 36: “The light of the body is the eye: therefore when thine eye is single, thy whole body also is full of light; but when thine eye is evil, thy body also is full of darkness. If thy whole body therefore be full of light, having no part dark, the whole shall be full of light, as when the bright shining of a candle doth give thee light.”

What is this single eye? The Third eye? The Mind’s eye? What?

Luke, Chapter 11, verse 52: “Woe unto you lawyers! For ye have taken away the key of knowledge: ye entered not in yourselves, and them that were entering in ye hindered.”

There’s that forbidding of Samadhi again.

Luke, Chapter 12, verse 34: “ For where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.”

So the treasure really is in the heart? Is there a Chakra level there or something? 

Luke, Chapter 12, verse 59: “I tell thee, thou shalt not depart thence, till thou hast paid the very last mite.”

Is this what Karma’s all about, or am I missing something?

Luke, Chapter 16, verses 19-31: “There was a certain rich man, which was clothed in purple and fine linen, and fared sumptuously every day: And there was a certain beggar named Lazarus, which was laid at the gate, full of sores, and desiring to be fed with the crumbs which fell from the rich man’s table: moreover the dogs came and licked his sores. And it came to pass, that the beggar died, and was carried by the angels into Abraham’s bosom: the rich man also died, and was buried; And in hell he lift up his eyes, being in torments, and seeth Abraham afar off, and Lazarus in his bosom. And he cried and said, Father Abraham, have mercy on me, and send Lazarus, that he may dip the tip of his finger in water, and cool my tongue; for I am tormented in this flame. But Abraham said, Son, remember that thou in thy lifetime received thy good things, and likewise Lazarus evil things: but now he is comforted, and thou art tormented. And beside all this, between us and you there is a great gulf fixed: so that they which would pass from hence to you cannot; neither can they pass to us, that would come from thence. Then he said, I pray thee therefore, father, that thou wouldest send him to my father’s house; For I have five brethren; that he may testify unto them, lest they also come into this place of torment. Abraham saith unto him, they have Moses and the prophets; let them hear them. And he said, Nay, father Abraham: but if one went unto them from the dead, they will repent. And he said unto him, If they hear not Moses and the prophets, neither will they be persuaded, though one rose from the dead.”

And then life imitates art ! ! ! ! It goes and happens; how marvelous. And we still don’t see it or believe it. I laughed like hell when I read this old story, but then I can be really sick sometimes. But rose from the dead? Which death? Rose from where?

Luke, Chapter 17, verses 20 & 21: “And when he was demanded of the Pharisees, when the kingdom of God should come, he answered them and said, The kingdom of God cometh not with observation: Neither shall they say, Lo here! or, lo there! For behold, the kingdom of God is within you.”

The kingdom of God is really inside us? It really is? Then are we inside-out or what? How do we go within to find it?

John, Chapter 1, verses 9 -13:” That was the true light, which lighteth every man that cometh into the world. He was in the world, and the world was made by him, and the world knew him not. He came unto his own, and his own received him not. But as many as received him, to them gave he power to become sons of God, even to them that believe on his name: Which were born, not of blood, nor of the will of man, but of God.”

Is he saying what I think he’s saying? This ‘That’, which was the true light (I guess, the Christ), and is the light which is in every one who comes into this world, is also the one who actually makes the world? And then enters into it? Sort of an ‘East-is-east-and-west-is-west-and- never-the-twain-shall-meet’ kind of thing, or perhaps an ‘oil & water’ never mixing thing, or something. And this light, that came into the world, could be accepted by all who received it, so that they could all become sons of God? Did I read that right, sons is plural? They all could? Well I’ll be damned.

John, Chapter 1, verses 32 & 33: “And John bare record, saying, I saw the Spirit descending from heaven like a dove and it abode upon him. And I knew him not: but he that sent me to baptize with water, the same said unto me, Upon whom thou shalt see the Spirit descending, and remaining on him, the same is he which baptizeth with the Holy Ghost.”

Who the heck was this ‘he’ (lower case) who sent him? An angel? A spirit guide? His inner voice?  Who is this guy? 

John, Chapter 3, verses 13: “And no man hath ascended up to heaven, but he that came down from heaven, even the Son of man which is in heaven.“

I love this. No one goes to heaven who wasn’t there to begin with? Then we’re to return to where we started from? Then we must have left there some time in the past? Wasn’t this referred to as the fall?

John, Chapter 3, verse 14: “And as Moses lifted up the serpent in the wilderness, even so must the Son of man be lifted up.”

What is this serpent that Moses lifted up? And the Son of man is being compared to this serpent? This couldn’t be the Kundalini serpent power could it? No. Come on. It’s not that simple. Is it?

John, Chapter 3, verse 19: “And this is the condemnation, that light is come into world, and men loved darkness rather than light, because their deeds were evil.”

Do you prefer light or darkness? What is light? What is darkness?  Do you prefer the Grail or the blood in the Grail? The church or the spirit in the church? The form or the formless? The matter or the spirit in the matter? The change or the changeless? The time or the timeless? The space or the spaceless? The finite or the infinite? Am I being redundant? 

John, Chapter 4, verse 24: “God is a spirit: and they that worship him must worship him in spirit and in truth.”

O.K.  O.K.  O.K. So we have to be in the spirit to worship God? Does that mean we have to be in Samadhi in order to worship? Be out of our bodies? Out of our temporal structures? In the temple built without hands? Holy Clay, batman!

John, Chapter 5, verse 22: “For the Father judgeth no man, but hath committed all judgment unto the Son.”

Well heck, that’s us. So we judge. But in order to return, we have to judge not, lest we be judged. Can you figure this out?

John, Chapter 5, verse 24: “Verily, verily, I say unto you, He that heareth my word, and believeth on him that sent me, hath everlasting life, and shall not come into condemnation: but is passed from death unto life.”

The ‘word’ would be that inner voice of the Comforter? O.K. O.K. O.K. 

Then if heaven is everlasting, then this world must be death? By George, he’s got it. The reign insane stays mainly on this plane. By George, he’s got it.
John, Chapter 5, verse 25: “Verily, verily, I say unto you, The hour is coming, and now is, when the dead shall hear the voice of the Son of God: and they that hear shall live.”

Do you think some time soon we’ll all awake from this death-like trance on this earth plane and figure this out? Is this the inner voice? The Comforter? The Holy Ghost?  Bingo!

John, Chapter 7, verses 38: “He that believeth on me, as the scripture hath said, out of his belly shall flow rivers of living water.”

Now I don’t know a whole lot about Tantra and Hara and kundalini, but this here is pretty explicit, don’t you think?

John, Chapter 8, verse 58: “Jesus said unto them, Verily, verily, I say unto you, Before Abraham was, I am.”

What the heck does this switch in tense really mean? You got a clue?

John Chapter 10, verse 16: “And other sheep I have, which are not of this fold: them also I must bring, and they shall hear my voice: and there shall be one fold, and one shepherd.”

O.K. Which time, which country, which race, which continent; when, where, who?

John, Chapter 10, verses 34 & 35: “Jesus answered them, Is it not written in your law, I said, Ye are gods? If he called them gods, unto whom the word of God came, and the scripture cannot be broken;”

O.K. We can all go home now. We’ve been declared gods. He said it right here. Game, set, match.

John, chapter 11, verse 16: “Then said Thomas, which is called Did’-y-mus, unto his fellowdisciples, Let us also go, that we may die with him.”

Is this Thomas/Didymus guy the same Damis who was consort to Apollonius?

John, Chapter 14, verses 16 & 17: “And I will pray the Father, and he shall give you another Comforter, that he may abide with you for ever; Even the Spirit of truth; whom the world cannot receive, because it seeth him not, neither knoweth him: but ye know him; for he dwelleth with you, and shall be in you.”

