Moirai
How long till his threads unravel?
Everyone wants to stand proud of one’s embroidery?
But alone he will travel
And they will shout “May angels destroy thee”

What heraldry of shame did the Norns spin?
This one has no dignity
He seeks to be loved with this grin?
He is far from divinity

The Fates did release him from his hell
He breathed his last with his tools in his hand
The men found he drank from Mimir’s well
His legacy, now they command

Their injustice fades in light of what they gain
To his soul they shout “May angels bless thee”
As for his pain
They say: “How else could his life be?”




Lava
The nights are my days
When I am alone, I am loved
A sun burns and melts all my parts
Rocks flow as a whole

In the days, I see people
Shining and blinding waves of distinction and indiﬀerence
Shroud me in eternal darkness
I freeze like a stone, and they give me a name



















Song of Death
Dance of Life

To explain the shifting tides in my emotions is to explain a lack of anchor in the world
With time you can explain anything. But why?

I fear this ever-changing world. I fear an ephemeral self
I want to calcify it all

This is life, right?
Metabolism is a directed bipartite graph
Chemical reactions, with crystal precision
A lipid membrane shielding them from the extracellular chaos

We trust in these predictable patterns

The deeper patterns I uncover, the deeper I see the roots of chaos
The fundamentals of this world won’t yield; it is I who must
No amount of order can contain primordial chaos

Kosmos and Kaos must flow in harmony
The cell must interface with its environment to adapt

We must bear the eyes for tomorrow
I understand just enough to know I do not fully understand




Antediluvian
Echoes through time

I thought people were materialists. Should they be punished?
No. Depression will ensure they seek depth

Our heroes will journey into the collective unconscious and emerge triumphant from the sea
They will adorn themselves with ancient archetypal treasures and we will revere them

The Uncastrated Male, The Divine Feminine. So many new personalities
Jung is becoming eerily more popular
Everybody aims to be a hero.

The sea is not a friend. One wave brings gifts, the other, ruin
Heroes hold on to their identities with great might
Heroes must die; Campbell omits that

The sea always keeps her secrets
Another primeval flood to drown Gibborim and Nephilim
She reclaims her gifts

We've seen that before. An Ark, again we must build
A ship, hollowed within, like the empty self, riding the waves, not sinking






Scalpel


I want to hug you like we used to before; so tight.
I don't want to think about letting go to see who's less attached, I want to let go first because I am eager to see face.

Conflict is like scalpel; peeling the surface of love to see what lies beneath.

I learned a lot from me. Maybe I kept prying till I bled. My blood was proof that I never loved you, I was enough for myself.

I learned a lot, but it hurts. Love comes back and plasters the wound, something I denied for it would halt my search.

I know more of myself now; I thought self-knowledge's price was pain fuelled by hatred for you.

What I wanted in me, and what I loved in you, born in conflict, now flow in harmony.

I know myself and I still carry as much love in my heart as the first day I saw you.









The Systematic Fragmentation of the Human Psyche

This dishonour bellows a flame in you
Your friends feel this angst too
They say only through wealth, status, and might will you be free 
That this fantasy is your key

You climb but you never expected this crowd
All merchants, selling themselves, haggling out loud
The slices are getting thin
So, you tell yourself it's time to search within

You go on breaking through totem and taboo
You discover your perfect "you"
You keep quiet to prevent its early demise
So that one day, above others, you may rise

That day in paradise
Turned out to ask for an eternal sacrifice
In defeat, you accept yourself as you've been given 
While aware that your completeness is forbidden

You saw within you, the void
And now, what's left is a life destroyed 
You are a vessel made hollow
But free to fly like the summer swallow

Your dreams still caress you
Like your mother used to
You let go; and rise above the mud like the lotus 
What remains of your zeal now belongs to your focus
Discourse of The Other

YOU SEE YOU AS A MESSY
LOT OF SHARDS,
SCRAMBLING TO PACK YOURSELF
WHOLE, WITH A BOW TIE AND
ALL, TO PLEASE OUR HEARTS.
YOU FANTASISE US SEEING MORE
IN YOU,
MORE THAN YOU EVER THOUGHT
YOU COULD BE.
WE ARE REALITY.
WE DO NOT.
YOU WISH TO SEE YOURSELF
WHOLE,
WE MEET YOU WITH SILENCE.
HERE YOU ARE ALONE,
LASHING AT YOUR SCATTERED
MOTES.
WE ARE REALITY,
WE REVEAL IN SILENCE.
WE SPEAK UNTO YOU
IN VERITY,
YOU ARE WHOLE,
SPEAKING OF YOURSELF IN
PARTS.








Prosaic


Turn away from the fragile mundane 
The mind too sensitive will break in these fleeting moments

Like the ecstasy of a shot of heroin
To the agony in the midst of a falling guillotine

Being numb provides refuge from these fluctuations of hope and deception
This feel like death.

Should we not strive for more?
Maybe humanity lies beyond fatalism?

Seek excess, seek extremes, where certainty is promised
And the price is demise

Dead again; that sucks!!
The banality of intensity contradicts the desire to live fully

And yet, here we are again; to the mundane
Not dead, but in a dance


Shadow


In your shadow, I see my reflection. 
It's only through you I can learn to love myself.

It is for the sale fantasies that we are instructed to love ourselves.
But what to love of an illusion?

The love for my soul and for you is the same; 
for we are the same.



















The Great Inequality
Or 5:2 Near Resonance
I wear the ring of limits 
I know time, I am time 
I bring forth things timeless

I stay alone, invisible, unknown
To create a mould 
To carve perfection
Undisturbed

My neighbour lacks my refinement
He is jovial, expanding
Harbouring an eternal storm
Yet loved by all

In my hand is my perfect cast
It is empty
Like me, unlike Jupiter

I want to hate but I cannot
That even as whole
We are only near perfect
Without us
There would be no life



Threads of Judgement
It hath come to pass: a faint light journeyed in the darkest abyss,
and a mass of flesh have they wrought.
Lo, sewn unto the skin were arms and hands;
some were portions of priests and mighty men,
and others from slayers and betrayers.
Some did caress with gentleness
and others did rive the living corpse.
Gaze upon, the champion of the people.
None living or dead equal unto him in pride.
And the mongrel was judged by the exalted one.
Its head hewn with a thousand eyes,
the holiness of the divine was revealed unto the beast.
His abhorrent gaze shone forth
and was beheld in the eyes of the mightiest of men.
Behold, each eye did sing back an imprecation,
and memories did furrow the mind of the solemn one.
He perceived not whether the worm sprang
from the monster or his own darkness.
O, that it would cease, our hero lamented.
He had lost the line between him and the chimera.
His mind was broken as a vessel of clay,
and his flesh was sewn unto theirs.
The guardian spake in anguish, saying,
I must cut, I must tear, judgement I must bring;
he knew not if he dissevered himself or them.
The pure hearts cherished by the chosen
did wane beneath the darkness of the accursed ones.
Yea, despair did consume the soul of the man of valour.
Then opened the eyes of the seer:
loosen his blade he did, and a pen he sought
to inscribe the things he beheld;
yet judgement he withheld.
Made himself free he would.
Thus, it was revealed unto him,
the place became a forest.
He departed thence,
and a crown of a thousand eyes adorned him.

