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by Laurent Weichberger, Flagstaff, AZ, January 2010

�2n a chilly and windy Fall afternoon, Saturday, October 3, 2009 a very special 
group started to gather under the trees of Bushmaster Park in East Flagstaff. The 
flyers posted around town attracted the community by promising, “An interfaith 
event for the blessing of animals with leaders from different faith traditions.” Faith 
leaders from all mystical traditions came together, in love and harmony, for the pur-
pose of standing together to literally bless the animals brought to us by the public. 
All animals were welcome (as long as they were either on a leash or in a cage).
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	 I imagined instead, how they would 
feel standing with us, blessing animals 
that day, and I came up with this: It is 
actually the animals which bless hu-
mans with their presence. How many 
times have we been graced by the pres-
ence of a hawk, falcon, or golden eagle 

circling high above, a bear roaming 
on the mountain, a wolf spot-

ted in the distant snow, or a 
playful dolphin at the ocean 

water’s edge? Thank you, 
all you animals, for 

blessing me with your 
presence. 

	Lastly, there were a number of 
exhibits, by several animal advo-

cacy groups, including: 
• The Animal Defense League of AZ
	 www.adlaz.org
• Grand Canyon Wolf
	 Recovery Project 
	 www.gcwolfrecovery.org
• Arizona Llama Rescue 
	 www.azllamarescue.org
• Second Chance Center for Animals 	
	 www.secondchancecenter.org
• Northern Arizona Audubon Society 	
	 www.nazaudubon.com
• Habitat Harmony
	 www.habitatharmony.org
And of course, our primary sponsor:
• Shared Earth Network 
	 www.sharedearthnetwork.org

One funny but serious exhibit story 
from the event is that, by profession, 
I am a web application designer and 
developer for an international invest-
ment bank. People at work are usually 
surprised by my spiritual life, and my 
spiritual companions are usually as-
tonished by my technical work life. We 
have a technical design pattern called 
the Proxy Pattern, whereby a software 
object is invoked instead of the actual 
object, because the real object is too 
distant. So all that is done to the proxy 
eventually reaches the real object. Let’s 
just say—it works. 
	 Well, at the Blessing of the Ani-
mals, there was a Grand Canyon Wolf 

menced there was a presentation with 
llamas, given by Eric Souders. Then 
the children were invited to have free 
llama rides, as the llama's pulled a 
cart around the park, with children 
(including my son Cyprus and 
his girlfriend Ophek) sitting 
in the cart for a ride. The 
local 4-H Club members 
helped organize the 
rides, and the kids 
loved it.
	 My experi-
ence of blessing 
the animals this 
year was that there 
was a steady stream 
of dogs, with very few 
other animals, and one woman 
rather sheepishly told me that her 
dog refused to get out of her car (in 
the parking lot) asking me instead if I 
would bless her dog where he remained 
(in the car!). Of course I said yes, and 
we had a nice session in the parking lot 
instead. 
	 One fellow brought his dog, “Satch-
el,” to me specifically for a “Meher 

Baba’s love” blessing. He explained 
that in the 1960s there were many 

so-called gurus from India 
going around the world, 

but he always felt Meher 
Baba was the genuine 
article. I was thrilled 

to spend time with 
Satchel and his master 

and, as always, did my best to 
bless this fine creature of God, a 

noble canine. 
	 While thinking about what to share 
with the reader about that day, I felt 
I could not be honest without stating 
that I felt the poignant absence of a 
Native American representative of the 
indigenous faith of this land. After 
all, we live at the heart center of the 
Arizona tribes spiritual pinnacle, the 
San Francisco peaks. Shouldn't we 
have someone with us to share about 
that mystic way, whether Dine, Hopi, 
or Zuni, or some other path? 

	 First we were all welcomed by Sher-
ry Golden and Tish Bogan-Ozmun 
of the Shared Earth Network, the pri-
mary sponsor of the event. A beautiful 
Blessing Prayer, written for the event 
by Sherry Golden, was read out by her 
in a call and response fashion.
	 Sherry then in turn introduced the 
blessors, and we each gave a few words 
to those gathered about our spiritual 
traditions. I was honored to represent 
the Meher Baba tradition. Other faiths 
represented were: Greg Long (Navajo 
Christian), Dahamane Mahamane 
(Muslim), Ken McIntosh (Christian 
Protestent), Jean Myers (Jewish), Robi 
Salazar & Helen Jones (Buddhist), 
Lilly Weichberger (Celtic Pagan), Dea-
con Larry Whelan (Christian Catho-
lic). (See group photo on previous page.)
	 Before I share more about the event 
and the experiences there, let me just 
point out that aside from the astound-
ing fact of how many faiths were 
embodied, eight total, we have come 
full circle in that a Celtic Pagan and 
Christian blessors worked side by side, 
honoring one another by their very 
presence, laughing and praying 
over the animals that day. 
Three hundred years ago, 
Christians were still 
burning pagans in 
Salem, Massa-
chusetts. Some 
pagans, the world, 
over are still perse-
cuted today. Such simple 
forms of healing go out to 
the world in waves.
	 Speaking of waves, the after-
noon officially started with the sound 
waves of the live musical group Spin-
ing Jimmy (Charly Spining & Jimmy 
Debois), who used electric instruments 
(powered by a solar electric generator) 
to serenade us. As the music warmed 
us up for the main events of the day, 
people became eager to listen to who 
was present for blessings, and bring 
their animals forward.
	 Before the actual blessing com-
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So, what did I ultimately experience 
by participating in this glorious event? 
That those that joined us, four legged 
and two legged, for this joyous celebra-
tion of all God's creatures, in the spirit 
of Saint Francis of Assisi, indeed left 
the park uplifted. 

Amen.

out! In any case, I was asked by this 
wolf advocacy group to bless the 

mascot (as a proxy) to sub-
sequently reach out from 

there and bless the whole 
wolf recovery project 

effort. I took this 
blessing very seriously, 

and embraced the wolf, 
offering sincere prayers for 

this ongoing advocacy work. 

Recovery Project mascot walking 
around the event, dressed in 
a giant grey wolf suit, with 
long wolf hair, and giant 
wolf eyes (it actu-
ally looked kind of 
angry and mean). 
I should know, 
because my three 
year old son thought it 
was real, and he freaked \

	 Did Baba suggest that if we main-
tain a close connection to Him that 

we would be in a 
euthymic mood? 
Did He suggest 

that if we maintain 
a close connection 
with Him that we 
would be happy? 

