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— Introduction — 

FitzGerald’s transmogrification 
Of Omar’s quatrains into Victorian English 

And his reordering of them into a Persian ecolog 
Are primary among the rare conjunctions 

That made for the greatest poem in history. 

Rather than recounting the word by word details 
Of the Persia-fumed inspirations coalescing 

Into FitzGerald’s inspired improvements 
And glorious rearrangements here, 

A poetic, analogous kind of story is presented, 
As a mystery about a rose and a living book, 

Bring within a scriptorium background, 
And then in picaresque romantic wanderings. 
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On Writing 

While writing, much more is drawn from the mind 
For there is relative silence, with no starting gun, 

As in speaking, for then it’s in real time done. 
The muses sing, of one’s own depths mined. 

— The Monastical Village — 

I am Brother Peter, here in the scriptorium, 
Where for the books I perform illumination. 

There is a convent next to the abbey, 
Where the nuns begin the books’ script, 

And then send them over for illustration. 

I deal mostly with Sister Angelina, 
Though we’ve never met in this holy arena. 
She sends me the books that win over sins, 

With the instructions enclosed therein. 

We work tirelessly on these books of philosophy, 
Which thus travel back and forth, freely, 
Between the monastery and the nunnery. 

We often secretly read them for their content, 
And thereby learn of the universal extent. 

I am surprised when it first happens, 
For I find the note, right away, penned; 
It floats and falls out of the page swings, 

As if it had been sent to me on wings. 

It says, I have a long list of books I want to read. 
I will probably never get to the end of their leads. 
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I usually read several books at the same time, 
And since I still maintain my monastic habit line, 

There’s nothing better to do at night, 
So I read them, comfortably reclined. 

Obviously it is from my friend sent, 
The holy nun somewhere in the convent. 

We soon begin to discuss the books 
And their philosophical hooks, 
Through more personal notes 

And letters to each others nooks. 

Thorns Have Roses 

The rose has thorns to keep the beasts away; 
As such they preserve her fragrant bouquet. 
Her petals unfold, meeting the light of day; 
The queen of flowers melts my heart away. 

— The Correspondence Begins — 

She writes: 
I was delirious to hear of what you thunk; 

I thought my note might go to a wrong monk, 
But I hoped that it would be sent to you. 

I can’t believe that it worked out that way, too! 

There is this wonderful love song; it’s in French, 
But the music is beautiful, 

Which will help you enjoy life. 
If only they would let me sing! 

Let’s, much quicker, slip our notes under the door, 
Putting them under the loose stone on the floor. 
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As well, I’ve been reading the books to date, 
Given here to copy and illuminate. 

I’m learning quickly, through my peepers; 
Much is being withheld by our keepers. 

Her next note reveals, Time flies like a bird. 

So right! ‘The wings of time are black and white, 
For one is the day and one is the night.’ 
—From a book of illuminated quatrains 
That I’m decorating with golden rain. 

If we combine a lot of lovely days, 
It makes for a whole life, in all its ways. 

Your vision of life’s celebrative rhyme 
Is one that’s very similar to mine. 

I was thinking, all through the night, afar, 
About how wonderful your love letters are. 
It makes me feel so fine to hear from you. 

My life is more enjoyable now, too. 

Come to me! 

Receive this note from my swelling tide, 
There is a key in the lock, on my side. 

Lord save us both from damnation! 
What am I to do? 

You already know. 

I can hear the Pachelbel Cannon, playing purely; 
It is the greatest of the 17th century, 

A tune that may never be outdone, verily. 
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It flows and resonates in time, 
With the sounds of spirit, mine, 

For I am feeling so peaceful, all around, 
So much that I can hear the haunting sounds 

Of my inner chorus playing, 
And now my favorite song of dance, 

Love, emotion, adventure, and romance. 

Oh, God help me! 

Help thyself. 
  

I lift my wine glass, in supper’s ray, 
And look at it in more of a symbolic way, 

Remembering what I learned in a book one day: 

I am the wine glass, as its cheer, 
Filled to the brim with my human nature. 

Who would punish me for using my given nature 
In a good and loving way, for being mature! 

It’s as if my glass is precariously tipped, in time, 
Yet I must somehow not ever spill its wine! 

Why restrain Mother Nature’s gift 
That I have been born and blessed with? 

