
FPSN: Spoken word meditation  

& The Sanctuary of Giving 
 

Preamble: 

 

I had a dream 

that I fell into the ocean… 

Only it wasn’t the Ocean, 

But the sky… 

 

I floated, weightless 

in an eternity of calm… 

And the totality of Presence was all around me 

As I swam… 

 

 

Journey by Means of The Spoken Word: 

 

As I wondered, 

Galaxies passed by in the outerlimit lanes, 

and in that great nothingness 

was something alive that lives in the blood 

and soul of all living things… 

 

The Mind became The Universe 

And The Universe became The Mind; 

The macrocosm embodied within, 

As the ‘within’ embodies everything 

Without: 

 

The Cosmos enfolded in a mortal shell; 

A mere barrier of temporary substance…  

 

 

 

  



Qi Lifeforce charged the electric soul 

and the plastic imitations of everything 

that ‘seemed’ to be important  

fell away… 

 

this threaded coat,  

styled by those listless musings, 

had encumbered the performer… 

and when it was sloughed,  

like a creature shedding its own skin, 

the Dancer awakened… 

 

to the dance, 

to the rhythm! 

to the moving spirit of living… 

 

and its very resonance  

shook and shimmered  

the inconceivable suprastructure  

of The Demiurge’s grand undertaking, 

which fluxed and reshaped  

as its crystalline architecture was moved, 

as a listener is so moved, 

by the drums in the deep 

and the choir of chaos 

formed by the upending of 

Metatron’s calamitous cube… 

 

onward bound, 

and across the vast void, 

the path led through  

a cavalcade of stars 

bestrode with a colonnade of planets 

full of being… 

 

 and the bridge that linked them all 

 wavered with awareness… 



I pulled toward me one of those great celestials, 

As one does the portable fire-burner 

That lights a camp bowered by the surrounding dark, 

and brought myself down to begin introductions  

And make familiar all the quirks and quarks  

That had made it what it was… 

 

On The Borders of the Soul’s Retreat: 

 

There on the soft terra preta 

was a primeval forest 

befixed in a perpetual season 

of autumn… 

 

A timeless wind 

made a spectacle 

of a never-ending leaf fall – 

A holy cascade of 

 

Maple red,  

persimmon orange 

And amber yellow – 

 

And all were not untouched by 

by the glorious passage of the sun… 

 

The heralded carpet of leaf litter, 

this sea of scattering detritus, 

hid the wild grasses 

that grew in the shadowed umbra  

of the canopy’s reach 

and covered every inch 

of the Earth… 

 

In an immortal wood, 

enclosed within a quiet copse, 

a sanctuary beckoned: 



a cloistered lagoon 

personified in its eagerness 

to make itself known  

and impart something of 

the ten thousand things 

from which all things are made 

and will be begotten… 

 

A Sanctuary of Giving: 

 

Take for yourself  

a sacred object or talisman 

that you have yourself in-tuned, 

but have not speculated with 

via that association machine 

you call the mind 

and use it to answer  

the greatest questions of questions: 

 

What is the curious anomaly called existence? 

And, more commonly: WHY ARE WE HERE? 

 

For if the purpose of life is just to live it, 

don’t we lose some of its majesty along the way? 

And if we believe only what we will believe, 

don’t we lose some of the sparkle 

by which the eye of heaven shines? 

And if we don’t pass on what we have learned, 

or fail to comprehend that we are luminous links 

in a great chain that extends into forever more, 

do we not cast for ourselves a mould of 

predetermined form? 

And if we see the World of Ideas as limited, 

as we ourselves are unforgivingly limited,  

do we eschew our own potential for greatness, 

simply because there is no apparent blueprint for it?? 

 



If we could design and master our future, 

we can design and master ourselves 

and subvert the ego games of innovation 

to become the mightiest version of ourselves 

that we can possibly allow… 

 

Now take that sacred object that you 

on yourself have bestowed, and install it  

within the anima of your programmable life machine. 

and sit by the quiet waters of this world – 

waiting in soul hermitage within all the stolen pauses  

we can win from the cacophonies of civilised life – 

for Spirit to deliver all the answers 

that will save us from ourselves, 

and guide us through 

this great mystery of life… 

 

and finally, by the invocation and extension of the will, 

via the telemetric permeations of that quiet consciousness 

that knows itself, do we offer into this Galaxy, our home, 

the prayer of Universal Peace… 

 

:END 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


