Athanasia

Silver cobweb leaves
  shudder in the wind –
I hear the Voice of God
  Whisper
Across diamond-lit ripple-water.

Floating leaves breathe above me –
The Voice of God flows pristine –
  It weaves
A fine brocade of silver
Which gently makes me sleep.

Words twist like serpents
Tangled in the dark –
They drip like water –
Eroding rivers
These words in streams
God’s Voice gives meaning
In a state of constant change.

My mind amazed at watchwork wonder –
I feel the Voice of God
  Echo
Through the dark.



Words sculpt meaning into stone
Like rocks from broken tablets –
Reveal to me the Truth in Change –
Nothing is Permanent
Except Motion and Change –
So speaks God in wordless visions.

Heaven spirals split through the water
While visions ripple in the stream –
The Voice of God is Change in Motion
And God gave me a dream:

	Weeping
	  black mother forms spherically,
Unwinding wisps
  black stars winding –
Weeping tear-shaped light unravels
  melting ember lacquers in circular motion,

Like a flower
Blackness rotates spherically

Mother
Black sphere
Goddess-mother sings softly,
	sweetly
	loving
	mother-child
	suckles baby
	with her tear-shaped breast
	open
	breathing
	sucklemother –
Stars unravel, unwind and open
Petals stretch, star-filled
Shining bright in thick clusters

Mother laughing
Sends spheres into orbit
	pouring from her mouth
	perfect roses
A black stream glides
	from sucklemother’s mouth

Mother gives birth to the sun
Making celestial moaning noises –

Starsun cracks open
	from black unwinding thighs
	of singing sucklemother
	split open
	a thin peeking sun
White-yellow shaft of light
Celestial mother opens wide
	black
	spreading open
	she
	unravels wisps of color
	sun
	unwinds
	unlocks
	opens wide
	black mother
	echoes

	birth

	screaming
	flaming birth contractions
	violently
	rips the sun
	open brightly
	cruelly
	bright black mother
	sings out!
	OUT!
	Now that I am All and None
	  the Day can begin…

My mind awakens to a shudder in the wind
As I hear the Voice of God
  Whisper
A timeless, wordless vision
  of the birth of the day

Beneath the water I stare at stars
Moving silently above me –
They stitch eternal fabric in the sky
While words float aimless before my eyes.

Breathlessly lost in Change
The Voice of God passes like the river
Floating endlessly downstream:
I exist in words.
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