I think awhile, of all the rest, 
As daydreams begin to pierce the mess— 

The noise of my consciousness. 

I still think somewhat like a monk, 
But I’m progressing past all that bunk… 

I am searching, analyzing, feeling, racing fast, 
Perhaps coming close to feeling truly human at last… 
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Finally reaching the only conclusion 
That is philosophically reachable: 

I am my own golden chalice to life’s dripping blood! 
I will drink life’s bountiful wine—the flood! 

Oh, what a ‘wicked’ thought of love! 

Shall I repent my thought? 

Oh, but how can it I be rid of, 
When roses and tulips bloom in a loving heart? 

Perhaps it would be best if 
I give love to her and her parts. 

  
I approach the door to the convent. 

I take my note and bend to the floor,  
Thinking to place it under the door. 
But first, I look through the keyhole, 
And see the end of a key quite whole. 

How shall I get in? Try the door, fool! 
I turn the handle but the door won’t open. 

How can I get the key over to my side, 
So I can unlock the door and go inside? 

Should I even be trying 
To open the door to the nuns’ convent? 

What am I doing? 
Settle down, think, and think some more. 

All the answers arrive. Yes! 

I open my note, spreading it wide; 
It is my ticket to the other side. 
I slip my note under the door, 

Right beneath that lock of yore. 
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I poke a pen through the keyhole 
Until the key falls out and onto my note. 

I carefully slide the note back under the door. 
Now I have the key, right here on the floor! 

My hand trembles as I turn the key in the lock. 
The lock creaks and groans with noises 

That sound to be so loud as to give me away, 
But that is only my imagination, 

Yet my ears still hurt 

With every grind of the turn of the ancient lock. 
Bits of rust stream out of the keyhole, 

Starting a small pile on the floor. 
I pray that the key does not break off, 

And so I turn it ever so cautiously. 

At last, the door opens, and I am into the nunnery. 
The scent in the air is similar to the perfume 

That she puts in her letters. 

She whispers. Brother Peter? 

Yes, I am over here. 

It is so dark that we can not see each other. 
It’s a crypt, Let us gently close and touch. 

I have your cloth; be still, to embrace and hold, 
Invisible in the dark, a spiritual holding bold. 

We embrace, warmly. 

I return through the door to the monastery, 
And smile to myself because now I know that love 

Is reason enough for all that we do. 
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At repast, I drink my wine, eat my food, breathe deep, 
And enjoy the experience of being alive in every way, 

For I have been given the key. 

I am reading 
‘One Thousand Years of Solitude’ now. 

When I finish, 
I’ll share my thoughts about it with you. 

You are becoming quite a source of inspiration to me, 
A wellspring of ideas. 

Whether where, ‘twixt raw Divine and ripe wine? 
Which the lure enshrine? Which the snare intwine? 

In taverns, incline, wise with love, than decline, 
As dumb, in a monastery confine. 

Have you read ‘Decameron’ by Giovanni Baccaccio? 
He’s a 12th century Italian writer. 

Most of his work is dedicated 
To the life of nuns and monks in monasteries. 

I read it when I was younger 
And more innocent than I am now. 

I will reread it again 
To get into some of his earthy spirit. 

I’ll make up a little illustrated book for you, 
Using some words from our notes 

And some pictures of nuns and monks that I have. 

Perhaps we can leave here together someday, somehow, 
But, these are only little dreams that I have, 

Very far from reality, 
But I have to admit that I will not settle for less. 
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— Thrust Forth and Free — 

The Narrow Escape 

A monk runs in, yelling, “Fire, fire!” 

I think, A voice! 
It shrieks and breaks the code of silence. 

Christ! A great tragedy! The monastical village, 
The library, the monastery, and the nunnery 

Have somehow caught fire and are burning up! 

The monk relates, “The fire started in the library 
When a candle fell onto some dry scrolls. 

Soon the entire library was engulfed in flames 
And was filled with terrible black smoke. 

“The fire has since spread to the nunnery, 
And it’s well on its way toward the monastery. 

Everyone is panicking, and soon here, too, 
Running every which way in the black smoke.” 

All but me! 

“What!” 

I am used to finding my way in the dark… 
Oh, never mind; get out! 

Drag those who have succumbed. 

“You, too; it’s getting black in here. Bye.” 

