


H@C'US PoCud

The simultaneous nothing.

Life as a figure ground
in perpetuity,

A WHIRLYGIG.

Now you be it, now you're not be.
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1on O be surc:

%t 1s yexat1o
on E YPT 12m dying!

Death is life tuf
Upside down and backwards.
Things hapP¢€
You app
occurs when
Life is a wave 2b
I am the event.

Much like quantum’s C

Reality




Fig. 38.

Change of Earth’s Equator and Axis.*
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LISTEN!

Abandon logic all ye who enter here.

Loneliness
is tobe separated
from our original ’compléteness.
The ultimate reality
is-totality.
When completed,

we vanish:.

Whal an ivonic p"wo@bowmmf.



Projections of a few Cometary Orbits




PLATO WAS CORRECT.
Alas!

We were seperated

at birth.

HOW CAME THIS TOTALITY?

I swim in fairy tunes.

Too true, fancy me.

How can that be?
I’m not you, you’re not me.

Did you call my name?

Il HEAR A SONG.






“I know a bank where the wild thyme blows,
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows,
Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine,
With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine:
There sleeps Titania sometime of the night,
Lull’d in these flowers with dances and delight;
And there the snake throws her enamell’d skin,

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in.”

G.&






A ¢pIV OF THE WIND

The babe becomes the boy.

The boy becomes the man.

The man grows old.
The old man dies.

In the end we forget our lines.
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Eclipse of 1858.



I fell
asleep in Mckeesport.
And woke up on Olympus.
Exit the king. What name? PIP!

We are apparitions.

as flimsy as transient clouds.

Forming and reforming
themselves to

naught.




Fig. 7h.

Copy of a Print Showing the Peculiar Crystalline Structure of Meteoric Iron.



You are my darlingest dear.
I am startled by this discombobulation.
I prize this surprise.
The Universe is a magical domain.
Which lays claim to my imagination’s game.
Goodnight sweet prince.

May flights of angels sing thee to thy rest.



Do you hear the music too?
Or 1s it just me?
Astounding, magical, a bijou.
My, what an iridescent petite opera this is.
How should I accommodate this logic.
I spy 2 mouse in the house.
Is this some sort of a trick?
My father forgot his lines on opening night.
If T want reality,

I will go to sleep and dream.



Spiral Cluster in Canes Venatici.



IN THE CIRCLE OF ALL THINGS

Imagine this then if you can,
Before time became a thought,
When everything was not,

And the conjurer had yet to play his hand.

In this repose, centered still,
A clearness chose itself to will,
Then with a kaleidoscope’s quick turn,
All became from star to worm.

And you who read, and | who write,
Are conscious seeds of this delight.

-DM 1992



