
 

Reality 

Down, down a humming spiral I float 
to an undark land that lies about me among unshadows. 
I reach out a hand that I don't have, to grope, to touch, 
and I feel nothing but soft everything. 
 
Without ears I hear the soft multi-mumblehum 
of a misty shore stretching into windless, waveless, waterless distance 
where the surf pounds once every eon in a grand, spray-filled creation 
within whose star-foam we humanly manifest. 
 
Here I feel the peaceful pulse of Most Inner Underatom 
beaming benevolence up through the tree that is we 
and feeding our Adam-atoms a feast 
of electric apples that never touch the ground. 
 
I see every-you around me and in me. 
Here is where you-I find sustenance beyond all paychecks. 
Notice this gentle light from no visible sun. 
Look at that tiny root leading upwards to a budding planet. 
 
Rising up the humming spiral again, I hear little taps 
of what most people call reality. 
It is raining on the roof 
and the cat needs to be fed. 
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