Did He not propose 
that His most pre-
cious ones are apt 

to suffer? He
noted that mental

suffering is the worst, hence most likely 
to be suffered by those He holds most 
dear? What kind of Universe is that?
	 What differentiates surrender 
from fatalism, fatalism from despair, 
despair from depression? The spiritual 
giants referenced by Baba in stories, 
who lived in destitution, suffering the 
abuse of prostitutes, were they experi-
encing a cheerful mood, or could they 
have been depressed and still spiritu-
ally great? Was Baba ever discouraged 
with the human condition? Unlike the 
perfect masters, He did not act like he 
suffered, He really suffered? Did Baba, 
in the flesh as Baba, experience depres-
sion? Despair? When we experience 
suffering, does He not suffer with us? 
	 The worst grief of depression 
would be that the first thing we forget 
is that God suffers with us. Depression 

state, wired into the human condition? 
Is it unnatural to presume that depres-
sion is an illness? Yes, because 
when truly depressed, one is 
rigidly stuck in the mood. 
Flexibility is natural. Rigidity 
is about death.
	 If our moods are among 
the most ephemeral aspects of 
existence, does it matter what 
our mood is? Does one have 
to be in a positive mood to be 
happy? Is happiness possible 
even as we suffer? Is it possible 
to be depressed and happy? 
	 Since there is no end to wanting, 
how can we still be wanting and be 
happy? Is happiness simply the destiny

 of some people to balance 
out the suffering inherent in 
illusory existence? If there is 
only One Soul, is happiness 
or suffering experienced by 

each soul actually experi-
enced by all? Do we live out 
the millions of lifetimes by 

eventually living, in the 
first person, all the human lives? Is 
depression a form of mental suffering 
that is essential to the natural balance 
in illusion? Is it something to avoid or 
something to embrace?
	 Can we assume that happiness 
and depression are opposites, mutually 
exclusive?

Thoughts on 
depression  
by Randall Overdorff, May 16, 2007

Given the state of world, the very 
existence of which depends on the 
vagaries of Maya, where Maya to all 
outward appearances, rules, how is it 
that anyone is not depressed?
	 Since suffering 
due to ignorance 
seems to be to be 
the fate of a vast 
number of humans, 
does maintaining 
a cheerful mood 
depend primarily on 
how we filter data at 
any given time? A case of a framing the 
half empty glass as half full?
	 But then what is the role of 
biochemistry? How come we feel 
depressed when our blood sugar is low? 
Why do moods fluctuate in monthly 
patterns? If depression is mostly caused 
by biochemistry, is depression a natural 

What differentiates 
surrender from 

fatalism, fatalism 
from despair, despair 

from depression? 

But is depression 
a diabolical 

affliction of Maya 
or a gift from God 
to shake us loose 
from attachment 

to illusion? 
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S etting out on life’s journey,
I knew nothing of  YOUR FEET.   

 
World’s loveliness became quicksand, 
Then You let me grab YOUR FEET.    

 
Touchstone of Existence,

All life springs from YOUR FEET.    
 

World is all just flux of water.
Solid ground? YOUR FEET.   

In joy, in grief, the same prescription—
Hold on to YOUR FEET.  

All is but a passing dream,
All except YOUR FEET.  

Child's body becomes old man's,
All that stays the same? YOUR FEET.  

 
Maya's drug is powerful!

Dive back to YOUR FEET!
  

Prostrate in surrender, ah,
New life from YOUR FEET.    

My feet must walk this journey. 
More important, though? 

Your Feet.  

by Max Reif

Feet

may be among the worst afflictions of 
Maya because it renders us absolutely 
alone. This is diabolical.
	 But is depression a diabolical 
affliction of Maya or a gift from God 
to shake us loose from attachment to 
illusion?
	 When a depressed person is 
suicidal, is he or she near to a state 
of absolute surrender, but fooled by 
Maya into plunging into even greater 
bondage? Kierkegaard got to the edge 
and decided that the best response to 
despair was a leap of faith into God’s 
arms. How is it that some find freedom 
in despair, and others only emptiness? 
Isn’t Nirvana emptiness? Is despair 
then simply a product of wanting? If it 
was only emptiness, would there not be 
peace instead of despair?
	 Was Job depressed before Satan 
(God) was done with him? If not, did 
his complete surrender to God’s will 
protect him from depression? If he was 
not truly depressed in the face of his 
absolute loss and humiliation, would 
his faith and obedience been truly 
tested?
	 When Baba insisted on outward 
cheerfulness, for example, during 
the New Life, did He expect those 
who were genuinely depressed to do 
so? Did anyone ever ask the Mandali 
whether they had experienced what 
would be diagnosed as a major depres-
sive disorder? Is that state a recent 
Western invention? Would Baba have 
been impatient with the tears of a truly 
depressed individual? Did anyone who 
spent a lot of time in Baba’s presence 
commit suicide due to depression? If 
so, what does this mean?

\

Photo credit, Sukothai by Marcia Lippman (c) Chronicle Books.

“ The body is like Mary, and each of us has a Jesus within. If pain and suffering 
come, our Jesus will be born. But if no pain comes, Jesus will return to his origin on that same hidden 

road by which he came. And we will be deprived of his splendor. 
– Rumi
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Memories of Michael Matthias, his huge frame reverberating 
with poetic power, reciting his powerful lines—makes me ‘stand 
up’ inside and listen. No one but Michael dared to be so full-on 
... so fully and powerfully present with his intense recitations. 

He was child-like in this artistic exhuberence.

by Cathy Riley, Myrtle Beach, SC, 2010

MM
he lived a dedication to the creative 
life and helped me to live that life also. 
After I’d gone to India and written 
my 1st songs in the late 1970’s, Mi-
chael had visited the Center in Myrtle 
Beach. I was living nearby, so we’d get 
together—he’d recite his poems, Tom 
told Michael his Baba stories on boat 
rides out into the lake, and I’d sing 
my new songs. I was shy to sing these 
for Michael, as they were my new and 
fragile children, who’d never come 
out to play. But Michael was so full of 
creative energy that I felt less shy. After 
singing my 1st new musical creation, 
Michael exploded with excited appre-
ciation, “You must write more! Don’t 
stop now!” I was surprised and relieved 
that I hadn’t been ‘booed off the stage’. 
Just before his departure he took out 
his checkbook and wrote me a check—
for a million dollars—so that I’d keep 

writing songs! As I think of it now, 
it was Michael Matthias (and Steve 
Klein’s) constant nudges over succeed-
ing years that helped me take myself 
seriously as a composer/singer-song-
writer. I was known as a singer then, 
but I could become a singer-songwriter 
and recraft myself into a more fully 
creative person. His fiery approbations 
could not be ignored.
	 Then in 1995 Tom and I took a 
summer off and went to Woodstock 
for two months. I rented a piano and 
worked daily on a strict schedule, 
composing songs for and to Meher 
Baba. During that summer Michael 
was nearby in Kingston. We would get 
together. He gave me his epic poem, 
“Visions from the Bridge of Fire” and I 
took it home, gobbling it up.  The one 
day I sat down at the piano, after hav-
ing just re-read sections of Michael’s 

Memories of 
Michael Matthias

Michael Matthias at Laurent’s 
apartment in Manhattan, 1986. 
Michael holding framed drawing 

of Baba by Patty Stalker.
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‘Visions’—and the piece “I am walking 
among you” just poured out! During 
the final gospel section of that compo-
sition, a huge thunderstorm manifested 
and descended full force upon us. It 
felt very appropriate, as I heard music 
manifest in clarion calls, to these words 
of Michael’s”:
	
“I am walking among you
Listen to My voice
I am the voice of fire
I am moving among you
Listen to My voice.”

