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Dedication 
It seems we all come into this world with 
some long acquired experiences that are 
both our assets and liabilities.  Knowing the 
difference often requires a lifetime….if we 
acknowledge them or not is up to us. 
As for me, there have been many along the 
way who have taught me much about what 
love really is.  Now, in my latter days, I can 
almost say, with confidence, love is easy 
and careless.  Knowing how to love is the 
real nectar of life.  I thank them all.   



She-Soul Sonnets 
Written by Clayton Howard…  1989.  Portsmouth, New 

Hampshire 
 

Sunrise is on the landscape 
In hues of amber and faint yellowed white. 
Rivulets of dew are tiny globes of rainbow 

And floating wisps of fog lace among the trees. 
 

A blue heron sails its’ wings on air 
In slow strokes of grace in flight. 

Its’ wingtips teasing the small stream 
Dancing down the valleys’ graded course. 

 
She walks on slabs of stone 

Beside the streams’ clear-crystaled edge 
And sits under an old, giant sycamore. 

All is still and fresh with light. 
Only the brisk tapping of water in the shallows 

Gently cracks the silence. 
 

Her gaze is upward 
Among the lofty white peeled bark 

And broad lemon-green leaves 
Of this riparian sycamore. 

 
Her eyes close, savoring the gentle silence, 

Comfortable in the old trees’ shelter, 
Settled among the gnarled roots 

Like giant arms cradling her small body. 
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Her inner eyes and ears awakened. 

The old sylphian spirit of the sycamore 
Leered high above her. 

His great rainbow aura flowed 
 as a many-colored mane. 

 
From his head a whirlwind rose 

And spun-off into the bright, starlit heavens. 
His eyes glistened in the glow of iridescence. 

The solemn smile of peace bathed his gentle face. 
 

And, as though in long waiting, he spoke. 
His voice was a chorus of bass and tenor…. 

Melodious, yet in tune with some subtle 
Universal pace of rhapsody. 

 
She, too, was attuned to its’ rhythm 

   Exalting in the force of each spoken note, 
Weeping at the beauty and love each word held, 

Willingly crushed by the absolute attention 
 of his eyes. 

 
With his first words he held forth 

His powerful, gentle hand. 
“come, rise, and look upon yourself”, 

and she extended her hand to his. 
 

As their hands touched, 
She, too, was high above her body 

With eyes beyond the mortal binding…… 
With senses beyond all mortal dreams. 
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She gazed upon the finite and infinite, 

Was in awe at the brilliance of the universe, 
Mindful of herself as though an illumined star 

Shining brightly, fresh with vigor. 
 
 

And, it came to her how much she hungered 
To know herself, yearned to be more, 

Aspired for understanding of the great purpose, 
Lusted for the bliss of peace. 

 
The old sylphian still held her hand, 

Knowing her thoughts, feeling her needs. 
She turned to him.  His eyes reflected herself, 

Revealing the complete nakedness of her existence. 
 

She was then intent upon his melodious mind, 
Listening to the symphony of his thoughts. 

 
 
 
 

The Sylphian thought-words. 
 

“You are a timeless thing, my dear friend, 
with no beginning and no ending. 

You have no alpha or omega. 
Such things are illusions of a shadowy mind. 

 
You have not come from nothing. 

You are from that which is all things 
And is beyond the invention of time 
and the source of your timeless roots. 
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You date beyond the many births 
Of countless, ageless universes; 

And beyond them is your timelessness, 
As a godlett of the god of life. 

 
Truly, you are the substance 

Of the universe….. 
Inseparably a part of the whole of things…. 
A precious piece of the great consciousness. 

 
So, never be fretful at whence you began 
Or where upon existence you first stirred. 
Such understanding lies deep within you, 

In a thinking far greater than you now use. 
 

You are far more than your appearances. 
Even at your height of enlightenment 
You perceive only a pinpoint of light, 
A very finite part of your total self. 

 
You are only one among the uncountable. 

The universe is alive and brilliant, 
Bursting with all your kin of life, 

And each is ultimately your equal in magnitude. 
 

Concede and be comfortable with living. 
You are no mistake, no miscalculation, 

No piece of leftover life. 
 

