SOPHICS: DISCURSIVE VERSES ON WISDOM 
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Two Thousand One, the true millennium

Has finally come, and I am sixty-one.

May this time be the turning point that some

Foresaw, when inhumanity is done

And we become at last as wise as we 

Have claimed to be—Homo the sapient—

Now done with devastation and now free

Of viciousness, no more malevolent.

This is the century in which I’ll die

Yet hope to live more fully than before.

May it be one in which my race and I

Both realize how we are meant for more:

     To live the dream of our divinity

     Until what we imagine comes to be.

IN GOOD TIME
So many things we prize, we learn to like

Before we come to love them outrightly.

No one at first enjoys riding a bike,

It’s frightening, but in time we do it blithely.

Likewise with loving classic literature:

At first it’s tasteless and repelling, hard

To understand, a chore we must endure

In boring classes for a prof’s reward.

Then comes the day when what was work turns play,

And words once lying flat upon the page

Leap up to dance, while images once gray

Grow colorful—dull bard becomes Wise Mage.

     Taught first to like the arts he will employ,

     We find that reading Shakespeare turns pure joy.
ONLY NOW

It is enough I have your eye right now

And hold it to this page one minute more

Keeping you reading till I take my bow

Then set you free to exit at the door.

It is enough I hold your mind combined

With mine this tiny while and you attend

With present interest to these words I’ve lined

So rhythmically for you, your ear to bend.

It is enough because that’s all there is:

There’s only ever now for me to be

And say whatever blossoms bliss or 

Wisdom in your soul, that brief eternity.

     This day, this life, this Earth’s an instant in

     The All of what will be and what has been.

DIVINING POETRY

What do I have it in myself to be,

Sequestered, latent, dormant, still unreal,

Could I exhibit it for all to see?

What does my hidden destiny conceal

That yearns to manifest reality

Which simple wishful thinking won’t reveal?

Unless I listen deeply to my soul,

Attend to holy whispers from within,

I cannot hear how wisdom makes me whole,

For wisdom is the ocean I swim in,

My sacred source, a force I can’t control

Sustaining me and turning me from sin.

     The way to know myself and what may be

     Is to divine like this through poetry.

MY WILL TO BELIEVE

Pragmythically, I say I have a soul

And my hypothesis is genuine:

It’s urgent that I yield supreme control

To something wiser, clearer now within

Than I have speculated on before

Except sporadically, on holidays;

That cheerful window now shall be my door 

To walk through into wisdom’s brighter rays.

I say my soul is actual and knows

How I should love and live and what become.

It only asks attention to expose

Its gifts to me; without that it stays dumb.

     I will believe in this with my whole heart:

     Belief’s the horse to draw my hopeful cart.
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ZORBA, TEACH ME TO DANCE

I go a little mad when I sit here

Abstracted from the world of busyness

And care, intending only to get clear

About what constitutes my soul’s success.

The world and my soul are at odds on this

And coldly reasoning seems not the way

To reach the final golden source of bliss,

That Paradise we lost and still betray.

A little mad is not enough to know 

The whole—“Much madness is divinest sense,”

I’m told, and told to cut my rope and go

Raving into liberty—to dance

     Abandoned in the whirl of gracious winds

     Loosed by a levity no half-god sends.

BOTTOM'S DREAM  

(by Peter Quince)

What if, indeed, there is a power behind

All this we see that shapes our destiny?

How strange and admirable that we, such blind

Deluded fools, should escape errancy

And come to something of great constancy

Beyond our feeble wit to know or find

Without amendment by divinity,

More merciful than any of our kind.

We, the estranged, benighted and amazed,

Stumble about the moonlit woods bemused,

Asleep, though dreaming we're awake, then, dazed

By daylight's sight, choose still to be confused.

     What hope for our befuddled, foolish race

     Except the blessing of wise fairy grace?

A GOLDEN WORLD

Out of the swirl of nightly thought


My morning verse precipitates

In crystal words, enmeshed and caught


With woven lines, what day awaits:

A poetry serene and clear,


The soul of sanity and sense,

Dispelling vile nocturnal fear


With wisdom’s amber evidence.

Yet at day’s end this world dissolves


Into a maelstrom once again,

Which once again bright dawn resolves


By virtue of the poet’s pen.