	 When I played my newly finished 
piece for Michael, he was ecstatic. He 
insisted we perform it at a yoga retreat 
center that he had connects to in near-
by Monroe, NY. He recited a section 
of his poem within my larger setting, 
and with Betty Ryans and myself giv-
ing our best rendition of the song—we 
got through in one piece after a short 
rehearsal.
	 Subsequently, Michael and I filed 
and received copyright for that song. 
Michael felt that someday, in the New 
Humanity, it would be a hymn sung 
for Baba’s Manifestation.

	 I feel, in a way, that this has 
already started to come true. When 
Tom and I moved to Asheville, NC 
in 1996, I joined the women’s choir, 
Womansong, under the apt direction 
of Debbie Nordeen. I felt inspired to 
re-write some of my solo pieces for the 
three part choir, and one of them was 
Michael and my song, “I Am Walk-
ing Among You”. Womansong loved 
that song and it has been sung at many 
concerts over the years since it was 
first created as a choral piece in the 
late 1990’s. When Womansong made 
a CD, they got our permission to use 
that song and to title the CD, “Walk-
ing Among You”. 			 
	 This past summer, Womansong 
went to a national women’s choral 
festival in Chicago. I was informed by 
Debbie Nordeen that the music selec-
tion committee of Womansong had 
selected “I Am Walking Among You” 
as one of the pieces to be performed in 
front of thousands of other women in 
22 choirs from all over America. I went 
and proudly sang my heart out on July 
3rd, 2010, remembering Michael’s lega-
cy:  “I am walking among you, walking 
among you, I am walking among you, 

Listen to My Voice! I am the Voice of 
Fire, I am the Voice of Fire, I am mov-
ing among you! Listen, listen to My 
Voice!”
	 I didn’t hear until after I returned 
that he’d passed away... just before this 
concert... in California. I felt like this 
national performance was a very fitting 
‘send-off’ ceremony for Michael. I 
am sure that he was reciting in Baba’s 
poet’s heaven, this section that he 
would recite within our ‘I Am Walking 
Among You’ collaboration piece:

“The walk is like the call of the bird
softly, stepping on moonlight...
softly...
on muted leaves.
The footsteps are singing 
the clear notes of the morning bird.
Clear, translucent...
Where have I heard 
footsteps like these before?

		  Michael Matthias © 1975

I know you are singing on, reciting fe-
rociously, Michael... in heaven. Thank 
you, Michael, for being an inspired 
and inspiring ‘voice of fire’ for me.

Laurent and Michael at Hands Across America, May 25, 1986, on the West Side Highway in Manhattan. 
Note the poster on the tree at the far right, which was the first time Laurent posted a picture of Meher Baba. 

Patty Stalker in foreground waving towards Michael.

\
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and walked over to his table. After 
brief introductions, he asked me what 
my plans were. I told him bluntly, 
that I was dropping out of school and 
thinking of going to India in search 
of God. To my mother’s horror and 
surprise, he said, “Yes, you must go.”
I was also surprised, but using the mo-
mentum I said, “You see, Mom, there 
are no coincidences and even meeting 
this man is a sign that I must go.”  
	 Michael took over and said, “Yes, 
there are no coincidences, all that hap-
pens is according to Baba’s will.”  
	 In one voice my Mom and I said, 
“Who’s Baba?” 
	 Michael replied, “Why he is God, 
of course.”  
	 The man would not stop talking 
about Baba. We listened and had fun 
with this fiery, passionate man and his 
Baba that day. We thought he was a bit 
crazy, but the love was undeniable. We 
may not have known it consciously, but 
he was shaking us with his love – this 
love he seemed to have for everyone 
and everything.  
	 A couple of days later, Michael 
took me to the Santa Monica Baba 
Center in Los Angeles and bought 
me $1,200 worth of Baba books and 
videos. I tried to stop the purchase, but 
anyone who knows Michael Mathias 
would know how impossible it would 
have been to stop his generosity. In the 
end, I went home with half a dozen 
grocery bags full of Meher Baba books 
and videos, and Michael returned to 
New York the next day. My plan was 
to take the books and videos back to 
the Baba Center, explain to Dina Gib-
son that there was a mistake, get the 
money back and send him the check. 
You see, to me at the time, Michael 
was a crazy-but-nice man, who fol-
lowed an even crazier master.  
	 But I got lazy. The books ended 
up sitting in the grocery bags near my 
front door for a week or so. I was back 
to my desperate search for God. One 
night as I was sitting outside, I sudden-
ly remembered my prayer asking for 

ticket to India or Africa, so that I may 
wander into the desert to find God, 
and if he didn’t appear to me, I was 
ready to die there in the desert. It was 
not a plan that made sense to anyone, 
but to me it made a lot of sense. And I 
must admit that for some unexplain-
able reason, it still makes sense to me 
to this day. Looking back I can see 
why my family was worried. They 
thought I had lost my mind.  
	 A week earlier, exhausted from 
reading one spiritual book after anoth-
er—books that didn’t really answer the 
underlying questions—I decided to ask 
God for help. With as much sincerity 
as I could muster I said, “God, if you 
exist, send me a book. Send me a book 
that doesn’t beat around the bush with 
poetic symbolism but goes straight to 
the point and explains God and the 
Universe in a straightforward way.”  
I wanted answers—convincing, logical 
and comprehensive answers—to exis-
tence. Otherwise, what’s the point of 
living? I was desperate. I didn’t know 
at the time that my prayers were going 
to be answered a week later, through 
the car braking down in Irvine. 
	 When my mom and I returned to 
Irvine the next day to pick up the car, 
we saw a sign that said, “World’s Best 
Hamburgers.” We had to try it. As we 
were waiting for our burgers, my mom 
decided to ask the man sitting alone 
next to us for directions. This rather 
large, eccentric looking man turned 
around with a big smile and said, “I 
just flew here on a whim from New 
York yesterday, and I don’t know why 
but I felt I had to be here today. I’m 
sorry but I don’t know the area. I wish 
I could help you.”  
	 He had this rather explosive, 
overpowering smile that almost made 
us uncomfortable. We thanked him 
and quickly turned to each other. My 
mom then surprised me by suggesting 
that we join him, since he was eating 
all alone and seemed like a nice man. 
So when she asked him, he responded 
with great joy. We grabbed our drinks 

