

The Lark Descending
Prelude to the Song Inside



























For the old man.


Be calm
 Oh, creator
 Everything is as it should be.








Introduction

This book contains the first songs from inside, now felt as daily life.

You may look for narrative, instead look for narrator.

You may be reminded of a few moments in your past
They will be completely unlike mine
 Those moments will be alike in one way only.









Think back to 2020,
 Remember the summer. 

Remember the most poignant walk, 
Perhaps it was subtle but memorable, 
Perhaps dramatic, but not understood,

Do you remember the sun, or the black dog? 
You created one work of art that day, no matter how small
Do you remember it?
It disintegrated back into nature, yet remains.

[bookmark: _GoBack]That moment was the weirdest, remember it. 

Listen to its echo in the rotation













Beyond the gates of heaven, 
lives the one you loved,
 in every life you lived. 


Beyond all imitation,
letting go


Of our accusations,
we are guilty



Love is forgiveness, 
honesty and sacrifice.

I’ve been done wrong to
But I’ve done wrong too


Listen and you can see,
how wonderful life can be



											

What do you believe?
Why? 
Where did your belief come? 
Is it really yours? Does it matter whose it is? 
Can you change beliefs like clothes? 

Your wish is a command, and if unfaithful, 
is cuffed to sand to wait in patience.  

You may already know all of this, if so, I apologise, 
Now on with the confusion

Rhugda, 19.6.2020



Ranga? 
Argara, Years Ago


Before our time of technology, the inside looked quite different.
 It was a tropical fancy dress party of animals and odd characters completing myths. 

 The inside has many names,  I call it Argara. 

Argara has many minds of its own. 
Everything here posses its own unique magical ability that keeps Argara fair. 

Argara  is made from two continents, one named Sal the other Tar, both lush with forests and hills, and before the tallest mountain with Sal, there was a bouncing living jungle called the Dok. 

The Dok’s leaves were soft palms, its trunks friendly arms and undergrowth a warm treat, The Dok played joyfully with its inhabitants.
 There in the Dok Jungle lived the Orangutans. 

I remember this by explaining it to you, the story of Ranga.

Chapter One
The Lark Descending
An aimless wander guesses, whilst its fury builds a bubble,
Sitting at home, trying not to burst ,
eyebrows raised the looping grey time “allegedly” passing by,
a smile grows too much at enough.
 
Routine! rise, to embody aim everywhere. 
An ambition should be realistic; not a wind between the ears, nor a calm to ease ridged hips, but a stick for a snaking back. 
And love? Maybe.

Lo! Penning thoughts towards the stone walls of a rural childhood, towards the windy hills of play and wander, let us turn towards that heart of hope.



The decision to go on a walk should rouse a smile and tap on the knees.
 A shadow clinging to what shoes to wear and what what-not to flaunt vanishes, smiling, already out the door; dancing too and fro with intuition.

 Pretending?

Then know what hope is for.







Q. What is the meaning of the Lark Descending?
A. inspiration

Q. Where does it come from?
A. A way that can’t be explained

Q. How can I experience the Lark Descending?
A. By remembering it 

Q. So it has already happened, could you give an example?
A. It most likely happened alone or with a familiar friend 


Q. How might I remember it?
A. it was the moment your life changed




It is drizzling and busy outside,
 everyone’s rushing to get in from the rain,
 blurring yellow jackets and office coats flicker
backwards in colour whilst brushing past other hurried up zipped up torsos. 

Umbrellas twirl with white lines generously away from tired eyes; it is nice to see them moving together.
 Lost to ourselves we stay.

Everyone footing an aloofed inattention bows, as we drift up in the odd intervals of windows on a newly done box like office. 






I close my eyes toI fly higher up into the eves.
 I see there is no smell and it dwells, 
blinking all night with connection, yet not purpose. 

He stops us with a settling hand on the wrist, 
sharpening the blur, the stillness is hard, sudden, but emotions, although startled, stay warm.

He interrupts, I stammer, “Sorry, .. again?” stuttering and smiling, not catching what he dropped in such a sudden.

 I still debate the meaning, of something which never happened. 


It was as though we were invisible, how to explain that? 
Like a foggy sentiment from a dream that walks on forever looking for a meaning never found, gesturing at its wake whilst sailing deeper underwater. 

He sniffs, hiding behind his nose a sunken grin. 

In the rain my long pale face blows content as it always does in autumn, I would much prefer rather than clenching between the shoulders, cocking a rocky frown against this rugged looking rogue, this toothy once-upon-a-time-a-gentlemen, the strange anomaly to the swarming normal around us.




He goes to stutter too, but spits, and peers in a diagonal, upwards and somehow downwards angles at any masking smile, all through his wavy greying greasy black hair.
His coat was obviously once a real expensive and respectable number, but is now tattered, ripped, patched, decorated with various oily stains around the sleeves and has funny blue sewn on navel buttons.

“The time, champ?” He finally croaks from jittering giggles.

 He winks towards an accent with buried intellect, also towards a descent from stature
perhaps he is someone’s deranged once wealthy uncle,
 out on a daytrip to streets not yet learnt to eject him. 

Consider exchanging him the time a little pomply with half a minute’s small talk, standing in an dishonest version of straight, head tilted up and just to the right away from his leftward guttering jit.

But we do not know the time

 A feeling rises, the feeling again of dreaming. 
The umbrellas dance around us and rain on faces keeps this locked looping moment trying to last forever. 

 Listen deeper than usual through the slip of umbrellas. 
The ground between us begins to open wider onto steps of our past.








Q. Does the lark descending have a form?
A. As much as you believe thoughts have form

Q. Do I have to believe in any anything understand the Lark Descending?
A. Only the power of belief 

Q. Why is 2020 important?
A. It was the year it landed for everyone. 



Letters from a past life.
1

Merk, 

I know your doing it again. 
I just want to say, don’t come back.

The kids sit like cardboard boxes of cereal at home next to a fire that’s not be lit all winter. We made a game out of driving around trying to find you. But recently the space has let us grow. 

You can stuff your book, it’ll never end. 
You’re not dead somewhere, a rotten hand sticking up from a river bed, a wrist being pecked to splinters. 
You’re out again, writing riddles of nonsense for no one!

 We wonder if we’re in it, cleaning around a steaming casserole, each of us an inch from the clock, tapping fingers to the radio. 

Maybe we can write one about your adventures, always leading back to us.  We know what you are doing.

Don’t come back

Yuega



A blue car passes outside the house noticed it through the window, lifting my head up to watch the blur continue into people sitting stiffly on front seats in the reflection, look forward and drive away. 

Something inspired a strut over to the door to tidy up the post, now we are here. 
Through the window there’s a parcel outside. 

Sunglasses want to stride out in a dress to grab it, but there’s too much to worry about.

Open the door to see green, grey, darker grey, blue, pavements and normal loops of everything waiting for something to join them. Look around, someone sees. 

The parcel is huge, strangely packaged and stirs a strong emotion.






 Coming back inside to the shaded thin walled living room, the post got thrown on the sofa for a while in a bigger mess,
 it just looked so out of place at odd angles on the floor.
 

The odd big parcel left outside has an attached letter.  

“Dear Yuega, 

I hope this parcel finds you well and that it is not too late. 

Love and light

Prunde Harp, 
Ghesi Covent
Egypt”




The phone rang before the page turned to look for more information, “Egypt?”  thought clawed the air walking over to answer the phone. 

I answer the phone. 
“Hello?” 
“Yes, Hi, how are you?” 
“Erm Hi who is this?” I bite
“Is this Yuaga?” 
“Yes who is this sorry?” I bite again

I have patience for only a little while longer…

The phone call is hard to understand being muffled by some interference, it sounds as if a lady on the other end has something heavy in her nose; there was too many different emotions to even make out if she was selling something or if it was important.






All the while I look over at the post lying on the sofa, the red and white normal letters, unopened, obvious. 
A cold wonder and dread looms over, this is unavoidable. 
It could be from him.

Cut back into the phone call as the caller mentions “Egypt” and my stomach empties.

 “Merk?!” I shout and hang up the phone.

 A panting begins, an immunity to tears cracks at the seams but holds strong. 
I sit there speechless, at fist trying to punch the letter through my stomach. 
Wondering if this is a dream; let us open the letter



“Darling family, the most and least cared for stone in this shaking shelter, I watch it break from the end of time at all angles, no light comes through the crumbling gaps, only sodden black smoke. I hear your cry of love but cannot follow it forever away from you.