The ink on this page amply shows

My golden world arrayed in rows.

JOHN MILTON’S CHANNELED REPLY

It is indeed both just and reasonable

For human kind to be prohibited

To turn away from goodness and taste ill

And thereby seek to exalt themselves in pride

Above the Infinite Power creating them.

How should a part, a miniscule fragment,

Attempt to usurp and dominate the whole?

How should one frail and solitary ego

Seek to o’er sway the absolute design

Of All?  ’Tis neither just nor reasonable:

Not just because the law of doing well

Protects our health and wholeness from all harm,

Which reason too defends as necessary

To our good—’tis folly to do otherwise.

FREE VERSE

You’re clever.  You’ve facility to turn

A tidy phrase and find a witty word,

While verses flow from you.  You scarcely earn

Your poems with work; they come as song to bird.

But there’s a price to pay for being glib

And facile and not pondering what you say,

For thinking all’s impromptu and ad lib

And writing in your carpe poem way.

Your way of dashing verses off is shallow,

The primrose path to everlasting hell;

It’s better to grow deep by lying fallow,

By letting wisdom steep and season well.

     If you’d seek fame and immortality—

     But then you don’t.  So go your way.  Be free.
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BE YE PERFECT

“Man is not perfectible, but neither is 

government or any other big group.”  

—Bill Emmott, editor of The Economist
“Man’s not perfectible,” we’re often told.

Why hold out hope this world may soon improve

Or ever grow to wisdom and enfold

Its occupants in peace, as saints behoove?

Our institutions are but compromise

At best, between contending interests;

At worst, they’re tyrannies we may despise

But can’t defeat while tyrants thump their chests.

Why not resign ourselves to our defeat

Knowing our race the flaw and cause of ill,

The cancer of our planet it can’t beat

Until it rids itself of us.  It will

     Unless by miracle we should reform

     Our evil, making love the human norm.

GIVE ME THIS DAY 

Although a hale and hardy sixty-three

With countless hopes and schemes to realize,

I’ve come just now to face mortality

And know my single task is to be wise.

Since I see now more sharply than before

How stealthy Death can strike at any time

Or Disability slam shut the door

Of opportunity, NOW is the time

To live, to thrive, to do and fully be—

What light I have to shine, let it flame out,

What song I have to sing, let it fly free,

Let love prevail on fear and faith on doubt:

     The day is now to seize as eagerly

     As if this moment were eternity.

SOMETHING TO REGAEL YA

(Upon seeing a list of 17 words of Gaelic origin)

O, for some Gaelic bard of yore to keen
The death of blather in a world galore
With slogans and so little truth to glean:

A smidgen would go far, but I crave more.

We reel with lies as if some hooligan
Had glommed on to our brogues and swung us round

And cracked our brains to smithereens then ran

To some dun cairn to dourly gloat unfound.

     If I could put the kibosh on all lies,

     A slew of foolish people might grow wise.

FAUSTUS IS US

  for Nicholas Maxwell

Faustus personifies our lust to know,

That science which we seek so avidly,

Since knowing leads to doing as we grow

In power to control our destiny.

But Faustus sold his soul for what he learned,

His bargain with the Devil granting him

A period of supremacy unearned

By merit, making his moral vision dim.

And so it is with us, so powerful

In realms of science and technology,

Who know so much of how, much less of why

Or what is wise, who rather play the fool

Than seek to earn the true supremacy

Of knowing how to live, not how to die.

FREE TO BELIEVE

Belief is how we deal with mystery:

That meaning which we seek yet cannot know,

The answer to our life’s absurdity,

The viewless substance underneath this show.

Belief makes sense of nonsense, as we must

To cope with our confused bewilderment

At finding instinct’s not enough to trust

And wisdom’s neither ours nor heaven sent.

Or if it is, it comes in many hues

And no one sees the rainbow whole or knows

The radiance that eternity imbues

Us with—of this we only may suppose.

    Though clueless knowledge offers no relief,

     Still Love and Hope put Faith in their belief.

DARKNESS VISIBLE

How many sacrifice their eyes

To gain the insight of the wise?

Homer and Tiresias,

Gloucester, Milton—who of us?

All, I’d say, who learn to see

Through darkness, introspectively.

Such vision is envisioning,

A speculation beyond thing

To something vaguer, not yet seen, 

Projected on an inner screen

As images imagined true,

Which we thereafter may pursue.

