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Because it is life through the origin
Of growth

And brings the tranquillity of age.
There is remembering: the forgetting,
The little goals to pass the days
Between the next remembering

I see little needed in life:

No books, houses, fine clothes or cars,
Since this connectedness that makes
The poet a child

Makes him a place to rest awhile
Between the troubled strophes of life.
He, the forgotten values, seeks

Only sufficient shelter

Food enough to fill his gauntness

For a day -

All else is insufficient and inauthentic
As he himself is an admission

Of a god's weakness

For Man.

All life is divine:

Each field, each tree,

And he the poet carries this message

Gently, like cloud its rain.

There is nothing special, unique:

He is only the half-remembered aspirations
Of his age

Forgotten when they to whom connectedness
Was a lie from birth, live in power

Within the boundaries of a State.

There should be no preaching, no faith
Without the connectedness of consciousness
That uncovers divinity as the divine

As there should be no guilt or sin

While the

tireless worker for the Cause
Stalks the streets of the chosen
City. There was a sunset

As he walked the hill home -

A plethora of colours magnified
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