Yes my books never ended, yes you were sometimes in them, but always by my writing side, helping me decide where hides enough.

You have written me books, I write them for you. An incomplete collection of our love searches through the forests of fear to deliver the very book you wished to have written. Things are unclear but completely revealed. We are going together, to a hidden garden in the forest, our games are our dearest encounters, played by our children. Blue bells and forget-me-nots meander with great vines linking every hidden corner the sun has never set upon, there instead the light comes from inside our soul.
But before today an equal infinity has happened, the book has been written. And that infinity has always been coming together, always connecting, our love always sending never ending directions. Have you noticed that madness hidden, not understood.

The book delivered to you contains all the measures of our love in every life it ever lived. How we are always coming bravely together, whether it for a moment's chance or evening’s umbrella, until we are forever. 

 Merk Belet"
Rather gentlemanly and in dramatic fashion he sighs, muffled by all their umbrellas. 

I say to him sternly,
 “Sorry but, I do not know the time” 

He was already laughing, knowingly through the rain and chuckles back what seemed like a good sharp joke:

He giggles “I’m late.” 

Looking a smile wistful, expecting us to catch his unique humour, he bites our grin, slowly being taken in with clueless blanks.

If you try to rally back to him, it’s much to his offence.
You can try to leave
He will just talk loud 
and a little more together than before, 
Being quiet seems to flavour the situation drastically more tasteful 
which is a step forwards again, towards him.

 “oh, they must have sent you in behind again” I joked back beginning to feel alike him, buried beneath crumbling pretensions now falling out of our shoes, ascending to something honest and compassionate.




 I guess truth keeps us here in refreshment wondering, defining something new, exploring and not defending.

 Small smiles and taps on the arm reach into our pasts.

“Never the mind” He ruffles his coat on the inside and looks into it for something. “uh, they’ve miscalculated again, must need to adjust the..” His murmuring fiddles with his pocket “ah, sorry...” 

 He reveals a small vodka bottle filled with brown liquid, which once opened is obviously whisky, cheap.




Interested still? Then make some gestures hoping to make him feel comfortable about drinking in public.

 He obviously is, there was a sense he was only doing it so. 
The umbrellas shake drips onto a black nylon jacket outside the blur, still we stand there, sodden and warm. 

Since interrupting, he had been taking out different packets and tubs, returning them into different pockets, the dance is fairly amusing. He has hidden in various depths of his battered raincoat the ability to roll a cigarette.





He looks at you knowingly, the old man, you know him, and knew what was going to happen, and that amuses him, and truthfully, it amuses me.

The old haggard man goes on talking, he will soon go now.
 He begins leaving all the time but then guesses your accent, he cuts you off. 
The chat from pole to pole, one moment we would be in chords of jips and common interest, the other he would be looking up suspiciously at you crooked from below. 

Who is the old man?






Whilst at home an overdue grey waits for colour
Any chance could break

A spell made in hope
That finally, for loves sake
Love is all it will take

To raise the flat land of equal
To the high rise, to the skies
To love
To the Song Inside!

But where we May dance upon a golden steeple so asleep?
Say dance here,

Dance with us








“You’re thinking to fast" he warns whilst changing his posture again, scowling and smiling.

 “Thinking to fast?

Now stepping away from him, he’s moving towards close quarters. 
Looking anxiously past him, longing into the distance, gesturing at the rain, I begin making the obvious lowering tones we make to indicate a hidden wish to move along. 
Keep saying “well then…well….”.









 Just look back in a false amusement, still hoping everything is funny. His breath is rotten, it speaks again and it really hits. 
“STAR EATER!” he roars at my face.
I am perplexed. Let’s go. Have you seen enough?

He releases the frozen moment in a kind of rough push which causes us to stammer back. He could see discomfort in hiding hands, excuses are made, politely, half frightened, both of us ignoring the shove.

“Let’s see how this pans out” He laughs, reaching again for his bottle and turning around, smirking all the time. He never rolled that cigarette.

Shall we wander for a while after in the rain?
Trying to enjoy it, occasionally managing
Or head towards the Library?
 We are going there eventually; anyway, It should stick out from the other buildings, a different colour in the rain against dripping empty windows.


Direct love back to the initial connection
Value your own truth and virtue over heroes, even those full of both 
Negative thoughts have their place too

Your family and closest friends are the closest reflection of you
All others souls should be distinguished by their virtues 
Be inspired only by the good

Forever forgive
Power is not always needed
Avoid gluttony, sloth, sensuality, and anger.
Do no evil, neither in the presence of others, nor privately;
Respect yourself, in turn this is the highest respect for all.
Justice will always be served.

Never act without rule or without reason.
Materials of stone and blood are temporary and will fall
Trust that every lesson is worth learning
We all have our reasons, good and bad
Be patient and strong with liars 
Never be seduced
Make sure all is profit for the oneself


I sit again by the window, it snows and rains, but it’s a better place. 
Years after I first heard the song inside, I still listen and note repetitions.
 The Song Inside is now upon a world outside. 


Q. Had the Lark Descended ever before 2020?
A. It used to live here

Q. Can you prove the lark descended?
A. No

Q. So I must trust that it is true?
A. Trust does not need to be a lifetime commitment

Q. How might I trust something that I don’t believe?
A. Faith?





To begin a book that never ends, one wonders where it starts. 
In the beginning, and end the loving embrace of all moments return together, to a single point of everything. 

It is experienced slowly amid daily disbelief. 
This moment is a constant celebration if we choose. 

Now, remembering said togetherness let the moment picture us sleeping in fresh bedding. 

What am i?


I put down the letter and look around me in a bite of frustration, nothing is happening, 

Half open blinds keep the room dark in the day and the creak of the house listens to the tapping of my red shoes. These nice shoes are always wondering why they were being worn whilst longing for a bright room to dance in.

A crease came from the lower neck and pushed up tired bags around tired eyes, stopping a sob from erupting which had become less frequent. 

Re-read parts of the letter which still had me puzzled, do you remember? Was there a secret insight, was this really true?

The unbounded parcel’s letter attached t indeed has stamps to show it was sent form Egypt. 

Unwrapping the book gives admittedly some excitement, the part that loves him races. 
Pull a large hardback book out of the parcel and gulp.
"beautifully produced” I think, detached from the situation.

I open the book to see what’s inside.
 “Chapter 1

Why did he break into that house, over all the others hanging like the Christmas cards on a fireplace. 
 Mincing around he noticed not all the houses had back gardens. 

Like a fox, naturally quieter than the mouse, he slips over bushes, unlocks garden bolts with a backwards finger and scales fences all night. His mice all lay sleeping soundly behind thick curtains, unaware of the nothing he would do to them, unaware of the faith he was playing with. 
The house had a corner spot by a cross road complete with a landscaped rock garden and a three car driveway, no cars were parked which was a good sign for Rhugda, but it was not why he chose it.

 With a deaf touch, a long top window in a conservatory becomes easily clambered through. 

“Sarah come back down to earth and realise, something’s been wrong for ages” the driver sasses in a mud splattered bolting black truck, darting through the night of a dark country road past blurs of pine and un abided street signs.

Tapping the steering wheel in excitement the two dizzy girls slow down to wait at an amber light to change.

 “Uff” replies the passenger quietly, sitting uncomfortably. “Are you sure you should be driving?” Sarah continues, looking away at her slouching reflection in the window.
“Yeah I can handle it” Replies Dardra, hyper and naive, not settling to look in one direction for longer than half a moment’s peace.

 “Chill yeah.. Listen, we all know it’s, him getting you down. why not forget about it” 

 “I would lick my bitten lips if they wouldn’t turn in fear,
I have to wait ever so still. They knew I was there ready. I am comfort reaching out with dry fibre. They are dry soon to be wet, wanting me around them. They never mind me watching, ridged and hung, desperate, waiting for them to crumple me on the floor like the filthy rag I long to be. They will only close their eyes fully with me, only really honest with me, only every alone with me, only really naked inside me. Waiting for days the time was passed in shallow staggered breath. The light would go on and off and on and off, rarely to any satisfaction, but it would be wrong to say each time the tiles filled with lights, song and their privacy, that my whole being did not flitter with arousal.
 Standing every hair on end. Just to touch, that skin. 
Sometimes I would just be ruffled with a hand or the rim of a cheek. But most mornings we had our thrill, and occasionally after a candle lit night, I would wrap around an entire naked, honest, new, wet of a freshly purified skin” (monologue of a towel)

Sarah blinked for a second to conceal her rolling eyes whilst stroking her hair in the passenger seat.
“why?”