More
Memories... by Mark Choi, Los Angeles, CA

November 22, 2010

I was 19 at the time when a man 
named Michael Mathias entered 
into my life for a brief moment and 
changed everything.  In the middle 
of the night, in his bed in New York, 
Michael was looking at the brochure 
of a hotel in Irvine, CA. It was a hotel 
that used to be a large barn that had 
been converted. Michael had a sudden 
whim that he must fly to Irvine im-
mediately. He got on a plane and was 
in Irvine the next day.
 	 Meanwhile, I was on my way from 
San Diego, having said my final fare-
well to a childhood friend, and head-
ing back to my home in Los Angeles. 
Suddenly, my brother’s beat up Honda 
Accord started losing power. I pressed 
harder on the gas but the car didn’t 
budge.  It was five o’clock in the morn-
ing as the car was slowing down on 
the freeway. Straight ahead above the 
horizon, I could see the full moon. I 
remember looking up at the full moon 
and saying, “God, if you exist, and 
if there is a lesson here, can I learn it 
some other time?” Somehow, I felt that 
the answer was no. There was a lesson 
here that could not be learned in any 
other way, nor at any other time. I was 
able to make it off the highway onto a 
ramp and was able to get the Honda 
to an auto shop nearby, with the help 
of a kind taxi driver who towed my car 
there.
	 A month earlier, I had quit college 
and had decided to leave all in order 
to find God. This, of course, didn’t 
go over well with any of my friends or 
family. I had decided to buy a one-way 
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the time and who, I later found out, 
was not in the best of financial situ-
ations when he bought me all those 
Baba books and videos. He was, to be 
certain, the most eccentric man I ever 
met, yet he was also the most wonder-
ful. He was one who floated like a 
large body of love, moving everyone 
who came to know him, changing 
lives along the way—known by some 
as “Baba’s mast in the West,” the great 
poet of The Pathway of Fire—Michael 
Mathias. 

reading it with the attitude a teacher 
would have while grading papers. By 
page 39, I came to Baba, and my eyes 
were filled with tears.  It took me more 
than five years to read all the books 
Michael Mathias had bought me.  
All the members of my family who 
came to Baba, including my mother, 
father, and sister, and many friends 
owe a great debt to this man, who 
brought all of us to Baba.
	 The greatest gift I ever received 
from anyone was from Michael Math-
ias, who was a complete stranger at 

a comprehensive book. I also recalled 
how when you ask God for something, 
he may give you much more than what 
you asked for. I decided to read one of 
the books. Michael had numbered all 
the books in the order that I should 
read them. So, I grabbed the first book 
which was Discourses and sat down 
at my desk. I took a deep breath and 
asked God, “If this book is going to 
mislead me into following a false guru, 
help me see his falseness immediately 
in his words.” 
	 I grabbed my pen and started \

I took a week off from work, and 
went to California to camp on the 
coast with my son, Cyprus, while my 
beloved wife Lilly and darling daughter 
Aspen were in the UK camping there. 
I had been stirred to visit Michael 
in San Diego, as my last conversa-
tion with him occurred while he was 
in the hospital (about a year ago) for 
heart surgery. That was my last and 
most positive conversation with him in 
years.
 	 This year, on June 13th, as I got 
to a literal fork in the road: I-8 to San 
Diego, versus I-10 to Los Angeles, I 
had to decide which way to go. So, 
with Baba, we drove on I-8 to SD. I 
realized I didn't know where Michael 
even lived, so I called Yaakov Wein-
traub (also close to Michael) on my 
cell phone and asked for his address. 
Yaakov returned my call about an hour 
later with, “he is in intensive care” and 
the name of the hospital.
 	 I arrived with Cyprus (age 3), and 
tried to get into the ICU. They ask 
your “relation" to the patient. I said 

that when my father died, Michael 
adopted me (he often called me his 
“son” when introducing me to new 
people, and I didn't correct him). They 
let me in and I carried my son on my 
hip, but when his nurse saw Cyprus, 
she exclaimed, “He has to be 17 to be 
here,” and she wouldn't let him in. So 
I handed Cyprus to her, saying, “Then 
you hold him!” and I again tried to go 
into Michael’s room. She took Cyprus 
and tried to explain about”... a gown to 
enter ICU.”
	 He had a friend named Warren in 
the room with him, and Warren came 
out wearing a gown, gave me a big 
smile and loving hug, and showed me 
where to get a gown to enter the room. 
I donned a gown and found Michael 
in bed, sitting up a little, eyes open, 
his face filled with tubes of all kinds: 
IV, ventilator, this tube and that tube. 
I looked over and saw his right foot 
was amputated from below the knee, 
due to complications of his Diabetes. 
Michael was aware, but not alert. He 
must have been on medications.

 	 I showed him a picture of Meher 
Baba on the cover of our Baba maga-
zine which I brought for him to read 
called OmPoint. He looked at the 
painting of Baba on the cover and took 
it in. The tube in his mouth prevented 
any speech. He was looking at me with 
pain in his eyes, and some recognition, 
and appreciation, and joy as well. It 
was a giant mix of emotions on both 
sides, as I was certain he felt bad about 
presenting himself in this condition. 
Not that that makes sense, but I could 
feel that level of his shame, as if he 
hated being in the hospital. Michael 
was a fire-bird, and a song bird, and it 
felt like both his wings were broken, 
and he was muzzled.
 	 I hadn’t seen him in person since 
about ten years. I told him I came with 
my son Cyprus, “to say goodbye.” At 
some point after that he drifted off, 
and I spoke to him in prayer with 
Baba, no longer out loud, giving him 
my love, stroking his hair, and face, 
and I told him that he doesn’t need 
to stay here, if he needs a new body, 

The Passing of Michael Matthias
By Laurent Weichberger, Flagstaff, AZ, July 2010
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to Baba in 1985, with much sensitivity 
and care, and outrageous-fiery-love. I 
bow deeply to his love for his Divine 
Beloved. May he rest in Baba’s Divine 
Embrace.

weeks later, I heard from Yaakov about 
the date of his passing, which was June 
30, 2010. We were told that they took 
him off the life support systems, and 
he died shortly after that. I am glad I 
went with Baba to his bedside. What 
more can I share? Michael brought me 

The True Belonging
a Sufi love poem about music
by Soleil Brigham, August 11, 2010

Standing already with the raging fire,
and free, having stood
the return of the empty vessel, the overturned
reclaiming original belongings
 
only hearts of Pure Wool know
from whence, for whom the music came
the uncloaked Sufi drapes her old habit on her inner ear
and turning inside out, she whirls
a kaleidoscope of wounds, our world’s lacerations
 
 then, being touched by that emanating ring
—passion—flowing out and moving towards,
speaking the unspeakable
 
The Ancients are listening to remember...
You play to remind and remember,
leaving life’s forceful resin on forget
and waking up the sleeping Holy, the Hidden Face
 
Do you see where the music belongs with the knowing?
 