Thus is the best of human sight

Endarkenment that brings us light.

MEANING SEEKERS

As years pass by, my sense that death draws nigh

Becomes more palpable, for parents die

And friends and neighbors die, and I grow old,

And yet that thought stirs me to be more bold.

I ask more urgently: what meaning do

I bring into the world, what course pursue

That adds a cubit of significance

To human enterprise or might enhance

The lives of those to come in wisdom or

In ease from suffering?  Is there a door

I’ve failed to open or a road to take

Untravelled or some meaning still to make?

The meaning that I’ve found is that we seek,

And that we’ll seek forever keeps us meek.

IMPLICITY

“[Schopenhauer] points out that when you are at a

certain age . . . and look back over your life, it seems as 

orderly as a composed novel.”  —Joseph Campbell 

Communing with my Muse by medium

Of verse removes me from the tedium

Of random thought, setting my mind on track

To seek a source of wisdom that I lack.

Somehow the pulse of rhythm carries me

Toward my wished-for, secret destiny,

As rhyme by rhyme I work my careful way

Nearer my goal, though work like this is play.

It’s like a figured carpet being unrolled

Or watching, one by one, petals unfold

Showing at last a whole complex design

I could not have foreknown, and yet it’s mine

     Is verse an image of my life writ small

     Impelled toward pattern by implicit All?
BOUND VERSE

A minor poet would you be


Or reckoned  as a force?

Decide, then, if your verse be free


Or formed by a resource

That uses rhyme and meter to


Reveal a deeper mind

Oblivious to shallow you,


More focused and refined,

Aligned with wisdom far beyond


The ken of human kind,

Thus proving true the vatic bond


Of sound and sense combined.

INNER ANGEL

Had I some wise adviser to tell me

How I should live more fruitfully, be true

To who I am essentially, I’d see

What now remains obscure, know what to do.

Yet lacking such an angel as my guide

Descending in a flame from heaven above,

My meager recourse is to turn inside

And listen all in stillness to my love.

Some say that heartfelt intuition is

As much an angel as the feathery kind,

That a nudging whisper urging one toward bliss

Is oversoul engaging undermind.

     May these lines then be proof that such is so,

     For when I listen well my verses flow.

SIT AND SEE

If, as it’s said, my soul has chosen to

Return from an etheric realm to earn

A higher rank, then what am I to do,

What lessons does it seem I need to learn?

Encrypted in my soul, my mission lies 

Awaiting my discovery, I’m told,

So I must probe my heart to grow more wise,

Letting implicit mystery unfold.

What keener way to probe than making verse

That turns and turns again to find that light

Of reason only happy rhymes disburse,

Showing my way to go and live aright.

     My way to go, my mission, now comes clear:

     It’s not to travel far, but sit right here.

WHAT EVIDENCE OF GENIUS?

My genius, daimon, soul, creative force—

Connecting me to the eternal source

Of inspiration—is a mystery

I love to contemplate but cannot see.

It’s cloaked behind this ego that now writes,

This functionary scribe who just delights

In taking what dictation comes my way

With nothing of my own I mean to say.

I am the midwife of my Higher Me,

Its humble servant, nurse of liberty;

I squeeze the sponge of me to wring out wit,

A little wisdom, and apt words that fit.

     If I’ve a genius, all the evidence

     Is on this page which—if I have—makes sense.
FACE IT

What can we do about this cruelty

We never do outgrow, for all we’ve done

In other ways to rise and swell to be

The lords of Earth and rivals of the Sun?

Our power in technology has given

Command to us of land and sea and sky,

But not, as we could hope, the keys to heaven,

That realm of kindness, peace, and wisdom—why?

Why can’t we master gentleness and care?

What keeps compassion stifled in our breasts?

What binds us here to darkness and despair?

What locks us out of love, where heaven rests?

     Could it be fear of something we might lose—

     Ego, or face?  Perhaps it’s worth the bruise.

WHICH WAY?

So many projects, so many ways to go—

How many years have I of health and powers

To see them through before I’m forced to go

By what all worldly aim and hope devours?

If I am here on Earth to realize

My destiny and carry out the tasks 

My mission has prescribed, grow true and wise,

Then let me know just what my mission asks.

