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Invocation

O holy One, from which there is no other!

| stand now at the threshold of T hy temple.
No more do | run from T hee.

| have come

Tooffer myself at T hy altar.

| recognize the totality of | hy Spirit

As it permeates every Partide of Matter
Of all that is, was, is to come, or might have been.
| know | am naught but T hee!

Therefore, if it be T hy will

T ake this vehicle which | am

And let its every fiber

Reflect and manifest T hy light.

[ et there be naught of Me

T hatis not | hee:

Now

Aﬂd Forcvcrmore.



Hmrit

] kneel before the sacred shrine
Ancl find the mystic mountain sPring
Where floweth forth the wizard wine
T hat maketh soul and sPirit sing,.

Long have | soug}wt this sacred vale,
(Center of the world’s desire—

| ore of the 1’1013 Pilgrim’s tale,
[Jome of the sancthcying fire

Where, c{eeP within, the (hoddess Jrue
Breweth the nectar of de]ight

Which medicine maketh all things new
For those who Partake 53 Roya] Kight,

In selfless worsl'xip, certified

53 oracle true and solemn sign,
53 fire of ordeal clulg tried,
BH rigorous tasks of love refined.

And with my tongue ] taste the flow:
l feel within a mightg thrill:

lt nourisheth me from head to toe

And healeth me of every ill.

Q
2



dquirg

] am the squire

of the templc of glee

That does rise
P!ﬁa“ikc

bctwccn green mams

l am the Lorcl of all ] can see
or can haPPen

oram



Hymn to the Pawn Goddess

| have been lured 133 your ]ove]inessj

O child of the morning;
| have put the flocks and fields behind me

to follow your Flashing form.
Your beauty rivals the roseblush
of the lightening sky,
O mysterious maiden;
your image lingers languic”g before my eyes.
] have followed you to the gate ofgour secret garclen,
O Eright one;
and ] have watched you
as you aPProach your throne
in trcmb]ing awe.
| have knelt on the white marble
since before the dawn,
awaiting the moment
your eyes might bid me
to enter the PerFumecl sanctuary.
Long have ] labored in your vinégarc{s, O my goddcssl
and ] have instilled my heart’s devotion
into every bottle

opgour sacred wine.



[Jow | adore you,
QO radiant one,
O claughter of the c{awnJightl
The birds of the forest rejoicc as you aPProaclﬁ
and the garden grows greener
where 9our1ceet have Pressed the soil.
My soul is like a tree in Hourgarc{en,
QO infinite one,
laden with fruit
thatis riPe
to be harvested bg your hand.
fﬂeavg lﬁang the boughs of my being,
O my beloved onel!
and glac”y would ]give of my substance
to tantalize your tongue.
Well do | know oFyour worshippers)
O maiden of the morning ligh’c;
| have no hope of compcting
with the coffers of goicl
that theg ]ag before youmceet.
My onlg aPPcal is the Puritg of my love
that burns in my heart like a ]iving Hame.
Onlg when your eyes
shall answer my passionate prayer,
Oglorious goddcss;
onlg then can the buming be quenclﬁecl

that consumes my sou].
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Strong will the songs arise
from the chorus of angels)
O my goddess,
when you summon me to come forth
bg the secret sign.
T hen will all Nature rejoice
with the splenclor of SPring;
T hen will the trumpets sound

in the watchtowers

of the world.



Torn

T om beyoncl mending
is the stained fabric

Ancl my blood flows into the solil

Around me Pound the sounds of the livingjungle
and the bea’cing of the ancient drums

] trace a circle on the grouncl to summon thee

T hou gierg ange! who will carry my soul
Across the dark river and into the hidden land

Ficrccd to the center

is the heart’s armor
And my love spills into the air
For]am felled bg the shaft of a silver arrow

from the bow of the shining one
| raise my arms into the air and call her name

T hat she may listen to the sorrow | sing

That she may remember a glimpse of the golclen flame

[F nded forever
is the long battle

Not again shall l lift the sword

]’c was a dream danced in the land of shadows
and ] go now to seck the Sun

l leave behind all that ] sought to make my own
] cast my spirit to the winnowing wind

] rise into silence to enter the slﬁining void

)
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E€pitaph of an €rotic €regmite

To all the hopeless loves of life
| Fonc”y bid adieu:
To battles lost

And bric{ges crossed
Though burning Fairlg through;

To all the maids and matrons who

Havc caugl’xt my heart in storm

And laid me ﬂat,
] doff my hat

And bow in ProPerForm.