Another Comforter? There’s more than one? Oh, and He’s inside us?

All of us? Wow! Along with that kingdom of God? This sure messes up my concept of Quantum Physics. 

John, Chapter 14, Verse 26: “But the Comforter, which is the Holy Ghost, whom the Father will send in my name, he shall teach you all things, and bring all things to your remembrance, whatsoever I have said unto you.”

Wow. You mean everything the Comforter teaches all of us are things which we’ll be remembering, which means these are things we actually once knew and forgot? What a concept.

John, Chapter 19, verse 23: “Then the soldiers, when they had crucified Jesus, took his garments, and made four parts, to every soldier a part: and also his coat: now the coat was without seam, woven from the top throughout.”

Is this seamless garment like the golden fleece?

John, Chapter 20, verses 14 & 15: “And when she had thus said, she turned herself back, and saw Jesus standing, and knew not that it was Jesus. Jesus saith unto her, Woman, why weepest thou? Whom seekest thou? She, supposing him to be the gardener, saith unto him, Sir, if thou have borne him hence, tell me where thou hast laid him, and I will take him away.”

Wow. A Shape Shifter. That’s some trick.

John, Chapter 20, verse 30: “And many other signs truly did Jesus in the presence of his disciples, which are not written in this book:”

There’re those mysteries again. Good enough for some, but not for others? Oh, I get it; we’re just not ready yet? But wait, this was about 2000 years ago? And we’re still not ready? How long does it take?

John, Chapter 21, verse 4: “But when the morning was now come, Jesus stood on the shore: but the disciples knew not that it was Jesus.”

Again, the shape shifter? How could they not know it was Jesus unless he’d, like, changed his appearance completely?

Acts, Chapter 5, verse 30: “The God of our fathers raised up Jesus, whom ye slew and hanged on a tree.”

Now wait a minute. I thought it was a cross. You mean it was a tree? And not a cross? I really thought there was a difference?

Acts, Chapter 6, verse 1: “ And in those days, when the number of the disciples was multiplied, there arose a murmuring of the Grecians against the Hebrews, because their widows were neglected in the daily ministrations.”

Whose widows? The Greeks or the Hebrews?

Acts, Chapter 7, verse 48: “Howbeit the most High dwelleth not in temples made with hands; as saith the prophet,”

There it is again. The most High (I guess that’s pretty high then) does not dwell in temples built with hands? You mean with bricks, and mortar, and wood, and steel, and bronze, and the like? But then, dwells in temples built without hands? Am I right? Which ones are they? And where are they?

Acts, Chapter 10, Verse 39: “And we are witnesses of all things which he did both in the land of the Jews, and in Jerusalem; whom they slew and hanged on a tree:”

There’s that tree again. Come on, now, was it a tree or a cross?

Acts, Chapter 17, verses 24 & 25: “God that made the world and all things therein, seeing that he is Lord of heaven and earth, dwelleth not in temples made with hands; Neither is worshipped with men’s hands, as though he needed any thing, seeing he giveth to all life, and breath, and all things.”

O.K. Tell me where the temples made without hands are. Are they the high and low altars in the hearts and minds of all people, beyond the physical aspects of our shells?

Acts, Chapter 17, verse 26: “And hath made of one blood all nations of men for to dwell on all the face of the earth, and hath determined the times before appointed, and the bounds of their habitation:”

So we’re all one? Why don’t we act like it?

Acts, Chapter 18, verses 24 & 25: “And a certain Jew named Apollos, born at Alexandria, an eloquent man, and mighty in the scripture, came to Eph’-e-sus. This man was instructed in the way of the Lord; and being fervent in the spirit, he spake and taught diligently the things of the Lord, knowing only the baptism of John.”

Is this Apollos the same as Apollonius? How would Apollos know John the Baptist?

Acts, Chapter 18, verses 27 & 28: “And when he was disposed to pass into A-cha’-ia, the brethren wrote, exhorting the disciples to receive him: who, when he was come, helped them much which had believed through grace: For he mightily convinced the Jews, and that publickly, shewing by the scriptures that Jesus was Christ.”

And this Apollos, whoever he was, helped the disciples? And another thing, also, I thought it had just said he was Jewish? Why would he have to ‘mightily’ convince the Jews, if he was one, that Jesus, who was a Jew, was Christ, if he was one? I’m confused.

Acts, Chapter 19, verses 6 & 7: “And when Paul had laid his hands upon them, the Holy Ghost came on them; and they spake in tongues, and prophesied. And all the men were about twelve.”

And Paul had twelve people here that he laid his hands on and they received the Holy Ghost, and they spoke in tongues? Did I read this somewhere else before? A teacher with twelve friends?

Acts, Chapter 20, verse 25: “And now, behold, I know that ye all, among whom I have gone preaching the kingdom of God, shall see my face no more.”

And Paul is saying this? I thought someone else said this. 

Acts, chapter 20, verses 28 – 31: “ Take heed therefore unto yourselves, and to all the flock, over the which the Holy Ghost hath made you overseers, to feed the church of God, Which he hath purchased with his own blood. For I know this, that after my departing shall grievous wolves enter in among you, not sparing the flock. Also of your own selves shall men arise, speaking perverse things, to draw away disciples after them. Therefore watch, and remember, that by the space of three years I ceased not to warn every one night and day with tears.”

Three years? I thought someone else was back out of the wilderness to do that? What is this, a carbon copy issue or something?

Acts, Chapter 21, verses 11 – 14: “And when he was come unto us, he took Paul’s girdle, and bound his own hands and feet, and said, Thus saith the Holy Ghost, So shall the Jews at Jerusalem bind the man that owneth this girdle, and shall deliver him into the hands of the Gentiles. And when we heard these things, both we, and they of that place, besought him not to go up to Jerusalem. Then Paul answered, What mean ye to weep and to break mine heart? for I am ready not to be bound only, but also to die at Jerusalem for the name of the Lord Jesus. And when he would not be persuaded, we ceased, saying, The will of the Lord be done.”

I thought someone else did this? What am I looking at?

Acts, Chapter 21, verses 27 & 28: “And when the seven days were almost ended, the Jews which were of Asia, when they saw him in the temple, stirred up all the people, and laid hands on him, Crying out, Men of Israel, help: This is the man, that teacheth all men every where against the people, and the law, and this place: and further brought Greeks also into the temple, and hath polluted this holy place.”

These seven days wouldn’t be the time of Passover, would they? Where have I read this before? I’m getting confused.

Acts, Chapter 21, verses 33 & 34: “Then the chief captain came near, and took him, and commanded him to be bound with two chains; and demanded who he was, and what he had done. And some cried one thing, some another, among the multitude: and when he could not know the certainty for the tumult, he commanded him to be carried into the castle.”

This wouldn’t be the same castle where Jesus was taken to, now, would it be?

Acts, Chapter 21, verses 37, 38, & 39: “And as Paul was to be led into the castle, he said unto the chief captain, May I speak unto thee? Who said, Canst thou speak Greek? Art not thou that E-gyp’-tian, which before these days madest an uproar, and leddest out into the wilderness four thousand men that were murderers? But Paul said, I am a man which am a Jew of Tarsus, a city in Ci-li’-cia, a citizen of no mean city: and, I beseech thee, suffer me to speak unto the people.”

Now wait a minute. This guy asks Paul if he can really speak Greek, and so Paul must be able to? And then he asks him if he’s that Egyptian? Like Apollos? Then Paul states that he’s a Jew from Tarsus? 