I pray to stay on course, directed by

The compass in my soul: that Self I am

Beneath this outer ego that can lie,

Mislead and go astray, a shameless sham.

     Who am I really, and what must I do

     To lead that life whose end I shall not rue?
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A FALLING OFF

Greatness and Wisdom now are in dispute,

So chary are we of the absolute;

Now only relativity prevails,

And in this way Postmodernism fails,

For in its zealousness to level all

To personal subjectivity we fall
From grace and grandeur—all that makes us more

Than beasts with something higher to adore

Than private individuality,

Something to set our meager egos free.

It’s Genius we’ve so stupidly denied,

Not out of modest humbleness but pride,

Allowing no others a superior rank:

From Essence, then, to ego have we shrunk.
AT PLAY IN THE FIELD

What happens is whatever I intend.

The world as it appears to me reveals

Me to myself.  The universe will send

What I believe to be, all else conceals.

All possibilities are parallel,

Each one a real world, potentially

The one I own, a heaven or a hell,

According to what concept governs me.

The choice is mine and I will realize

The world I have imagined in my heart,

For thinking makes it so, and I’d be wise

To know which is the horse and which the cart.
SACRED CONTRACT

If I’ve a sacred contract that I might

Divine from how my life has gone so far,

Some destiny I’m meant to bring to light,

Some archetype of which I’m avatar,

I’ve yet to crack that code locked in my soul

Revealing what I’m here on Earth to do:

That burning purpose, that defining role,

That calling high and clear, profound and true.

Or is this mere heroic fantasy

And narcissistic claptrap that deludes

Weak egos with false grandiosity,

Inspiring in them high afflated moods?

     Meanwhile, I patiently apply my pen

     To seek the little wisdom in its ken.

ACCEPTANCE

Betrayal is the theme of everything

Or everything that’s human, since we hope.

No other species does.  But we can dream,

Create expectancies, and see them fail,

Then grieve that falling off and feel betrayed.

It’s hope itself betrays us.  Hopelessness

Should be a virtue then, and so it is,

As Buddhists would agree.  Desire is hope

And always leads to expectations dashed.

Fulfillment is a temporal fantasy

Breeding again unquenchable desire.

As long as you desire, you’ll be betrayed.

The only way to happiness is by

Accepting all that is, just as it is.

Or if you would make change in what is so,

Do so from hopelessness and not from hope.

Set up a goal, plan your procedures well,

And execute them carefully, but don’t 

Allow exuberance to betray

The cool serenity virtue requires:

Serenity’s the higher goal, supreme

In human wisdom, which always reveals

The vanity of everything we dream.

Nothing we do or may aspire to

Will last.  Disaster is our common fate,

Our history a blip in infinite

Eternity, though all-in-all to us.

And yet (is there a yet to turn this thought?)

To see this hopeless truth is what we’ve sought.

BENEDICTION FOR THE CLASS OF ’57

We mates of ’57 have arrived

At sixty-five, as none of us could think

At seventeen.  We haven’t all survived,

Alas, and few by now are in our pink

Of health, though all, I hope, are looking to

Bright golden years ahead, some blooming yet

To be.  We are who we’ve become, and do

What we have learned to do, but now we’re set

For fresh adventures of another kind,

Some consummation of our several powers

Conjoined in joy for one last quest to find

A wider wisdom and to make it ours.

     This is no valedictory address,

     But benedictory: To our success!

DEAR READER,

Were I to die today what would become

Of all I’ve written and preserved to date?

Will my remains remain, when I am dumb,

To speak endearingly—is that my fate?

Unless you’re charmed by words I’ve left behind,

Unless I speak your mind as well as mine

And strum some common chords of humankind,

I’ll be forgotten with the auld lang syne.

Though nothing is eternally secure

So far as perspicacity can say,

It’s beauty, truth and goodness that endure:

The rest returns to dust and puffs away.

     My only hope for immortality

     Is any wise delight you find in me.
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HARK

If Anyone’s to pray to, please here this:

I love this life I’ve led and would live long

To see and hear and do what gives me bliss

And capture more of it, song after song,

In poetry that may live after me

Revealing all the joys that living brings,

And all the sorrows, too, befalling me,

The scope of everything a poet sings.

