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				pulling the rug from under the feet
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				span is an educational organization that encourages learning to live in the now, not later. but all our learning and training has been to live “pre-emptively.” it is not just a militaristic approach to inventing an enemy. our commerce-oriented way of life is all for an unmanifest future and insurance policies to safeguard against the “what if.” with this book span offers some dissenting dreams and perceptions, and thus encourages you to be swept away in torrents of your own un-tapped energy. some of which is wasted in the first place. span invites you to see who it is that has held you back.

				it takes two to make sense or nonsense. so whatever sense does this material make in your understanding of things, if that form does inspire you to give your share of work involved in creating an ecocentric and hence cooperative world, the first thing you will be inspired to learn is to say no. not only no to others, but also no to your-self. when your upbringing demands that you retain the ego, the conditioned to like self-identity. without it, there is no difference between you and a butterfly. have you ever seen a butterfly that was so laden with greed that the flowers crushed under its weight?
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				juvenile interest in life’s wonder,

				occult inkling, too, go asunder,

				are but the paper’s scripted sides;

				nescient, in self-nature one abides.
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				Prologue

				writing is a medium that transports both the writer and the reader from their verbal existence in the reams of paper into the same physical realm they both exist, albeit initially unawares. once being aware, one observes that much of what seems to be only a personal problem is in fact what everybody experiences, and it ceases to hurt simply by telling the person who causes it.

				by putting my existential problem in the book form as poems and letters i am showing where it hurts. by reading, you may tell me what the cure is, if you are not also a contributing factor of the problem we all are riddled with.

				by nature, when entering the sphere of perceptive senses, elements interact dissolving the contours that separate the thought out physical from non physical realm of being, such as that of the reader from that of the read.

				it was thus that while reading a japanese novel about three sisters, one, yukiko told me: “since you have not even one prob-lem of your own, while i have one problem too many, will you please hold it while i work on other problems?” naturally i said yes, and yukiko left me with one of her problems.

				then, thinking that it was not my problem, i left it as she had given, not realising then, that the problem, too, is a living element. though one does not see its non visible form, one 
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				nevertheless experiences its discomforting presence. that prob-lem then started breeding further problems so i started looking for yukiko, and when i finally met her, said to her: “ here is your problem and all its offspring.”

				“no,” said she,“for i had given you just one problem that i will take back. the rest are yours to work on.”

				in physical sphere, when i had started to interact with the printed form of yukiko from the japanese novel, “sashame yuki”, from the ‘unesco library’ in bangkok, my siamese friend received a letter from japan, and the sender’s name was yukiko. i asked, and my friend gave me her address, and i wrote to her. yukiko replied, and thus in the following five years we wrote some 150 letters to each other, further enlivening her nonphysical exis-tence, and at the same time enabling her to relate to my equally nonphysical form..

				when we finally met in the physical plane we had no clue how we existed. and that created a dream in which yukiko and i were a three legged being, walking embracingly in the netherland of the midnight sun in the tropical forest; and everything was just as it would have to be. what was different was that we had the middle leg in common, from the knees down.

				the first letter i had received was from a teenager yukiko, who, on physical plane had commented on my being with, “how old are you? 17? 16? 15?”
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				this book of poems, and also the e-book of “unamerican dreams and dissent” is an experiential state of being that may be approached only when one, the reader, also lets oneself to be in a reciprocal experiential state of existence.

				thus, while reading these poems if it evokes even a minute disturbance in your mundane sphere of existence ~ and it is in the nature of being even to remove a small pebble that some-how got into the shoe to disturb, this writer would feel justified in creating a disturbance for you.

				remove that which is disturbing, but not what brings forth the disturbance in your perception.

				after all, it’s not just this person and yukiko who have middle leg in common, and heads apart, for, all the elements in nature are interconnected, and can exist only in interdependence. since separating the two by severing the middle leg, both of them will only fall, it is the heads that must come together. and nature has given us the various means of communication: talking with those who are close by, writing to ones who are far. And in internet and print form, when one has to convey it to more than a person or two.
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				let’s pull the rug from under your feet,

				and experience lightness, not fall

				onto whatever was pushed under the rug 

				to hide from others seeing it.

				now that it’s out in the open, nothing to fear. 

				2020
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				this ship is loaded

				with two kinds of cargo — 

				the billion billion grains of maize

				and myself;

				both in suspended animation

				during the voyage by sea.

				and then

				on land it all depends

				upon the nurturing responses.

				1954. written on board the cargo ship to japan 
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				ひと と ひとの あえだに

				かべ が ある。

				その かべ は かみの うえ に かいた いんきの ように

				いちばん うすい ある。

				でも、たいへんな たかい と てつ で つりた 

				かべ も のりこる は むずかしい じゃない です。

				なに か ひとに とまる、 

				それ は かべに かいた けいびの ひとの め。 

				between you and me

				is but a wall

				of the thickness of ink

				imprinted on this paper

				a wall of ideas.

				but then

				not even the tallest

				and thickest wall made of iron

				is unsurpassable.

				what stops people

				from crossing

				is the pair of watching eyes

				of the invisible guard
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				hidden in the sign

				of warning

				posted on the wall.

				1959. first written in japanese. 
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				i only intended to look

				at your beautiful eyes,

				unaware that they contain

				a perception of every thing

				and being,

				including me, looking at you.

				it wasn’t a mirror-like reflection,

				but rather a statement about my being

				without the usual sense

				of knowing what’s what

				rather matter of factly, including

				knowing what i do not know,

				i wondered whether it was i 

				that existed outside

				and was looking into your eyes

				or that i merely personified

				what your eyes saw me to be.*

				* 1963 teji’s eyes photographed for the ‘63 one-man show in mumbai, india 
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				“in god we trust”, is our belief;

				god is almighty, gives us relief.

				atom bomb is mighty weapon of the day,

				that some nations possess, making mighty display.

				so in might we trust, it’s the belief, the same,

				what’s different is god’s different name.

				1964. thailad. (impression of seeing an american dolllar coin.) 
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				a moment after which

				one simply bursts into tears, is this.

				or in this moment does one try

				to build a wall of resistance

				using the reasoning as stones.

				what makes me feel like crying,

				my failure? — i don’t remember

				a single try to succeed.

				my loneliness, my longing?

				i do not know in whom i shall cease

				to feel alone.

				so until such a being manifests,

				that one remains an abstract being,

				which can’t be longed for;

				nor can i expect one to come

				to the vast beach of white sand

				by the green hills of an island

				in the blue ocean,

				and cry with me

				over the captivity of black mynah

				in a bangkok shop — 

				a black mynah bird told me in the morning.