They turned off the main road onto a pitch black country lane signposted “Beraty 10 miles”. The headlights disappeared for a second as the jeep cut the corner of the grassy turning and bobbed up and down, like a Land Rover is supposed to do.

Nudging around bits and bobs in the kitchen the burglar had some joy. 
He silently slides a draw of cutlery
Incremental milestones of time glitter into his brown eyes from the back of a spoon. 

Raising an eyebrow at a plastic handled spoon, he smirks at the design. Rhugda sees a fish on the handle of the spoon, but his mind sees a fish having jumped out of the sea only to land on a boat. 
He hears another monologue and hums it like a verse building to his chorus where he will choose what to thieve from this house.

“Suddenly there is just hardness, heat, wooden thuds and a gulping dry. Admittedly, I had been rushing, enjoying the bubbles and blues striding from my lips ascending to the light. Then it came and glittered for what looked like forever. Now this stop, now this pain and shouting, screaming, panic in flat eyes and gulping air. Is this the end? Will this be the hammering great wash, the deal, done, dinner. Wriggling in panic with one eye on darkness, i felt it. The hand of decision. They held me tightly; calm and mine two eyes flew to freedom. Through air and sky and then gladly home, in the sea.”

Every step a homeowner has made along the way is documented in cutlery. 
 
 A devious smile licks his lips as he slinks around someone’s house. 

 It was not the first house he had been quietly looting through on tonight's solo revolution. 

A house before laid a jar of homemade butternut chutney which was now waiting in his coat he had hooked on the hangers as if he lived in this house he broke into, 
“was it breaking in if the back door was unlocked?” he would name a chutney whilst adding it to his collection. 

The neighbouring jars of honey set alight another monologue in Rhugda’s mind, this one tells the last thoughts of a bumble bee, who fly miles away from their queen when she hibernates to attempt to walk back to her, knowing they will die along the way.



“Whats the point? its over. She’s sleeping now, the only one I’ve ever known, the only love I will ever have, shared with all the rest, who now too lay kicking the sky around concrete, dust and drying flowers. It won’t be long now.
 I can barely see, although an image of all around bubbles into millions of pointless directions, the only focus I have is on the setting sky. 
The lowering dusk, limply, exhausted and lost into the last night I go. Her fools, friends and long lists of lovers, those with some life left walk the long line of scent back to the lock of death’s door. Only they will find she is locked outside of it, and it is we that lay inside the trap of death, and the summer’s wine, flowers and depths were all to lead to this pain. Goodbye I kick the sky, my wings flitter and groan.”






So the bee be free!
Lo the easier news that we are closer to being alone
Debts are paid one by one
So that soon, this story of twelve nights becoming one
Shall be slightly less long

It’s entered me
The undeliverable gospel of the free
A fee that never can be paid to those who taught us everything

Oh pidgin in the roof, oh tired eyes
Capsize
Let us sing the song inside







Rhugda holds the pen poised, ready for ascension, his brow had stopped jiggling around and decided on a leaving present, a note in gold felt pen, written diagonally from corner to corner of a soft cream plain note pad.
More headlights, this time they were turning into the road, quickly he finishes the message and raises his hood. The note glows now written. 


Coming into the house Sarah doesn’t notice anything amiss, they are drunk, chatting. Rhudga is gone and forgotten. 

Then, 
she notices in the centre of the kitchen work surface, the offering. 

A selection of flowers are arranged over a note, rose petals dotted around black slate . The note read:

“Beyond the gates of heaven, waits the one you loved, in every life you lived”
Q. The nature of your answers seems to avoid the question, is that to encourage my own investigation
A. It is because I do not know the answer


Q. The symbol of the Lark Descending you have shown us is a bird, made from two triangles, one purple, one green, interweaving at their bases. Why?
A. The symbol I have presented, is my personal representation of the experience. We could call it an integration of motivation and inspiration, it is my originality, it is no clue to your own.


Q. Is finding our originality a point where our lives change?
A. That can be every point



Everything feels perfect
Both parents unite in birthday praises
The inside spoke out and it was honeydew flowers 
Balance achieved, alone
Yet the excitement
Perhaps a fleeting nervousness, 
Dalia flowers in the thunder on wet slabs
Know I must head towards purpose
Wet

It feels like every moment has been leading up to this one
It is the only chosen moment of the roam
Roamed to reel in and look upon, dinner



Only lonely at the shoulder
The stars before a chosen home
Sit right before a home driven hunger
Why not light it
Why not score
After all the waiting
When lovey lips roar and sit in a likeness
That smiling childless childness 
Aged from torment, into a door

Stepping through, unto a brighter new pasture 
Unto a ease of rightness
A love for brightness
And a moment that will ask forever
Last through any weather

Stepping through the door
It feels like every moment has been leading to this one
Everything feels perfect
A moon in scales
A sun in summer
A musician playing a hearts mission
Out of the way, everything feels perfect
And every moment leads to this one
Where I fall into the perfect motion
Of forgiving, sacrifice, honesty and endless you, my lord
My ability, sword, shield and the everlasting truth
The idea born forever
My lord, that is you


Chapter Two
The Book?

A well-oiled mind will sweep up before closing down, double check any purchases, iron out the creases and floss the frontal lobe, all for good mental hygiene. 

A thought protruding from settling dust wears a scarf returned earlier. It was a silly buy, sure the clerk in the shop guessed at that, orange lines cut out in a crown around blue daggers, fitting enough for some occasion, like a test drive or picking up a friend’s prescription, but only for a confident eccentric who trots an allure of a quirky easy job that provides ample time for boasting. 

The scarf was not for someone who rocks gingerly around hunched, drifting like a stick on a silver river.

A regretful remark remembers being rather rude with the clerk, probably due to the obvious anxieties around the choice. 
Whilst worming my mind a wince ripples and nestles somewhere inside a protesting right thigh. 
What comes back time and time again with rodent questions, as much as I try to forget it, is the book.



What is it about? 
Loose concerns tighten. My mind cannot be moved from it, it is an itch that will not scratch. 
Too, who was the old man? 

After years of being this obsessive, the rhythm of doing something about the budding seeds of tantrum begins to take stride.  

From the red fog comes a memory. The book gleams through a sparkling move gold. 

I tut whilst loading up the computer, I search for it, toiling through rubbish results, deep into strange message boards and end at second hand archived auctions. 

I loose the way and tap the mouse frightfully, teeming tantrum. 
Outside night and rain weighs me down, but cools. I must!
Just before settling on a huff and giving up, 
I click bedrock.
There it is, the book, the symbol, the shape of two opposing triangles interweaving at their bases, one purple one green. 

There is very little information available on the online listing, let alone any copies for sale, but it is the exact book, listed under some strange orthodox language on a downloaded catalogue of other odd items. The book sits beside old jars, stones, maps and all manner of old rare decorated trinkets.

A full silver moon looms through the window unnoticed, willing each click on the screen. Whilst my eyes become weary and entranced by the blue glow of the computer’s limitless rubbish, let us stop to exhale.

Exhausted and spent by the rush, weary eyes retire, ears drop to listen to the wind blow branches across the street and rustles in the bushes. 
Above in the trees, ideas of the book fly around with the wind. 





Penance soars lazy upon the breeze
Pondering over waking
Eyes cannot see, but are sustained by the light

The lark feels with its heart a change ahead
It falls then from golden sky
Down to a mudding earthly beat

Specks below blur to circles
Spines of thoughts grow upwards shadows 
And veritable dimensions

The lark, limp to decision, rests
Its wings are the wind 
and as it calls, love sings.



The sleepy wills of children drop a bottom lip,
“not fair” they murmur from dreams they wish to keep.
On a hillside inside, stands a small crowd, 
watching the bird’s descent.

The wise old wizard holds up a sword in honour, as the bird is ready due.
But Nana looks back longingly, her scaled headscarf glitters with star light,
her hand is connected to fortune, to one last secret she cannot keep, concealed, deep inside her coat.







they smiled all night
bursting rainbows
flowering in winter
laughing Birds
daffodils
the sun warms the curtains
and a soft smitten sigh
is the sound of joy


to scribe this moment
fanatics and mythical heavens
better any rose tinted words


yet I write this






Ranga? 
Argara, 2010

And there alone, back in the cave, again Ranga banged and he banged and he banged. 
Now pure burning fury danced with solution. For Ranga saw how passion had divided, only able to see this alone.

A week went by and the smoke began to lay as soot upon the floating islands that lead up to the central sun, soon the light inside would be smothered by the soot, so it came to Argara to create some luck.