Acts, Chapter 21, verse 40: “ And when he had given him licence Paul stood on the stairs, and beckoned with the hand unto the people. And when there was made a great silence, he spake unto them in the Hebrew tongue, saying,”

Then Paul does speak in Hebrew?

Acts, Chapter 22, verse 3: “ I am verily a man which am a Jew, born in Tarsus, a city in Ci-li’-cia, yet brought up in this city at the feet of Ga-ma’-li-el, and taught according to the perfect manner of the law of the fathers, and was zealous toward God, as ye all are this day.” 

Here he states he’s a Jew?

Acts Chapter 22, verse 25: “And as they bound him with thongs, Paul said unto the centurion that stood by, Is it lawful for you to scourge a man that is a roman, and uncondemned?” 

Then Paul implies that he’s a Roman?

Acts, Chapter 23, verse 6, “ But when Paul perceived that the one part were Sad’-du-cees, and the other Pharisees, he cried out in the council, Men and brethren, I am a Pharisee. The son of a Pharisee: of the hope and resurrection of the dead I am called in question.”

Then here he states that he is a Pharisee?

Acts, Chapter 24, verse 5: “For we have found this man a pestilent fellow, and a mover of sedition among all the Jews throughout the world, and a ringleader of the sect of the Nazarenes:”

Here Paul is accused of being a Nazarene?

Acts, chapter 25, verse 10: “Then said Paul, I stand at Caesar’s judgment seat, where I ought to be judged: to the Jews have I done no wrong, as thou very well knowest.”

Then he speaks of the Jews as if he isn’t one?

Acts, Chapter 26, verse 2: “I think myself happy, king A-grip’-pa, because I shall answer for myself this day before thee touching all the things whereof I am accused of the Jews:”

I thought these were his people? 

Romans, Chapter 7, verse 24: “O wretched man that I am! Who shall deliver me from the body of this death?”

Is he referring to life here on earth as death?

Romans, Chapter 8, verse 6: “For to be carnally minded is death; but to be spiritually minded is life and peace.”

Here’s this worldliness/death – spirituality/life dichotomy thing again. 

Romans, Chapter 8, verse 11: “But if the Spirit of him that raised up Jesus from the dead dwell in you, he that raised up Christ from the dead shall also quicken your mortal bodies by his spirit that dwelleth in you.”

Who’s this ‘lower case’ ‘him’ that raised up Jesus, and can raise up all of us, and who lives in us? Is that the Comforter Jesus spoke of? How would Paul know that?

Romans, Chapter 8, verses 16 & 17: “The Spirit itself beareth witness with our spirit, that we are the children of God: And if children, then heirs; heirs of God, and joint heirs with Christ; if so be that we suffer with him, that we may be also glorified together.”

O.K. We’re children of God, and we’re heirs? Like we have this inheritance of Godliness we’re going to come into at some point in time, or out of time? And we’re joint heirs with Christ? Wow! Not under Christ, but with Christ. Neato ! ! ! ! 

Romans, Chapter 9, verses 25 & 26: “And he saith also in O’-see, I will call them my people, which were not my people, and her beloved, which was not beloved. And it shall come to pass, that in the place where it was said unto them, Ye are not my people; there shall they be called the children of the living God.”  

What or where is Osee (a country?) or is it a language? Is this a reference to the other flock somewhere else? Wait a minute. Someone else said that, didn’t they?

Romans, Chapter 10, verses 6 & 7: “But the righteousness which is of faith speaketh on this wise, Say not in thine heart, Who shall ascend into heaven? (that is, to bring Christ down from above:) Or Who shall descend into the deep? (that is, to bring up Christ again from the dead.)” 

Is this a reference to the idea that Christ was in Heaven (pure spirit) and then descended into the deep (here, material life), but that he ascended again later? Is this the involution and evolution of man, after the Creation (Adam leaving the garden of Eden)? What we’re all doing? Like we’re all one, of the same body of Christ? And the 3 days in the earth after the crucifixion is symbolic of 3 ages in Earth planes? And the crucifixion was the original fall from grace? Into the cross of matter? The dividing of Spirit/life into quarters of active and passive principles? Like the robe of Christ being quartered by the four soldiers at the crucifixion? When the Veil of the temple (separating spiritual world from material world) was torn from top to bottom? The whole story was symbolic? What a concept.

Romans, Chapter 11, verse 1: “I say then, Hath God cast away his people? God forbid. For I also am an Israelite, of the seed of Abraham, of the tribe of Benjamin.”

Now Paul says he’s an Israelite, again, of the house of Benjamin? 

Romans, Chapter 12, verses 4 & 5: “For as we have many members in one body, and all members have not the same office: so we, being many, are one body in Christ, and every members one of another.”

Here he says we’re all of one body of Christ, but we’re all different in that we have different functions?

Romans, Chapter 12, verses 6, 7, & 8: “Having then gifts differing according to the grace that is given us, whether prophecy, let us prophesy according to the proportion of faith; Or ministry, let us wait on our ministering: or he that teacheth, on teaching; Or he that exhorteth, on exhortation: he that giveth, let him do it with simplicity; he that ruleth, with diligence; he that sheweth mercy, with cheerfulness.”

Is prophecy the same as predicting? Is predicting the same as soothsaying? Is soothsaying like cards, tea leaves, I Ching, Ouija, Tortoise shells, stones, Runes, bones, oracles? Who doesn’t want you to know? Who doesn’t want you to know what?

Romans, Chapter 12, verse 20: “Therefore if thine enemy hunger, feed him; if he thirst, give him drink: for in so doing thou shalt heap coals of fire on his head.”

Does this sound nasty or what?

Romans, chapter 13, verse 9: “For this, Thou shalt not commit adultery, Thou shalt not kill, Thou shalt not steal, Thou shalt not bear false witness, thou shalt not covet, and if there be any other commandment, it is briefly comprehended in this saying, namely, Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.”

Because, he really is yourself ! ! ! ! ! ! !    In actuality ! ! !      Holy cow!

Romans, Chapter 13, verses 11 & 12: “And that, knowing the time, that now it is high time to awake out of sleep: for now is our salvation nearer than we believed. The night is far spent, the day is at hand: let us therefore cast off the works of darkness, and let us put on the armour of light.”

I guess it really is true that when we’re in this world of materialization, we really are asleep? And when we wake up in the spiritual world we’ll be awake, and alive? So here we’re dead? Have I got this right?

Romans, Chapter 14, verses 1 – 7: “Him that is weak in the faith receive ye, but not to doubtful disputations. For one believeth that he may eat all things: another, who is weak, eateth herbs. Let not him that eateth despise him that eateth not; and let not him which eateth not judge him that eateth: for God hath received him. Who art thou that judgest another man’s servant? To his own master he standeth or falleth. Yea, he shall be holden up: for God is able to make him stand. One man esteemeth one day above another: another esteemeth every day alike. Let every man be fully persuaded in his own mind. [Boldfaced, underlined, mine, T.W.G.] He that regardeth the day, regardeth it unto the Lord; and he that regardeth not the day, to the Lord he doth not regard it. He that eateth, eateth to the Lord, for he giveth God thanks; and he that eateth not, to the Lord he eateth not, and giveth God thanks. For none of us liveth to himself, and no man dieth to himself.”

Hey folks, how clear does it get? Never, ever judge anyone who does things differently from you? Yup ! ! ! 

Romans, Chapter 14, Verse 14: “I know, and am persuaded by the Lord Jesus, that there is nothing unclean of itself: but to him that esteemeth any thing to be unclean, to him it is unclean.”