				1964 
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				that which has a beginning

				in the past,

				which had begun

				as the succession of numbers,

				has arrived at a count

				after which it is

				the year 2000 and…

				the 21st century.

				by its very nature it’s a concept,

				an old idea of the calculative mind.

				and as such

				even though the numbers

				may be added on and counted

				infinitely,

				the tabulation cannot bring anything new.

				you may have trouble seeing

				the truth in this

				because the u.s. president

				has been preparing this nation

				for the 21st century

				with the new this and the new that; 
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				education, medical miracles and all.

				so, too, is the military industrial complex

				busy preparing the next generation

				of the weapons of war,

				some of which were conceived

				in the ex-president reagan’s era

				of the star war,

				to be used by then unborn children

				of ones now in their tender, impressionable years,

				when they are required to register for the service.

				and there is nothing new about wars

				and their aftermath.

				1999. (an impression on u.s. president clinton and sam walton’s proposal for the 21st century.)
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				some things in life are beyond measure,

				unfathomable and yet simple they are;

				yearnings of tender hearts, for instance,

				always throbbing with a new hope,

				furbishing the other-worldly dreams;

				always with the unconditional love,

				negating the mundane notions of life.

				1999 
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				i thought i am one,

				who always showed indifference

				to things, persons, events;

				and instead, always think,

				and think and think;

				as if thinking existed on its own

				and my body moved only mechanically.

				when putting off the lamp i went to bed,

				heard the tide waves breaking the limit

				and rolling over the roof — 

				the usual thoughts

				that would lead me towards the shore

				to listen to the mighty roar

				and watch the bluish-greenish white glow

				rushing from the distant dark,

				one after another

				overlapping, pressing, crushing, splashing

				they all coming near me,

				and break

				to stop the following one.

				i thought they want me.

				but somehow neither of us takes a second step.
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				and as usual after a while

				i returned to see again

				as i can’t stand longer there

				without being drowned or jumping myself

				into the inviting depth.

				…while lighting the lamp again

				once more i looked from the terrace

				in that direction

				and saw my real self

				in the air, over the palm leaves:

				dark like the shadow, transparent like the space — 

				the form that can hold nothing

				and yet,

				nothing can remain untouched

				by that self of mine.

				1965 midnight at the oean
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				oh ! beautiful bird ! just fly away,

				go sing someplace else.

				do not mistake this place for a hermitage

				where you may be fed, as you sing and dance,

				making a joyful stance that the dwellers may partake.

				this is the surgical wing

				of the museum school of the accumulative minds.

				unawares should you come near

				and be within the viewfinder,

				you will be shot dead even before the sound reaches you.

				your tender heart will be pulled out

				even before it turned cold

				and your blood would stain your pretty plumes.

				then they will reform your flight

				with your wings stretched with nearly invisible wires

				fastened to a painted blue sky

				in the glass case called the habitat,

				and you, a permanent inhabitant in it,

				destined to be in the eternal flight.

				originally written in hindi as a tutorial for the museum science class in taxidermy, at baroda university india, 1963. wrote in english in 1964.. 
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				the minute molecules of awareness,

				each one being caused by, and causing

				another aspect of awareness in process,

				like waves of the ocean

				taking momentary forms in response 

				to the shoreline

				and shaping the shoreline simultaneously;

				now smooth and slow, now churning

				with a mighty roar crashing over the rocks,

				the waves of awareness

				are thus shaping my very being

				in the form of ever re-shaping consciousness.

				thus i can’t not be aware of you

				and can’t not be changing

				and also causing changes in you at the same time,

				within and without,

				awakening the sense of purposefulness

				of life

				in forms and ways we cannot plan

				and rehearse beforehand.

				1967 
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				once i sat on the porch

				of the wooden house

				raised on poles above the lotus pond

				lighting the mosquito coil,

				sipping tea

				and watching a huge cobra

				coming out of the pond

				and disappear beneath the house;

				an idle summer afternoon.

				i always sat on the porch like that.

				and the snake that lived under the house,

				always strolled in the grass by the pond.

				this afternoon, after the cobra had gone,

				i ignited the mosquito coil

				and threw the match-stick on the grass

				abruptly putting off the flame.

				…after a while i saw a thin trail of blue smoke

				and then a tiny orange flame in the grass.

				it caught the grass on fire.

				the flames spread and touched the porch

				the porch started to burn.

				when the flames reached my feet,
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				my feet began to burn upwards.

				then my torso was burning;

				and then my chin and face.

				finally, the flames that my eyes saw

				as an outside image of flame,

				entered my eyes

				and burned the very image

				of the flame.

				1967
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				giver receives joy, pure and simple,

				instinctively, as smile goes with a dimple;

				nothing exists without the corresponding act, 

				as a pair of feet make a walk in fact.

				give and take are like breathing air, 

				in and out without a thought, 

				born of the motions of a symbiotic pair,

				so a pair of legs walk to a place sought.

				otherwise, even a yoga breathing feels tiring, 

				not natural, making motions of life miring.

				1969
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				as it is

				but a tremendous howl in the wind.

				just like that.

				そのままに

				それぞれに そよぐ 

				そのような。

				1969

				what is so late

				about a flowering plant

				that is called: the late bloom? 

				おそざ きも

				おもい おもい に 

				おもいこむ。

				1969
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				minding process moves faster than the speed of light,

				and words are much too slower to spell the content;

				so I can’t tell you where we had met before, 

				though you, too, know when and where.

				1969. japan.
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				flame burning at any memorial,

				cooks nobody’s food,

				warms no abode.

				1969
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				just before the day-break

				i had the meeting

				with two of world’s most known persons:

				the buddha and christ.

				one, an elderly man in his 80s

				with the profoundly deep understanding

				of the eco-centric nature

				of life’s motions,

				and another, a man of my younger brother’s age,

				who talked about sharing and caring

				but did not have a life

				to experience the interdependence.

				right at the onset of our conversation

				I stated that the two were the matter 

				of my audio-visual inquiry. 

				since i did not need 

				a guide to be transformed into a character

				of a much read storybook.