And yet I would do more than merely sing;

I would grow wise as I could be and show

The foolish world’s absurdities outright

For what they are, the trash to which we cling,

Inherited from outworn creeds.  I’d grow

Compassionate, then sing to show that light.

HEARTWISE

Who knows what’s good for you and what you need?

It’s not your head and everything you think,

For logic and analysis mislead;

Follow your heart to put your life in sync.

WHY WE’RE HERE

We’ve come to learn some lessons, wise ones say:

This Earth’s a schoolhouse for our vagrant souls,

Who choose to suffer this material way

In order to achieve their holy goals.

The kinds of trials this existence yields

Can challenge us to grow in virtuous powers

And win our way home to the Elysian Fields 

Beyond this fearful, painful veil of hours.

It is a kind of cosmic hide-and-seek

Where we’ve run off into the wilderness

Of darkened woods that nightly grow more bleak

Until Love dawns on us, our soul’s success.

     Then we’re Home Free at last from wandering

     Confused, forlorn—once more remembering.

THE PERIPATETIC WAY

“Why am I here?  What purpose do I serve?”

The earnest part of me persists in asking;

The cheerful part, however, with more verve,

Is gratified with ambling and with basking.

He’d rather walk his dog, peek into flowers,

And hobnob with his neighbors on the street.

He never counts the minutes or the hours:

What matter’s not how long, only how sweet.

And that may be the answer earnest me

So urgently would find by pondering,

Perusing books, and writing endlessly:

Wisdom’s nowhere but in our wandering.

     As ancient sages walked and talked all day,

     Careless of time, so I would make my way.

INTUITIVES

Of all the ways to know something,

The subtlest is intuiting.

Most say that knowing comes through eyes

And ears and touch, not otherwise,

Then they use reason, logic, but

Intuitives know in their gut.

Their evidence is not overt

And they must stay keenly alert

To sense what is not sensible

And see the half that isn't full.

For this not everyone is fit,

Just those who are most into it.

BEYOND SECULARISM

A secularist insists this world’s enough

And there’s no possibility beyond

What we see here and now, the only stuff

That is.  Believe there’s more and you’ll be conned.

A metaphysicist knows otherwise,

Appealing to a sense above the five

That touch this world, to thereby realize

Another world wherein we all survive.

Imagine that, intuit that, then see

Past sight and hear beyond your ears a land

Above of spiritual reality

Where nothing is haphazard, all is planned.

     Steadfast and stern, oblivious to bliss,

     A secularist shuts out the sight of this.
INTELLIGENT DESIGN

The universe evolves according to

The laws of physics, not by some intent,

But randomly.  No need to wonder who,

Or to assume it all is heaven sent.

So say Darwinians, making their case

Against the dread Intelligent Design

That claims to find a plan, a telltale trace

Of authorship proving we all are Thine.

That Thou hast made us out of lowly dust

And made the laws for miracles like that

Gives us more reason to suppose and trust

There’s hidden purpose: no, the world’s not flat;

     It only seems so to Flatlanders’ eyes.

     The next dimension shows when we grow wise.
AWAKENING

What does it mean to be wholly awake,

As were the Buddha and the other sages

Who set about to learn for their own sake

Then left their wisdom to ensuing ages?

They came to tell us that we’re sleeping though

We think we’re not while walking through our days,

That all our follies and our vices show

We stumble on in a benighted maze.

To waken to reality is to

Discover finally why we’re here at all,

Wayfarers far from home, pledged to pursue

The course of our return after our fall.

     We fell from some mysterious heavenly place

     Into this sleep, dreaming we’ll wake to grace.

TWO WORLDS

These things I choose and will that I’ll believe:

That there’s a realm of spirits we can’t see

With daylit eyes, from whom we may receive

Insight and wisdom, grace and piety;

That this transcendent world past space and time

Is whence we’ve come and where we shall return,

Though while we’re here we visit that sublime

Abode in visionary dreams and yearn

The more for Beauty, Truth, and Goodness such

As we see there with perfect clarity;

And that our purpose here’s to reach and touch

Divinity within, through ecstasy.

     The more we can align that world with this,

     The sooner shall we find transcendent bliss.

