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fiat Lux [1]
It was so dark.

In the Beginning i shuddered.  yet i was unafraid, no.  afraid.  very afraid.

i can't tell the meaning of discourse.  am i supposed to grasp something from the words i use and people use over me?  i question the existence of meaning at all.  anywhere.  What is left?  and about what there is that is left, what is the Cause of it all?

It was dark in the beginning.  not just visually dark.  [void].

there has been debate about causation: can events have one cause or must they have multiple causes.?.

in the Beginning i heard the monks [hoods draped] chanting: "Ah Spinozi Pendari Welldoo Verzun Seepo Laadai."  O Fortuna from Carmina Burana is the mood that closest reminds me of that day . . . that Moment when it was darkened.  the Beginning         .

i hear the bells chime.  it was mildly reminiscent of earlier days when i was a child living in the country.  some days i could hear the church bells ring on sunday morning and other days the wind was not perfect.  those days, my Breath was laboured.  my mood was dry.

ten weeks was all i could see into the future.  but my foresight was greater than my hindsight.  i could not learn the lessons that would keep me out of "trouble."  i had a destiny, people said.  i was not to be near other people when there was a Lightning storm.  whenever i started wheezing and my breath became quick, shallow and noisy, people would get away from me.  within minutes the sky would darken, the rain would come, the trees would split in flashes of Fire and moments would endure for centuries.  abrupt is the story of my life.  my breath would calm and the Blue would appear behind the clouds.  Blue washed in sun rays.  abrupt my wheezing started.  abrupt the clouds departed.

"time immemorial" was always a phrase that concerned me.  i questioned its appeal when i was in college.  those days, discourse had meaning.  when i graduated and began my real life, i lived in a farming community.  Soil had meaning.  so did the trees.  Acorns held more relevance than poetry.  almanacs replaced the i ching coins my friends held close to their hearts, stored on a small pedestal on their bedside candle altars in the student slums near the backroom jazz clubs where impromptu rhythm sessions would abruptly erupt as men filed in with drums from the tribal lands of the world to perform the ritual of HeartBeats with other men.

the farming community had similar rituals.  the feed store 

in the Beginning it was ash grey.  the Light was not pouring in.  It filtered with terrible difficulty due to the interference from the native sentiment that reveled in the darkness.

i did not revel in dark.  my Breath was laboured and my mood was dry.

weeks would pass in moments because time could not be traced by the risingsettingrisingsettingrisingsettingri sun

"the fallacy of single causation" is a heading of a section in a chapter in a text book i was obliged to read for a philosophy class in college.  always we are under the shadow of this fallacy.  Every sunrisesetrisesetriseset has a precedent.  the first Moment had one [Be]cause.

the first Moment had one cause.  It was dark and my mood was dry.  My Spirit soared but It was labour not natural.  In the beginning i was

today My Spirit soars usually when i am engrossed in something else.  the flight feels natural.  ground feels alien.

 pause

fiat Lux [2]

the trees sway

slowly they move

where is the Breath that stirs them temporally.

Time immemorial/days are numbers.

there was a time before i learned that there were numbers less than zero.  there aren't of course.  but now i question reality beyond my comprehension.  did negative numbers exist before I learned of them?  This   is    more important than the tree falling in a forest riddle.  Much    is at stake here.

now i question knowledge.  was i taught this about the nature [pre-supposing existence] of negative numbers or did somebody tell me about them, the act of which triggered a memory in me [deep] of the knowledge.  the theory is that All the knowledge of the Universe is inside us.  plato thought birth was a baptism in The River Of Forgetfulness.  "E"ducation then becomes a series of triggers to recollect [re-collect],[re-gather] the expanses of awareness I could grow into in time [how long though?  how much time will it take?].  [Immemorial?]

it is all heady stuff.

the Moment demands respect for Its inherent simplicity.

the steam evaporates from the manic wheel-spinning in the brain.  my Mind rests.  sitting back in a wing-back chair in front of a Fire after a jaunt through the snow.  snow being virginal of course.  

Pick

 your own symbols.  you will anyway.  i have no power over you.  my Power comes from My Breath.  when It is wheezy, beaware.

choice

action

response

adjustment

being

choice

the chain continues indefinitely.  Definitely.  "moments linger" echo in my soul.  there.  i said It.  Soul.  the implications are///

 pause
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in the beginning It was dark

It has always been "dark" and It shall always be so

i Know this to be true.

the dark is from the depth.  depth.  Well.  deep Well.  this depth is the dark is the    beginning and the middle and the  end.

eternity becomes stasis.  when one "thing" encompasses the whole of a cycle It exists outside of time.  thus eternal.  the logical operations of pairadox confound my Mind.  my brain conducts the algorithm with Lightning speed.  my Mind is unimpressed.  my lungs begin to wheeze.

Largeness overcomes me.  My Breath becomes stilted as well as wheezing.  my eyes deepen as my sight invades the depth of 

the Well is deep

the Well is the beginning

the Well is dark

i am afraid of the Well and i love the Well.

my depth is My solace.  i feel the sense of completion.  a sense of the finishing Quest.  the urge to mature stimulates the awareness of the meaning in the Life.  Sacred.  words remain words.  ideas flit between people under the guise of words.  fingertips touching transmit with less noise than discourse.  