				1969
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				my consciousness (sk. chittam) is like

				that of a highly professional geisha

				who attends to every minute motion;

				or that of a juggler who tumbles

				upon a tightrope.

				thus setting things in order

				does my chitta wander off

				into the netherland where in void

				do i lose its existence as the chetana

				the conscience,

				leaving behind the form

				that my esteemed customers fumble

				or watch in awe

				my struggling form.

				if you are a performer yourself

				or another geisha,

				wait till the admiring eyes faded away.

				wait till the last customer left;

				though i do not know what made you come

				this way, i do know

				that one does not go to see what oneself shows,
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				one does not go to get what oneself gives.

				we can meet in any other way, informally,

				without the form

				of body, mind and even spirit

				obstructing the meeting.

				1970
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				the above poem was a playful exercise in reverse writing.
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				the sense of being

				has no physical form

				hence it is omnipresent,

				all embracing.

				being boundless,

				that sense of my being

				is now experiencing

				a region within itself

				that forms a transparent form

				of my being, as transparent

				as is the very sense of seeing.

				the experiencing defines it

				as the sense of distance

				and therefore, as urge for motion

				to fathom the distance

				to meet and become one

				with the very source of separation

				which, too, is otherwise formless

				and boundless and undefined — 

				a pure sense of being

				unfragmented, all pervading.

				1987

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				34

			

		

		
			
				i summoned nature for help

				in preparing the right concoction

				of minute elements

				of the purposeful cause and effect

				which could awaken

				the sense of intelligent concern

				in the beauty,

				who was otherwise not unkind

				or given to unintelligent outbursts.

				upon receiving the creative impulse

				that magnified her charming concerns,

				she said to me: “i will do unto you

				what you have done unto me.

				i will change you into a being

				beyond any description of a person

				beyond any body’s wildest, freest dreams.

				so just relax and co-operate.”

				1987 
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				if you feel what I do

				there is noting concealed from you;

				after resting abreast we shall fly

				into the vastness of open sky.

				1970
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				lots of things have happened

				to bother my little self.

				and each one to remind me of my immortality

				that i had asked of the unknown as a believer.

				it was easy then to pass on to him all my problems and pains,

				and as a believer that’s how i lived

				parroting and playing puppets for the unknown maker.

				once again i am a mortal

				and i cannot become a believer now.

				it is so dark all around here in the theatre

				and i cannot see who else is in the audience sitting next to me.

				i very much like to see and meet.

				we may agree that the play be stopped,

				the stage be broken and parrots to fly away.

				we may disagree, too, and may walk away in different directions.

				everything is possible when seeing.

				perhaps we may agree

				that the play be stopped and cages be opened;

				puppets be transformed into humans

				and parrots to fly away.

				we may disagree, too,
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				and may even walk away

				in opposite directions

				finding a way out of the puppet theatre,

				and away from the audience

				made of the puppets.

				(from unamerican dreams and dissent 1967.)
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				what is known as love

				and respect

				is but fear, the insecure feeling 

				that forces one to try

				to please the source of the fearful thoughts.

				a respected person may be appeased

				to enhance the socio-economic status.

				the prospect of being left out

				produces self-demeaning compromises

				commonly called sacrifices,

				made to retain the company

				of the person who fattens

				the ego of a frightened being.

				1972

			

		

	
		
			
				39

			

		

		
			
				each time you give in

				to the fear of fear

				unwittingly you become

				a tumbling block

				for your children’s generation.

				and as your elders had taught you

				to fear the new,

				your children will learn

				to glorify the fear

				camouflaged in the newfound tradition.

				1978
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				standing alone on one bank

				i spent two years

				in experiencing the need

				for a span across the stream

				so that others can cross

				without fearing the current

				that flows between banks.

				i spend two more years

				in building the arch

				that links both banks

				spreading above the waters

				like a rainbow.

				now i am standing 

				on the curve of the span

				wondering

				whether people who chase a rainbow 

				would in fact walk over this one

				and come to live 

				in their dream world.

				1985
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				a planned relationship is like playing

				with a doll that has no life of its own

				and the player has to try to be content

				with the make believe responses.

				but after a while, the player gets tired of

				the lifeless relationship.

				then the player tries to relate to the wound-up doll 

				that performs a few acts, 

				invariably the same, and in increasingly

				slower manner as the toy begins to wear out.

				1980
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				truth is ruthlessly clear;

				it is so bright that its glare

				may blind the onlooker’s idle stare.

				otherwise, feeling light,

				one may tread on air, taking a butterfly’s flight

				sipping nectar of clovers,

				yearning to live among live flowers.

				1981
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				if peace is perceived as the absence

				of violence, then there is not 

				the slightest chance for peace. because,

				then both the warring sides will continue 

				to eliminate the opposition, 

				as it has always been done, 

				and then,

				try to celebrate their share of

				destruction and death, 

				calling it

				a victory for peace.

				1987 
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				by training people are made to act machine-like.

				by not being allowed to respond to a given input

				coming down the conveyor belt, intently and innately, 

				as any ecocentrically evolving species would…

				one does not see the connecting elements

				as one’s vision has been obstructed for ages.

				when one does not fear one does not pretend to appreciate

				when one is not paid to act, nor is impressed by others

				one does not try to impress others.

				equanimity takes place 

				when life’s motions are ecocentrically inspired,

				just as birds and other creatures do.

				1981
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				sometimes, when sitting quite alone

				and having nothing to do with the mundane,

				therefore doing nothing,

				being one thus alone,

				of course, as sadness seeks company,

				no joyful moment is devoid of sharing either.

				1981
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				time is a non-element

				invented to account for every moment

				meant to have been spent

				on duty, in the service of the lord —

				the king, country or god.

				however, those without the timecard to punch,

				yearn for no rewards from all these lordly bunch.

				1981
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				おがわ は しずか に すべる 

				きほう は すんだ あおい こうり の した に 

				うかぶ かおり 

				たかい はしばみ の はなのじょう。

				the brook slips quietly

				under the transparent blue ice.

				above it, the witch-hazel blooms.

				1981
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				just as in mathematics

				understanding a problem requires seeing

				each aspect in particular

				and the solution is never known

				until arrived at,

				living in the now can’t be forethought.

				1981
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				the american dream is a unique stream,

				a realm of thought, promoted and taught,

				fought to death this living in future, not now;

				however futile may it turn out to be,

				because the living now is not as inviting

				enticing as fighting and dying are for the verbal dream. 