But you didn’t know your hands were enchanting
I sense your heart all mesmerized
laying open before the harp of Arabia
 
Sound, that is your true belonging
—your unbearable beauty—
for this crude corporeality can not contain
the white child sparkle eye, the purity
it can not comprehend the Instrument Divine
for too long
before the explosion
 
Written by Soleil for Jim Grippo (local SB Quanun player)

he can release this one and feel free to 
go. I encouraged him to leave if that is 
what he needed to do.
 	 We left and went camping on the 
coast, from SD to Santa Barbara and 
up to Ojai, to Beloved Baba’s extraor-
dinary “Meher Mount” there. Three \

Painting of Meher Baba by Deb Ash.
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The Wave 
        Flew White 
Toward Us

by Alistair Cockburn, 2005

The Wave Flew White toward us!
We screamed 

 
defiance, 

lying
on our little wall of sand,

protecting our freshly dug well—
 

The Wave stopped Short—Exultation!
We screamed 

 
insults, 
hurled

at the weak-willed wave’s retreat—
 The Wave flew White toward us!

We screamed 
 

\

defiance,
 screaming

as it smashed up over,
through,

and down the wall, 
down our well

ignoring our pitiful selves—
 

Yippee! We cried—
Hurray for the wave! 
Hurray for our well!

—and hurried—

The wave abated,
waited,

 
while we redug the well, 

rebuilt the wall, 
and on our little wall of sand, 

lay down to fight again.
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Dante’s Nest: An Allegory
Craig San Roque

I. THE ORCHARD

There is a place known as Dante’s nest. It is there, every evening, no matter the weather,
that a small and delicate bird folds its wings. In the folding, the bird draws into itself certain
things.
Dante is a small man, very tough and now very old but his lithe grace was a legend of

the valleys and coastal cliffs of the region where he lived in a younger day. He is known as
Dante Dioniso Dileusis.
Every evening Dante’s roving imagination takes the shape of a bird arriving in a quiet

place. There it settles itself, ruffling, preening, breathing and cooing, gathering memories
of fruit, observations of almond, glints of fig, lemon, stone walls, ancient trees overhung.
And feathers. Gathering every sight and sense discovered during the day’s flights, the delicate
bird collects for Dante’s human being the subtle sights and subtle scents of the day’s subtle
hunt.
The imagination of Dante Dioniso Dileusis is not particularly human, it is not bound

by human perception, human constriction. In its unbounded mode it wheels through many
worlds; it collects flocks of birds, currents of insects, flying thoughts, emerging shapes, deli-
cious colour, fish leaping, spectrum pattern, untouched skin, musical notes, animal calls;
chatter. With all this gathering, lest all be lost, there is a place known as Dante’s nest.
It is here every evening, regardless of the weather, the small and delicate bird folds its

wings. And there in the nest the bird sits and broods. Somewhere thus, in the pulsating
subtle body of Dioniso Dante, the gathered day becomes, in the warm body of the bird, a
fine collection of eggs, speckled blue and black.
Incubating, these fruitful fertile eggs, words gather. They shimmer through the brain,

they nestle in the throat, they draw up breath from the deep well of the lungs, they roll along
the tongue, they spit glowing…
It is from Dante’s nest that the sung poetry of the human world has emerged since the

very beginning of human time.
The nest of Dioniso Dileusis is hidden in a very obscure place; it is, however, a place

upon which the salvation of the intelligent world depends. It is here that a small fire is saved
every day for the continuing purpose of humanity. One day, perhaps, you too will find
Dante’s nest.
The end of the real world will be on the day when Dante’s nest is crushed suddenly in

the hands of a brutal boy, a boy too naïve to comprehend the age and destiny of the world.
The age and destiny, yes; and the delicate thing which allows all things to gather in the voice
of being. Without imagination we cannot thrive.
The wise and clever say that the future of the world depends upon wise and clever things,

which only they can carry out according to the will of the people, or against the will of the
people. This might be true – but I say this: the destiny of the world depends upon Dante’s
nest and the small bird who, folding her wings every evening, begins the brooding.

© RMIT Publishing, http://www.rmitpublishing.com.au
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II. THE TREE

Dioniso Dileusis comes, on his mother’s side, from an old family tree whose origin can be
traced to the settlement of Eleusis.1 You will know of Eleusis, a smallish town set above a
curved bay, a day’s walk from Athens. Eleusis is a very, very old place.
Nowadays there is nothing much of substance left. The town is covered in grey cement

dust. This happens to the beauteous sites, those old places which held the fluttering heart
of fledgling humanity. The places of renewal. The tree was obliterated, cut for firewood long
ago. Nowadays there is not even a hole in the ground. Nevertheless the family bloodline
knows exactly the method, style and intention of the Mysteries which once were sweated
upon that rocky sea-blown ecstatic site.
Ahh, now you will have a question. The question is this: if the site goes out, do the

Mysteries of that site go out? If a site drew thousands of people and a thousand sung beauties
over a thousand years, well, when the site is dynamited and levelled are the songs levelled
and dynamited? When the touch of the song upon the sinuous body of the heart is gone;
when the cadence of the songs of being are rent as nothing, when the secrets of Eleusis are
no longer whispered, tongue to tongue, then is the truth gone which the song held gone all
gone?
Well, that has happened often enough. The next question is this: is there any chance

that some of the secrets wriggle back, the mysteries or bits of the mysteries wriggle back?
You know, of their own accord, determined to be heard.
Is it the bitter truth that once the rock site is gone the story is gone and the secret humane

purpose of the sacred rock is lost? An emptied-out piece of granite covered in cement dust
or tar beside a road somewhere, crying quietly.

III. THE SPINE

The cousins of Dante Dioniso Dileusis, most especially the women, one after the other,
have come upon the truths of Eleusis hidden as inheritance in the very cells of their bodies.
They needed no instruction, no one had to betray secrets, although patient moments of
encouragement and reminder have helped to true their affinity with tree, cave, pit and purpose
of that Mystery buried deep in the being of Demeter and her free-ranging organic daughter.
For the cousins of Dileusus the finding of the secret wrapped in the innermost structures

has occurred naturally enough, and at the right time. That is a story I might tell you one
day, how each of the cousins came upon the innermost poetic structure of being and how,
whether on the brink of death or upon the edge of a new life, it happened for each of them
according to their own way, their own calling. Some secrets may, it is true, be better lost,
forgotten, but some secrets are better found. It is a wondrous thing to come upon the secrets
of the generation of life. The direction of life. Indestructible life. The cause of the coming
into being.
You should know this; that after the fall of the town of Eleusis many of the family were

dispersed by migration. And yet even today, no matter where in the web of the world a
Dileusis cousin happens to be, the Mystery can and does find its gracious, infiltrating, sub-
versive way. There is some hope in that, wouldn’t you say?
Now there is another problem. The old Mysteries of Eleusis, as you probably know, had

to be kept secret on pain of death. Thousands of pilgrims would turn up for the events in
the town every year. This event went on recurring over maybe one, some say two, thousand
years. Imagine that, thousands of people travelling down from Athens all day, walking,
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crossing the little bridge and up to the site, the well of the maiden, the flat of the dancing
ground, the darkened stone room. The lights. The fire, the revelation, the touch of the
sinuous song. And yet. No one seems to have leaked out what it was all about. Clever books
are written and the archaeology is analysed but no one has a clear bit of old Greek text which
says “that’s what it’s all about”. TheMystery is exactly that, something whispered and shown
while your eyes are lowered or your lids are closed. Well maybe, maybe not.
Dioniso Dante was present at the awakening of Eleusis in each of the cousins. How it