Pay really close attention to this one folks, and all of its implications. Is this perhaps like the Richard Bach’s Illusions concept: “Argue for your limitations [or expectations, if you will] and they are yours”? If this material world is as plastic (pliable, malleable) as it appears, then our thoughts on it produce quantifiable reactions. This may be the heart of the ’Judge not, that ye be not judged’ thing. What we believe we perceive, we perceive? If we choose to change our perceptions, they change? Wow! We’re the director, the actor, the theater, and the projector of this staged play/movie? Wow.

Romans, Chapter 14, verse 21: “It is good neither to eat flesh, nor to drink wine, nor any thing whereby thy brother stumbleth, or is offended, or is made weak.”

He was a teetotaler and a vegetarian? Amazing. 

Romans, Chapter 15, verse 1: “We then that are strong ought to bear the infirmities of the weak, and not to please ourselves.”

But this contradicts the I Ching hexigram # 10 ‘Treading’, which states that the powerful always tread on the weak, and it’s taken for granted. Maybe in real Christianity, we’re always supposed to take care of everyone as a matter of course, and especially those who can’t take care of themselves. And the mountains will be flattened, and the valleys will be raised up. How interesting.

1st Corinthians, Chapter 1, verses 12 & 13: “Now this I say, that every one of you saith, I am of Paul; And I of Apollos; and I of Ce’-phas; and I of Christ. Is Christ divided? Was Paul crucified for you? Or were ye baptized in the name of Paul?”

Now I know one can say something, and hardly say anything at all – sort of like a non-denial denial. But there are some potentially screwy implications here. I’ve read that the real Bodhisattvas were capable of changing their appearances at will, and quite clearly Jesus could do that (and speak multiple languages, as apparently he could), as seen previously. But, what if, Paul and Apollos (A-Paul-os?) and Apollonius and Cephas and Jesus and Titus and Timothy (etc., etc., etc.) are all the same person, who goes to different places, peoples, city states, and shows up to teach, using their customs, their own dress, their own language, so as not to scare them off and more or less blend in? If he showed up today would he be dressed in a Hawaiian shirt, ball cap, and Keds, or perhaps just the usual white robes and sandals? You figure it out.

1st Corinthians, Chapter 2, verses 6, 7, & 8: “Howbeit we speak wisdom among them that are perfect: yet not the wisdom of this world, nor of the princes of this world, that come to naught: But we speak the wisdom of God in a mystery, even the hidden wisdom, which God ordained before the world unto our glory: Which none of the princes of this world knew: for had they known it, they would not have crucified the Lord of glory.”

We were all given the hidden wisdom before the world began, in our glories (auras, energy fields) to carry with us until we wake up, or re-awaken? Holy Cock-a-doodle-doo!

1st Corinthians, Chapter 3, verses 4 - 10: “For while one saith, I am of Paul; and another, I am of Apollos; are ye not carnal [worldly, brackets mine – T.W.G.]? Who then is Paul, and who is Apollos, but ministers by whom ye believed, even as the Lord gave to every man? I have planted, Apollos watered; but God gave the increase. So then neither is he that planteth any thing, neither he that watereth; but God that giveth the increase. Now he that planteth and he that watereth are one: and every man shall receive his own reward according to his own labour. For we are labourers together with God: ye are God’s husbandry, ye are God’s building. According to the grace of God which is given unto me, as a wise masterbuilder, I have laid the foundation, and another buildeth thereon. But let every man take heed how he buildeth thereupon.”

Now looky here! In so many words, he says it. “I have planted, Apollos watered … Now he that planteth and he that watereth are one.” Are One?  Subtle, but clear. They’re the same dude, dudes! How clear can it get? And he says he’s a master builder. He’s more concerned about the lessons he teaches than with who does the teachings or how. Bodhisattva?

1st Corinthians, Chapter 3, verses 14, 15, & 16: “If any man’s work abide which he hath built thereupon, he shall receive a reward. If any man’s work shall be burned, he shall suffer loss: but he himself shall be saved; yet so as by fire. Know ye not that ye are the temple of God, and that the Spirit of God dwelleth in you?”

O.K., so if you do good, you get rewarded, and then if you do bad, what you do, (that’s bad) gets burned or tossed; but you’re still O.K. in the process? Wow! And then again he tells us we’re the temple of God, and the Spirit of God dwells inside us? Pretty terrific. Called a “no lose situation” if you ask me. Sounds like A Course in Miracles.

1st Corinthians, Chapter 3, verses 21, 22, & 23: “Whether Paul, or Apollos, or Ce’-phas, or the world, or life, or death, or things present, or things to come; all are yours; And ye are Christ’s; and Christ is God’s.”

Here he goes again with this admission of multiple personalities, and stating quite clearly that there’s no point in being selfish, or particular, or myopic about anything, for everything of value is ours, and is yours.

1st Corinthians, chapter 4, verses 5 & 6: “Therefore judge nothing before the time, until the Lord come, who both will bring to light the hidden things of darkness, and will make manifest the counsels of the hearts: and then shall every man have praise of God. And these things, brethren, I have in a figure [person, brackets mine, T.W.G.] transferred to myself and to Apollos for your sakes; that ye might learn in us not to think of men above that which is written, that no one of you be puffed up for one against another.”

It’s like he already knew there would be contentiousness amongst all the peoples who didn’t understand the real nature of themselves when confronted with a teacher who exhibited more “awakeness” than they had yet realized. Like maybe this type of scenario (the following) actually happened? “Our teacher is the real Christ, and yours isn’t;” or perhaps, “We have claim to the real Savior. Who do you think you are?” I can see it now. They probably didn’t realize, for the most part, that all of these personages were the same being. This would have made a great Mel Brookes sit-com.

1st Corinthians, Chapter 6, verses 15, 16, & 17: “Know ye not that your bodies are the members of Christ? Shall I then take the members of Christ, and make them the members of an harlot? God forbid. What? Know ye not that he which is joined to an harlot is one body? For two, saith he, shall be one flesh. But he that is joined unto the Lord is one Spirit.”

And once you become awake in Spirit, you become as one with all others who are awake, literally and figuratively? 

1st Corinthians, Chapter 6, verse 19: “What? Know ye not that your body is the temple of the Holy Ghost which is in you, which ye have of God, and ye are not your own?”

We are separate when dead or asleep here on this earth, but once we awaken to who we really are, we become as one, and we are not separate or “not your own,” which would seem separate?

1st Corinthians, Chapter 9, verses 11 – 23: “If we have sown unto you spiritual things, is it a great thing if we shall reap your carnal things? If others be partakers of this power over you, are not we rather? Nevertheless we have not used this power; but suffer all things, lest we should hinder the gospel of Christ. Do ye not know that they which minister about holy things live of the things of the temple? and they which wait at the altar are partakers with the altar? Even so hath the Lord ordained that they which preach the gospel should live of the gospel. But I have used none of these things: neither have I written these things, that it should be so done unto me: for it were better for me to die, than that any man should make my glorying void. For though I preach the gospel, I have nothing to glory of: for necessity is laid upon me; yea, woe is unto me, if I preach not the gospel! For if I do this thing willingly, I have a reward: but if against my will, a dispensation of the gospel is committed unto me. What is my reward then? Verily that, when I preach the gospel, I make the gospel of Christ without charge, that I abuse not my power in the gospel. For though I be free from all men, yet have I made myself servant unto all, that I might gain the more. And unto the Jews I became as a Jew, that I might gain the Jews; to them that are under the law, as under the law, that I might gain them that are under the law; To them that are without the law, as without law, (being not without law to God, but under the law to Christ,) that I might gain them that are without law. To the weak became I as weak, that I might gain the weak: I am made all things to all men, that I might by all means save some. And this I do for the gospels sake, that I might be partaker thereof with you.”