				1983
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				i am standing on the shore

				of a lush green island

				laden with every element

				that congregates in various forms

				forming things and beings

				and events that are never quite the same.

				i am thus caused

				and i am thus causing things to be

				including this present moment

				that feels like an anticipation

				requiring an unknown element

				from yonder.

				1985
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				mumbai is the gateway of india.

				there is actually such a gate

				built by the british raj,

				near the mumbai harbour

				near the taj mahal hotel — 

				the taj hotel resembles the taj mahal in name,

				the gateway is a structure of stones piled 

				to represent the imperial mass

				in words.

				it has no connecting walls

				nor any doors to keep one from passing.

				it is standing in the middle 

				of a square by the waters,

				by the equally vast ocean of mankind,

				the great indian mass huddled together

				by its sense of indianness —

				its second nature

				cultivated through the three generations

				of the british education.

				when building the gateway

				the british did not realize that india is not 
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				a mere land mass containing the wealth

				and craftsmen.

				they had won over merely the conniving kings

				and kingmakers who were themselves as distant 

				as were the british, from india.

				the gateway is open to all.

				and india is the land of odds.

				so, though moving essentially as a tourist

				every foreigner desires to walk through

				the unguarded gate in hope of finding

				the secret of india

				that every indian was to have had,

				but has misplaced that sense somewhere

				deep beneath the layers of learned identities.

				and, one of the openings does lead one there.

				but finding it depends upon the seeker

				and one’s ulterior motives.

				1985
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				the urban mind is an undigested sludge

				of bits and pieces

				of knowledge acquired at an age

				when one has no ability

				to understand what is known,

				and therefore reject it.

				that is when religion,

				clansmanship and all other beliefs

				and memberships are poured.

				the day for the urban mind

				is stretched with the glitter

				invented for the sole purpose

				of speeding up the intake

				of the stuff minds are made of:

				the quarter pound daily

				and two and half pound weekend newspaper,

				weeklies, monthlies, and special issues;

				all night radio and tv talks and ads;

				night shifts and clubs,

				their urban dwellings, too,

				are stacked high in a way 

				similar to the neatly arranged piles 
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				of crates containing chickens

				fattened with the extended day of feeding, 

				producing a gobli-gook,

				which is similar to a large school campus

				or conference hall,

				where talking begets further talking.

				1987
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				with the. rains of responses

				will appear the flower bud. 

				if you love roses, 

				you may also appreciate 

				the crimson-red cactus flower.

				and it will bloom nevertheless

				even if you didn’t like it.

				かんのう の あめ よ ふれ

				はる に ちょっと め を だす。

				もし あなた は ばら が すきなら

				この さぼてん の しんこうしょく は な も

				あなた は すき でしょう。

				でも、はな な あなた は すきな くて も さく。

				1970
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				bridge across the pee dee creek.
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				one who disapproves of things

				that are caused by the fear of the unknown

				but is surrounded by those things,

				and is being born of thus frightened parents,

				feels trapped, caged 

				not unlike a tiger caught from the wild.

				initially one sees no way out.

				like the tiger pacing the length

				of the cage, he too paces.

				the children who watch the tiger,

				know all about the place whence the tiger came

				and how he would live if set free.

				they have been reared to believe

				that the scientists
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				who made the urban living possible

				were motivated by the evolutionary urge

				that pleases the adults

				who also fear that as the children grow,

				they will also wonder

				whether it were not

				a mere search for the one-upness

				by the insecure primates

				dwelling in the cement concrete caves

				of the urban jungle.

				1981 
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				it’s only when i am tired

				and can’t rest somehow,

				that the unknown and i become 

				puppets

				of each other, in turn — 

				a play, to relax.

				and as soon as the needed

				relaxed feeling comes forth

				do i see

				that i was playing with my shadow…

				and i smile.

				1987 
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				if both sindbad, the sailor

				and christopher columbus had stayed the course

				charted by the professional tour guides,

				there would be no stories for you to read

				and be lured to places you were guided to imagine.

				but columbus wasn’t looking for anything new.

				he simply sought the short cut to the known.

				so anything unknown he chance stumbled upon,

				he strived to change into known forms,

				so that those who came after him

				would further reduce the whole new world

				into a medieval european battleground

				where people fought and killed each other 

				to keep each other from having 

				what can’t be possessed.

				1989
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				i have just stepped into the vast

				open land

				where all that can be seen

				is sparklingly clear;

				all audial matter resonates

				with clear sound;

				all textures are minutely distinct;

				all forms well defined;

				all expressions clearly conveyed,

				and, every thing is

				just as it would be, naturally,

				including the ever growing awareness

				in my transparent depth,

				of how alone i am, thus far,

				in my moving on this pathless land.

				25 July ‘90. 
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				one can search for only things

				that, either one lost, or had seen

				in other’s possession.

				the search for god, that has passed on 

				from generation to generation,

				has been a futile search 

				because nobody has the slightest idea 

				of what one is looking for.

				god is a composite of the human good, 

				but not an entity existing on its own. 

				so it can never be looked for 

				in a singular human form.

				so why not educate human children, instead

				to cultivate the composite interests 

				and co-operative effects with which to interact 

				with life’s creative forces?

				1980
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				do cows in pasture

				know

				as do inmates

				on death row

				that their days are numbered?

				are they resigned

				to the fact

				that since they committed

				no crime

				there’s no pardon

				nor commuting of sentence

				to a lesser harm?

				1978
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				to love is to do things together — 

				things that are not meant for each other,

				not things that involve

				a sense of gratefulness or obligation, sacrifice;

				nor a sense of make-believe love

				that is always expressed at others’ expense,

				causing them great harm and sorrow

				~ a gift of diamond, for instance,

				to dig which some people are kept alive

				at a subspecies level.

				if the thus created taj mahal is viewed 

				as the symbol of love,

				then it is a statement carved in marble

				that things that symbols represent are absent,

				missing or never really existed,

				for one doesn’t go for symbols

				in the presence of that which itself generates love.

				to love is to do things together,

				things that arise

				from an aware response to what is.

				1991 
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				the darkness like that in mother’s womb

				and my yet unformed being within

				sobbing through her heart beats

				throbbing all around me,

				and creating a resounding heart.

				“let me go, o, mother,”

				i said in a heart to heart talk,

				“for you have also created in me

				a being that can’t be, unless on a quest

				that furthers the very cause of our being.”