So the heart of the forest summoned two sages. 
Nana, and Azar. The witch and the wizard, answered the call for their name. 










Nana is an imp, with long dog legs in stripy tights, a magical hat and long green snotty nose, the best friend and college of Azar, the wise wizard of the lands. 

They met in your dreams, engulfed in smoke, they agreed to go and calm down this angry bloke. 

For so much time had passed, Ranga was now a ready man, and he must see himself to understand.

So Nana and Azar travelled through the smoked poisoned jungle to find the cave where Ranga banged and banged. 









Azar’s magic is also made by music, as is everything in Argara, and upon hearing Ranga’s bangs, he could not help himself but to dance. 

He had never heard such intricate feelings displayed in echoes. 
	The bangs would explode and smooth out for hours into tones and glittering winds that stir your bones. The music would unsettle and move you, comfort yet test you, there was nothing to remember, nothing old, nothing of the past, every idea was new and Ranga’s own. 

So it was to Nana, and in her childish fun way of play, she took to freeze Ranga, until another day.
	  
With one flick of a wrist, with Nana’s magic, Ranga was turned to stone. 


“Slippy slop this lock. He can live for now as a Rock” Nana giggles pointing at Ranga’s bemused statue. 

Azar took Nana by the arm and stroked his bear,
“Well what a fine save, let us remember this cave, one day we will need a sound so brave.”



Feeling now, lonesome. Yet perfect
Hard and warm
Right and waiting
Cleaned and clear
Knowing all that was stated, was said this time less from hiding
Yet at least we meant it!
Verses that spelt both love but also pain said
Come and don’t go
Real but false
Understood but only by half
Let the rest ride but only one way
Tides of bridleways to a gentler pain



Songs of never go away
Wave goodbye
Sang till throats close by dry lips
Until on them we cry at the horizon,
Why?
Then, she, the tall bright smile
Kisses thy breath with something more than skin
With life that joists the unborn within
Tides of her roll into a dry of thin
Oh her love
Fill us within




Thoughts before actions
Then understanding
Misery is improper reflection.
Wonder if before regret 
There are things we are not supposed to know
Concentrate on the earthly
Never neglect the health of the body
Exercise in balance with brief treats of meat and wine
But never if it stops us 
Live neat without luxury 
Avoid all colours of envy 
Never waste
Do not block a flow but tame it

Life2 

“A new reality is here! The people have woken up, and are developing powers to explore a non-linear, cooperative future"

Life2 is the latest in the gaming revolution of virtual reality. 
The players really make it what it is. The game takes the full advantage of virtual AI reality immersion by placing the user in a raised dimension equipped developing creative super powers. 

At the beginning of the game the protagonist wakes up in a dark bedroom, this is after inputting some basic information based on the real player, which we will get to later. 
The wakened player is confronted with a room that is morphing, vibrating, disorientating and, let’s face it, psychedelic.



 The first thing we noticed was the depth and beauty of the animation and the reactivity of games engine. Initially it was a little jarring and induced some vertigo and the sort, but after moving around the bedroom a little it took little time to work out how the control the focus based movement of everything. The environment seems to morph depending on what we pay attention to. After becoming used to the environment we were urged to open the curtains, which reveals a breathtakingly interesting, fully reactive, morphing world in the 5th dimension. 

The first stage of the game is a tutorial via a short news report fills the player in on the shift in reality and consciousness, the reporters are angel like beings which is a nice touch.
 
The tutorial acts as an inner voice, a kind of supreme being, which we learn later to be our higher self, telling the player of the new rules to reality, the solutions to paradoxes and the aims of the game, which the character can adapt at will. 





The user controller for the environment is the main theme of the game, and very cleverly it is the human voice. 

Via the tutorial you discover that different tones (doe, ray, me, far, so, la, tee, doe) have a different effect on the environment. The basic first tone lifts whatever object the player is looking at, the weight limit is determined by the characters weight, which is determined by various variables. This adds a beautiful musical element to the game as you harmonise with the too singing environment.

Upon going outside we are told that the information we entered at the beginning of the game such as our birthdate and few favourite colours have been entered into the algorithm of the game. It seems that each player sees and creates their own reality, which in turn creates everyone else’s reality.



Mingus the Great, The Flowers of Assam

The jungles of Assam, one of the last vibrant and fantastic gems hidden amongst the natural world. The heat from the Indian sun gleey greets the open arms of tweeting canopies, keeping the shade fresh and the deep fruiting green lush. 

The seasonal rains fulfil fertile lands like marriage. A lion’s share of trees are so happy and fresh, they still have un-scaled, soft green trunks. 

The matrix of animal trails that holds together this province are delicately draped with platters of rare orchids, giant ferns and over six thousand species of bird, all painted with over sixty thousand different colours. Every animal seems to be at the least slightly highlighted in blood red, diamond blue, a tribal orange or yolking yellow. Blue-throated Barbets, Barasingha deer, Orange-bellied Himalayan Squirrels, Hoolock Gibbons, Pigmy Hogs, Binturong and Hog Badgers are some of Assams most famous locals, not to mention the pesky Gangetic River Dolphins and herds of jungle Buffalo. The Brahmaputra river rips ripley through the Assam heading surely to the ocean, it runs down from the icy heights of the Himalayas and through the clear conscious mountains of Tibet, down to the Indian ocean.  If people were to ever visit this area, they’d cry ‘well my god. We’re in the heaven’. But this realm was ruled by none other than Mingus, the 12ft long, wise and powerful Siberian-Tiger.

 Mingus has an easy life for a leader, being the largest and oldest mammal for many miles. (besides the elephants, who Mingus really doesn’t count) Mingus matured into an abbot for others residing in his territory, his impositions were not just respected, but both needed and wanted upon the wills of the kingdom. Parrots and canaries make great fun of following the gently meandering cat through the busy mid-sun, they chirp and comment in ore of Mingus, whilst safely dotted around the high dappled ceilings of the undergrowth. Mingus finds this irritating, yet quietly flattering. Although these tagalongs needn't be so ginger, Mingus has an appetite for only fish, and never skinny multi-coloured birds with a gentle sense of language in a wayward direction. These half-witted gossips were to blame for every far-fetched story whispered through the vines, animals migrations away know of his endless wisdom, concealed temper and fair roar. 

Mingus is fully aware of the whispering parrots dressing him up a little, but the little extension of himself only aids his gentle efforts to uphold territory. 

	Mingus, overhearing half of his name in flight between a green parrot and a Blue-faced Malkoha above, protests up half a snarl of  the whites of his royal teeth, before simmering down by a quiet bank of a stream, waiting for a local Hoolock Gibbon named Tim, and thus, his lunch. 

Between these inversions, behind the veil, a white wizard, the wise old man, raises his wrists and Sacred Word upon the Sacred Tone, ready to weave a maze that’s alive, linking all of space, time and kind together on a golden line of Wyrd.
The maze’s mechanics are unknown to the sage, given to him in maps by the seventh ray.
He descended down to us a sacrifice, to bring about the golden age to only those with golden fame.




Azar stands bone fasted and stiff in the void. His low song of magical tones keeps it open, as the void wants to fill itself back. A maze of triangles and curves keep the dark away from Azar. His the only light beam, white from his silver staff, his body hid by golden rings.

Within the inside of everything; he continues to sing the song of infinity to the unfolding maze sure he will create such a thing foretold. 
He imagines vividly every destination given to him in maps, destinations given to him by minds far further than his own, beyond the rim of time, he receives larks from the one themselves. 

All the gnosis is dots on a map, to him full of meaning, he is conduit, and has been for aeons, this apex moment is so beautiful it is a shame, a shame it will next be over. As he calls his last breath he imagines what Argara needs, a way out, a way for the darkness shouting at all things good to leave. He calls it by its real name, he calls in the might of Merlin, Sofia and becomes the man of light, and beaming bones that expand to rhythm and rhyme. 


Azar! The song shouts its end, as he dims inside to rest, his creation, the infinity maze is created. Now all will be revealed.

The infinity maze is a usual living hedged maze, but it is metaphysical, it links the entire universe together by webs inside us. This could be dangerous for evil to use, so the maze is alive, and can discern its guests and direct them to their best deserves.

Azar knows everything about what he has done. He in return shall receive a palace of silver, where he can teach and drink wine. 
Yet he will refuse, to meditate, and hide.
For next comes his end, the lady with the magic voice.