was managed that he was present thus is another intricate story; but Dante is a kind of
mentor to each of them, his nieces, his nephews, perhaps grandchildren – but I call them
“cousins” so as not to get too tied up in family history. Sometimes a mother would say,
sideways perhaps, after an incident which the mother took as a clue, “Girl, it’s time you
went to see Uncle Dante, he will teach you the language.”
Uncle Dante had seen the stunned look or the slowly dawning smile in the eyes of Dileusis

girls, many times over. All those years and Uncle Dante always marvelled at the intimate
ways in which each awakening came about, always delicately specific.
Dante, especially in his conversations with his friend Dr Asclepio, disagreed with those

priests who set up the strange promise that there is a final moment of cleanliness and glory
somewhere golden in the azure mouth of God. “There is no great and final cupola moment;
thus,” said Dante Dioniso, “everything is coming along nicely all at once, all the lovely time,“
said Dioniso,“ just like Mary in her song says – fish swim, birds fly, daddies yell, mummas
cry, old men sit and think, I drink.”2

Asclepio, leaning confidentially over the domino board, would agree saying, “Observe
the way the world is put together, every tiny link in a simple way. How do I cure, Dante? I
do it by moving two tiny things just a little like this on the board, a connection is made or
loosened and thus I win the game…”
And the two old men, lifting small glasses of arak, would sweep the board in satisfaction.
Uncle Dante has a word for this symmetry of detail which he uses to invigorate the inner

life of the cousins of Eleusis. He calls it “the python’s skeleton” (osso pythia). Observe closely
the white bleached bones of a snake and you might catch his drift. All connected, all simul-
taneously linked. Fish swim, birds fly, lovers leave by and by, old men sit and think. Observe
the link. The skill, he said, is to feel it sliding through your hands and thus to sing. It slides
through everything.
Now we are coming to something. Why sing the little hum?Well, when those words are

gathered from the eggs in Dante’s nest and the particular words are sung, sung in nice rows
that is, well, something in the brain lights up. Something like a small fire starts up.
When the mothers said, “Ask uncle to teach you the language,” what they meant was

this. Vowel by vowel, syllable by syllable, learning the sung symmetry of creation’s inner
structure.

IV. THE TABLE

In the evening of this particular summer, after a meal of fish and red and black roasted
capsicum, Uncle Dioniso’s niece, Erato Musa Dileusis, confided in him that, for her, the
illumination of the tree of Eleusis had been consuming her nights, restlessly throwing her,
as though she were caught in the breaking waves of a beach in tumult. “The tree. I keep
seeing the tree. Each time I fall, I rise, water pouring over and I keep seeing the tree.”
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She had been talking to her uncle about her husband. Her agitated marriage, the normal
things of a life lived in a usual anguished way in the village now become a city’s alleyway.
She tried at first to find words for the agitation, she dressed it in her husband’s clothes and
thought he was the cause; but the dress stripped off and she was naked again with the pure
feeling of the agitation; an intensity that has no cover established itself in the pit of her
stomach. Her smile gleamed, restrained. The old glass on the table shimmered. She did not
throw herself around like an hysteric. She had discipline. She felt the waves inside her skin.
She kept to a gravity, seated thus at the table. Her hands beside the plate, the red capsicum,
the olive. Ordinary things about to speak. The brooding intensity about to reveal its original
shape, not covered by others. Dante had been waiting for just this evening in her. Or perhaps
she too had been waiting for him; waiting until the eggs were there. Waiting until it was
still and quiet enough to speak. The little bird settling in the nest, within the musical body
of Erato Musa Dileusis, on the brink of her becoming.
She was gazing at Dante, in the steady manner she had learned, and she saw his face and

bodymelt, converting into birds, fish, and a flurry of furred creatures and finally the beauteous
serpentine form which throbbed along the line of Dante’s Dionisos spine.
That was probably the moment Erato Dileusis recognised that, all along, the abundant

fish had been gathering momentum in her, that her conversation was not about her agitation
with a husband but about the agitated tumultuous anticipation of the next consummation
of the Mystery emerging now from out the dark waters. A fountainous tree of lights.
It is strange moment when a human being realises that her soul is more than a thousand

years old and that she has thrived all this time on the heat of a genetic history giving direction
to her every thrust, every desire, every opening iota of learning.

V. BECOMING A MYSTERY

Early in her life Dante had told Erato that she would become a mystery. “Erato,” he had
said, when she was only nine years old, “ Erato, you will be a mystery to people.”
“Will I, uncle? What is a mystery?”
At that time she did not understand him and she did not know exactly the meaning

which her uncle Dileusis intended in the word Musterion, that old Greek word which he
had used at that time, savouring it like crushed rock salt turning and softened in his mouth.
As the life of Musa unfolded, the particular necessary events and elements for the making

of her Musterion self occurred. The events occurred in seemingly natural ways for they had
to take a natural course, now that the old site itself and the formal initiations had been dis-
banded. The stitches of her natural initiation were taken, inserted, woven as warp and weft
of fibre, skin, intestine, nerve, bone and voice. Most particularly, her voice. These events
became herself, made herself “Musa Erato Dileusis” in her exquisitely gracious embodiment
of the particular Mystery which she was destined to become.
Life is not random. We are offered the chance to become a Mystery and some of us take

the chance. The act of becoming a Mystery is the only decently independent action worth
taking.
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VI. SUNG BEAUTY

It is a beautiful thing to see a man or a woman become the Mystery for which she was inten-
ded. It fills her, widens her eyes, opens her to an ever-continuous flowing vitality. Imperishable
and recurring life is established.
The most felicitous moment is when the location of the woman’s being shifts from the

single point of lonely self-reverence to the fluent multiple point when she allows herself to
become the fluency of all beings. From fixity to flux. Lyrical. At this moment she becomes
a voice of all those creatures who are becoming, she can figure the poetic structures of nature
and add up all the numbers and notes and scales and see what they come to. It is such a nice
feeling that the original bird inscribed on the rocks walls of Persephone’s deep well can come
alive and sing freely in her throat now and the snakes inscribed in the rocks find their place
in her fingers. It’s a tingly kind of thing. Girls love it.
These things certain philosophers speak about, but all that concerns us now is the moment

at the table between Musa Erato and Dante Dioniso when, in each others’ eyes, the ancient
tree shuddered and Erato became, or rather should I say, recognised herself in her true place
in the great chain of being.