Ah, the velvet darkness that I love, 
From all of the times that I have visited her. 

I sink to the floor, and crawl under the smoke. 
I head straight for her room, still in the dark. 
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I find her dazed but alive and carry her 
Out of the nunnery and into our new life. 

I tell her: I managed to save one book 
From the library, my favorite, the one 
That I always like to work further on, 

The old ‘Book of Quatrains’. 

Good. Here we all stand, 
Watching the monastic village 

Being reduced to glowing embers. 

What will we do now? 

Like a spark from the embers, we will rekindle 
Ourselves from all that is remembered. 

We still have our inner lights. 
We are alive! We are free! We are renewed! 

Well, it looks like your thousand years of solitude 
Are over. We’ll have to live out in the world 
On our own; our yesterdays have truly been 

Reduced to ashes; there’s nothing left for us here. 

There was no real life here. We have each other. 
Bring that book you saved. 

It has an unreadable main title, 
But is subtitled ‘The Book of Quatrains’. 

Unfortunately, I was not able to save 
Aristotle’s greatest masterpiece, 

‘Beyond Metaphysics’! It was the only copy 
In existence, and now it is lost forever. 

This book will do. 
Is it a sin for us to continue 
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To give love to each other? 

Yes, in terms of our moral tradition 
And man-made law, the giving of love 

Has become a sin, and, yet, we had once 

Denied our human nature and all of 
The natural feelings that have welled up in us. 

And that is a crime of the natural. 

Throughout all of history there have been  
Many sins written into the rule books, 

Some of them quite laughable. 

I was studying many such religions and crazy cults. 
There are thousands of them. Start one tomorrow 

And you can have an immediate following. 

Lately, my mind has been opened 
Through my studies of the natural sciences and 

The intuitive philosophies that we have been discussing. 

— Onward — 

We walk off into the forest, feeling poetic. 

Yes, it feels right to give love. 
But can you love the world and me as well? 

I have found that the capacity for love is boundless. 

I love you, the earth, life, books, and our friends. 
Live it! I feel that it’s right to give love. 

Why hoard it! 
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That would be selfish. 
But what of these natural desires? 

It’s difficult to suppress desire; 
It’s almost self-defeating, 

Since it takes an even stronger desire to resist desire.  

Now I go with the natural flow, 
For when I try to go against the flow 

There is only suffering. 

— Making Music — 

Together we sing in a fugal voice, 
For we live in two-part harmonic choice. 

We’re opposite twins in love, a canon 
Of chime in which we in unison rejoice. 

Our fugal voices blend, part, join, and long 
Weave in and out, the music sweeping strong, 

And onward, upward, inward, and outward, 
Until being is left to the spirit’s song. 

Like voices merged in the Canon Pachelbel, 
We speak as one, as the knell to the bell, 
You saying what I think and vice-versa, 

In tune, in unison, yet parallel. 

Let’s walk through this fertile valley, and yon, 
Onto the misty mountains, and beyond. 

We are the fugue, two movements, so let us 
Hum the Pachelbel Canon, through the dusk, 

Each singing one of the fugal voices, 
While living as two-part harmony’s choices, 
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As equal partners in life and love. 
We’ll take our rest upon the heights above. 

We are, at once, free yet attached, though ranging, 
Playful but serious, stable yet changing, 

Thinkers and doers, game but not foolish, 
Plus reasonable but passionate. 

This smile of love passes between our lips, 
And even though we are now quite homeless, 

Our life’s become a celebration blest, 
So let’s happily walk on through the mist 

Of the valley by the light of the moon. 
… 

Ah, false dawn has come and gone all too soon, 
Yet morning twilight will glow in the east. 

  
A lonely nightingale sings in the breach, 

But it just as quickly flies away, lo; 
Whither and whence it goes, we cannot know. 
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📚  — The Book of Quatrains — 📖  

Now, for the golden verse, as the first. 
For its olden age, it is none the worse. 

Although day-tide has just barely spoken, 
 I no less will open our precious token, 

This mystery book of poetry sealed, 
With waxen shield, it having been concealed 
For hundreds of years in the secret chamber 

Of the old monastery’s remainder. 

Ope it as one would a tender lover. 
A bottle’s encased inside the cover. 
Its spirit’s mist apparently escaped 

As our fuminous volume was undraped. 