Avoid all acts that could harm us
Before sleep look back on the acts of the day
Consider where we went wrong
Feel the fullest extent of any guilt

Feel the fullest extent of any joy
Love your acts with all the heart
They are the keys to heaven

We were given at birth a higher self
Consort your higher selves before attempting any task
You will notice your true destiny this way

Every atom contains the entire creation
Imagine only what you ought to and it will manifest

We are free, and only imprisoned by ourselves

Love and forgiveness is all around us
Life is delivering love from misfortune
Yield to avoid it

We are children of the father and mother
Mysteries are hidden within 
Mother will show the importance of father’s lesson

Healing the soul will protect it from evil
Abstain from any meat that damages the soul
Listen to the silence in the soul
There, is an impulse to do good
After this mortal life
There is a chance to live forever







Of our accusations we are guilty
Beyond all imitation: letting go
Does it all make sense? 
Does sense make it all?

Is it notched? 
The divisions of ourselves
Is it timed and regimented? 

Before time we woke up in the morning and assigned ourselves










There is a flawless jewel 
There is perfection in ocean 
All is nature
Nature is plenty for all
Smells and incense float like thoughts and dreams  
Rogue, sown or unknown
Respect all and accept only if we are worthy 
Wealth is well being
I am devoted to the future but ride the now
I move away from the past looking forward
All for one and the benefit of others



	
Chapter Three
The Lark Descending
Tipping back on a blue cushioned chair, swinging a foot, on the brink of humming, "no thoughts in a while" let’s remark.
 Drifting above in the rectangle ceiling lights and white paint wonder: 
“Rather okay with the day so far?
 Enjoying this book? Paying much attention?”

Caused by something unremarkable, a blunt worry returns from the disturbed street, a headache heads furrowed feelings lost upstairs. Climb down, out the window and into soft grass.
 Try to think nothing of it and for a moment do and hum a little. 





The two locals sitting beside me mull their books, two each, flitting between chit chat and reading in unison with our day dreaming, people watching and page skimming.

During a distraction from the nothing you long for, feel a head pulling eye clench, something alike dizziness. 
Thunder.

 A shiver behind licks its neck and says its name, but the feeling is warm and fateful, unfamiliar and small, yet immense and memorable. It is similar to a memory of being in love. Involuntarily turn to the left and notice the edge of an old book below the table, on a chair beside me. 

Take it, quickly. 
“Thrilling” think and pull out the chair a little to look it over fully. The book absorbs attention, it feels warm, interesting, so pick it up and marvel respectfully for a moment, your eyebrows fall up into wrinkles of intellect. 

Luxury for bathing in the wash of heaven
To teach is most comfortable
The sharpest gems are magic
Honour and feed intuition 
Our eyes are jewels 
Praised in heaven are the worthy 
Magic should be hidden 







On the leather cover, just a symbol of two triangles, one green, one purple, converging in the centre sits between squiggles and stains. As I turn it over I see what seems to be claw marks, I look closer and they vanish into creases of cow hide. Blinking, my brows push up as high as possible, but know no fear. 
 	The two gents down the desk too noticed the book and seem jealous. Perhaps they have their own questions. 
After scowling over at them, gently, I clear my throat and pout away from them. I am none the wiser, but they most likely turn their interest back to quiet conversation, to whatever they were tittering around. 

 They seem the comfortable hardy type, and likely start a new chat very easily, perhaps they will never need mention it, whatever the weather, they begin chatting again quietly.
 





These two chaps most regularly sit near to me, our unspoken agreement of non-interaction is a tight deal rare to find in a public library. 

 I guess they read local history and discuss their findings, but really, I care less. In my mind we think of each other throughout the week depending on our moods, and in an emergency they would choose to save me over the drove on an account of pure imagination of familiarity. 





You open the book and realise, it is weird.

Odd diagrams annotate old languages, perhaps codes, written in golden embossed ink that rises above the tanned thick pages. None of it makes to any rational narrative but each image burns into any soul who sees them forever. 
You are inked by the symbols, we become music and birds and see auras around the people in the library, yet we shall not look away from the book for long. 

Beginning to theorise wildly, almost in top gear, we are suddenly shrouded by a figure in darkness. 



The two old men beside us look over stiffly, they move their torsos, not hiding their flinches. They worry, making no eye dart or sniff in my darkened direction, but grimace. 

A tall and wide shadow grows over the open page of the book. 

The light is being blocked by a tall broad figure dawning the isle, the two men beside watch on tensely, perhaps readying my protection.

Too they feel the chill of fear, I feel their hands clench. 




Off earth instruments play for themselves
That love rains down to the roots of love
Then times of war and destruction are taken from man
The ocean is notes and harmony in one
The rain is but each drop
A tear from every being makes up the still ocean
Throw yourself into this perfect living
Worship the well springs of love and those who show the way
Our regrets are rudders on the endless wheel of existence
With honesty my remorse is free of torture
Destroy your evil before it destroys you
Even the evils we do not understand




All does lead back to the ocean
We can only see things once
But we remember the evil and good
Evil is hiding from fairness
Life is consort, death is alone
Evil clings to this transient life
Face away from death that follows us
Truth is not on earth but in heaven
We are confused without connection
Yet perfect living is waiting inside of us





A clean, linen dressed, well fed, still looking older gentlemen in an ivory coloured trench coat, cane, scarf and hat covering his face has a tanned, plump and adventured hand extended, expectedly towards the strange book. 

His hand flicks towards me in a hurry.
 Something about him is terrifying and my stomach scrunches. This man is so powerful the electrics around him begin to fade and flicker. I gulp, and hear thunder while gripping onto the book.

He reminds me of a little of an Italian mobster and then a man of god, he wears the hat of a retired explorer, who sailed through every moment of time to find out exactly where it ends, only to travel back and organise a perfect plan for it to happen.

 This style of hat made me believe that he strides around his many houses, full of strange books, wine, candles and hidden rooms humming odd unheard music from manuscripts. And his outfit smells the part too, of Ude and leather.

He speaks to me deeply, directly and with strength. He speaks so properly, I believe I have never heard anyone pronounce each sound so perfectly, he doesn’t need to smile, he must be doing well for all mankind, and if I am in his way, I must be in the way of truth.
“The book, chap” he commands, his face hidden by the above lighting. 



His tidy, yellowing teeth and perfect yet well fed posture placed next to modern economical fittings, blue thin carpets and cheap tin bookshelves seem so temporary.

After his visit to the library they shall begin replacing the shelves with Canadian oak, oil lamps and annex off en-suite private studies tiled with clay circles. His familiar accent froze the scene, to give chance at complementation. 

There is something about this man no one can work out, but I know, I know I know him, I know him well but where from?

Well, my reddening face apologetically stutters, fears to meet him, closes the book softly and passes it back hurriedly, smiling, guiltily, as you do. 
Wait behind me.

As the book passes over to the man emptiness fills our body.
 I have a million questions, 
but a remaining weary timid inside drives off any hope of the pace I would need to ask him anything.

I look closer, moving my straining eyes away from the square white light. 

He grins and a stone fills a hungry stomach, I know him from somewhere, but where?


He waits until a sound hits my throat, 
then he goes, spinning his cloak, nodding a half thanks, perhaps relieved, perhaps the book is dear to him, perhaps sensitive, perhaps one of a kind, invaluable, stolen from an underground lost city.
Or perhaps it is his library book.

 A leering crack of a smile hides direction as he slides away.  

So drift off walking, unaware, whilst trying to explore new walks home. 


Q. Is this a point where all our lives changed?
A. That can be every point.





Inside out world 

Back alone. A stillness within watches, relaxed against a blue plastic chair drawn from school memory. 
But it doesn't tap a toe anymore, nor lean back like then, nor shudder under the cheap lights.

Ready, upright, through the one way glass, watched like water falling up.
 Rhugda sits still.
“Stiff” the detectives utter. 

Give up to the silence
Let it speak
let it protect you whilst you weep
Bowing to the great space and hells
Hold on until the indestructible, irresistible truth doth shine
Evil can move or transform
Do not ignore this
Stand with care even on safe grounds
“Any joy?” 
“Nothing” moans Barbra.
The interrogation room is only animated by an occasional blink from Rhugda. Otherwise the window is alike a paused high definition television. 
The TV they watch him on is alike the one he skewered with a steak knife, in what feels like wince from a past life.

“What do we do then?”
“With nothing?” one detective shrugs to the other
“Nothing”

Barbra’s straight pale hair rises from behind the two acting straight legged detectives. She clicks her pen tapping her knees. Patience is up. 

The tired lights fizz a little in the silence, their colourless light ruins everything it touches. 