By your own dictates of timeless history 
You are where and who you are. 

You are the mistress of your inner self 
Molding each day and all tomorrows. 
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Such is the joy of liberty. 

As the freedom of the universe is yours, 
So is the ultimate accountability 

For every moment you exist. 
 

Be, therefore, mindful of respect 
For all things seen and unseen. 
Respect is the ultimate creed. 

All else is the dogma of a lower consciousness. 
 

Respect is the property of the awakened mind. 
It is the awareness of others, 

Their capacity of joy and sorrow, 
Pain and pleasure, fear and courage. 

 
Respect is the capacity of courtesy 

For the space, time and dignity of others, 
Of all creatures great and small, 

Friend and foe, animate and inanimate. 
 

Until life has become capable of respect 
Within the confinement of body and planet, 

It would be a foolish universe 
to free a single lifelett into the power 

Of the universal. 
 

Therefore, it is the most founded wisdom 
That each life is a mere flicker in the darkness, 
Seeing only in part, knowing in small portions, 

Powerful in the most fragile temporarity 
 

Yet, to those who aspire for truths 
And look intently into the regions of themselves, 
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The voice will speak to their intuition 

That all is well in the destiny of things. 
 

And, the greatest sampling of power 
Lies within the human womanhood. 

She is the fertility of spirit and mortality, 
The portal by which other spirits come and go, 

The nectar-barer of their infancy. 
 

And, within this power 
Comes the greatest joy 

And the greatest despair. 
It is the opportunity to witness 

Love without the power of ultimate guidance. 
 

For the world will take 
 that which you have brought forth 

and lead it into paths you do not envision. 
So it is with the god of life. 

 
You have power over men 

By the mere aroma of your flesh, 
And can mellow their rashened spirit 

By the stroke of your skin. 
And, again, your power is an opportunity 
To witness the destructiveness of vanity, 

The perversion of ignorant love, 
And the demise of the greatest aspirations 

When unleashed without wisdom. 
 

Yet, with true love 
Womanhood is free and honest 
And expresses gentle graces. 
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In the softness of her manner 

Mankind finds itself dreaming 
Of a world of peace. 

 
It is in the careful cultivation 

Of her inner nature 
That she becomes truly beautiful 

And fulfills her designs of mortality. 
 

Those who seek it will find 
 It has always existed within them…. 
Just as those things that make a flower 
Come forth wherever the seed is planted. 

 
It is pride in your womanhood 

That allows you to blossom as a woman; 
But, being mindful of your inner purpose 

That makes you a woman of grace. 
And, a woman without grace 

Becomes as hardened 
As the world that seeks her gentleness. 

 
Despite all aspirations for beauty and truths 

There are others around you… 
Each with their own history. 

It does not detract from lifes’ beauty 
That many spirits have not adorned 

Themselves with beauty. 
 

Nay, never blind yourself to reality. 
It adds to ones’ power to face ugliness, 

Savagery, selfishness, ignorance and abusive souls. 
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Only in complete awareness 

Can you truly add brilliance to the life around you. 
 

Yet, always be aware that such things 
Are not of the body or physical universe. 

These things come from within, 
The expressions of inept godletts of life. 

 
It becomes the innate property of wisdom 

To always look beneath the illusion of things. 
The most alluring appearances can be savage 

While the crudest earthenware 
Can hold the sweetest wine. 

 
The galaxies have now dawned a new age. 

The stage is set among the stars and planets. 
New colors, melodies and purposes 
 now rush from the center of life. 

 
Thus, all creatures feel new feelings, 

See new visions. 
Many are subdued by confusion, 

Fearing their own womanhood and manhood, 
Struggling with both, succeeding in neither. 

 
And in this time of great awakening 

The human will be tempted to lose touch 
With the natural course of things, 

Lose the fiber and substance of life. 
 

Take time to feel and think freely, 
To know your fragile nakedness in the universe. 

Attune yourself to the wind, 
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The myriad of creatures of your dear planet, 

The panorama of lifes’ gifts. 
 

By the depth and honesty of this one act 
You will always be attuned to the center of yourself. 

