Keter

The lake is still tonight, despite the light breeze which carries the scent of orange blossom and apricot blossoms through the air. In it the heavens are reflected, as if in a mirror. My mind is still like the lake, reflecting in itself all that is and all that might be.  Whole worlds are born within me, they mature, and then they die. From them emerge other minds, still like mine, which give birth to still more worlds. World upon world, mind upon mind, each nurtured by those that came before, each nurturing in turn those that come after: ripening being. 

***

The five Virtues perfect humanity. 

Humanity perfects the myriad things.

The myriad things perfect the five agents.

The five agents perfect heaven and earth.

Heaven and earth perfect the yin and the yang.

The yang is just motion towards the Great Ultimate.

The yin is just the stillness which lies beyond. 

***

Descending in order to ascend.

Ascending in order to descend. 

The heavens move.

Sparks rise.

The cosmos is mended. 

***

The peasants have land now. The workers control their own destiny. We build schools and clinics. We paint and sing and write. We make love under the date palms. 

That –that is what it means to command right and forbid wrong. We have done this. We are muslim no longer. We are mu’minin, and this –this Earth-- is our house. The imam teaches, and we argue. We need no amir. 

***

The night is past now --and so is day. Seeing and hearing and touching and tasting and smelling: these are at an end. Wanting is done with and having too. No longer do I take from the world, form an image of it, and abstract from the image the truth I seek. I am that truth now. Being, I create; creating, I am. 

***

Hózhó náhásdlíí'
Hózhó náhásdlíí'
Hózhó náhásdlíí'


It becomes beauty.

It becomes beauty.

It becomes beauty.
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