She noses from behind suggesting, “let me try”

One of the old men turns recovering from a snarl and bends. “We tried all that yesterday. We gotta call the lab, get a DNA or something” the other bloke smirks darkly, unaware his reflection is gloating back at her. 
Their old age gives technology this unexplainable advantage over them. 
It has become divine to the old men. 
Technology, with its lights and whistles, too looks back at us, unable to understand. 

“We might prove he is human, but we will be no closer to identification, or a conviction.”
She stands, clipboard hugged to her buttoned silk chest. “let me, he needs”-

One detective interrupts condescending “help?! he could be the one we’re after”
“He could be in psychosis” she snaps 
“Christ” they choke
To the two meatballs that’s a dirty word, and a world they will never understand. Yet she does all too well. 
A silence falls in the room and they look on stiffly. They do not really care, and allow it.
“Go on Barb…”

There is a 3 inch sound proof lip on the door; it sticks up, a step into sterile nothing. She stubs her toe hard on it and falls in, dramatically. She cusses, limping into the room. Rhugda looks down at her; she’s red in the face. He looks at her feet; snuggly nestled in brand new tights, and no shoes.
 “Sorry, erm..” she hesitates.
The two detectives are howling with laughter through the window but are silenced by the tannoy, as to their surprise, Rhugda speaks his first words since being picked up. 


“Are we okay?” Rhugda asks tunefully. Each young vowel said properly, with no accent, straight forward, as Barbra is frozen at the door closing again to seal the silence. 

Shuffling into the room, half hiding a limp, Barbra sits on a blue chair, trying to silently clear her throat and regain some confidence.

The room has this freezing air conditioning on. It’s too cold. There are no shadows. And all that has colour is this strange, thin man in his purple cap. 
This miraculous, arrested mystery.
 “I’m alright thanks“ Barbra replies.
“I’ve stubbed it a million times now”
“And you still work without shoes on?”
Behind the window the two detectives watch on to the pinnacle of a gritty weird Hollywood thriller, the channel changed all together.


“Yes, well, we have carpets through there.”
“Where you watch me?”
Barbra is silent
“There are cameras in here, and microphones. I hear them feedback” Rhugda explains.

Barbra sits stiffly like she’s practiced a million times before, her hair still dead.
 “It’s for both our safety”

A silence listens. She clicks her pen off, then opens her folder with blank forms, places it on the cold steel table and clicks her pen back on again. 

“You were found, three hours ago, 3.32am at an amusement park, Inside Out World”
Rhugda waits in silence, not moving a hair,
“Do you remember entering the inside out world?”
They smile. They both smile, too smiles the hiding faces through the glass of the old men.

He doesn’t respond, but stares calmly into Barbra. 

Barbra unclicks her pen. “Have you ever been arrested before?”
“Have you?” Rallies Rhugdga back quickly, causing the two detectives to snigger. 
In forty or so minutes their shift will be over and the case will be paused for a rest, and because it’s Saturday they will pick it back up Monday. The two detectives both have plans for a pub lunch tomorrow, to talk about everything but detecting. The way they will sit there, stuffed, leaning back, jolly, leaving everything how it is, softly retired from their usual looming patterns, will seem unlike anything you would imagine a detective to behave.

Barbra goes for a brave attempt at getting some information. She clears her throat to admit something “Yes, for stealing”
“I once stole a snowman” smiles Rhugda in reply. 
“Why? Could you not make one?”
Barbra grins with youth, her eye lids wriggling. She continues to admit her crime and twist her foot.
“I stole a handbag”
“Could you not have made one?” Rhugda winks back. 

Barbra still smiles and her hair drifts in front of her face whilst she leans forward a little. She stares into his eyes, lost to herself she stays. 

The detective’s eyes widen from tired trap doors to fog lights. 
“It is never open at night. So I watch from the outside”

“From outside, the inside out world?” Barbra clicks on her pen.
Rhugda nods.

But she writes nothing, still she is mesmerised in his eyes, they never move from hers, he is total relaxation. Not the image of relaxation, not a marriage of everyone he’s ever seen relax. He is total relaxation. Fear lies sleeping on its leash as a good will takes stride upon its peak. 
“Have you ever been?” He asks. “To inside-out world?”
“No… well…”
“Well…”
“I went when I was young. It used to scare me.” Barbra blinks heavily and her left lid sticks, the muscle spasms, she goes to rub it with the back of her wrist.

“You’re lying.” He bites lowly, sounding let down, in protest. “And too about stealing the handbag” he sounds more cheery again, sorry, alike a friend called tolerance.
She gulps and blushes, red faced for the detectives watching, but in full trust of this arrested anomaly.



Outside the interview room the two detectives have their hands on another’s shoulders. “Shall we get her out?”
“see how it goes, at least he’s talking

“You were found asleep, unharmed, on top of broken mirrors” Barbra begins to write whilst talking.

 “Every mirror was broken. Did you break them? Do you remember going in, inside out world last night?”
“Do you remember the hall of mirrors?” 
“yes” Rhugda comfirms
“I’ve never noticed them from the outside”

Stop. 
Fists on the table are ready to stamp as he rears to howl upwards through the plastic roof tiles and catacombs of cables scorning any useless fibre.

For the first time, Rhugda’s hands clench atop the table for he realises. He is patient 43, he is the lark descending, the old man, the old lady, he is everything that lead me to write this.

The two detectives flinch, their toes tighten. They are about to rush in the room, with defensive intentions, but I still freeze the moment to all but the accused. Stuck in the moment the others pause wide eyed and poised. 

Rhugda instead of releasing a rage, chooses to be engulfed in light. 

Rhugda performs this moment his first miracle on a path to me. 

He closes his eyes, clicks his fingers and in an instant, vanishes. 




Chapter Four
The Song Inside?

To understand this story you must close one eye


Now picture a hiding place you call home


Seek the edges


Follow the cold


Find the smell that is no smell
There, you will find the entrance to the cave








Close the other eye

Now inside, again seek the edges
Warm up the cold
Find the smell that is no smell
If you listen you might see her
In the coldest spot
Before a wall of ice
For she waits for you to join her
To journey to Argara 
To reignite, the light
At the end of the endless night 

In 2032 she goes with you

2032
Q’a has long given up fighting the steams of the ocean. 
The sea seems to bulge up into a corridor leading to an island. 

A giant sun has fully risen in the sky, it is so close yet so cool. It spins in steam and upwards waterfalls,
 dots of floating islands and huge chunks of earth form stairways in the froth that contains the central sun inside.




 This inner sun can almost be touched if she were to climb on those floating mountains, the old gates and crystal orbs floating around the islands change your body so you can dance within the central core that floats inside.

Crash, and a wave knocks Q’a sideways, she sits lower in the sea, she must have done something wrong  she feels, perhaps dreaming too far ahead. 

On her horizon a shore appears, white sands listen. 
She is pulled ferociously, directly forwards towards them, 

Within seconds she can see a wide sandy shoreline completely flat and unending opening across the horizon.
The sea pulls her and has no way to stop it! 


Q’a is flung from balance, knocked from grip, her hair into the air, she is a bundle of washing thrown across the desert, she rolls into sand. 

For a second she giggles, and lets the sand fall through her hands onto her legs. Having never felt anything but cold, dark and ice, she lets herself go for a moment of play. 

 “Oh” she whimpers. Then she shivers in the heat as she looks behind her, the nightmare of the desert has become real. This desert attacked her in her dreams, and now maroons her in waking life. She begins to pant. The shoreline will recede at its own will, and with each rushed breath from Q’a, it falls away.

Within minutes she is one spot in endless white hot sand that wriggles and snakes beneath her. 
Q’a must quickly learns her first lesson of many in Argara, do not panic. 

Q’a stands upon her feet, she stands with flat solid soles, in the stance of a sage, she looks up and her hair flows in the hot wind. 
The desert does not like her might, and readies a mighty sand cloud to blow her off her feet. The sand dunes tower to attack!

But lo! Behold! Her song she sings so rightfully! She calls like a wolf to the sky, she remembers her ode! She sings the song inside!
She goes in vowels and smooth tones, and the sand storm turns for a moment into butterflies, before falling down into sand stones and miniature butterfly homes.

The grunt of Died desert grumbles like thunder beneath her. 
The dunes hive and yell to Q’a in clouds of sand 
“How can one come here with such lack of respect?” standing miles high.
“Why can anyone visit me and cause such offence?” another dune towers behind her. 
“yes what sorcery is this, this magic voice” a third around her front asks.