Large.

Deep.

Loving.

Safety.

Being.  Choice.  Action.  Response.  Adjustment.  Being.  Choice.

                Lux

My Breath is clear.  My Breath is slow.  i feel    regulated by Design.  the tree Splits obediently.  i regain sight/insight/foresight/hindsight/allsight/Breath/Lux

weight and distance of the stone released from my hand into the Well.  The symbol you think of is the wishing well.  but it is incorrect [you think] because i'm supposed to drop a coin.  but, AH, before coins   there were stones.

ask carl jung.  he'll tell you.  ask him about the ocean [or a copper bowl of water] and ask about the Well.  ask him what he thinks of those images.  are there symbols you aren't aware of?  Ocean.  Well.  words.  what DO you understand?  what can any of us understand.  there is no meaning in discourse after all.

well.  Well.  depth.  solace.  [soothing.  (Wellness 

i fear the noises from my environment at night when it is dark.  crickets sound like bears hungry for pink, trembling flesh.  a golden manhole [personhole] cover vanishes to reveal a depth of a dark Hole.  i am not told, rather i understand there is safety in the Hole.  i feel the certainty of this in my Mind.  my brain decides to experiment, being the obedient empiricist it is.  stick one foot In.  no danger.  stick a leg In.  no danger.  stick another leg In.  i am ready to slide into a swimming pool [remember the ocean][do not lose track of the symbology!].  no danger.  i slide In fully.                     

                    o

the dark is a bosom.  in the Beginning is the solace of darkness.

i feel 

               Lux
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it is dark.  It is dark.

the dream state is murky sometimes.  at best it is prismatic.
often it is darkness with single or coupled images roaming the vastness
void.

the single character is me.  i wear shorts a t-shirt and glasses [my
artificial means of reality interpretation].  it is dark.
others arrive.  i am walking with a few people.  i am comfortable with
them here.  they do not make me nervous...i do not make me nervous with
them.     we walk on nothing.  

lake

we are walking on a trail that comes down to near the edge of a 
lake.  we are twenty feet up a bank from the water.  we stop and 
watch.  watching is the act that creates the remaining images.

i notice the bank is steep
there is a wooden ladder built into the bank
there are young children jumping off the top into the water
deep
dark
silty brown
bottom.  how far down does it go?  even a few feet from shore there is no
bottom.  i see no bottom.

small child stands regal atop the ladder.  i feel hot and heavy.
my breath wheezes.  dire.

he looks maybe four years old, significantly younger than the other
jumpers into the dark water.
he is too young to jump in.  hot heavy wheeze sweat concern [by default
for panic causes fear].

he jumps in.  i Know there is danger.  he will not come up.
no one else Sees.  i walk to the edge of the trail.  inches from jumping
into the Well...sorry, into the lake.  my mind is full with the precise
debate:  do i take off my glasses before i jump in to save the boy?
no i leave them on.  no i take them off........

the debate is pointless.  he's been down only seconds.  [but he will be
down longer] my walking friends stop and watch my pre-occupation.
at fifteen seconds.  i tell my walking friends that a boy jumped in and
he's been down in the well, lake too long.  they are silent and
remain on the trail away from the     
edge

at twenty seconds i am ready to jump in
to swim around
in hopes of flailing my arms to contact the boy's body below the 
depth
dark
water

debate about my glasses distracts me......on off on off
i become fed up and decide to jump in.  Decision.  this is the moment
the boy appears at the 
surface
lifeless
face up

i jump in.  my glasses remain on my face.
awareness watching noticing  all create reality.
i leap.  i notice leap.  next i notice my head surfacing
temporal variability........ ..... .  ..........

the child is in arms reach.  calm.  floating.  absent/not-present.
i reach to grasp the child.  animation.  life.  movement.  he coughs
spasms shirking scream thrash
i grab the child and swim to the floating wharf fifteen feet away.

without conscious awareness of the physical requirements of raising the
child out of the water and onto the wharf, my arms raise the child
out of the water and place him onto the wharf.  i roll him into drainage
position.

memory is a depth much like the Well.  out of the Well comes information
when it is not ambushed by a thinking brain.
i am aware that i have "forgotten" most of my first aid training.  but
i recall the drainage position without the need of the act of
re-collection

the knowledge of the drainage position is everywhere i am consciously
aware of
no act of re-collection necessary.
i swim in memory in the Well, lake.

the child coughs and water drains from his lungs onto the wharf.
he empties
he calms
he sleeps

my hand rests on his shoulder the whole time.  i am still in the water.
getting onto the wharf would have required removing my hand from the boy.
only in hindsight do i recognize my Decision not to do this.

he sleeps.  i am calm.

nobody else is at all aware or stirred by the events.  except for my
first aid coach from four years ago who walks along the wharf to offer
me his approval for my correct procedure.

redundant

i need no external approval.  the act is correct.  the healing has taken   
place.