I’m captivated by the Persia fumes. 
As I. It’s the perfume of ageless rhymes, 

From those grand, learnéd Sufi looms of time. 
We’ll have to learn how to read between the lines. 

The tome is written in foreign language, 
In fine verses of thirteen syllables, 
Epigrammatic, in four-line stanzas, 
It having many swirlas and circulas. 

It’s written in middle Persian, I’ve looked, 
Having handled many such foreign books— 

My editor’s role in the abbey’s nooks; 
I thought to hide it in one of the rooks. 

The library’s most valuable book! 
For I’ve illuminated and unhooked 

Many of the monastery’s great books. 
For it a long and joyous month I took. 
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It was the only writing I could save, 
Yet it’s the only book we’ll ever crave. 

— E Nomine Rosae — 

What are you, old work? she asks of the book. 
I add, Are you alive? By you I shook. 

The book replies, “I am the book of life— 
Pages rife with the antidotes of strife; 

“I’m a truth, a living philosophy. 
I live forever through my words, wholly. 

On my pages are found man’s joys, follies, 
Sorrows, wisdom, and all of his jollies. 

“Read me and my ideas will come alive, 
Demonstrating the best ways to survive! 

It is by experiencing my words 
That you shall know them, backwards and forwards.” 

What is your name, might I ask of the same? 
“My true name is but a question only, 

A mystery you’ll have to solve, namely, 
‘What is the name of the Rose?’, strangely.” 

We look long at the now quieted tome, 
Deeply inhaling its heady perfume. 

Oh, that heavenly, earthly scent, she sighs. 
Oh, book of quatrains, you are Persia-fume! 
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— What’s in a Name? — 

What is the name of the rose, I wonder? 
I too was to say upon that ponder. 

On that we’ve been as silent as a cloud. 
Yes, until we each just spoke it aloud. 

I’ve no answer from the depths unplowed. 

What is that flower you’re carrying, nun? 
It’s a rose. I don’t know where it came from! 

Perhaps it has bloomed from our building love. 
I am your rose; that is what it’s speaking of. 

Where does the rose bloom? In love’s hearts posed? 
Yes. What else do you know about the rose? 

It’s considered the most beautiful of flowers, 
The ultimate beauty in life and nature. 
I love this ancient volume I took, sound, 

While the monastery burned to the ground. 

It’s all that knows; I carry this red rose, 
The ultimate symbol of love that grows. 

I feel it. Some refreshment is anticipated. 
I now reach up to this rose bush, unsated, 
To bend down the olden branch of Moses. 
Here, let us drink the dew from the roses. 

Inhale the fragrant rush, what is and was! 
It’s the most beautiful of what nature does. 
It could be that a rose smells just as sweet, 

As Shakespeare said, by another name or tweet. 

Perhaps the rose’s name doesn’t much matter. 
Maybe not, but we’ve our reading matter. 
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What if a rose is a rose is a rose? 
That answer is much too easy to pose. 

When does the rose bloom? I rue, 
Seeking a general botanical clue 
To the book’s mysterious school, 

And of our quiz its questionable rule. 

The rose blossoms on the summer solstice, 
Arising thus from the only given kiss 

To arriving summer, from vanishing spring, 
The kiss of which she must die from giving. 

She continues and then sings, I, a-rose. 
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— Grave Matters — 

The Grave Girl 

Here’s a graveyard, I note, I love the song, 
But, ah, we come upon a cemetery’s yawn, 

Unexpected, so cold and so abrupt, 
And here’s an inviting grave, opened up. 

With roses on the stone. Jump into it? 
To better read the marble’s engraven script? 

A little girl arrives, with withered rose, 
As the messenger of the one that knows, 

 Stating, “Those who live must learn of death told, 
So all the better they may breathe toward old. 

“Run along now, you two, before, alight, 
Death himself, as quite the corrupted sight, 

Arrives to ply his ending shovel’s plight, 
For you are both standing in a grave site. 

“Which of you is ready for the scythe’s tooth? 
Behold my rose as you go, as for sooth, 

And take note of my dear eternal youth— 
What can ne’er die must be e’er spry and loose!” 