All the experimental whims of the human kind 
Will not hide your clarity of vision into life. 

 
Alas, know and concede that all things dear, 

All you possess, all you build with your hands, 
All spirits and things precious to your heart 

Are transient and will be gone from you. 
 

It is, therefore, the greatest importance 
That you value each moment, 

Each event and opportunity…… 
That you touch all things with all the passion 

And power of your Will. 
 

Leave all things the better for knowing you. 
Never fear a single moment of your life…. 

Even death is an inevitable moment 
That can give you the grace that you give it. 

 
Look around you….at lifes’ great mystery. 

The essence of all things 
Is no more than the life of its’ womb. 

As you become more, so is all of life more. 
You are the instrument by which 

The god of gods grows within itself. 
 

You are imperishable, immortal and limitless. 
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Your most mundane moments 

Are the inner workings of a greater purpose. 
So, be a joyful soul, kind unto yourself, 

In love with your life as you find it 
And relent upon your truths and purposes. 

 
It is then that it blooms with peace. 

 
Postlude 

She awakened to the earthen moment. 
The morning sun and sky, the forest, 

The busy stream continued as they were. 
She pressed her hand against the cool, 

Celluloid trunk of the sycamore, 
Feeling the solid strength of its’ spirit. 

 
Finches darted silently among its’ massive weave 

Of limbs and leaves. 
A slight breeze nudged its’ way 

Across the hillside, 
Ruffling displays of water-silver 

Across the aquatic canvassed pools 
Of this busy little stream. 

 
She felt awakened, humming with vibrance. 

Yet, utterly calm. 
A certain fluted rhapsody led the pace 

Of all the happenings around her. 
The very beating of her heart 

Was in perfect time. 
 

“Yes”, she spoke to herself, 
“all is well in the destiny of things.”   
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About Love 

Clayton Howard……..1974 
 

“Love endures all things. 
It is beyond us and alive for a purpose. 

It makes us more than ourselves 
and engenders the goodness we so desire. 

 
Love can bend. 

Real love will not break. 
And though the winds of the world 

May tear at our lives 
A love of resolve will overcome. 

 
Love is not a matter of invention. 

It is born in the mystery of our souls. 
And though it may express 

Itself in many ways 
Of body and mind and events 

Real love is our godliness. 
 

Nor will it forsake that which it loves. 
It will not waiver in its honor. 

It will not surrender its devotion 
To the well-being of those of its keeping. 

 
Love is beyond itself; 

Yet, the greatest selfishness. 
It is the source of our peace and happiness. 

It makes us right with ourselves 
as we become right with all things. 
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Love cannot be pursued. 
It is the nectar of our beginnings, 
The first moments of our creator. 
It is the seed of our timelessness 

As godletts of life. 
 

Love walks in the paths of others. 
It seeks the joy and sadness, 
The fulfillment and emptiness 

Found in each moment of every life. 
Love is the seeker of understanding. 

 
Love is full of wonder. 

It is in awe of the endless majesty 
Of our infinity; 

Yet, entranced in childlike fascination 
With the smallest flower nestled in the 

meadow. 
 

Love honors the great and small. 
It bows to kings and paupers, 
Is kind to the meek and vain, 

Rejoices at the goodness of others, 
And unaware of its own measure of goodness. 

 
Love belongs to nothing 

While being a part of everything. 
It will not be one thing 

At the exclusion of another. 
Love does not name itself. 

 
Love speaks from a silent place. 

Its’ wordless voice is our own divinity, 
Timeless, endless, simple, at peace. 
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It will not forsake us. 

Though we may forsake love, 
And the nature of our own goodness 

In those moments of the world, 
Love will wait with endless patience. 

 
Love can grow and change. 

It is made fertile by our memories, 
Finds wisdom in our ponderings, 

Can make us confident in our doings; 
 

And, in all these things 
It is not mindful of itself, 

Unaware of its own transformations, 
And humbled by its’ own power. 

 
Love has many teachers. 
Each is often seen as love 

And is thought of as loving; 
Yet, they are not love. 

 
In the passions and weaknesses, 

Faces of light and darkness 
Worn by each soul of life 

Comes the wisdom sought by love. 
 