O Iaclg with the ]ong, dark locks

And limbs of ivory snow!
Y
O tropic sPritc
Wl"IOSC laughing sight
Zhing sig
Could set my heart aglow!
Y S

O mystic mother of the Sun,
DCCP as the storm-tossed sea,
Wl"IO left me dazed,
My mind amazed
That such a power could be!

O freckled, fawn-like ?acry maid
With guilc]ess, child-like charms!

O tranced were~]ight
Who at end of night

Were vapor in my arms!



O PlumP and Plag?u], stern and lean,
[~ ffusive and contrite!
]go afar
To follow my star
|nlands of endless night.

Mag Aphroclite bless the grace
That crowns you, one and alll
] leave toclag

T o make my way
And answer the Siren’s call.

] would that ] could hold 3ourhancls,
Oncc more feel your hearts beat!
] follow my fate

Through the ancient gate
That leads bcgond defeat.

But cast your eyes to the dawn-lit skies
When tomorrow’s sorrows crest:
]’H pass once more
Through the secret door
To suckle at your breast!



Well Met

We laugh, and | can see across the room
T he mind-pool ripples, laughter laps on every brain
While here, our table, candle beer and three
And | the third. My mind turns outward to the street
And lonely canyon night revibes me, hide thee
In the light and fire.

She calls across the mind,
Her eyes like magnets energized: the dance is high,
T he stakes are aeeP: to P]ag strong currents flow
T hrough circuits be they strong enough or die.
T henlight comes tripping dancing up to ego throne—
A wave of light, of heat, of sight, of bliss—
Of eyes across, a knowing wave of white hello—

Across the chasm of not me two selfs come known.
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dong of the €lgments

Fire, Water, Air, E_arth

Erought my human soul to birth.

I~ arth, Air, Water, [Tire

Fi”ed my soul with sweet desire.

Water, [Tire, [~ arth, Air

Formed the roses in my hair.

Alr, Ear’ch, Fire, Water—

l am [Jeaven’s holg daughter!
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Thinking of You

| sit alone

and think oFyou.‘.

The tlﬂouglﬂ oFgou arises
from a dark Piace decp within me
where it has been ‘(ePt alive
like a g]owing coal covered with ashes.
[t rises through my bodg
and envclopes me like a vapor—
warm, like your breath on my skin—
sweet, like the hot scent oFgour arousal.
l think ofyour boclg
as if it were bing close beside me
so that | migl’mt
at any time
reach out and Pu“ you to me
so that you would lie
tight
against my chest.
l think of the dark curtain oggour hair
Fa”ing down across my face
as ] kiss

3OUF Cl‘lCC‘( and HCC‘(.
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]n my thoughts l caress your back
and a tremble runs ti—lroug!ﬂ you
as your cells resPond to my touch
coming alive with an electric discharge
like a tingling fire
cc}‘noing back to me
from your ecstasg‘
| think oFgour eyes entrancing me
with the infinite mystery omcgour dep’c}‘x—
you who will lie as close to me
as my breath
and yet remain so hidden
so aloof
so far away...
T here will be nothing] cando
but reach out to your mouth
with my own
until our tongues touch
and taste
that most sacred in’cimacy
like our senses mcitimg togcthcr
in a Hame of love.
] think oFyour skin, and itis tense to my touch
strctclﬂing out before me like an uncxplored country
all damp with the dew oFgour sweat
that is pungent and sweet

like a strong elixir.
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The taste of it stirs me
and stokes the wild fires
that blaze within.
Your niPPles stand
full and hard
to my tongue’s caress
And your back arches
as my left hand
moves down your spinc.
Your hiPs thrust against me
bucking and begging
as my tongue trails
like a comet
across your be”y.
T he intricate tangling black forest
is clamP in the troPica] heat
and in the hidden scarlet shrine ogyour mystery
arare wine is ﬂowing
from a ]iving sPring‘
l, the Pilgrim asPiring to your Priesthoocl,
have come to taste
of this essential nectar of Passion.
] pave the outer cour’cgard with kisses;
l enter the inner sanctum
like waves surging against the shorc;
] C]asP the Ho]y of Holies

in my Pcrsistcnt rhgthmic embrace

14



Ancl ] am swept away with you
into the infinite niglﬂt of stars.
The dew ofgour love
drenches me

with renewed desire.