				“empty was i until i conceived you,”

				said mother, “and will be empty again

				as you’ll go.”

				“you may be empty but not without a sense

				that comes after the fulfillment,

				and a sense unlike that of lack.”

				mother released me in the twilight

				of the creative void of her being,

				and i was born with a cry.

				1993
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				the american dream is unique indeed.

				it is dear to all people of every creed,

				making an american a special breed,

				whose love is colored with greed.

				what is so unique about this dream,

				which requires a make believe realm

				of thought, which is prompted and taught

				living in the future, but in the now is not sought,

				regardless of the futility and waste of life

				as living in the now is even worse strife.

				the american dream is a pipe dream

				its flow is linear, canal-like, not a stream

				with the fondness for lines.

				1993 
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				for a play to be

				is required a curtain

				distinguishing the actors

				from the audience.

				the play begins

				when the curtain opens.

				but the two, the actors

				and the audience do not interact.

				the person who acts cannot be seen,

				and the character one plays 

				is devoid of the five sense organs

				deemed necessary for interaction.

				the actor desires an applause 

				for the role of the person one is not,

				and must remain unseen 

				for the audience

				and unknown behind the curtain

				for the audience to speculate 

				and gossip,

				as they do about god.

				1993
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				all of a sudden,

				in this instance do i feel aware,

				enlightened, realized.

				i know everything about everything

				its causation and the purpose.

				and it didn’t seem to be as big

				a deal that the seekers seem to make.

				then, as i write this, something

				else, happens. i do know

				that, as they can collectively topple

				a government, no matter how tyrant,

				so can they humble their almighty gods

				and harness their spirits

				to let the earth behold and nourish

				only the earthly sound life forms.

				i don’t know how they can miss

				a simple fact that all their pleasures

				and pains arise and cease within a life span,

				only the collective ignorance is overlapping

				extending into an area of darkness.

				1993 
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				what is within, is what is without.

				what separates the two

				is the thought out way of thinking things,

				ascribing a beginning and an end

				to every thing of momentary consequence.

				1993 
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				to think that one knows some thing

				or being

				is possible only when things and beings 

				retain their forms that one can recollect

				from the memories of them.

				this knowing things creates predictability

				that one can depend on;

				but because nobody is super man

				in the world of interdependent motions,

				the society thought out a training

				to produce like-minded members,

				whose thoughts, emotions and motions

				can be as expected 

				as much as that from a mechanical toy.

				1993 
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				the link

				for a link to be

				are needed two single ends

				the other end of each

				in the other ends.

				1993
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				the pastured horse eats the same tender grass

				that a fawn learns to nibble on,

				much the same as the writer has the same paper

				that a child learns to scribble on.

				and yet, both the horse and the writer feel,

				that what they had learnt to offer,

				offered no lesson.

				1994
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				“I think, therefore i am,”

				was the only sign of life

				the great intellectual could feel

				as he had unawares confined himself

				to the narrowest space in mind

				offering him the standing room only

				on the glorious height

				of the recognition of the self,

				guarded by the fear

				of losing the title: the thinker.

				1994
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				sometime

				when you have just returned

				from your last engagement, very late

				at night,

				and you are not tired and sleepy,

				but you can’t find any thing to be busy with

				in order to avoid feeling alone,

				and therefore you are all alone

				in the silent, cold dark night;

				it’s then that you are well aware,

				that the place you just left

				was a stage 

				and persons, the actors

				who spoke to you

				their lines of the scripted dialogue, as you spoke your lines to them.

				you also realize

				that they, too, are feeling what you do.

				and very much like you

				they, too, have washed off their makeup

				to go to bed without the residue of the pretences,

				to wake up feeling fresh.

				and you will wake up feeling fresh.
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				but the question you are aware you will face

				is the same you always do in the morning,

				and as you are aware, it’s not in the script,

				no scripted answer will do.

				1994
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				does your wish enable me the flight of a butterfly

				in order to reach where angels are found

				to gather the rest of your spirited supply

				to hasten back to share with you their secret profound?

				1995 
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				math and aftermath

				a valuable friend, 

				being valued, can be bought

				or let go as deemed needed, 

				for, “a friend in need 

				is a friend in deed”.

				In the end

				of this constantly shifting needs

				and values,

				in the quiet of the night

				when one is all alone

				one feels terribly lonely

				without even another person

				with one may be

				without the notion of gain or loss.

				1995
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				there is no cause without the effect

				nor is there the perfection without the defect.

				would there be the creator without the creation?

				or parenting without the pro-creation?

				the master would not be without the servant.

				nor the revealing of truth without the observant.

				no ruler can rule without the ruled be willing

				nor without praise would anyone rush to killing.

				would there be a leader without the willing be led

				or hungry without the hoarding of the overfed?

				hence this hope that i shall meet and live with a few,

				who, being fed up with the stage, are seeking to live anew.

				1996 
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				kindness overlooks conflicts of interest

				and offers the opposition the other cheek;

				thus inspires trust, not neglect or jest,

				heart-aches like gandhi’s, profound, but meek;

				esteemed friend-like, full of compassion,

				reasons, cause responses of matching kind,

				inventing ways and means of passion,

				neglecting others’ ignorance with open mind,

				every which way, which is teacher’s grind.

				1996 
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				what was not in the mirror

				is both the question: what was not?

				and the answer: what was not. 

				what was not was not the absence

				of the subject of ‘what’,

				the thought formed fixation,

				the think-see fragment of the intellect.

				for thinking is not seeing; 

				seeing is not the seen.

				what was not in the mirror

				was the reflection –

				reflection of and on that

				which was not. 

				1996
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				to love is to let go of one’s ego, the me, 

				— the programmed answering machine 

				controlling one’s conscious acts, the knowledge of things 

				as one would like them to be, 

				including the description 

				of one’s beloved one looks for. 

				the element of life is not confined to a description, 

				no matter how pleasing. 

				so the uninformed aspect of one’s beloved’s being 

				begins to disturb one’s expected and rehearsed acts. 

				love is not a gala performance. 

				love simply evolves from the freedom of being.