OUR KIND

So much remains the same for humankind

Through all of time: That most of us are blind

Deluded fools, who find the very griefs

Which spring from our peculiar beliefs;

That though we’re quick to hector and advise,

Our practices reveal us less than wise;

That while we think our ways the best around—

The most enlightened, reasonable, and sound—

So likewise do the unenlightened blokes

Who make us butts of their satiric jokes.

What seems to be the flaw in humankind

Is not an aberration of the mind

So much as a malfunction of the heart:

To be a kind more kind would be more smart.

HOW WISE?

How wise is it to think you’re Number One?

How wise is it to value merely fun?

How wise is it to crave for more and more?

And then how wise to think you can ignore

The needs of those less fortunate than you

Believing that good fortune is your due,

Believing that injustices like that 

Won’t cause the Lean to rise against the Fat?

How wise is it to treat the Earth like dirt,

To ransack and despoil and cause it hurt

As if it weren’t a creature we depend 

Upon for life and must needs tend

And cherish as the source of everything

Sustaining us, the nurse to whom we cling?

THE RATE OF FOLLY

We’re far too powerful for our own good

And for the health of every living thing:

Inclining rather toward the could than should,

We crave for that which only devils bring,

     And Faustus is our patron saint in this—
     Or rather heretic, whom devils hiss.

What can we do to bring under control

The science and technology we’ve loosed

Upon the planet?  What plan can keep us whole

When all our bird-brained schemes come home to roost?

     It’s wisdom that we need, and need it fast,

     For at this rate of folly, we won’t last.

TOO MUCH OF A BAD THING

Jehovah’s Witnesses may have it right—

There is no way our race can cure its wrongs,

Transcend its sins, and fix its plight—

The time’s now near to face the angelic throngs.

     For deeds we’ve done and left undone we’ll pay,

     Flung pell-mell into hell that Judgment Day.

Too bad we never grew to be more wise—

We had examples—saviors, sages—many,

Who sought to mend our ways and stop our lies—

A few of us caught on, but hardly any,

     Then toward the end the going got so rough

     God called it off and said, “Enough’s enough!”

OUT OF THE BOX

Let’s say it’s all inane, as I have heard:

Our lives are meaningless and all for naught,

Mere accidents and happenstance, absurd,

Insane—not sensible, as sages taught.

Let’s say there is no guidance from above

Nor any conscientious God within;

There’s no design, no wisdom, and no love;

This universe is void of care or sin.

Let’s say we own no souls, but only brains,

Which have evolved quite randomly to serve

For our survival.  Chance not purpose reigns.

Injustice rules.  None get what they deserve.

     If so, how is it then we can conceive

     The universe has something up its sleeve? 
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WISDOM
What is this thing we WISDOM call?

An act it is, no thing at all:

To choose to do that which will bring

The happiest of everything

To everyone is WISDOM’s aim,

And that we do not—is our shame.

    


 —Barnabe Googe

BE STILL AND KNOW

What is that state towards which we aim to grow,

The consummation of humanity

Implicit in our being, even though

For multitudes it never comes to be?

We call it wisdom and we worship it

In many ways, though mostly from afar,

For normally we show so little wit

We might as well be reaching for a star.

And yet that state we seek to realize

Lies not without but deeply hid within,

And those who truly practice to be wise

Must contemplate their psyche and their sin

     For we are wayward, wavering wanderers

     Who need to sit in peace to lift our curse.

WHAT FOR?

We’re here! we human beings, but what for?

Before the for, I celebrate the here:

That everything is here and can appear

To conscious us is something to adore.

How marvelous that through perception’s door

The world, the universe entire come clear

And clearer all the while as we draw near

The ground of being, just beneath our floor.

Now, as to why we’re here, that is implied 

Above in our own waking consciousness,

Which is the Kosmos’ way to realize

Its own reality and get inside

Itself, for it will have achieved success
When humans comprehend and then grow wise.

I. TAKING THE LEAP

So much of everything I think I know

I only just believe and take on faith,

Even in things of science things are so

Since someone in authority so saith.

What do I know about the curves in space

Or quarks and leptons in the microcosm?

Such arcane theories and their database

Are locked in someone else’s brain and bosom.

Oh, yes, with more exertion I might see

Things for myself and get my knowledge straight,

Yet how can anyone reach certainty

On everything?  Who has so great a pate?

     My option seems to be to live in doubt

     Or leap to see what everything’s about.