Sitting a]one, thinking oFgou,
the Lion~5@rpcnt within me
stirs and comes alive,
and | am overcome
with a warmth of longing.
| think of you
as ncl lie naked before you
and my desire
is as evident
as the Sun b]azing at noon.
With a gingertiP
l trace the contours of my limbs
as | remember
the infinite Preciousness
oFgour ]hce—giving touch.
lt calls forth from every Part of me
the healing fire
that is stoked }39 90urg]anc€5
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and fanned
bg the fawn-like curves

oFgour entrancing form.
With soft circular strokes
| invoke the image
oFgour sweet appetite of desire
demancling my fire
with 5our1cingers and tongue.
Mg life leaps rejoicing
to meet your embracc,
to satisgg your demand,
to Poumcor’ch my all on your altar
And did ] not resist with all my s’crength
it would ]eaP
and be lost
in your infinite gul)c.
But ] hold
and | lift
and ] Persist
And my love
is like a great oak
rooted in rock

that thc storms do not break.
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Pledge

] Pledge a”egiance

to the Sun
of the (Jnited States of Bcing

And to the Realitg for which it stands

One Nature
under Goddess
indivisible

With liberty ancljustice for all

17



d Rare Time

] have lived a rare time

T o witness thee, O thou rare one

Ancl to sit with thee in the green dawn
And watch the tentative tendrils of ]ight

T ouch tcnderlg the slccping minds of humankind

Thou watchest with a lauglﬁ of wonder
QO child of the Forgottcn forests
And | speak ribbons of fire
to thg cleeP~clrini<ing eyes
As the night loosens his cool grip
on thg soul
And | sPeak
and give voice

to the rising flame

And a new Sun of meaning dawns
and blossoms

with ivy~tenclril dreams
of strong be]onging

and it opens new doors
into Forgotten ha”ways

of happiness

and it ]caps

like a laPPing wave

ora dancing flame
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awakening rare memories of living times
when colors flowered
amid trick]ing birdmusic
and ajoyous purpose
filled thg ’crembling growtl—l
with the fine calm certainty of bliss
that rests
in the wild exuberance of moving,
that laugns
inthe Passionate c{ancing
and it catches thee up
into the arms

of understanding

And | spcak of my Haming heart

into the mirrored silence

Ancl ] reach out
to touch

thy Puissant c{cs’cing
O thou sundrenched Princess

of this mystic morning

Tosit with thee and watch the rising morning,

l have lived a rare time
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Virgo Rising

My dark and dubious dalliance
with daemons of the cleep

Has troubled me with turbulence
and will notlet me slccp

| stumble tl'xrouglﬂ dark corridors
where wisdom cannot creep

Ancl seek the Hccting Phantoms of

1’161' 6565 WI’ICI'C s}wadows ]eap

Around the pyre that blazes up
and sunders the abgss

Of murky mirrored messages
that murmur in the mist

T oo dim to hear, too faint to see,
avapor inmy fist

O]C smoke and cinder mingling
to veil the b]azing bliss

Of eyes that guile and gibc me on
to follow in the gloom
Down endless aching corridors
to some Forgottcn tomb—
A bier of bonc, arusted thronc,
a cobweb-cornered room—
Around a bend the wcrc—light wends,

a golclén stairway looms—
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Desceﬂcling mac”g faster Past
a shimmering sheet of rain,

] crush through the resistance of
a crust of ancient Pain.

T he vault of blood-stained emerald
will 3icld to me again

As ] touch the cleft of shadows where

the keg has aiwags lain.

A chape] cut from crgstal with
a blade of solar flame—
An altar in the center with
the runes that sPe” her name—
A cradle lined with almond-wood
inside a silver frame:
A Princess armed with innocence

wrapped in alion’s mane...