				1997 
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				the person(s) i would like to meet and work with,

				the woman i would like to have a child with

				are all persons nondescript.

				all i know about them is in terms of negation:

				they do not walk, talk and do things

				as charted, scripted and rehearsed.

				being disillusioned they are free of maya’s web;

				and being free they have stopped acting

				in belief that the world is the shakespearean stage

				or the hindu lila, the divine play

				or the shadows dancing on the greek philosopher’s

				cave (-like mind/skull)’s inside wall.

				since i do not know what these persons be like

				in their aspirations and acts,

				i cannot go looking for them

				especially in the crowded places,

				where prizes and surprizes, all come with cues

				and even children know what to look for,

				and where, in the great easter egg-hunt,

				that, if held in the outer space,

				would yield the discovery of new stars dead long ago.

				1997 
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				there are two entrances

				to the sense of quench

				of all quests

				and both merge into one,

				become one with the creative void

				from which the urge of motion arises

				along with forms to move

				in a purposeful way;

				and one must enter both doors at once,

				or else a split arises

				to divide one’s sense of being

				into two: halves — physical and mental.

				1997 
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				yonder in the depth of my void

				an abstract space existed before,

				forming a sense of meaninglessness.

				afterwards you transformed it.

				now i sense it as a justification for my being

				in the depth of my void devoid of abstraction.

				1997 
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				conscience is the awareness of in matter of facts,

				and the newness is felt in one’s conscious acts.

				then the old notions, motions and emotions dissolve, 

				high and low give way to equanimity, in resolve.

				right and wrong lose their judgmental meaning,

				yearning for salvation cease from sins, demeaning;

				neither does the holy retain its high meaning.

				1997
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				it is not the difference

				of the biological nature,

				such as you are beautiful

				and of fair complexion,

				while i am ordinary looking

				and of unfair complexion;

				but it consists of our socio-economic status

				that carry the weight of our convictions

				determining whether our voices are carried over

				or that we are carried away.

				1999 
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				in the whole world

				i have met but two persons.

				for one it was as if in a dream,

				the other thought i was dreaming.

				Now i wonder 

				what you’ll feel when we meet.

				1969 
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				i have just arrived in this moment,

				and with a speed faster than that of light

				did i think:

				i am wrapped in this impenetrable moment since ages.

				when continuing thinking i realized:

				memories have left me along the trodden track,

				and i could see no light beyond this tunnel,

				at the other end.

				everything here is dark and deadly frozen,

				except pain which is slowly melting

				dripping upon me,

				piercing me drop by drop, and forming an ocean

				of agonies around me.

				when i struggled to float sank yet deeper,

				and when finally drowned, motionless i came up

				above the surface,

				and out from the thought-process.

				…this moment is not fully lived yet,

				that was only a tiny fraction.

				but i am in no hurry.

				if my spirits didn’t drown me again,

				we shall move hand in hand ~ i and my moment.

				1965. (angkorwat, cambodia)
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				courting opens unknown realms to new emotions yet,

				often ignored out of fears that form doubts;

				unnerved walkers find bliss in gut feelings, yet.

				reflection upon that fertile ground sprouts

				trust and mutuality of concern for things,

				neglecting not a living with the nature of things.

				ever wonder why humans seek the common ground

				yielding to an urge to go where wholesome beings are found.

				2018
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				kindness resonates in soul, evolving new resolutions,

				rekindling genuine responses in everyone one meets.

				Interactions follow inventing ways in problem solutions.

				serene demeanor evokes gentleness in those one greets

				tenderness, as in infants awakens a tender feeling.

				Even in men too tough and utterly unwilling.

				natural beings need no guides telling how to live.

				2019
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				make a date with peace

				birds, animals and children;

				flowers, trees and mountains;

				clouds, waterfalls and ocean;

				stars and the vast blue sky ~

				all have the very elements 

				in them that correspond 
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				with the ones in our depth. 

				they evoke in us a state 

				of being related to the newness, 

				joy, innocence and beauty; 

				agility, rhythmic motions and 

				harmonious sounds; steadfastness, 

				magnificence and

				limitlessness. we forget our

				mundane thoughts and lose

				our thought-out identities

				that had verbally separated

				us from the whole. we are 

				thoughtless. we experience

				a state of being that is not

				within the range of knowledge.

				in such an alert state of being

				there is no self which was

				created by the fearful thoughts.

				and therefore, no wants with

				which to reinforce the frightened 

				sense of being. in a selfless

				state of existence, responses
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				come effortlessly. we utter

				soft sounds to children and

				birds and move gently in

				meadows so as not to disturb

				bees and butterflies in flowers.

				we are thus motivated by 

				the eco-centric lifeforce.

				this calendar contains glimpses 

				of such elements that 

				may evoke in your depth

				an awareness of being inter-

				related. with such a peacefully

				alert mind, whatever dates

				you make, to meet people and

				to interact with them, verily,

				you will further awaken in

				them the very wholesome

				state of being.

				1990. (from the desk calendar: “make a date with peace”.) 
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				self-image exists

				in between the surface of the mirror

				and the person before it,

				who is trying to match it

				with the mirror image.

				what one sees in the mirror 

				reflects the image of an actor

				being made ready as one could be for the show.

				what one fails to cognize

				is the fact

				of the act of makeup

				the layers of which are made of thought —

				thought of becoming what one is not.

				no matter how convincing the act,

				the actor is not the acted one.

				1997 
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				truth draws together those driven apart

				and leads them into a vista

				more pleasing than one created by norm.

				it can be had without the sense of me, i.

				but the true is repressed by the pain

				received as culture for the self identity to wear

				attiring the perceptions of true as a beach

				made of the dried up wishes, hope, dreams,

				laments and lack of a cherished ideal.

				eventually, at the other end of the ocean,

				the trader of the worldly goods feels lost;

				then, sees, illusions dissipating like ship’s wake;

				the truth.

				1998 
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				life in a coma

				offers only the breathing space

				of time, very much alike — comma

				between two phrases of a spoken line;

				one just finished, ending one short breath,

				and one about to begin, after taking

				a quick, short breath needed to expunge

				the rest of the statement

				along with the air.

				AS comma is not the period,

				the symbol of end OF THE STATEMENT;

				coma, too, is simply a pause, 

				of a statement of being,

				of life in flesh and bone.

				death is like a period,

				it says nothing of what words will form

				after the period,

				nor how elements reunite after death.

