
FPSN: Quest of the Spirit Walker 

 

Preamble: 
 

Night had fallen to midnight blue, 

which airbrushed in some purple too, 

and while the eye perceived their wake, 

the darkness amid the stars did quake. 

In a cloistered sacred place,  

I returned to body and peered at space, 

and in the sea of infinite black 

I saw a light beaming back. 

The elder sister, it seemed to be, 

of Venus, which I could no longer see. 

So great it was in shape and size 

that I dared not believe my-own eyes. 

U-pon me this ‘star’ did gaze 

My heart-mind it so amazed 

Then with a giant’s gentle blink, 

Out it went with a wink. 

 

Beginning: 

 

Descended on me,  

this curious fate,  

which taught me much  

by staying up late. 

What witnessed marvel 

I saw that night, 

I cannot say, 

though it did shine bright. 

 

The light it was no man-made thing, 

nor was it a God-eye ring. 

A Timid Illusion it was not: 

a spectacle of magic not soon forgot. 

Yet what I had the chance to see 

in this display of heavenly MA-STER-Y 

was not the sum of my abject Fear 

but peace and grace to me drawn near. 

 

 

 



A fantasy wrought  

by a wayward mind? 

That thought I dispelled, 

madness in kind.  

But ‘Time’ it taught  

a man to dwell 

on something more  

than his Earthly hell. 

 

Whichever way the will must wend – 

in towers and tunnels the tortured fend – 

there was on high a hope, HE knew 

that tested the mettle of minds so skewed. 

Robbed of delirium, death and delight, 

nefarious thoughts with their ceaseless plights, 

and were it not for an opening door, 

the Pilgrim’s process would be poor 

for a journey more brilliant than the sun 

lay open the path man would be-come 

 

The insistence to see 

what man would not 

rewarded my patience 

with a complex knot 

of untold mysteries 

too many to count: 

those peaks of puzzlement 

were my hill-road to surmount. 

 

In the timeless, night-time skies 

myriad objects did flit and fly: 

burning lights flew through the crux, 

golden formations yewed at dusk, 

dazzling diamonds aflame with red, 

silent orbs appeared as pled. 

But majesty cannot really describe 

That which appeared on the mountainside. 

On sacred rock danced beacons of white 

then sapphire, emerald and ruby bright. 

Hope was alive and all was well; 

these days of darkness would soon be quelled. 

 

END  