The slﬂhcting shades of miclnight meld

into the moonlit skies

And sleeP comes down like rosy dew
as Faerg dreams arise

T o dance around the c{awn—tingcd glacles
and quicken with surPrise

At the world that waits to welcome her

WhCﬂ S!’]C OPCﬂS UP }'ICT' 6965.



Mindopgning

stood to gaze over the great expanse
of his new mindopening: then gasping grasping she
looks down to my body. it is lithe and long
and feels living‘ miles away your heart beats
slow and fast and breath come-goes from his mouth
as she looks down Forxc”y atmy
feet, making your toes wiggle. his wonder rises
bird-free, cloud-deep
we walk along a green bank
our feet crushing ants
our]cingers raised to feel wind
then her eye catches flower color fire
stooping, reacl—wing
he Plucks
i touch severed rushing blossom-life
one-cyed plant self
you blink think can’t stop idea flood
she sinks her roots soft cleeP between
she Pceks, sProuts, sPurts, shouts
rose~clai53
he gapes into the gul]c
inPs away
rushing (waterfall) into all
emerging as many
moPPing brow, we let the manglec{ flower fall, then i
stood to gaze over the great expanse

opgour new minc‘iopening

Q
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oquarg Windows

Some folks like square windows
Not to see, but as a prop

Some like square identitg

And wooden frames to keep it up
Nai]ing name and time in P]ace
Squarelg structured for the street
Some like square realitg

Theg peg it down: it cannot grow:

|ts corners stand like rocks in space

Eut ], the wiggle victorizel!

L the quic‘(ening Iight espouse
Dancing Prismic: living flow:

l would triPPing Nature know
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Variation on a Thgme

Now ] ]ag me down to sleeP
] lay
| say
| pray me down

To dark and Fuzzy light and sound:

Exp]ore before, beneath, behind...
] pray the Lord will save my mind

Ancl it | die before | wake
—s]eepwa]k ’clﬂrougl‘x the Fcar]9 Gate—
[f | die

] sigh

dort cry

Leaving empty house and brain
O bur9 me not on the astral P]ane
Where lone!g g]’xosts and thoughtlings roam:
| pray the | ord will take me home

And if | wake before | die

C!asping tiglﬂt!y to the cord
Leaving if-worlds uncxP]orecl

l pray the Lord my soul to kccp
l]C] should die before ] s!ccp

)
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There Comes a Time

Thcre comes a time in each man’s life
Wl’len, like a taste gone stale and dry
Ancl far away, l can’t go on

Nor want to live another dag

T here comes alife in ecach time’s eye
Pormina !impid Pool of scum
Lockecl in the endless fires ]’m lost

Caught on the wheel of constant Pain

Real as a rock new bodies come:
There comes a time the game must cease
No more to P189 beneath the Sun

Who circles in resPlendent peace

O lift my heart to find the Source
O look my eyes for the Path ] lost

Ee]core the cosmos burped me forth

To wander in the darkcning realm
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€ndlgss Cyclg Blugs

We slide down that familiar slide
begoncl the grave

And once again
we part the veil
and plunge into the shadow-hole
T hat dream-deep gulf
that gulf of fire
Where |'s line shores of coal to net
sweet starfish sunfish cometfish
their whynets flash
as we drift past
the cavernlooms
hunchback guardians lean on brooms
and weaving-wives
their golden needles gleaming
weaving mystic garments
robes of seeming
lofty garments of star-fire

FOT’ gOCJS and daemons
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And on to deeper pools of silence go
where nine sit tending only’s below
(some for feeling: some to know)
while one is sleepiﬂg |
can nearly catch glimpses of
the higher sky, blue and living
And cornered in slime
the uglies
dwellin chains of
ownmaking lifetimes
O that | dwell
not any longer betwixt them
O that | rise
dancing between nightenlovelies
O that [ fly
to the end of my quickening dancing
Now to the pyre of new-selving
Now to a mewling babe
in the new light

of morning
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When the Magic tlas Gong Out