We hurriedly move on, as to strive, 
A bit shaken, yet feeling more alive. 
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— A Wisp of Smoke and a Rose — 

From this mountain, we thus look back, atop, 
To catch one last glimpse of the smoky flop, 

Of the monastical village, at distance, 
Where it ran out of its persistence. 

There! Yesterday’s ash; it’s still smoldering. 
And away’s the gleam afar of morning. 
I stare at it grand, but just half fondly, 

As there too is where I met you warmly. 

Look at this red rose that I still carry. 
It’s for you and me. We’re getting married. 

I’ll surround the blossom of your flower. 
My blossom unfolds over you—love’s power. 
We’ll refold and enfold each other’s home. 
I’ll enrapt you, like the words of a poem. 

— Asking Again the Name of the Rose — 

Let’s again open the livening tome, 
The mysterious book of the poems. 

Oh magic book that everything knows, 
Can you tell, ‘What is the name of the rose?’ 

Can you not explain now what’s proved and true, 
After all that we’ve been so lately through? 

The book replies, again very alive, 
“There are more picaresque tales to arrive. 

You’ll answer yourself as time’s learning sews, 
And so you’ll see—it’s of the thorn that grows.” 
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I answer, I am eager for the quest, 
To deeply enter into the bowers’ rest— 

The symbolic flowered spirits’ yin, 
Savoring there all the flora grown within. 

I can now almost understand the flowers, 
And much that speechless memory devours, 

Which life’s drudgery steals and overpowers. 
The new rose abloom withers all too soon. 

— The Sleeper — 

Upon that hill, I see a lady, passed, 
Sleeping in the middle of the faint path, 
So let us stop to look at what she hath, 

And to you, my partner, I say it free: 

In my mind I see a flame growing dim; 
It’s the spirit of that drowsing woman. 

Tell her, tell her! Bring dear life back to her. 
From me to your ear: I am Life, my dear. 

I lay you sleeping in your mother’s womb. 
One day I’ll have to leave you all too soon, 
When you sleep in the earth’s silent tomb, 
Yet now I find you here, so much in bloom, 

But sleeping away the time, all a-weeps, 
In between those longer and deeper sleeps. 

I’m whispering a lovely dream for your cheer. 
Wake! Live! Life is a dream come true here. 

She lays the rose on the woman’s chest. 
My rose to you; we’ll continue our quest. 

Oh, look back; the sleeper’s wakening pose 
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Is now standing up and clutching the rose. 

 

— Flower Clues — 

The woods and the meadows are bursting bright, 
With the sun-filled joy of life’s delight. 
Is beauty’s pose the name of the rose? 

Could be. Flowers start from the ground their grows. 

There’s the tulip, the lily, and the rose, 
Growing together—no separate rows! 

What does it mean, as it must be rarely so, 
When they so intwined all together grow? 

The tulip’s a dependable sign of spring; 
One can always count on the news it brings; 
So, tulips have always well stood for truth. 

The lily is often white, as the proof, 

Representing purity and goodness bright. 
The rose is the symbol of beauty’s might. 
So these three combined together here 

Means we’ve grown love’s bouquet with great care. 
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Truth, goodness, beauty—of their braided length, 
Makes for lasting love, giving it its strength. 

So, life’s storms can never scatter them bare. 
Love’s not an easy thing to grow, anywhere. 

That’s good, because if love were just as so, 
It wouldn’t be worth much more than woe. 

Raise a cheer, my dear, slap the hands to pledge, 
Refreshed by the book’s insight to the edge. 

 I’ll wink at you, my good monk, very soon, 
After this young nun puts on the rare perfume 
That we found encased in the book’s remains, 
Which I see is called ‘The Book of Quatrains’. 
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— The Elixir — 

Persia Fumes 

The scent’s name is printed on the bottle 
And is called ‘Omar’s Enchantment’, that’s all. 

It’s delightful. I savor what it supposes. 
It’s a mixture of incense, wine, and roses. 

It’s some sort of an elixir of time. 
It well composes, potent and sublime. 

It also has hints of sandalwood, jasmine, 
Lotus, and bits of golden saffron fine. 

It says on the label that ‘fumes’ therein 
Have escaped from an interment within, 
That it shall take the passerby unaware. 
Oh, I’m already affected by it! Lay here. 

It’s free; there are ripe apples on the trees. 
And there’s clear water amidst the stream’s reeds. 