Hi there. Could you do me a favor? Please re-read the above lines again, just once more. Well, here he pretty conclusively states that he has traveled to every group of persons to teach what he knows and been this or been that to dispense the teachings. What a guy! But what is neat is that he states “If we have sown unto you” (in the start of the passage) Get it? He says “we”. There is either a whole brotherhood of teachers, all with the same abilities as him, or he is the same entity in different forms to different groups, or then, maybe both. Neat. Huh? What do you think? 

1st Corinthians, Chapter 10, verses 16 & 17: “The cup of blessing which we bless, is it not the communion of the blood of Christ? The bread which we break, is it not the communion of the body of Christ? For we being many are one bread, and one body: for we are all partakers of that one bread.”

And here he tells us that we are all, in fact, one.

1st Corinthians, Chapter 12, verses 4 – 12: “Now there are diversities of gifts, but the same Spirit. And there are differences of administrations, but the same Lord. And there are diversities of operations, but it is the Same God which worketh all in all. But the manifestation of the Spirit is given to every man to profit withal. For to one is given by the Spirit the word of wisdom; to another the word of knowledge by the same Spirit; To another faith by the same Spirit; to another the gifts of healing by the same Spirit; To another the working of miracles; to another prophecy; to another discerning of spirits; to another divers kinds of tongues; to another the interpretation of tongues: But all these worketh that one and the selfsame Spirit, dividing to every man severally as he will. For as the body is one, and hath many members, and all the members of that one body, being many, are one body: so also is Christ.”

As we are manifested on this earth plane, we have different skills, talents, and abilities that we share, given to us from the same Spirit or Spiritual Source. We function like different organs in the body of Christ – All equally important, just different?

1st Corinthians, Chapter 14, verses 11 - 15: “Therefore if I know not the meaning of the voice, I shall be unto him that speaketh a barbarian, and he that speaketh shall be a barbarian unto me. Even so ye, forasmuch as ye are zealous of spiritual gifts, seek that ye may excel to the edifying of the church. Wherefore let him that speaketh in an unknown tongue pray that he may interpret.  For if I pray in an unknown tongue, my spirit prayeth, but my understanding is unfruitful. What is it then? I will pray with the spirit, and I will pray with the understanding also: I will sing with the spirit, and I will sing with the understanding also.”

Clearly, it’s what we do with our gifts, to help others, that’s important, and not simply that we have gifts.

1st Corinthians, Chapter 15, verses 17 – 28: “And if Christ be not raised, your faith is vain; ye are yet in your sins. Then they also which are fallen asleep in Christ are perished. If in this life only we have hope in Christ, we are of all men most miserable. But now is Christ risen from the dead, and become the firstfruits of them that slept. For since by man came death, by man came also the resurrection of the dead. For as in Adam all die, even so in Christ shall all be made alive. But every man in his own order: Christ the firstfruits; afterward they that are Christ’s at his coming. Then cometh the end, when he shall have delivered up the kingdom to God, even the Father; when he shall have put down all rule and all authority and power. For he must reign, till he hath put all enemies under his feet. The last enemy that shall be destroyed is death. For he hath put all things under his feet. But when he saith all things are put under him, it is manifest that he is excepted, which did put all things under him. And when all things shall be subdued unto him, then shall the Son also himself be subject unto him that put all things under him, that God may be all in all.”

Sounds like the principles in “A Course in Miracles” to me (or so many other scriptural texts, really), how about you? Let’s all start waking up? How about it? For instance, when realization of how this world is constructed, by us, is discovered, we individually decide to give up our usurpation of (let’s get this right, how’d he say it?) ‘all rule and all authority and power’ by laying them down at our feet, as they are useless toys in a useless imaginary world of a sandbox playground, earth-world, and give them back to God. And then we leave this world behind and the last thing we leave is this death, this world, as we transcend into the existence of pure Spirit. And the discovery that all Creation is of, by, and for God, as a perfect unity; and we are and have always been and always will be a part of that unity; and all parts are a part of this wholeness, then this temporal world will cease to be.

1st Corinthians, Chapter 15, verses 39 – 53 “All flesh is not the same flesh: but there is one kind of flesh of men, another flesh of beasts, another of fishes, and another of birds. There are also celestial bodies, and bodies terrestrial: but the glory of the celestial is one, and the glory of the terrestrial is another. There is one glory of the sun, and another glory of the moon, and another glory of the stars: for one star differeth from another star in glory. So also is the resurrection of the dead, It is sown in corruption; it is raised in incorruption: It is sown in dishonour; it is raised in glory: it is sown in weakness; it is raised in power: It is sown a natural body; it is raised a spiritual body. There is a natural body, and there is a spiritual body. And so it is written, The first man Adam was made a living soul; the last Adam was made a quickening spirit. Howbeit that was not first which is spiritual, but that which is natural; and afterward that which is spiritual. The first man is of the earth, earthy: the second man is the Lord from heaven. As is the earthy, such are they also that are earthy: and as is the heavenly, such are they also that are heavenly. And as we have borne the image of the earthy [we have carried the image of the earthy? This physical shell? Brackets, mine, T.W.G.], we shall also bear the image of the heavenly. Now this I say, brethren, that flesh and blood cannot inherit the kingdom of God; neither doth corruption inherit incorruption. Behold, I shew you a mystery; We shall not all sleep, but we shall all be changed, In a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the last trump: for the trumpet shall sound, and the dead shall be raised incorruptible, and we shall be changed. For this corruptible must put on incorruption, and this mortal must put on immortality.

So all spirit is the same? But all manifestations are different? I think I get it.

1st Corinthians, Chapter 16, verse 12: “As touching our brother Apollus, I greatly desired him to come unto you with the brethren: but his will was not at all to come at this time; but he will come when he shall have convenient time.”

The different aspects of the same higher being are temperamental? Perhaps? Fascinating.

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 3, verses 3 – 6: “Forasmuch as ye are manifestly declared to be the epistle of Christ ministered by us, written not with ink, but with the Spirit of the living God; not in tables of stone, but in fleshy tables of the heart. And such trust have we through Christ to God-ward: Not that we are sufficient of ourselves to think any thing as of ourselves; but our sufficiency is of God; Who also hath made us ministers of the new testament; not of the letter, but of the spirit: for the letter killeth, but the spirit giveth life.”

So the words of the New Testament are nothing? The words on the pages are nothing? But the meaning behind the words, the actual Spirit of the words, if experienced as Spirit, is what’s something? The Light behind the words, that’s what’s important? Well I’ll be.

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 3, verses 16, 17, & 18: “Nevertheless when it shall turn to the Lord, the vail shall be taken away. Now the Lord is that Spirit: and where the Spirit of the Lord is, there is liberty. But we all, with open face beholding as in a glass [mirror, brackets mine, T.W.G.] the glory of the Lord, are changed into the same image from glory to glory, even as by the Spirit of the Lord.” 

There’s the mirror. There’s the veil. The mystery of Spirit, hidden behind the illusion. One is real; one is unreal; one life; the other death; One God; the other Satan or devil or the quest for the impermanent, the impossible, the worldly, whatever. Incredible, Isn’t it? And pretty simple, basically.

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 4, verses 6 & 7: “For God, who commanded the light to shine out of darkness, hath shined in our hearts, to give the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ. But we have this treasure in earthen vessels [our bodies? brackets mine, T.W.G.], that the excellency of the power may be of God, and not of us.”

Does it get any plainer that that?

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 4, verse 16: “For which cause we faint not; but though our outward man perish, yet the inward man is renewed day by day.”

And again, here it is. What is mortal is dust; and what is immortal is permanent.