In the obsessions and desires 
Of the human heart and mind 
Lies both the joy and sorrow 

That enriches the soul of love. 
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And, from the darkest hours 
Of human despair 

Or the brightest moments 
Of human aspirations 
The quiet face of love 

Attunes itself to the moment 
Intent upon sight into those complexities, 

Until its’ simple wisdoms are found. 
 

There is no destruction in love. 
We may be destructive 

In what we think is love; 
But, it is not love. 

 
Love makes us more. 

It is a fire in the nights 
Of our coldest and darkest moments 

When we attempt to destroy ourselves 
with the weaknesses within ourselves. 

 
It is a hand held forth 

To lift us from our own emptiness…. 
A simple cup, full of peace, 

In those times of our greatest chaos. 
 
 

It is the ability to see 
Into the pain of others 
And know their pain, 

As it was once our own. 
It is a patient voice 

Amid the impatience of the world… 
The words of simple wit 

Among the voices of vanity; 
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Love is the staple of our journey. 
It is a fools’ journey without it. 

No treasures have worth 
When gained or kept without love. 

 
And all the garnishment of life, 

The opulence of all wealth, 
Are empty shadows 

Without the fulfillment of love. 
 

Of those things of Man, 
Religions and politic, 
Economics and law, 

They are nothing without love. 
 

To rule without love 
Is as fruitless 

As serving without love 
Is cowardly and invain. 

 
Love is not always gentle, 

Nor is it always giving. 
An easy love is taken for granted. 
A lavish love spoils other souls. 

 
In knowing loves’ wisdoms 

Life is more cautious 
And considerate of conduct… 

More disciplined by its’ motives. 
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Love is not singular. 

It is a collective of many things 
Brought together in the origin 

Of life itself. 
 

And these many things 
Have lost themselves 

In the inexplicable bliss 
Of their origin and unity. 

 
And, in this timeless unity 

Each quality has given itself 
To the endless drink of life 
So wordless we call it ‘love’. 

 
Nothing in life can be so known 

And yet so unexplainable…. 
So profound yet untouchable…. 

So painful and so desired. 
 

And so, it is the greatest wisdom 
To be cautious of love…. 

To fear it as much as desire it…. 
To know its portions as we grow. 

 
Life feeds us love in droplets 
As we come into the world. 
Its richness and volatility 
Must be savored slowly. 

 
Love can be misunderstood 

As much as misused. 
It can overdose those ill-prepared. 
Yet, without it, life is depraved.  
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Love can be polluted 
By our own twistings. 

It can be enriched 
By our own wisdoms. 

 
So, the final herb in love 

Is the character within us. 
It is as unique in each of us 

As the wine of a single vineyard. 
 

No love will be as ours 
In all of life and eternity. 

We are each, in our own manner, 
The makers of our vintage. 

 
So, if I say I love you 

It is with no hesitation, 
No delution or regret, 

Full of good wine. 
 

To love you is my joy. 
And, in this offering 
Is a hope for your joy 

To the measure you drink of me. 
 

I love you not from entrapment 
Of my weaknesses or needs; 

But, of a choice so free 
It is aflight in your presence. 
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I love you for things seen and unseen 

Within the vineyard of your being, 
The unique vintage that you are, 
The aroma and light within you 

Are a nectar upon the lips of my soul. 
 

Loving you is a mentoring. 
You foster and nurture me 

As I give myself to you. 
Without the motive I still profit. 

And, as each moment 
Becomes the past, 

In the dimness of my endless memory. 
You cast light upon the shadows. 

 
The days are so small in number 

Upon this sweet earth. 
Each lost in the sea of eternity, 
Melting into a timeless abyss. 

 
To what we will become or be 

There is only the hinting. 
Yet, it is a gentle whispering 
Never diminished within me. 

And from that part of you and I 
We call ‘love’ 

Is an affirmation, to all who listen, 
Of how precious our time; 

 
How wondrous it is to love 
And profound it is to know 

How to love, 
Though still bewildered 

 
As to what, in all, love really is. 
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Loves’ Authenticity 

 
What grand word is this, 

The word ‘love’, 
Spoken in countless ways, 

Held high with no wisdom to it? 
 