II. BEYOND THE LEAP

Or is there yet another way between

Knowing and faith: provisional, unsure

But tentatively true, as if half-seen,

Somewhere between a vision and a blur?

Such is the sight that intuition brings

Not to the eyes but to the searching heart,

More sound than sight, which something sweetly sings

To show, if not the truth, its counterpart.

This kind of knowing in the bone, not brain,

Or in the gut as but a wild surmise
Can sometimes beyond logic make things plain,

Supplanting what is smart with what is wise.

     Forget the leap of faith, then: look inside

     To find what deeper verities abide.

ACCURST

“The glory, jest and riddle of the world,”

Pope blazoned us, yet blithely left unfurled

The banner that reveals us at our worst:

Insane, sadistic, vicious, and accurst.

For all our vaunted intellect and power,

How have we come to make poor nature cower,

We who should hold dominion to protect

All living things in reverence and respect?

Instead, we spread atrocity and terror

Wandering from wisdom into reckless error

Though crying all the while, “Not WE but THEY,

THEY are the evil ones who won’t obey

God’s mandate that we always should be good,

So let’s destroy all who’ve misunderstood!”

THE GRACE OF PEACE

What cubit to the wisdom of our race

Can my voice add to yield us greater grace,

Which in our peril we so direly need

To quell our violence and crush our greed?

It’s love and peace and joy we dearly lack,

While wandering sadly from the righteous track,

Which if we had and could sustain all three

We’d live always in pure serenity.

So Jesus taught us and the Buddha, too,

And other sages who have found the clue,

Enlightened by the radiance of peace,

To conquer ego and to find release

From worldly yearnings and the fear of death.

If this be wisdom, I’ve not wasted breath.

PEACE IS THE WAY

“There is no way to peace; peace is the way,”

Wise Gandhi said, by which I think he meant

We have to be that which we seek, and play

The role we would become with clear intent.

For as I think and act so shall I be,

And so the world around me shall become:

If violently, then war shall vanquish me;

If lovingly, then peace shall still the drum.

It’s in our hands and hearts and minds to choose

The manner we live by, day after day:

Shall it be marching boots or dancing shoes,

Aggression or compassion?  Pick the way,

     Not where to go, but who and how to be:

     To live in anger—or serenity.
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AFTER US

for Alan Weisman
When we’re long gone, our little reign extinct,

And Earth reverts, a natural precinct

No longer tyrannized by humankind

(The only kind misnamed, to nature blind),

Then plants and animals, all unconstrained

By mind and plan, will thrive again unstained.

We were a brave experiment gone bad,

Intelligent and promising but mad,

Who learned in time to wonder and surmise,

Yet never got the hang of being wise.

An eon on, no evidence of us

Will keep, and Earth will be oblivious,

For what we proudly called our history

Will be an unconsidered mystery.

WE COME OF AGE

What hope that as a species we progress

And, as we grow, we slowly shall redress

The sins and follies of our ancestors

And lift at last our sad primordial curse?

The hopeless say we are forever doomed

And for our wickedness shall be consumed,

That evil is inveterate and will 

Prevail: no cure for our endemic ill.

The hopeful see our future otherwise,

As one where wisdom flourishes and thrives,

Where love, compassion, justice, equity

Have taken root and we live fully free:

     By then we’ve passed our adolescent stage

     And seen our species happily come of age.

THE HEART OF WISDOM

Until I’m wholly kind, I can’t be wise— 

No matter how intelligent I am,

How much I know, until I realize 

Compassion in my heart, meek as a lamb,

I am not fully human but remain

Part brute and rooted in atrocity.

In truth, most humans are far less than sane,

Yet acting kindly is good therapy:

The practice of compassion every day,

Extinguishing the impulse to lash out

Or take offense or make another pay

For grievances is what it’s all about.

     True wisdom, then, lies in the heart, not head;

     When reason fails, try charity instead.

PRAISE SOURCE

Whatever caused this universe to be

And to evolve to where it brought forth me

Has won my wonder and my gratitude

No matter how He, She, or It is viewed.

Let’s simply call this grand whatever “Source,”

Acknowledging a universal force

For order, harmony and growth,

Not random or intentional but both.

Ours is a Kosmos wholly implicate

With all the fundamentals requisite

For making consciousness like ours appear

To celebrate itself and know it dear.