VII. DEATH AND THE ORCHARD

I should tell you this lest, when we get to the next bit, you become a little muddled by what
is going on and who is who.
In Dante’s orchard there are nine trees. Fig, lemon, apricot, almond, pomegranate, quince

(the earliest form of apple), olive, pear and a secret fruit. In every generation these trees are
allocated to the Dileusis cousins. They bear for them, they care for them. Mostly Dante
does the hard work. The cousins have names. They have pet names, but the girls have serious
names also. The Dileusis girls in each generation are named after the nine Muses. I don’t
know why. Some old grandma’s whim probably. Erato is one of the muses. If you do not
know exactly what the Muses do, you must ask your mother. They have nice names and
they look after important things like music and dancing, poetry, history, comedy, tragedy
and the geometry of the stars.3 Their mother’s name is Memory – Mnemosyne – Memmy
for short. Nice name. Maybe I will tell you more after I tell you about the orchard. There
are nine trees in the orchard. I told you that. These are the oldest trees in the world. Dante
Dioniso grew them a long time ago from the first seeds. “In the first days. In the first days.
In the very first days…” He carried them from Inanna’s garden in Sumeria.
Sometimes, at family dinners, especially during autumn harvest, the whole pack of Dileusis

girls quarrel over who is to get which tree for the next season. They can swap around you
see. You don’t have custody of the same tree all your life. Some say that they are tired of
shelling almonds or they say that they fancy apricots this year. Terpischore is fond of making
quince upside down cakes. She has trouble giving up the quince to the other girls. Euterppe
is content with the fig and usually tries to arrange a swap if the fig goes to someone else. No
one minds that because everyone loves Utie’s fig jam. You should try her fig jam. Erato is
very fond of the almonds. Really that is her tree, she loves the blossoms fluttering on the
hillside in season; she loves shelling and collecting kernels in hessian bags, spreading, stripping,
peeling and cracking. Most of all she loves the bite of strong white teeth on the kernel of
the nut. The almond is good to soak. Seven in a cup of water is good medicine.
In any case after a blazing row at the big table in Dante’s orchard, the fruit trees are

reallocated for another year or so. There is a good reason for this change around.
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I was telling you about death. Or, if I wasn’t before, it’s time I did. In the orchard there
is a deep well, it goes down a very long way into the limestone of Dioniso Dileusis’ country.
The well is cut square with narrow steps down. There is water enough for the trees and
vines, deep down in what they call the Maiden’s Well. As everyone knows, some way down
there is a natural incision, an aperture in the limestone wall and through this their aunt,
Persephone, on occasion, appears. Now remember this – Aunt Persephone ascending the
hewn stone steps, by a secret way in a dark night, her shoulder brushing inscriptions, carved
figures: ring dove, vulturic bird, rampant snakes; she comes to the orchard, reaching for a
fruit. Each time she takes a fruit in her hand, sinking her teeth and tongue in juice, kernel
or glistening red jewelled fruit pomegranate, a Dileusis dies, or so it would seem. The girl
who takes care of that fruit that year is the one most likely to suffer. She may not die forever,
usually she fades away and comes back to life again when spring returns. That is to say, when
Aunt Persephone gets over her moods. Everyone knows what fruits Persephone likes best.
They want to lessen their chance of getting bitten. They put all the seeds in a big pot and
one by one draw them out. The luck of the draw. Dr Asclepio says that Aunt Persephone
suffers from epileptic fits. He means you can never be sure what she’ll grab as she is blacking
out.
The choice of Mystery includes a choice of death. For Erato Musa her deaths came upon

her through unpleasant ways. Poisoning of her nerves, black spider bites, betrayal, insidious
envy. Who knows; but somehow by the means of these deaths the specific Mystery occurred
and the slow becoming of love was durably established in her being, as it had to be because
at an early age a god came to her, probably veiled in a dream, for propriety’s sake, and thus
he announced his intent with a dark turn of wings. His intent became her intent and with
a dedicated persistence she accomplished the entwined mysteries of love and death. Dr As-
clepio said this was nonsense, Erato was hallucinating the wings, she was poisoned by eating
too many almonds (Prunus amygdalus), the toxins built up in her own amygdala, she lost
control of her emotions. Asclepio is probably right, but so is Persephone. Anyhow, so as not
to spoil the story, I would like you to remember that Musa Erato, on this particular evening,
is still sitting at Dante Dioniso’s table. She ate the fish, she drank a little wine, she licked
on a lemon, she called on her ancestral mothers, Melete, with the fine attention to practice,
Mnemosyne with the strong memory, and Aoede, who knows all songs and musical scales
of the seething natural world. And soon Erato became a singer of the most beautiful bitter-
sweet poetry and she learned to cure people whose hearts were broken.
So too, by one way or another all the nine Dileusis girls became their Mystery. It matured

within them, changing colour along the spectrum of age, event by event, colour by colour,
just as original Dionisos himself became, by dismemberment, his own green mystery and
Orphee, by music and loss, his silvery his. Boys can do it and so too can Dileusis girls.
The secret of a life lived is this. That we become the Mystery into which we are born.

VIII. INTERLUDE: A DARK TURN OF EROS WING

All this that I tell you is only glimpsed in a mirror in a house with no lights. It is impossible
to know what happened on that night between the woman and the unseen being, on the
night when he caught the glance of her eye and she the glancing blow of his pythonic face
when she should not have seen, should not have known who, in fact, this lover was.
She saw umber shadow, brilliant arrangement. And he saw, in the turn of her CroMagnon

face, the carved rock wall, the ochre slash, the figures, bird, snake, vulture, horns, the descent
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of Eleusis, intestines, the cord let down, the music, the fall, the fruit arranged on the win-
nowing fan, the smoothly carved bone, the seed from the beginning of time burning in the
pit of her body, her hair deranged, stained with dark water, her eyes like two leopards. She
cried suddenly and quietly, “The pain, the pain it is to be seen, to become visible.”
Having seen these events, or rather having seen all that this glimpse leads to, and about

that I cannot speak, she in herself knew Eleusis and she became it exactly. What he saw in
her on that night, she became. What she found in herself that night, she became.
What your eye sees at certain moments, you become that. What your eye finds at certain

times, you create that. Always the question. That? Did I find that or did I create it? God
knows; nothing on earth would have happened if Eros had remained asleep and unseen, all
would still be obscure if she had never seen the eyes of the one who binds the molecules of
the world together.
It is, I admit, something of a puzzle. The important thing is not to forget it. The important

thing is to consolidate. If you do not do that, then it becomes a hallucination; and old As-
clepio turns out to have won again.

IX. EGGS OF THE DOVE

Dante, in his nest in the rock of enduring time, hatched words for these things, the slipping
shedding of all skins and the arrival of his cousin upon the factual solidity of her mystery.
It began, he said, in a simple manner, a feeling likened to the handling of a dark fig in

the hollow of her heart, succulent liquid flowing between her breasts, her throat on fire and
the fig fruiting, a purple fragrance on her lips and tongue forming the language of the poetics
of being.
Now it is time for dinner. After all, a Mystery is simply this: to give delicious form to

the movement of love, sustainment to the becoming of love, the gravid powers of enduring
love, despite the spider bite, the poison and pestilence in the city above. A girl who once
had her tongue torn out and became silenced is nowmusic and a truth speaking. EratoMusa
Dileusis added to herself graceful ingredients and the keen faculties of a contemporary woman.
She holds a distinct presence in the alleyway where she lives. She holds the unbroken line
which comes down from the beginning of all things. She will carry it always, until Persephone
comes again to the orchard. And gives her rest.
Dante lives in another time and keeps his nest. It is the safest place in the world. A little

place, diminutive, hidden in the cleft of a wall beneath an old lemon tree, a place where
imagination rests and hatches again day after day.