the boy is my responsibility.  nobody else need care for a drowning
child beCause he is my responsibility.  

i watch him sleep.  knowing he will soon awake [maybe in brief minutes]
when his body has re-regulated after the shock.
i watch the water that had filled his lungs drain back into the lake.
the water is clear.  it is not deep.  it is not dark.  it is not silty.

the lake is
deep
dark
silty
Well

i am in the lake/Well.  only my shoulders and head are above but
i float naturally/at peace in the water.

the water is dark
the water supports me
i love the water and i am afraid of the water

don't ask anyone
ask yourself
symbols are yours

my symbols work.  my words are telling.  my water is rich.  my Well is
present

my breath is smooth and deep and warm and glowing.  the child breathes
calmly
as in sleep

my symbols are my symbols 
my dream states are my dream states
my language is my language.

fiat Lux
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       the dream is wordless

     the dreaming will never be done

i am a pail

neglected

ignored

i lie in the weeds

beside the stone Wall

surrounding the Well

i cannot recall a time when i was 

in regular use

when my purpose was being exercised.

the Well is my Home yet i am far from it--

more, i feel out of control

i cannot get in

myself

into the Well

but it's not even that i need someone else

there is no one else

there is me

there is the Well

there is the dark

which spans my fear

and my distance

from the Well.

i am trapped in symbol

in my symbol i am trapped

my words create

my sense

of my divorce

from my love 

from my fear

from the Well

and my fear

of the dark

which fills my lungs.

my perception

is tainted with inaccurate symbols:

i am condemned to [i condemn myself to]

the stasis of an

objectified shell

unable to evolve

barred from kinesis

stuck in the grass

trapped in/as bucket.

i am trapped in my symbol

of where i am

but i am free

of my symbol

i am free of the pain

i am more than the pail

i am the rope connected to me that hangs into the Well, my Well,

i Well

i am more

i am the grass

i am the field around the Well

i am the Wall

i am the brick     in the Wall

i am the dark      in the Well

i am the void 

     the empty space

i am the splash

of the stone 

in the bottom

of the Well

i am

i am a compilation

i am 

i am

i Am

               Lux
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my eyes close

i sleep

the Light arrives

Lux

i walk the field

in SunShine

alone

there are many fields, we all have them--no.  we all have one.  we roam our fields alone.  inside.  the field of my life is in me.  but outside, as i live my daily life, i roam the streets and halls and rooms filled with people and ideas and things and words and ideas and subtleties of communication and Moments of experience lost to the Moment . . . all Moments existing outside us [beyond us] while we participate in them, we contribute to them.

but my life roaming through the Moments is outside

me, outside my field.  while i roam outside 

i also roam my field

we all have a field inside 

inside 

in closed eyes

in Light

i see my field

it extends to InfinityInfinityInfini

outside Time/Eternity

i roam

where landscapes erupt

from Momentary limits

to Infinity

as i see beyond

the now 

to the rolling meadow future.

occasionally i roam to a familiar place

in my field

the field in me 

the field i am in

the place is familiar for its security 

and groundedness

and sense of Home

the place is my Well.  when i am thirsty i go There to drink the waters of me.  whenever i have need of waters the Well emerges from the Infinite bounds of the field [my field]             for seeing is creating  in the Moment  of the roaming  of the inner field.  the quest is the symbol here.  but that may be stating the obvious.  the quest and the appearance of what is most needed.  appearance caused by need.  my need  my Well  my waters  my nourishment  my

perhaps i should walk to the Well more often, or rather see/create the Well more often.  for the Well Is where It's at, after all.  perhaps i should spend all my time here.  there is much     so much i do not know.  there is so much to learn.  there is so much

and there is the Time for learning

the now is just a Moment

and being so 

it cannot encompass the All

for in Time  is to be in now

trapped

liberated

in the Moment

no more

no less

fiat

pause

fiat Lux [7]

i stand out here

exposed

Wind-blown

on the sloping field

above the lake

i lean back against the wall of the Well

calmly blown by the Wind

which ripples the lake

mere seconds

before it blows through me

this is an important place

to be

standing here on this spot

is real

it would be less real

if the Wind were not so wheezy

this is an important place to be, important too if i were standing on the edge of the lake--toes dipped in the water--Wind and mist blowing , sheeting my exterior.  each spot is sacred--each spot i stand, each spot bathed in SunLight sifting through the clouds.

i carry my field with me wherever i go.  i carry my Breath, my Light and the Wind.  the Well is dark.  it is Home    yet the point,
 i feel, is not to live in the Well all the time.  i love the Well and i fear the Well and as long as i remain in this field, it is not Time to be Home   in the   Well.

my eyes awake 

free of symbol

and personal meaning

i Breathe

calmly

restored

there are Times [Moments}

when i feel there is no lacking

 when the words are just words

 and the meaning is

instead

carried by my Breath

across the distance through Love

the Moments grow from Seed

strewn Eternally by the farmer

by me

i Breathe and fill my

needs

by sipping water

i smile

as Lightning

strikes my heart

fiat Lux

pause.
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