     Keeping this wondrous gift from being destroyed

     Is how our hearts and minds are best employed.

Sonnets for Lynne McTaggart:

I. TOWARD SOUL

We’re Homo sapiens, seeking to know,

For it’s our species’ destiny to grow

Through knowledge into wisdom and become

More than mere energy and matter’s sum.

This universe evolved to consciousness 

Then recently self-consciousness in us,

Who are its eyes and ears and own the goal

Of ultimately fathoming the whole.

And yet to do so we must still emerge

From what has brought us to the perilous verge

Of self-extinction: fear and enmity,

The animus that foments misery.

     The wisdom we still lack, our destined goal,

     Must be the loving care that grows each soul.

II. THE FIELD
     for Lynne McTaggart

Or is it this: that consciousness precedes

This universe, the Logos of old creeds

That words into creation all that is,

A cosmological parenthesis?

And then within the bounds of space and time

Evolves from stars primordial slime,

Then sentient beings climbing ever higher

Till consciousness can finally inspire

The likes of us, who dimly see the whole,

A consciousness aware that its own soul

Participates and resonates with All

And answers to the Cosmologos’ call.

     Some name this great progenitor “The Field,”

     Which through its works is wondrously revealed.
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Two verses prompted by Joan Borysenko and Gordon Dveirin’s book THE SOUL'S COMPASS
SOUL’S COMPASS

Awake, aware, enlightened, and inspired;
Or sleepy, dopey, dim, and sin-enmired:
We have two ways to be, one rare and wise,
The other soporific, full of lies.

The second is our common consciousness,
Responsible for this pervasive mess
We’ve made of our affairs on our sad Earth
And seem innately destined to from birth.

A higher consciousness, however, may be sought
To show us how to reckon as we ought,
A compass we can steer by as we roam
That points the way toward our intended home.

    Our destiny is not defeat and death
    But to be lifted by bright Spirit’s breath.


SOMETHING THERE IS

There's Something tells me I should go this way,
And Something tells me what I ought to say,
And that same Something is much wiser than
The "I" I am and knows more than I can.

Who is this Something that dictates my verse
And shows me better when I would do worse,
And yet whose counsel I too much ignore
Choosing those actions I so soon deplore?

Some call it Guidance, others Spirit, Source,
A Wisdom or a Compass for our course,
Found out not in our heads but in our hearts,
That place where ego ends and mercy starts.

     Some say this Something is indeed divine
     And That with which we most need to align. 

THE WAY OF WISDOM

     for Nick Maxwell

To know what is of value, then to do

What most needs doing sets us right and true

Along the Way of Wisdom, rarely trod,

Though in our fond supposal blessed by God.

Why is it that this Way’s so hard to find,

And most of us poor travelers seem blind

And wayward, lost, benighted, dazed,

Stumbling in woods in search of trails unblazed?

Perhaps it’s that we seek with heads and eyes

What only hearts and souls can realize,

And Wisdom is a sensing more sublime

Than knowledge, less like reason than like rhyme,

     Whose graceful provenance, though mystery,

     Yet ends our rough-hewed lines harmoniously.

COSMIC INTENT

Our human enterprise is, yes, to know

But even more importantly to grow.

No other species learns so well as we,

And making knowledge seems our destiny,

Yet to what end if not for wisdom’s sake,

Helping the universe evolve and wake?

Though nothing’s more complex than human brains,

Learning to use them well is what remains.

Blessed as we are with intellectual tools,

We’ve proved ourselves so far but brainy fools

Who threaten now the sustenance of Earth.

Can we ascend and validate our worth,

Or will we prove a failed experiment

Unable to fulfill Cosmic Intent?

THE COSMIC INCLINATION

What matters most to us is that we matter,
That life is more than shallow, idle chatter,
A waste of precious time that we should spend
To learn as much as we can comprehend.

For all we know, we have but this one chance
To grow in consciousness and to advance
The project of the Cosmos’ enterprise,
Which seems to be to make our species wise. 

That Homo sapiens might rise to sapience,
Turning to light what started dark and dense,
Appears implicit in our very souls
And surely is the grandest of our goals.

     That matter may transfigure into mind
     Seems how this wondrous Cosmos is inclined.





PAGE  
12
Alan Nordstrom, Professor of English

Rollins College, Winter Park, FL  32789