				2000 
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				what made the effect to be the outcome of cause?

				what caused the big bang to upset the eternal pause?

				which made which, the fear and the greed?

				was there the difference before anyone disagreed?

				who made the poor and the rich at the on-set?

				whence came the war if no reason had existed to fret?

				was there ever god or a need existed for any code

				before any thing ever happened according to the mode?

				what missed in taking, making it a mistake,

				leaving the truth and racing for the fake?

				what if the duality is a ploy to promote a fight,

				never mind why, only that the might is right?

				2001 
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				when the speaker parrots the words

				of the speech writer,

				and the speech is for the election,

				the one who gets elected 

				is not what people we’re electing.

				2002
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				time is a non element

				invented to account for every moment

				meant to have been spent 

				bent on the job at the conveyor belt,

				knelt before the lord or at assembly line,

				lining up for roll call or for time card punch.

				2003
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				the words of wisdom

				become mere knowledge

				stored in memory of listeners,

				or printed on pages ever read;

				if, in either case, never followed

				by an active response.

				2003
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				splash! a fragrant pair

				of lady’s slippers, pink, fair!

				hi! anyone there?

				2003 

				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

	
		
			
				107

			

		

		
			
				an infant’s stare

				just by looking in your eyes to return your stare

				utterly spell-bound i become, and your smile beware,

				leaves me drenched in tender feelings to share

				every which way with all beings so as to care

				sincerely for the dwellers of the earth fair, and square.

				2003
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				just observe the flower and the butterfly

				existing in a symbiotic relationship.

				no one is unhappy seeing them together,

				no one despises their cheery colorful existence.

				it hurts nobody, exploits no one.

				for, to love is to be true to one’s self-nature,

				fearing not what others would say.

				even their vulnerability is endearing.

				realize what you are, and you are in love, always.

				2004 
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				the giant panda

				is dwarfed against the collective monstrosity

				of the biology-studded brains,

				each of which harbours a sexual fantasy

				born of the fear of incompetence

				imagined during the tender years.

				there was even a woman among them

				at the china zoo,

				who, instead of herself conceiving life

				in a cherished, romantic way,

				helped her deranged colleagues

				to surgically rape the female panda.

				the enslaved beings — ones in prisons

				and prison-camps and the live stock — 

				all have one thing in common: the bars.

				for, no female, a two legged

				or four, ever exposes her female parts

				to a sex maniac,

				who believes that the world

				of science would be poorer

				without the surgical rapes

				and pinned butterflies.

				2004 
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				is it you who has entered

				the very substance of my being.

				or that i have entered yours?

				either way, in consequence,

				now even to say: ‘i love you’

				feels inconsequential, impossible,

				as there are no subject and object

				of love

				indistinguishably separate.

				2004
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				just as the farmer sows seeds and then prays for the rains 

				so that he may harvest a bumper crop;

				so does the weapon maker pray for an endless war

				so that he can keep selling the weapons of death and destruction;

				so does the medicine man pray for the ailing crowd

				crying for his elixir;

				and the shaman for an endless row of departing souls to pray for.

				what do you pray for?

				2005 

				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				112

			

		

		
			
				going out on a date

				is no different from trying out

				new shoes: the form is ideological

				and size standardized; 

				only the minor changes in looks

				one looks for.

				and it takes some time

				to get used to the new shoes.

				going out on a date is quite like that:

				it takes awhile to get acquainted,

				as it rubs on a soft spot or two.

				by the time the two learn to adjust

				to avoid each other’s sore spots,

				each one develops a few new callous spots

				while the excitement of the newness is gone.

				what is the purpose of looking for the new,

				friends, shoes or anything else, 

				if one always strives to relate

				only in the routine way,

				that makes everything dull, old

				and devoid of the lustre of life?

				2007 
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				if light is to be sought at the other end of the tunnel,

				it is deemed necessary

				that at its this end

				and in the tunnel the darkness prevailed.

				for without the darkness,

				without the hatred, war and violence — 

				without the opposites,

				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				114

			

		

		
			
				the love, peace and compassion would lose their lustre

				and even god would not seem necessary.

				if so,

				then it appears that the two opposites

				and the middle of the tunnel

				are all part of the same stage

				and you and i and others are offered parts to play

				the buddha, jesus, hitler, stalin

				and a bunch of extras to fight off one another.

				but no matter how brilliant our performance,

				we cannot utter a word not approved by the director.

				and the director works for the producer,

				who pays the bills for the lighting technician,

				who is not paid to illuminate the tunnel,

				when it would change not only the scene,

				but would require an entirely new story

				and different acting.

				it’s not just the producer

				of the play who would lose;

				all his directors, actors 

				and the stage staff 
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				and suppliers would protest 

				the changes that pays them well.

				besides, what else are you able to do

				and still exist if the opposites ceased to exist?

				2007 
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				guides are good 

				only when one is raised

				to follow captive sheep-like;

				those born free, live instinctively,

				elementally interdependent,

				as does a brook among rocks and trees,

				now gushing, now still, now falling,

				nourishing life around

				evoking inspiring sound. 

				2007
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				being at the mercy of the hurting pull

				of the iron bit

				the horse can be led to the river

				even when he is not thirsty.

				the captive horse

				will even drink some water

				for he knows,

				that horses are bred

				to be led unto death.

				those who falter

				or are too old

				or even those roaming free,

				are killed

				for failing to be led.

				2010 
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				does the turtle shop for a new shell

				or the bear for fur spray to groom well?

				do birds invite bids to build them a nest,

				or fish for the aquarium to swim and rest?

				do birds in a flock race

				as do commuters to avoid the face

				of the fellow worker, for the fear

				as it extends the time of suit they wear?

				does the fox hunt fowls only to hold 

				frozen, for other foxes, until sold?

				does the tiger go on a deer round-up

				to sell to other tigers, the deer meat ground up?

				do creatures seek god and pray

				for the juicy meat or to make their rivals sway;

				or for the good hunting ground they never found

				offering a fruit or fowl to the almighty hound?

				the answer to all this we know, is: no.

				what we don’t, is: where else to go

				to live peacefully in here and now

				with out the plethora of guides telling us how.

				2011
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				but for the fear

				were invented the three:

				god, country, and socio-economic

				status.

				but the fear is only a thought,

				the what if,

				about an unknown time,

				situation or a person.

				this required an upbringing

				that would prepare one

				for a life-long preoccupation

				with this fear,

				leaving one no sense

				of being alive in the now.

				no wonder the attention, zen

				appears to be a never awakening state

				of being 

				for many an intellectual

				brought up to live in thought.