Wl’len the magic has gone out of the Amerikan emPire
Thcn a million million radios will be silent
And the glassg television eye
will wink dark forever.
Then autocars and semitrucks
will roll no longer
over endless concrete roads
and in the lnterstates
will oak trees Zrow.
When the dark magjc
has gone out
of the Amerikan cmPire
and has clissipatec{
like a burst bubble
ora dagbroken dream
T hen the cold, unwavering electric ]iglﬂ’cs
will flicker out one }35 one
and a blanket of darkness
will cover the great cities
And a ProFounc} fear
will strike the hearts
of their rulers
and tl’leg will go down in confusion

and be Forgo’cten.
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Ancl E_arth, whose oils theg PumPecl and burnecl, will stir
and burlj decp within
their firestorm dreams
their towering machines
built to destroy
And a greatcry of awakening will resound
rising from the hearts of humankind
and ec}‘xoing from the distant mountains.
And then the Children of the Sun will come:
their spears are slﬁarPencc{
and their eyes reflect the stars
and when t}ﬂey rise
like tides
no barricades of thought
can stand against the force of cach
her shir\ing mind: his eye of truth
O narrow streets and thoughts of humankind!
A” other kinds
of living minds
their vengeance cry!
Thcn One who’s been held back until the end
lel ]cap forth like a lion from the woods
And riP away all binclings of belief
That Nature’s olclcr, wiser Magick | aw

may be again released.
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Grandpa, Tell the Story

Granclpa, tell the storg
of when the sl'xips could ﬂg—
Thcg rose like ﬂoating Palaces,
leaving smoke-tracks on the 51<5.
The eagles of the mountains
could nevemqg 50 hig}wl
C]ranclpa, tell the s’corg
of when the sl‘xips could Hg.

Ancl C]ranclpa, tell the storg
of the roads that never encl)

Fi”ed with horseless chariots
sPeecling like the wind

To take you inamoment
angwhere you wish to go—

Grandpa, tell the s’corg

o1C the enc”ess concrete roacls.

Grandpa, tell the s’corg
of the )qas]ﬁing vision screen
Fi”éd with moving Picturcs
like a living magic dream!
]’c lets you meet with People
inlands across the sea—
Granclpa, tell the story

of the magic vision screen.
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Ancl Granclpa, tell the s’cory
ofa gootstep on the moon
When all the world was watching,
but they came down too soon—
But theg left a ﬂagpole standirxg
on that silent, dusty plain—
Tc” the s’cory of the FootsteP

we may never take again.

Granclpa, tell the s’corg
of when the s}‘xips could Hg—
Tl‘xeg rose like Floating Palaccs,
leaving smoke-tracks on the sky.

The eagles of the mountains

could neverﬂg 50 hig}ﬂ
Grandpa, tell the story
of when the shiPs could ﬂg
@
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The Prisoner’s Propheecy

[Have Faith, my fellow Prisonersl
Change is coming soon.
] saw the sign of victorg
reflected in the moon;
| saw the sign of vengeance
reflected in the skg—
] saw the caPtives all set free
and our oppressors die.
| saw the rivers flow with blood!
] saw the towers fall.
| saw a Pilc of rocks and dust
where stands this Prisom wall.
| saw the maddened rulers run,
stampeding in the street—
And those who wield the club and gun
Iag dead beneath their feet.
l saw great Piles of money torched
and burned to smoke and dust.
And these iron chains that bind our wrists
corroded into rust.
l stood upona mountain top,
a trumpet in my hand
And watched a new Sun rise across

a hurt but hea]ing land.

[0
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A Trug Story

Bc?ore there was God
there was Goclclcss.
He came forth from her.

He worshiPPecl her
And she fulfilled his every desire.

Then God became mad

And declared war on (Goddess
And vanquishcd her

And held herin chains

in his dungeons.

Eut her voice escapecl through the cracks
Ancl seepec{ up through the Ear‘ch.
And the Peop!e heard
and knew her
and named her
Marg
Mothcr of God.
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Sulfur and Rosg

sulfur and rose, barbwire and lavender
sl’waclowlight you bring me ladg swee‘migh’c:

into my memorgc{ream s]iding sicleways you a!wags
with your cool white sawtootlvsmiling softness
come quiet~s]3 shade~cge and awaken my

sad cloud of sleePing Promises

come ladg darkfire with your sou]~bli5tering kiss!
all askew am l in your swir]ing sPe“

,adrhct,
unhce&ing
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The world is turning
green again
A flame of dream kindles
the hard white skg

Efﬁ

| hear
Far over FFOZCH ]ake

tinkling chimes