Q’a’s call lasts a lungful of defence but she must breathe in more hot air to keep the sand at bay. 
All around she sees lumps of dunes rushing towards her. She feels the dry beneath her inhale her voice. Dunes quickly surround her from all angles; they rise up high like dams of destruction, ready to crush her, but only to hear her voice again.






Give up to the silence
Let it speak
Let it protect you whilst you weep
Bowing to the great space and hells
Hold on until the indestructible, irresistible truth doth shine
Evil can move or transform 
Do not ignore this
Stand with care even on safe grounds 





As she does not sing, they pour down in grumbles, tides of sand rush to her steady feet, the sound of sand silting and falling of darkness pound all around. 

Then of course, comes glory, her song she sings so mightily. 
I even sing along, I howl form the heavens with her, come, sing too, let our tones form jagged lines of lightning that cross light years in seconds. 

 The power and soft tones wake up every sleeping grace outside the earth. In your dreams she saves you, and the dunes freeze in shock. 

She loves the dry dunes in song  and the Died desert wonders why. 


The dunes are so romanced they minor her stature then begin to fall to flatness, but it is not over yet. In unison the dunes rise again.
 She is in a deep well of sand, walls all around her, waiting to strike, ready to pounce. 

But then to everyone’s surprise, below thunder rumbles again, this time it is not the sand around her, but the very flat she stands on begins to tremble and wake.



There is something mechanical coming up from beneath her through the sand, right in the centre of the sand well. 
The dunes watch startled,
She dives to avoid spinning metal beams coming up from beneath her, the dunes wait to see what happens next.

They shiver as they know the machine rising from the desert. They stop to realise, the myth of the endless night will this year be told! 

The dunes form eyes and bemused faces, as a giant wheel of rusted iron and fairground decorations is rising from the sand, spinning and dangling little carriages. 





A Ferris wheel, has now almost half emerged from the depths of the Died desert. It spins and as each cartridge appears from the dry sand, a tinkling bell is heard.
 “Steady now!” Calls a driver from the central compartment. 
“Easy! Easy!”
The dunes are struck, scratching their heads.

 Lucky for Q’a, dunes are terrified of dogs.
 And these dogs, one in each compartment of the Ferris wheel, are particularly frightening for those with fears of dogs. 
The dunes shiver with fright and fall back to placid sand as each compartment opens to let out a barking order to get back.




Bonkers isn’t it, Argara

Living dunes of died that roam in waves
An ocean that walks and thinks 
Mermaids and imps with testy history
Jungles cursed by hiding heroes
Ah… Argara…
A place of great magic and stable madness
Divided into 2 continents, on the cave inside of the earth 
With an ocean that falls down in holes from the sky
To form warm pools that float to dance around a smoky central sun within our selves

The smokey god in the middle floats in perfect equilibriums
Pulling up the water to make a steamy sauna in places
Some live in caves for weeks to relax, unwind
Then venture out into the ever changing pastures of home
Argara’s endless forests plots ways for you

You can visit stone city,
 a magical home with a mind of its own
That creates a hovel that you most deserve

Or those with magical powers, 
that require a life around crystals
Live in crystal city, a giant quarry of ice like emeralds, where the spirits vanish into their imagination


Travellers here get lost for life times in ideas and games
But not the matter, once you enter Argara, you never age


Who lives down there then? Well…
I remember giants
I remember imps and witches
Wizards and wise snakes
Trolls and Peter Pan
Tinker bell and mermaids 
I remember fairies and talking hens
Magical elephants and far away swans that sing together


I remember plants shooting up at their own will, offering narcotic fruits that turn your legs into elastic 
Or arms into wings
Heads into gongs 
There’s no way to tell
But I never hesitated
As the plants there are in good nature

Around the central sun are floating islands and waterfalls flowing up
Reaching the gentle sun
There they may turn into fog and clouds and fall back down up on the fields
Or hover around mouths of caves, 
Or crystallise into purple codes that mark the empty throne
There are many guards around the empty throne
Who laugh and play

Who would try to rule such a place?
Where the people are at constant peace and state of 
“Yeah? Okay”
Across the universe, thanks to the sage Azar
Is an infinity maze that links all times and places 
Argara has the most entrances, lit by fog
Some are fixed in the depths of the forest
Some in the caves
Some appear to you, when you are feeling brave
You may enter the maze at 1922 on Pluto
And leave in the year 3444 on mars

I have heard tales of people meeting themselves in there
But Argara is not all that safe
As you have seen
There are nasty beast
Dunes that drown you, hungry rivers
Trolls, mad deer, angry lost humans
All manner of creatures refusing to learn
But the giants upturn any fallen wake
I wonder, am I forbidden?
It seems I have forgotten
My mistak







What did you keep from the enjoyment?
Why did you not listen to the teachers ?
We are here to learn from wrong today
Tomorrow we celebrate 
In praise of nature or convention 
Swear never again





Chapter Five
The Old Lady

The next morning blunders. Sunlight seems to be beaming up chosen trees, and we all take out to hope. Yet clumsy me pushes against the gale, not noticing the weather picking up a bit.
Through heavy clouds inspiration fills the minor many to make a most from this windy dappled day. The sun tries to break for us, as we will it on together, apart, yet cheerfully. 

Humming quietly to the lake, admiring the waving trees and birds at one with the winds, think nothing. 
The book can cling silently, whilst dry eyes reflect ripples folding over a lake that quacks with life. 





Without invocation, wings align. A mental image of fire forcefully flies through like the inspiration for a great poem. With nothing practical in view to worry about, the cold spots in my stomach warm back up under a good duffle coat, and I reconnect to the gaps in the clouds and lo; at this moment, a wind whips the other way through the willows. The breaking sky almost gasps. I then notice an oddly familiar character rounding the corner. 

The rough looking older lady with a pram is toddling towards us. 
The way she pushes the pram, slowly and quickly, feels familiar, how to make sense of this? She hobbles; her hips made of stone. 

Gypsy-like curtained clothes, a glittering headscarf and her large wobbling nose raises a half a hand and smile to greet us. Down in appreciation, smiling all the time, her head nods.

Before I can apologise for the mistake of identity she is upon us in such spirit chatting away, how can I fail such joy! She speaks from a good distance away, halfway through a bar of friendly northern quip to calm us. The old lady says:

“Ah hellow there sunshine” Her rural accent titts and tatts nicely and I barely speak yet to encourage more. We are charming and familiar. Pathetically surrendered to the golden sun powering through the grim. Both of us enjoy the lake and after the moment descends, the lake stops rippling and begins to settle. 


Q. Does an understanding of numbers lead to any understanding besides counting everything?
A. Try and believe either answer, and see how you feel.

Q. What are feelings?
A. They seem separate from thoughts, but of the same non-materiel, but feelings seem received. 

Q. Before I think something, there is a moment of Will
A. And then feeling or thinking 

Q. Sometimes I feel something, like I have been wronged, that feeling produces thoughts
Q. And if you act from a feeling, is it according to your will or according to the feeling?

A. Rather than from my will. I was led by something else. 




“Y’s de’do’dat bu’well,” She mutters, tested, looking away from me to the lake, she had just ignored my question about her baby’s name that followed a mutual unexplained sigh and tacky silence.

 I wonder if it is a grandchild. A newly born baby belonging to her seems infeasible, especially such a clean posh looking baby dressed and prammed in clean warm pastel cotton.  


Perhaps I should not have been mentioning it. Well… 

“Well?” I reply, prompting her to continue, She takes no notice of the empty gestures. She ignores me again.

“Understandable” my thoughts lip, as the gesture was only interested in calming my own anxiety, it might have been a lie to some. She stands staring through the water, her stone jaw grinding.

I drift away in one of those introspective moments in which one stares and cannot listen. 

 This lady is not anxious, she is still, perhaps she was brought up by honest careful people, that was her freedom, to be truthful and thus understood, to be loved for who she is from birth. I was beginning to reel off more existential fireworks then the old lady stops me. 

“Thinking too fast?” She questions, knowingly nodding. 




“yeah thinkin’ to fast yer” she finishes, rocking the baby who had aptly let out some discomfort, as though it can sense my tightening feet. 
“Well, quite actually, day dreaming. My mother did worry that my games never ended.” I reply in tempo, unusually honest and open.

She nods and lets out an understanding tone of “Aye” with no need to reply further. Perhaps I was over-sharing; perhaps we were both happy with the reply. We stand for a second, half comfortably, smiling, a warmth beginning to fill me from the furthest parts of our cold stiff limbs until it conjoins in our beating hearts.