				2010
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				the self

				of believer

				confines oneself into a solitary cell

				in a maximum security ward

				of one’s mind

				made narrow by one’s idea of oneself

				limiting one’s movement

				to match with

				what one’s self would or wouldn’t do.

				oneself is constantly watched

				by one’s self

				and is judged and punished

				by the way of yet more regimes

				of rigorous do-s and don’ts

				aimed at reducing one’s being

				to a mere container 

				of thoughts.

				2011 
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				being 

				in the constance

				is impossible to be the same

				or conversely be nothing.

				the terms: integration and disintegration

				do not apply where the change is the norm,

				or the change is the form of constance,

				see if you can decompose

				a kaleidoscopic pattern of harmony

				by giving it a jolt or shake.

				2012 

			

		

	
		
			
				123

			

		

		
			
				a state of being

				that has no fixed identity

				is abstracted

				in a thought out state of existence,

				like that of an actor

				making an appearance

				as someone one is not.

				the actor make believably gets out

				of oneself

				and plays someone else;

				and in so doing

				strives to acquire an identity

				of an actor

				who is neither the person who acts

				nor the character one plays. 

				2013 
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				the no-thing is nothing

				only when there is no such thing

				as no thing

				the same as the answer to:

				“what’s the matter?” “nothing.”

				for, one wouldn’t be inspired to ask

				if and unless noticing something

				to be concerned with,

				though not knowing what.

				2013
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				“in god we trust,” is a belief,

				when reflected in the mirror of mind

				offers one an insight of rare kind.

				giving the action a little pause

				high lighting the effect and its cause:

				relationship between nature and being

				or between object and seeing,

				subject and object, or seer and the sought

				however distant may a person be from thought.

				an instant of awareness, dissolves the distance

				negating the fear, creating a new stance

				in which love is evoked in every instance.

				2014 
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				knowledge is after the fact

				and fact is an indisputable act

				that, not being lost in the antiquity

				is perceptible to all, whether men of letters

				or those caught in their fetters

				toiling their lives to nourish

				a literary image of oneself —

				a buddha, the wise guy

				or jesus as the only son of god,

				who, like a citizen of modern china

				was not allowed to have another child

				as dictated by the writer of the script(ure).

				a dictated act is repeatable

				and thus has a beginning and an ending.

				as for the other act, not scripted,

				neither do i have a tongue to tell

				nor do you have a spare ear

				to hear the gibberish.

				2015 
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				just as the staged acts — the passionate

				kisses and deep embraces

				do not fill the void

				generated by the terrible sense

				of loneliness of the individual actor,

				engaged in performing the act

				of love watched over by the critical 

				eyes of the director,

				nothing else will ever work;

				nothing will bring joy, the sense of satisfaction, happiness,

				the feeling of meaningfulness of life;

				nothing that is not born of a pure

				expression of the selfless self —

				not the self that is categorically assumed 

				to be this or that, 

				directed by the great invisible director, the fear — 

				fear of socio-economic insecurity,

				that casts two total strangers

				to play lovers or soldiers

				and everything in between.

				2015 
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				being in love is ecocentric in nature

				letting elements to form, 

				pretty as new moon’s curvature

				affecting the environment as ocean’s tides.

				kindling the spirit in mutual quest resides

				fearing none, from nothing love hides.

				2017 
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				love is the motion that empowers its cause.

				love is not the form in itself in which it is expressed,

				such as: woman’s love for man,

				or her love for the newborn infant,

				or her love for rearing the child,

				or her love for her grandchild,

				or her love for siblings

				and friends,

				and the community,

				and the land, the environment,

				or her motherly love for the mother nature.

				love is the motion that empowers the cause of being.

				love is not the form itself in which it is expressed,

				such as man’s love for his biological mate,

				or as a child for his breast feeding mother,

				or for his playmates,

				colleagues and competitors,

				his employer and employees.

				love is all, and yet not all in any of its exclusive form

				that blindfolds the lover, and renders the lover 

				to be unloving, 
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				to exclude some from one’s love,

				or even hating all other beings 

				Strong enough to kill.

				2018 

			

		

	
		
			
				131

			

		

		
			
				descriptions are after the experience

				invented to recreate what is gone —

				xenos then forming fondness or xenophobia

				in the hospitable or inhospitable perceptor.

				either way, the description is not the described.

				2017
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				just as mind’s instincts evoke

				a creation in words or deed, 

				mindful flowers, creating nectar, 

				inspire an array of colours in butterfly wings.

				ecocentric coexistence is just that.

				2017 
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				music and dance enwrap lovers in new emotions

				and air feels fresh, full of ethereal commotions.

				desires then reach for newfoundland,

				escaping all that is mundane and bland,

				love is indeed blind to revenge and hate,

				indifferent it is also to the notion of fate.

				no words can describe love’s drawing powers,

				every one though desires love’s drenching showers.

				2018

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				134

			

		

		
			
				since I have not made enemies 

				during the course of my moves

				in an unmapped region of life,

				i seek no friends.

				it is just that i am all alone.

				which does not seem to be the justification

				of the being itself.

				is that why i am calling you?

				2018
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				getting to know someone. 

				someone, who simply takes one as is ~ way, 

				as one takes all elements in nature as nature of things;

				someone who takes all one’s thoughts, speech and acts,

				facts and fantasies without question,

				without being impressed or depressed by it;

				and without intention to render one

				into a character from

				an illustrated three dimensional print

				that gives slight motions when the page is touched,

				otherwise who stays shut within

				in a state of suspended animation

				along with all other visual and verbal characters 

				of the book, including the story itself.

				getting to know such someone,

				who, too, does not have an existence

				that can be made to smugly exist slave-like,

				like a character in a closed book

				a bible or gita

				or an old or new world order.

				if you are one such being or have met one,

				introduce this person to that someone. 
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				“after reading the last line,

				put the back cover on the page

				and close the book” says lao tzu,

				the taoist seer.

				and,

				“how long you have sat upon your misfortune?” — 

				asks aso zarthust, in zoroastrian quest.

				get up, lest you have forgotten

				that you have a lifelong motions

				awaiting to respond to.
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				waters under the bridge,

				like the element of life

				simply keep on flowing,

				making the bridge-crossing meaningless,

				unless one intentionally left behind

				all that constituted one’s living

				on that shore one walked away from.

				the steps on the bridge offers one freedom to shed the memories of that which is gone

				Like the waters under the bridge.
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