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 4, verse 18: “While we look not at the things which are seen, but at the things which are not seen: for the things which are seen are temporal; but the things which are not seen are eternal.”

Served up on a platter, just for you, with all the trimmings. Bingo.

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 5, verse 1: “For we know that if our earthly house [body, brackets mine T.W. G.] of this tabernacle were dissolved, we have a building of God, an house not made with hands, eternal in the heavens.”

By golly, is this getting redundant? I think the picture’s clear folks.

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 5, verse 8: “We are confident, I say, and willing rather to be absent from the body [Samadhi? Brackets, mine T.W.G.], and to be present with the Lord.”

So the whole idea of real worship is to take our internal spiritual selves, vacate our bodies, and return to the Source in real ‘communion’, merging with the infinite light of perfection, while we are praying, meditating, in that blissful state known as Samadhi?

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 6, verse 16: “And what agreement hath the temple of God with idols? for ye are the temple of the living God; as God hath said, I will dwell in them, and walk in them; and I will be their God, and they shall be my people.”

What have we done and where have we gone, that we are no longer aware of this reality? What obsessions with earthly things have we used to clog our spiritual awareness to the point where we, as a people, are almost completely unaware of our true existence? How far have we fallen? I was once told the following: In life there are four classes of people: 1.) Those who don’t know, and don’t know that they don’t know. They are the fools who have much to learn; 2.) Those who don’t know, but realize that they don’t know. They are the students, searching for answers; 3.) Those who know, but don’t realize that they know. They are the dreamers, and are on the verge of waking; and 4.) Those who know and know that they know. These are the teachers, the ever free, the shepherds of humanity.

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 6, verses 17 & 18: “Wherefore come out from among them, and be ye separate, saith the Lord, and touch not the unclean thing; and I will receive you, And will be a Father unto you, and ye shall be my sons and daughters, saith the Lord Almighty.”

All we need to do is leave this unclean shell/body/world behind and ascend to where we should be? So we are all temples of the living God? So we are all brothers and sisters? So we are all perfect? So we are all One Self in different forms? And God, Our Father, will receive us? All of us prodigal children? Incredible.

2nd Corinthians, chapter 8, Verse 23: “Whether any do enquire of Titus, he is my partner and fellowhelper concerning you: or our brethren be enquired of, they are the messengers of the churches, the proof of your love, and the glory of Christ.”

Add Titus to the list of alter Egos of Paul, I guess.

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 10, verses 3, 4, & 5: “For though we walk in the flesh, we do not war after the flesh: (For the weapons of our warfare are not carnal [worldly, brackets mine, T.W.G.], but mighty through God to the pulling down of strong holds;) Casting down imaginations [illusions? Brackets mine, T.W.G.], and every high thing that exalteth itself against the knowledge of God, and bringing into captivity every thought to the obedience of Christ;”

Getting back to where and who we once were ain’t easy, but it sure as heck is inevitable.

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 12, verse 2 – 8: “I knew a man in Christ above fourteen years ago, (whether in the body, I cannot tell; or whether out of the body, I cannot tell: God knoweth;) such an one caught up to the third heaven. And I knew such a man, (whether in the body, or out of the body, I cannot tell: God knoweth;) How that he was caught up into paradise, and heard unspeakable words, which it 

is not lawful for a man to utter. Of such an one will I glory: yet of myself I will not glory, but in mine infirmities. For though I would desire to glory, I shall not be a fool; for I will say the Truth: but now I forbear, lest any man should think of me above that which he seeth me to be, or that he heareth of me. And lest I should be exalted above measure through the abundance of the revelations [so he wrote/transcribed these, too? brackets mine, T.W.G.], there was given to me a thorn in the flesh, the messenger of Satan to buffet  me, lest I should be exalted above measure. For this thing I besought the Lord thrice, that it might depart from me.” 

And this temptation happened (to Paul?) 3 times? Who was this, really? Did this happen to someone else, or some other personage before? That we read about? You decide.

2nd Corinthians, Chapter 12, verse 18: “I desired Titus, and with him I sent a brother. Did Titus make a gain of you? walked we not in the same spirit? walked we not in the same steps?”

So Paul and Titus are the same, only different, only same?

Galatians, Chapter 1 verses 15 & 16: “But when it pleased God, who separated me from my mother’s womb, and called me by his grace, to reveal his Son in me, that I might preach him among the heathen; immediately I conferred not with flesh and blood:”

Now wait a minute! I thought Paul was once Saul, who as Saul, didn’t have a clue about real spirituality? But Paul says here he was aware in his mother’s womb? O.K., then, but I thought this one was Jesus? When you look at all the words, all the sayings, and all the personages, it gets mighty confusing, unless you connect all the dots.

Galatians, Chapter 3, verse 3: “Are ye so foolish? having begun in the Spirit, are ye now made perfect by the flesh?”

We were perfect in Spirit, then appeared to make ourselves mortal, disguised in flesh? When we dispense with the dust of mortality, we’ll realize that the Spirit never left and never changed from ever being perfect? Fantastic.

Galatians, Chapter 3, verses 28 & 29: “There is neither Jew nor Greek, there is neither bond nor free, there is neither male nor female: for ye are all one in Christ Jesus. And if ye be Christ’s, then are ye Abraham’s seed, and heirs according to the promise.”

We are all the same, different in appearance (which is nothing), all the same in Spirit (which is everything). 

Galatians, Chapter 4, verses 13 & 14: “Ye know how through infirmity of the flesh I preached the gospel unto you at the first. And my temptation which was in my flesh ye despised not, nor rejected; but received me as an angel of God, even as Christ Jesus.”

Here’s an open admission. How do you interpret this? Where do we start back-peddling?

Galatians, Chapter 6, verse 17: “From henceforth let no man trouble me: for I bear in my body the marks of the Lord Jesus.”

Wouldn’t you just love an opportunity to see Paul’s hands, feet, and side? And perhaps ask him how he got those marks and when? 

Ephesians, Chapter 2, verse 19 – 22: “Now therefore ye are no more strangers and foreigners, but fellowcitizens with the saints, and of the household of God; And are built upon the foundation of the apostles and prophets, Jesus Christ himself being the chief corner stone; In whom all the building fitly framed together groweth unto an holy temple in the Lord: In whom ye also are builded together for an habitation of God through the Spirit.”

Does this mean that we are all of, and are all the: City of God? Amazing. 

Ephesians, Chapter 4, verses 4, 5, & 6: “There is one body, and one Spirit, even as ye are called in one hope of your calling; One Lord, one faith, one baptism, One God and Father of all, who is above all, and through all, and in you all.”

Have you ever heard it said better?

Ephesians, Chapter 5, verse 14: “Wherefore he saith, Awake thou that sleepest, and arise from the dead, and Christ shall give thee light.”

Well, there it is again.

Philippians, Chapter 3, verse 8: “Yea doubtless, and I count all things but loss for the excellency of the knowledge of Christ Jesus my Lord: for whom I have suffered the loss of all things, and do count them but dung, that I may win Christ.”

Well I told you that life here is basically crap. Well I’ll be damned. I like this guy. I like this guy a lot.

Philippians, Chapter 4, verse 22: “All the saints salute you, chiefly they that are of Caesar’s household.”

When was Paul entertained by one of the Caesars? I read that Apollonius was, but never Paul. I could be wrong.

Colossians, Chapter 2, verse 16: “Let no man therefore judge you in meat, or in drink, or in respect of an holyday, or of the new moon, or of the Sabbath days.”

Do Christians celebrate the moon phases?

Colossians, Chapter 3, verses 1, 2, & 3: “If ye then be risen with Christ, seek those things which are above, where Christ sitteth on the right hand of God. Set your affection on things above, not on things on the earth. For ye are dead, and your life is hid with Christ in God.”