Sultan after Sultan rises to the throne, 
But after they’re gone and so briefly known, 
The summer still blooms with the lovely rose, 

And still the water in the river flows. 
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🥀  — The Roses Speak — 🌹  

Here are some roses; one speaks some sayings. 
“I am the rose and I am here, staying.” 

I say, We’re surprised, beyond our noses, 
When suddenly to us speak the roses. 

Where did your rosy life come from? she asks. 
“Once I was a sparkling, buried in the soil. 
The world around me was cold and lifeless. 

I was only a seed then, yet, no less. 

“Growth, which I can’t begin to decipher, 
Started me moving, so, as a wild flower, 
I burst from my soil of toil, full of power 

Radiant, glowing. Weeds can’t touch my flower!” 

What shall we call you? She asks, half in vain, 
As a clue to the book’s questioning name. 

What’s your nome de plume, your ungiven name? 

“It’s not that easy—as in giving name, 
You must learn my name through wisdom’s living; 

I can’t simply reveal it to wishing!” 

I’m satisfied, I say. So let’s walk on, 
In the name of the rose we might seize upon. 
We’re unbowed, living in the here and now, 

For there is nowhere, no-when else, nor how. 

‘What’ could be the name of the rose. 
‘What’ is the name of the rose? 

Maybe, but that would be a funny name! 
Unless it was a trick question made plain. 

It’s of truth, goodness, and beauty, the proof; 
As three are clearly seen within its roof, 
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Intertwined in the eternal triad, 
Woven into the perfect romantic braid, 

As the weft, warp, and woof—love’s wave made, 
Each different aspects of the All’s respects. 

Beauty’s the reality of truth’s meaning. 
Is this the name of the rose’s gleaming? 

I don’t know, but beauty blooms, for ruth, 
As it were, like a rose from the well of truth. 

We think we hear the summer rose laughing 
And that we can even see it smiling. 

The rose speaks flowerly, of what is so. 
“We all die, but not all live, in the know.  

“I live in my prime but for just a while. 
First, I’m flowering and free, as a child, 

But I’m fragile, and finally, forlorn— 
My petals torn—all that’s left is the thorn! 

“But while I live I am full of power, 
Reigning as the queen of all the flowers! 
In my high time, among nature’s flora, 

I’m the regent over all the bowers.” 
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— In the Night — 

I had a dream last night, which granted 
That I was living on another planet… 

I was out walking at night with a child, nigh, 
Examining the lights of the night sky, 

Explaining the names of the stars, 

When, suddenly, the Earth blew up, quite afar; 
Oh, it thoroughly exploded, 

In blazes solar, or perhaps even nuclear.  

The child then said to me, clear, 
‘Look! Oh, look, mon pere! 

Look at the pretty shooting star!’ 

Such is the relative importance and worth  
Of the Earth 

In the scheme of those bubbles that burst. 

How insightful we are becoming trained, 
Since reading this Book of Quatrains! 

… 

We have come upon the SPHINX; 
It is weathered and worn, yet it thinks, 

Crouching next to an oasis, where camels drink. 

The Sphinx relates, “My name is ‘Aquavita’, now retired. 
I am all that remains of a once great empire. 

Look around and see that nothing is left in place; 
Read what is engraved on my nameplate.” 

It reads: 
‘Time on its stream brings all sweet things to us; 
Time is the drink that quenches human thirst. 
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Water of life: we drink time, it drinks us! 
Time on its stream bears all sweet things from us.’ 

Here’s a wide log; let us sit on it to rest a while, 
Humming the Pachelbel Canon, mild, 

Adding words to it from a poem that we know, 
Thereby creating a song, music through and thru! 

It goes something like: 
Then, where and when will we touch again… 

Why do people take to songs so heartily? 
Because songs can touch one’s spirit truly, 

So very deeply and thoroughly. 

But how? Why? 
There are wordless rhythms in what we call the soul. 

Poetry, in a rather approximate way, I am told, 
Attempts to translate the soul’s rhythms into words. 
Melody, on the other hand, being already wordless, 

Plays directly on the heart’s strings. 

A song, being a poem set to music, sings, 
And thus causes heart and soul to ring 

And blend into one grand and glorious experience. 

Yes, and it all seems to flow so smoothly. 
Music, like life, consists of the ‘what how’ 

Of what I would call a ‘smoothly rolling now’. 

