               Chaos

Our minds make order out of chaos.  

The gift of the gods.  

We cannot avoid it.  

We do it just to survive, 

if that is all we do.  

The creative drive allows chaos 

to turn the fields, as a plow, 

so new order can be grown.  

This is a beautiful chaos 

Sown of death and rebirth.  

The pattern of our lives.

Dreams within our heads and hearts

tell us more than we can say.  

Life holds mysterious creativity 

that flows to a tactile creation, 

because that is what we are

here in this material world, 

a tactile expression of life force.  

The essence of what and who we are 

yearns for further expression.  

Chaos gives birth to pattern

Pattern shines the lantern

Into our souls

Brings fire

Of mind

We long to be held

in soft graces and strong arms 

and to smile at one another

in the knowledge and hopes of our lives.  

We are both divine and oh so human

at the same time.  

Jesus was right.  

We get moments of glory 

intersticed with the fabric and pattern 

of daily lives: figure - field; 

the relief, the texture of our time.  

This is how we are meant to be.  

I will not turn back now.  

There is no other way to be.
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