She moves suddenly and with plan, reaches into her coat saying “Listen now” 
She touches my arm whispering “just listen”.

Then she pulls out a bread bag with a little bread left inside and then removes a crusty end slice, tears away one half and passes me the other, not looking if I would accept, but assuming so. I take the bread dumbly and watch her tearing off little dough bullets and begin tossing them into the lake, echoed by a mass of happy quacks.

The pram is unattended which initially adds to my worry. A whisper “Listen” echoes from the trees and instead of being my awkward blushy self, my worries release dough balls into the lake. Ours and the duck’s enjoyment become one. 

The quacking commotion quiets down. We turn back to each other and let out the mutual appeased noise humans make to accept joy ending, the opposite of a sigh, the bread bag, empty. 

“It’ll happen any night now” she says, looking at me with an unusual emotion and deep focus. I stand a little worried, a little more confused, what is going to happen? Something sharp cuts about how she had said it, deeply sad, regretful. I remain polite and faceless, smiling with ignorance. 
I relax and compassion fills my cold spots. 

“But there will always be a new morning?” I reply hopefully in a rising tone, changing her odd mono-statement as perspective cheer. 

She smiles back gratefully,
 “Yes I thought you would” she laughs, again rummaging through her pockets. 
Rather not wishing to pry over people going through their pockets, I look back over the lake and ducks giving us the wet eye. 

Whilst they are hoping for more bread, I noticed from the corner of my eye that the lady’s head is drooped into her chest, her hand cupping something, she appears to be in a strange trance, muttering, powerfully into her hands. As soon as I turn to fully observe the behaviour she regains posture and is back to being a sweet yet rough old lady, with huge intoxicating brown eyes that never move from mine.

 Her arm is outstretched, closed into a fist moving into my open hand, I am moving into hers with no conscious effort, entranced, bewitched.

Something small enters my palm as she grasps me on both sides of the hand, she looks deep into my nervous retreating gaze. She passes something to me, two small round somethings.

She murmurs something strange into my ear that I will never forget. It inspired this whole story.
“Your eyes sunshine, your faith, and your wisdom, don’t loose’em now, will ya.” 

The whole atmosphere next will turn for the worst including a roll of thunder echoing again in the distance as she wastes no time in whisking her odd sparkled scarf over her face, saying nothing, rounding her pram, nodding as she disappears into the now worsening weather. 
It is as if whatever she has just passed me caused the dreary turn of storm.
I am again, confused, what is the time?
 

 Opening my hand I see the two marbles, one green, one purple, which rock around and swap places almost of their own accord. 

The rumble of thunder echoes closer now around the park in a low frightening groan.

“What an odd lady” I think aloud watching her disappear quickly and calmly around the bend in the path. Around the now disturbed lake, she reminds me of an elderly relative high after an operation or what you may imagine a roaming psychic might resemble. 

 
The wind blows a terrific howl causing me to clasp my hands together and stow the marbles into a top pocket to head back home. 

Later, sitting on the bed, for a moment lost in silence, I drift into shapes reflecting onto the walls and dance with demons and angels' daughters. 


Chapter Six
The Dreams
 She appears again in the distance, wrists outstretched,
I fall into her brow creasing with modest empathy,
her cheeks are soft and warm but open into a pit
Love falls into her caring arms of containment

This feeling of truth is a lantern in a once dark forever. 
Her eyes watch, smiling at the calm adoring us once again. 
Her golden hair blows in the warm winds of heaven. 
She holds us, limp in care
She is everywhere.




Wind!
settle on this setting,
Crowd!
Uncover and look at each other
The grass has grown.
Wave back to the applauding trees.
All creatures upend and cheer!
Lo!
The lark sings its song
A song for the future, in honour of the past,
but heard only in this moment.
Crowd!
listen and learn.
Around the once dark doom of illusion, 
falls the silence of peace.
From them dawns a new day, before the lark descended


Drifting Into those dancing marbled lights reality turns slowly, memories blurring into feelings grow trees of togetherness, their roots godden any likeness, reaching into the earth for the warmth at its core. 
Sounds were distant yet close, smells communicated with each other, worried and whimpered. 
falling through pages of papers inked with odd symbols surrounded by circles made sense of the fractal nature of what was left of  my consciousness until I became the scene itself. 

Then colours burst in waves and lines from every door, the central node of time blows a most sombre call into the darkness, marking an announcement. 
The bottom of a floating pile of paper pulls, the pages float. 



Within the rotating corridor stands a giant magician bound in cloak and dagger. His arms rise, deep chants lighting the candles of the great hallway. I still remember the sounds; the damp stone, descending steps and flickering candle light, where nothing compares itself to the sound of the magician’s song. 

The sage seems to focus all might onto a black space way past the drifting papers.

Drift through it. 





The lark, still possessing the wind, turns towards the crowd of the odd types. 

A green light hisses anger above the trees towards black crows perching on a hillside. 
Many moons light the sky alive with strange stars revolving in pictorial motion. 

The moons loom full and are moments from aligning. 
The wind with wings blows down onto a fairy-tale landscape pitched in red blooded darkness.






 Thick clouds deepens to tar above us, covering the sight of the lark, for a moment, there is only darkness and evil magic. 

 “Oh the old times have come” Chants a wizard, eyes up through his head. 
“I wait, only to walk further.” Whispers the explorer into a compass dial twirling in madness. 





As their sadness sinks into the dawning tones, the lark their saviour bursts through the smoking sky, fire burning behind it, trumpets and choirs sound from the clouds as the crowd of twelve rejoice in the sky. 
They all point at the lark, and the sun behind does shine. 

Do you see the face that is not a face?








Waking comfortably in bed, as usual, without much worry I stretch out and for a moment and forgot about the dream. It was not until lunch time that I realised how clear the final image revolves in my mind. 
The living silence is all around us. The rotation, is nature.

The chanting, the sage and the winds of time blow papers into eternity.



Everywhere 
Before this story began, yet too at the end. 

The match strikes
The gift is given… 
Awaken, without sleeping, as an invisible landscape, 
Exhale as you say, 
I am everywhere 
Across waves blending colour,
 Follow their never ends, 

Listen to her song of chorus coming
 as lighting from the dark distance, 
it echoes from within. 
It the echoes from without us, to back within. 
Wonder 
“Where am I?” 

Voices bellow thunder. 
“There, is, no, where, here 
For here, is every where”

Look around, and see no floor, sky,
 nor walls, no nose or air, 
but only waving light. 
You see in all directions at once. 
Each direction moves away and forwards from each other when perceived. 
Lines of geometry race to unison 
Soft images of your furthest memory harmonise, dimensions of your view dance upon perfect harmony. 


Still.
Again the song echoes, now in a silly fashion 
“Here, is everywhere”
 



A try to locate the voices, frowns. 
Who are these voices of one voice? 
Ask, 
“Well... how is this so?” 
Their song teases.
 “Everything is as it should be” 
“How is this so!” I shout as anger, causing darkness. “Where am I!”
“Here is everywhere!” 
The voices echo quickly in a now distorted unison. The echoing of our outputs is a giant towering echo of our own. 


Calm, and allow colour protruding from the peripheral to move in a free but central motion, waving, spiking and rolling around another in infinite impossibility. 




We are dreaming, but do not remember sleeping. 
So who are you? 
Still, and allow the viewpoint to plummet out of where a stomach had been.
Feel the old sun shriek, wake and burn! 

Shout “Where is she, the mother of light?” 
And hear the song whimper, falling down into darkening light. 
Four orb-like directions catch us from below 
Their soft voices echo again.

You see them for the first time.

And they say to you:
“We like what you do”

All sense stretches from ends of imagination, we dance as wind in the void. 

Without being told, know what you must do.
 
. 
Once this pouring, sorry dries
, the something contained, escapes. 
Then they speak again, lowly, calmly, there is deja vous, as a million familiar voices in a forgiving chorus boom. 

“Be calm, oh creator!” 
“Everything, is as it should be”


through green smoke shone, clairvoyance 
this one’s slowly confused,
but the end's the bleached white night
burning all the time













Before the steep of winter
Before the steep of winter 
A cough is not to keep
The ice longs for her
Its fingers dug to dark

As father whoops and weezes
His arrow leaps from bow
It fires high and in ode to the setting horizon
It fall, and blots the sun

Lo! Q’a smiles and knows

Foretold was the story that unfolds

So let us sing

The songs of their people

The songs of GOH

In reverence of the past
In honour of the future
But heard only in this moment 

Lo, behold

Foretold was this story that unfolds

Rise, Ode
