Chrysalis
He went to darkness, 

inside; a death it seems.

Deep sleep with no assurance
Only abiding faith in the rhythm

Of his own life.

Submit to the soul;

It has its purposes

Far greater than my own.

Accept the unknown,

Uncertainty is my friend.

There is awakening, a stirring;

Not a new thing; only changed.

The seed of what is to be

Was planted long before

What has gone before.

Were that god were a despot

We would all be told our paths,

In clear precise and foolhardy words

“Do this. Do that. Don’t do that.”

The simple minded wants direction

The complex Self has no choice

But to wait.

In the chrysalis there is remembering

What he was always meant to be.

Unfolded wings surprise him

Dawning colors of the sky and sun

Like haloes around his skin

Something buried deep within.

That part of God within me….my Soul
Yearns for direction I cannot see

Hears music and song beyond my ears

Breathes air of divine incense.
Step lightly; dance this day.

Submit to the Soul.

What God has for me is much more

Beautiful, bounteous and joyful

Than what I wanted by will and work;

What I wanted doesn’t matter anymore.

The soul of Bear does not question

When it is time to emerge

From Darkness and Sleep

To find his way back

To the world.

The pulse of life begets life

Without need of thought or reason

Like morning fog turns to dew

All of the time
becomes his dance,
His beat,
His song. 
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