NOTES
1 On Eleusis, see C. Kerenyi (1991), Eleusis: Archetypal image of mother and daughter, Princeton Uni-

versity Press, Princeton; and C. Kerenyi (1976), Dionysis: Archetypal image of indestructible life, Prin-
ceton University Press, Princeton.

2 These song lyrics are from “I Drink” by Mary Gauthier, on Mercy Now. Album details available at
www.marygauthier.com.

3 TheMuses are attributed with the custodianship of specific functions in ancient Greek arts and sciences:
for example, Calliope – epic poetry; Clio – history; Erato – lyric or love poetry, divine songs; Euterppe
– breath instruments, flutes; Melpomene – tragedy; Polyhymnia – acting, music, dance; Terpischore –
lyric poetry, dance; Thalia – comedy; Urania – astronomy.
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Someone to Carry the Fire
by Irma Sheppard

Judas 
Yeshua challenges us:

Who is ready to declare his perfection within? 
My every heartbeat beats toward Him,

but His eyes blaze so—I cannot meet them. 
His hand on my arm, He draws me aside to hear 

alone the mysteries of which He is Master. 

Prophets must have kindled my infant fingertips,
for, despite dreams of the others stoning me, I burn 

to please Him. Judas, His voice presses into me,
 

you will surpass them all—
you will hand over this form that clothes Me.

But you will grieve to your marrow.  

Then, light-hearted, He points me 
to a radiant veil in the heavens— 

See, how your star outdistances the rest. 

I taste the silence, the wild behind His eyes,
surrender to this blessedness—

I am taken up.

Yeshua    
Only Judas stepped forward 

when I asked who among them 
was capable of knowing Me, 
and even he could not look

square into My eyes.
 

So I took him under a veil, 
turned the key 

and Myself acted 
through him, had him speak 

to the elders, 

who arranged 
for the chief priests 

to arrive at Gethsemane. 
I who made him kiss 

my cheek.
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Dear beloved Judas,
the veil dissolved,
left then in horror 

of what he’d been made to do. 
It could not be helped. 

Despite My own trials then, 
I knew how the youngsters 
tormented him, how he cast 

the silver from his hand. 
His every breath scorched,

he staggered as the wind howled 
into his heart. Home nowhere, 

he found his only refuge—
to swing  

from a hollow branch
 

alone,
under the hissing stars—

this My mercy for his good service.
Afterward, his name a rose

upon My tongue,

I kept him with Me—
his everlasting Reward.

Someone had to carry the fire.

Judas’ Niece
I remember still the shame they flung at us 

afterward, throwing stones at our house, slop 
on our doorstep, calling us vermin to our faces. 

On the second day, Father kept us from the well,
said we had to leave our lifelong home. 

I think Mary really knew—she came, talked 
in hushed tones with Father in the back room. 

Afterward he said the Magdalene couldn’t do much, 
so opposed by the remaining eleven, jealous still

of secrets Yeshua had told her in close communion. 

I was only seven then, Judas’ favorite niece. 
I remember how, the day before Passover, he came, 

called me to his knee, his grave tone strange. 
Always remember, he said to me, holding my face 

between his hands, his eyes sober yet shining 
in a way I’d never seen before—always remember 

to honor our beloved Yeshua, no matter what happens. 
His hands gave my shoulders a hard little shake. 
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Promise me! Something snaked in my belly, 
but I whispered my promise. The news 

reached us some days later. Horror 
shredded my heart—Yeshua crucified! 

My uncle’s betrayal! It wasn’t for the silver, 
Father told us. He threw that  away. One day 

perhaps you’ ll understand—a hard task 

to prove his love. My dear uncle gone, 
gone from me—they said he would rot in hell. 

But Mary assured us, the night we left the village, 
Do not despair. God loves our Judas and what he has done.

From village to farther village we fled, and again
 

the hot words followed us like evil bees. Even so 
I felt the stern hand of Judas upon me, a command 

to keep his secret. At last, a hamlet in the mountains
where Mother could keep her pots on the hearth. 

Father took out parchments and ink, began to write.

I am eighty-one now, and all this I clearly remember.

		                                                           

\

B ook     \  S A M P L I N G   
    

  F

ood for the Soul

“EVENT OF ONESELF”
by Nicola Masciandaro

 
Following are several pages of this publication for viewing. 

Event of Oneself is available for purchase at Amazon Books.
(An easy-access link to Amazon is provided on page 37). 

Enjoy! 
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1 

 
 
 
 
Event of oneself, ongoing primordial, 
Without way or opening, a very hard fall. 
 
In the beginning, beginning’s very middle, 
See my blinding opening, your pure white hole. 
 
Summoned by something making answering its call, 
Walking an opening where stepping is trail. 
 
Stumbling perfectly, on stumbling, the way a ball,  
Deep surface, no opening, feels, cannot, its roll. 
 
Will these clauses, unconcluding, speak being’s wheel,  
Our anarchic opening, foundation beyond frail? 
 
Or are they, caught underneath, wax to empty seal, 
Signs only of opening, of depths unreal? 
 
Event of oneself, so perversely actual,  
Queerest opening, a sparrow through the hall. 
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2 

 
 
 
 
No joy possesses me in having this or that. 
Vacuums on vacuums is the world of this and that. 
 
A something so real that densest stone is a dream. 
Just saying this brings real relief from this and that. 
 
The moon was lovely all night long in the window, 
But now dawn calls us outward, into this and that. 
 
Will there be time, within time, for our secret need? 
Where is the space, within space, for this and for that? 
 
Nothing anyone says ever captures the sense, 
The abysmal actuality of this and that. 
 
And no words paint with more wisdom and wonder 
Than pointing, the pure deixis of this and that. 
 
Ask Nicola what he means, so that we might know, 
And be happy again in hearing this and that. 
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3 

 
 
 
 
Nameless desire, new epic longing for home, 
Hurts my heart to think it, embers every bone. 
 
Is there a way to sing, to speak so deep within, 
Beneath it, out from under oceanic stone? 
 
Where is the impasse, mountain, or immortal foe? 
Where is the impossible it to face alone? 
 
One foot there and one foot here, I walk all moments 
Within it, across the chasm where I am thrown.   
 
Light quilts the jagged, self-cutting city, healing, 
Wholing it, sewing wounds for which we will atone.   
 
So many portals, fractals. Each face a monster  
And hero hunting it down a hole all its own. 
 
Nicola girds himself in flesh and words and thoughts  
About it, ready for what will be always known. 

For continued enjoyment of this publication select the 
	 following to link to                       .     

http://www.amazon.com      

\ 
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