Don’t get no clearer than this ! ! ! ! ! !

Colossians, Chapter 4, verse 14: “Luke, the beloved physician, and Demis greet you.”

Demis? Damis? Thomas? Didymus? Consort of Apollonius? I wonder.

1st Thessalonians, Chapter 5, verses 5, 6, & 7: “Ye are all the children of light, and the children of the day: we are not of the night, nor of darkness. Therefore let us not sleep, as do others; but let us watch and be sober. For they that sleep sleep in the night; and they that be drunken are drunken in the night.”

Pretty clear. Maybe it’s time we all woke up.

1st Thessalonians, Chapter 5, verses 14 – 22: “Now we exhort you, brethren, warn them that are unruly, comfort the feeble-minded, support the weak, be patient toward all men. See that none render evil for evil unto any man; but ever follow that which is good, both among yourselves, and to all men. Rejoice evermore. Pray without ceasing. In every thing give thanks: for this is the will of God in Christ Jesus concerning you. Quench not the Spirit. Despise not  prophesyings. Prove all things; hold fast that which is good. Abstain from all appearance of evil.”

Do you suppose if we all did these things without ceasing, that we’d begin to gradually open up our inner selves, gradually awaken to who we really are? Maybe it’s worth trying? Sure wouldn’t hurt any?

1st Timothy, Chapter 6, verses 6 & 7: “But godliness with contentment is great gain. For we brought nothing into this world, and it is certain we carry nothing out.”

Pretty clear thinking, isn’t it?

2nd Timothy, Chapter 1, verse 14: “That good thing which was committed unto thee keep by the Holy Ghost which dwelleth in us.”

What thing? Is this one of those mysteries again? I’m not gonna tell you. I’m not gonna tell you. Nah nah na na nah. Nah nah na na nah.

I don’t know.

2nd Timothy, Chapter 2, verse 5: “And if a man also strive for masteries, yet is he not crowned, except he strive lawfully.”

We can strive, all of us to become masters? Just like Jesus, or whatever his name was? How novel. Know any good schools? Know any good teachers? How about that inner voice we all have, that internal Holy Ghost, that Comforter that was placed inside each one of us? I’ll bet He knows a thing or two.

2nd Timothy, Chapter 2, verse 8: “Remember that Jesus Christ of the seed of David was raised from the dead according to my gospel:”

What? How would Paul know that Jesus was once like us, asleep in this dead plane, before he became enlightened, resurrected, born in the Spirit of the Christ light, unless he remembered that from his own personal history? Or, better yet -- What is this “according to my (Paul’s) gospel”? That’s pretty presumptuous, or is it?

2nd Timothy, Chapter 2, verse 16: “But shun profane and vain babblings: for they will increase unto more ungodliness.”

Good Advice? Yup.

2nd Timothy, Chapter 3, verses 1 – 7: “This know also, that in the last days perilous times shall come. For men shall be lovers of their own selves, covetous, boasters, proud, blasphemers, disobedient to parents, unthankful, unholy, Without natural affection, trucebreakers, false accusers, incontinent, fierce, despisers of those that are good, Traitors, heady, highminded, lovers of pleasures more than lovers of God; Having a form of godliness, but denying the power thereof: from such turn away. For of this sort are they which creep into houses, and lead captive silly women laden with sins, led away with divers lusts, Ever learning, and never able to come to the knowledge of the truth.”

That bad, huh?

2nd Timothy, Chapter 4, verse 13: ‘The cloak that I left at Troas with Carpus, when thou comest, bring with thee, and the books, but especially the parchments.”

What books? What parchments? Maybe if we went to the Vatican, and asked ‘pretty please’, if they’d show us the materials they used to put together the new testament records, and those things which they left out, do you think they’d show us what they kept hidden? Do you suppose? We could ask.

Hebrews, Chapter 1 verses 10 & 11: “And Thou, Lord, in the beginning hast laid the foundation of the earth; and the heavens are the works of thine hands: They shall perish; but thou remainest; and they all shall wax old as doth a garment;”

Garment? Coat? Shell? Body? Perhaps?

Hebrews, Chapter 2, verses 9, 10, & 11: “But we see Jesus, who was made a little lower than the angels for the suffering of death, crowned with glory and honour: that he by the grace of God should taste death for every man. For it became him, for whom are all things, and by whom are all things, in bringing many sons unto glory, to make the captain of their salvation perfect through sufferings. For both he that sanctifieth and they who are sanctified are all one: for which cause he is not ashamed to call them brethren.”

And if we follow, we can all become as sons and be brethren, with this great teacher, and be one in spirit? Neat.

Hebrews, Chapter 5, verses 1 – 10: “For every high priest taken from among men is ordained for men in things pertaining to God, that he may offer both gifts and sacrifices for sins: Who can have compassion on the ignorant, and on them that are out of the way; for that he himself also is compassed with infirmity. And by reason hereof he ought, as for the people, so also for himself, to offer for sins. And no man taketh this honour unto himself, but he that is called of God, as was Aaron. So also Christ glorified not himself to be made an high priest; but he that said unto him, Thou art my Son, to day have I begotten thee. As he saith also in another place, Thou art a priest for ever after the order of Mel-chis’-e-dec Who in the days of his flesh, when he had offered up prayers and supplications with strong crying and tears unto him that was able to save him from death, and was heard in that he feared; Though he were a Son, yet he learned he obedience by the things which he suffered; And being made perfect, he became the author of eternal salvation unto all them that obey him; Called of God an high priest after the order of Mel-chis’-e-dec.” 

Seems that Jesus wasn’t the first Savior of mankind? Maybe he won’t be the last, either?

Hebrews, chapter 6, verses 13 – 20: “For when God made promise to Abraham, because he could swear by no greater, he sware by himself, Saying, Surely blessing I will bless thee, and multiplying I will multiply thee. And so, after he had patiently endured, he obtained the promise. For men verily swear by the greater: and an oath for confirmation is to them an end of all strife. Wherein God, willing more abundantly to shew unto the heirs of promise the immutability of his counsel, confirmed it by an oath: That by two immutable things, in which it was impossible for God to lie, we might have a strong consolation, who have fled for refuge to lay hold upon the hope set before us: Which hope we have as an anchor of the soul, both sure and stedfast, and which entereth into that within the vail; Whither the forerunner is for us entered, even Jesus, made an high priest for ever after the order of Mel-chis’-e-dec.”

So Jesus was made an high priest after the order of Melchisedec?

And also entered in within the vail, along with the forerunner? So the two immutable things that God promised were the forerunner (would that be the Comforter/Holy Ghost?) to be an anchor for every soul? And then also Jesus the Christ being an example of the inevitable and the possible? Am I figuring this right?

Hebrews, Chapter 7, verses 1, 2, & 3: “For this Mel-chis’-e-dec, king of Salem, who met Abraham returning from the slaughter of the kings, and blessed him: To whom also Abraham gave a tenth part of all: first being by interpretation King of righteousness, and after that also King of Salem, which is King of peace; Without father, without mother, without descent, having neither beginning of days, nor end of life; but made like unto the Son of God; abideth a priest continually.”

Is Melchisedec the first Christ? The ancient of days? Is Melchisedec another name for Jesus? Or what?

Hebrews, Chapter 11, verse 13: “These all died in faith, not having received the promises, but having seen them afar off, and were persuaded of them, and embraced them, and confessed that they were strangers and pilgrims on the earth.”

Sounds like Robert Heinlein’s “Strangers in a Strange Land”. Not too far from the truth of it all, really.