I feel that I know your meaning, 
But, please explain the further seaming seeming. 

Well, the total effect of music comes from, I’m sure, 
The smooth transition through past, present, and future, 

This, thanks to a correspondence rationed, 
In memory, sensation, and imagination. 
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Memory recalls the past few musical tones 
That have come just before the ‘now’ that we own; 

Sensation lives ever in this ‘now’ as known, 

And therefore it savors the present tones; 
Imagination looks to the future rounds, 

Anticipating the coming sounds. 
  

Ah, I get it. The delight is such as is known, 
That none of the three could produce alone! 

Yes, and similarly, there is an award: 

For each one of life’s moment’s words 
Contains eternal reward, 

Since both past and the future 
Are smoothly rolled up thereinward. 

We live in the paradisal ‘now’, at last, 
Wherein each moment is eternally vast. 

Let’s lay back on the land, 
Looking at the night sky again. 

The moon is in a conjunction with Venus. 

I can hear them speaking. Listen. 

“I am the moon, representing cold chaste reason, 
With logic’s cool season; 

Venus, quench thy inner fire, fool, 
Lest it destroy us and all the heaven’s rule.” 

“I am Venus, goddess of love and passion, 
Answering to the logic that is quite cool. 

I only know what I feel, not why, fool! 
So, I must be the one to rule!” 
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“Don’t confuse me with feelings.” 
“And don’t confuse me with facts.” 

We are magic lanterns shining here; 
Our spirits are the lights in there. 

From what bright star came the gleam in your eyes? 
From what distant sun came your smile, light-wise? 

As we drift off to sleep, 
Voices fill the blackness of the deep. 

It is some sort of celestial debate that we meet: 

“I’m the darkest, boasts the Shadow to the Night. 
“No,” gloats Midnight, “compared to me you’re bright.” 
“You floodlights!” says Starless Space, “Stop your fight! 

“The darkest plight is the lack of love’s delight.” 
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— The Answer — 

Ah, this day we lie fully together, 
Then will talk before we sleep together. 
I think we know the story of the rose, 

Near in its entirety, I suppose. 

I brush my rose slightly across your nose. 
Why is the summer rose so very red? 

It’s the blood that the living earth has bled. 
Tell me, dearest, of the life of the rose. 

The rose of which we so sweetly sing 
Rises abloom in the joyous spring, 

As a sprout from the soil of nature’s earth, 
In a grand, gloried, and triumphant birth. 

On the first day that the summer blushes, 
It blossoms red, as spring vanishes, 

From its one and only kiss to summer. 
Then the summer rose reigns, near forever, 

And laughs with the mirth of the long season sent, 
Somewhere between happiness and contentment. 

Golden autumn slowly creeps into the scene, 
And then the autumnal rose withers, lean, 

Its tearing petals falling, from its toil, 
Enriching the potpourri of the soil. 

Then comes the winter seen, shutting the scene.  

That’s the living life of the rose that thrives. 
The flower that once has blown forever dies. 

What then, is the name of the rose? 

We are the rose. 
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— The Final Report — 

A flower is life, but in time that flies. 
It buds, blooms and dies right before our eyes. 

It’s a lesson to learn in beauty’s form; 
Yes, we are the rose, in different guise. 

What’s here now has to be as that long before, 
Not new out of the blue, for there is no more; 

So, we and all are akin to what is, 
Not less—we’re united beyond the door. 

Dreams are the starlight of our minds, 
A canopy of hope that shines 

Above our lives to light our days, 
And prove we are more than our daily ways. 

(Stanzas one and three just above donated by Jennifer.) 
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— Afterword — 

This is my idea of how creativity binds from 
The unity of the heart, soul, sense, and mind: 

The wonders of life bring love to the heart’s peak, 
And cause it to take flight, so to speak, 

As all the while the soul whispers unimaged things 
To one through its own language-sings, 

Which makes them of unimaginableness, 
But they are ever in the subconscious; and, all this, 

If one allows its ‘whences’, 
Streams, dually, into one’s inner senses 

And into the intellect, merging there, a buoy, 
Taking one to a point quite beyond joy, 

For that’s when imagination 
Enlightens the mind’s rationalization. 

This is what I call creative unification. 
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