Hebrews, Chapter 11, verses 24 – 27: “By faith Moses, when he was come to years, refused to be called the son of Pharaoh’s daughter; Choosing rather to suffer affliction with the people of God, than to enjoy the pleasures of sin for a season; Esteeming the reproach of Christ greater riches than the treasures in Egypt: for he had respect unto the recompence of the reward. By faith he forsook Egypt, not fearing the wrath of the king: for he endured, as seeing him who is invisible.”

Moses followed Christ? Amazing. How would Paul have known this?

Hebrews, Chapter 12, verse 29: “For our god is a consuming fire.”

What a concept!

Hebrews, chapter 13, verse 1 & 2: “Let brotherly love continue. Be not forgetful to entertain strangers: for thereby some have entertained angels unawares.”

Could this have happened 2000 years ago when the various tribes, and peoples, and groups were maybe visited by amazing teachers all over the place? Does this still happen today? Has it always happened?

James, Chapter 1, verse 8: “A double minded man is unstable in all ways.”

Is this schizophrenic, bi-polar, or leaning towards earthly things as well as heavenly things simultaneously, or something else? 

James, Chapter 1, verse 13: “Let no man say when he is tempted, I am tempted of God; for God cannot be tempted with evil, neither tempteth he any man:”

Pay attention to this one folks, and all it implies. This is also emphatically emphasized in “A Course In Miracles.” I wonder why?

James, Chapter 1, verses 22, 23, & 24: “But be ye doers of the word, and not hearers only, deceiving your own selves. For if any be a hearer of the word, and not a doer, he is like unto a man beholding his natural face in a glass: For he beholdeth himself, and goeth his way, and straightway forgetteth what manner of man he was.”

Practical application and involvement with all sisters and brothers and children of God (I guess that excludes no-one) seems mighty important, doesn’t it?

James, Chapter 2, verse 26: “For as the body without the spirit is dead, so faith with out works is dead also.”

And there it is.

James, Chapter 4, verse 14: “Whereas ye know not what shall be on the morrow. For what is your life? It is even a vapour, that appeareth for a little time, and then vanisheth away.”

How much you want to bet that the author of this piece, just above, may be the same entity-author of this: “To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, to the last syllable of recorded time; And all our yesterdays have lighted fools the way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player, That struts and frets his hour upon the stage, And then is heard no more. It is a tale Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, Signifying nothing.”  The ideas presented are virtually identical.

James, Chapter 5, verse 12: “But above all things, my brethren, swear not, neither by heaven, neither by the earth, neither by any other oath: but let your yea be yea; and your nay, nay; lest ye fall into condemnation.”

Do you know what this means? This is identical in meaning to the phrase, “Judge not, that ye be not judged,” which is also identical to the ideas presented in the start of “The Course In Miracles,”  “Nothing real can be threatened. Nothing unreal exists. Herein lies the peace of God.” Active and passive observation of life, resulting in opinion, judgment, siding, preference, choice, exclusivity manufacturers conditions of attachment to earthly things, makes things perceivable, limited, finite, and therefore not knowable, infinite, and perfect. That which is heavenly is not that which is earthly. That which is permanent is not that which is temporary. That which is real is not that which is unreal. What is perceived is finite. What is known is infinite. What is made is temporary. What is created is permanent.

Look deeply into the heart of all things and test whether they are of this world or of the next. It is an interesting exercise.

James, Chapter 5, verse 16: “Confess your faults one to another, and pray one for another, that ye may be healed. The effectual fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much.”

Guess we won’t know unless we try it?

Peter, Chapter 1, verses 18, 19, & 20: “Forasmuch as ye know that ye were not redeemed with corruptible things, as silver and gold, from your vain conversation received by tradition from your fathers; But with the precious blood of Christ, as of a lamb without blemish and without spot: Who verily was foreordained before the foundation of the world, but was manifest in these last times for you.” 

So these were the last times? Boy am I confused.

Peter, chapter 3, verses 18 & 19: “For Christ also hath once suffered for sins, the just for the unjust, that he might bring us to God, being put to death in the flesh, but quickened by the Spirit; By which also he went and preached unto the spirits in prison;”

After the crucifixion? Where else is this reported? In what form did he appear? How did Peter know this?

2nd Peter, Chapter 1, verses 4 – 8: “Whereby are given unto us exceeding great and precious promises: that by these ye might be partakers of the divine nature, having escaped the corruption that is in the world through lust. And beside this, giving all diligence, add to your faith virtue; and to virtue, knowledge; And to knowledge temperance; and to temperance patience; and to patience godliness; And to godliness brotherly kindness; and to brotherly kindness charity. For if all these things be in you, and abound, they make you that ye shall neither be barren nor unfruitful in the knowledge of our Lord Jesus Christ. “ 


I THINK THAT IF THESE VERY PRINCIPLES, DECLARED HERE, ARE FOLLOWED MOMENT BY MOMENT, DAY BY DAY, YEAR BY YEAR, AND PERHAPS, LIFETIME AFTER LIFETIME, THEY WILL LEAD TO PERFECTION, ENLIGHTENMENT, MASTERY, VISION, COMMUNION, AND AWAKENING.  What do you think? Maybe these are the keys to the mysteries? Who’s ready to try?

2nd Peter, Chapter 1, verse 19: “We have also a more sure word of prophecy: whereunto ye do well that ye take heed, as unto a light that shineth in a dark place, until the day dawn, and the day star arise in your hearts:”

The day star? Venus? The Morning Star? Quetzalcoatl’s sign? Fascinating.

2nd Peter, Chapter 2, verses 21 & 22: “For it had been better for them not to have known the way of righteousness, than, after they have known it, to turn from the holy commandment delivered unto them. But it is happened unto them according to the true proverb, the dog is turned to his own vomit again; and the sow that was washed to her wallowing in the mire.”

Great lines. Sounds like something Shakespeare (‘Scuse me, Francis Bacon) would write.

2nd Peter, Chapter 3, verses 5 – 8: “For this they willingly are ignorant of, that by the word of God the heavens were of old, and the earth standing out of the water and in the water: Whereby the world that then was, being overflowed with water, perished. But the heavens and the earth, which are now, by the same word are kept in store, reserved unto fire against the day of judgment and perdition of ungodly men. But, beloved, be not ignorant of this one thing, that one day is with the Lord as a thousand years, and a thousand years as one day.”

Is this a great description of Atlantis or what? From which Noah departed with family aboard the ark? And also the concept of time in and out of this world? Pretty nifty?

John, Chapter 1, verse 5: “This then is the message which we have heard of him, and declare unto you, that God is light, and in him is no darkness at all.”

Yup! Heard this before, lots of places, lots of times.

John, chapter 2, verse 15 & 16: “Love not the world, neither the things that are in the world. If any man love the world, the love of the Father is not in him. For all that is in the world, the lust of the flesh, and the lust of the eyes, and the pride of life, is not of the Father, but is of the world.”

This is pretty clear stuff.

John, Chapter 3, verse 1: “Behold, what manner of love the Father hath bestowed upon us, that we should be called the sons of God: therefore the world knoweth us not, because it knew him not.”

Sons of God -- plural. Got it? Not one, many (although, the many are and always have been, indeed, One). O.K.? All of us, all of us, all of us, no exceptions, all of us, all of us, all of us, no exceptions………. 

……………………………………………….   

So, do you still think life isn’t funny?

Q.  How do you get an Avatar* to see the light?

A.  Stab him between the eyes with a piece of glass.

Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha 

Ya bunch a $^%&*@#s. 

What do you know from funny?

* Ramakrishna and His Disciples, Vedanta Press, Hollywood, California, 90068, Christopher Isherwood, pg. 118, 1965
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