As though a vague feeling, 
A whimsy drifting into our hearts, 

Without the light of its nature, 
Or how to do it. 

 
And, as the poets and real life 

Has granted us the gaze, 
The emotions of the human heart 

Has built or destroyed us 
In so many ways. 

 
It is easy to love, 
Or think we love. 

Only time and events 
Tell us how to love. 

 
And, this grand venture  

Has many paths 
And takes forms in many ways 

That dictate what we are 
In the manner of our days. 

 
Love the world! 

What a sweet abstraction! 
Yet, this dream is demised 
By our worlds’ interaction. 

 
 



20 
Love our man 

Or love our woman. 
The thought is worthwhile. 

But our inner workings 
Inhibit our style, 

 
In that frame of mind, 

That attitude, 
The way we commit 

To this interlude 
 

Of the nature of ourselves, 
The resolve of our souls 

To fulfill our gender nature 
And its’ intended goals. 

 
Oh yes, the resolve to be free! 
How empty it is when alone. 

And, in the end, 
It is that ‘nothing zone’. 

 
So, to shed ourselves of our excuses, 

Our weaknesses and past abuses, 
Is the real freedom to be 

Our gender reality. 
 

As we look into the beauty of ourselves, 
That soul of life within us, 
We begin to see the power 

Of our possibility. 
 

And with all the distractions 
Of alternities 

There is only one 
True reality. 
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To embrace what we are, 

With abandonment, 
To release our souls 
To real commitment. 

 
And love like our only life 

Is now. 
And, with this resolve 

We not only love, 
But know how. 

 
It is this one thing, 

Among all the distractions, 
That the global soul 
Can take its actions 

 
That make us mentors 

 Of all posterity, 
That gives us peace, 

For ourselves, and all heredity. 
 

When man and woman 
Love by night 

And guide by day 
They give tomorrow 

The graceful way 
 

To live and be, 
To think and feel 
In all the ways 

.Of honorable zeal. 
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So, think as you will, 
dream your dreams 
until you awaken, 

and life was not as it seems. 
 

It is not glamour or tinsel, 
Not egos and notoriety. 

This intoxication 
Will be overcome by sobriety. 

 
The sobriety of simplicity, 

The raw truth of your mortality, 
How you live it honestly, 

Knowing the person you should be. 
 

And, in this, man or woman, 
To spend your day and night 

With one who will hold you tight, 
Be the fullness of what we truly are, 

Is the better, by far, 
 

Than denial. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



23 
 

Love is no more than the soil 
From which it is planted and given life. 

Just as the many things of earth 
Will root in fertility or strife. 

 
It is for you to build the soil 

Where love grows well; 
And the seasons are its’ fruits’, 

as time will tell. 
 

In a rich and stable soul 
Men and women love; 
And, in this, so many 

Are wondering what they are thinking of. 
 

Good soil has all things. 
It is fertile in good intent, 

For all of the other, 
All of the rudiment. 

 
It bares good light 

From the core of itself 
And does not put its desires 

On the shelf 
 

Of hesitation, pretense or judgments. 
Rather, embraces all of the other, 
All the good and bads and flutter. 

 
And, for reason! 
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Yes, love of all is the generality, 
The essence of our good souls, 
And, from this we shed our light 

Upon the human folds. 
 

Yes, we love our children 
In depths and ways undefinable; 

And this manner of love 
Is undescribable. 

 
Yes, our love can be broad 

And span the earth and stars. 
It can hold all our blessings 

And heal all our scars. 
 

Yes, love can be fuel 
To lighten our darkest nights. 

It can give us faith 
In our successes and our plights. 

 
 

Yes, love can heal our anger. 
It can mellow our hates. 

It can bring serenity 
to that which exasperates 

 
the confusions of life, 

the lies of the powerful; 
and, it can make our dreaded pains 

the most tolerable. 
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It is here that the nectar of love is found. 

All else is a faint abstraction 
Pursuing some faint meaning… 

Without the slightest satisfaction. 
 
 

So, where can love find its’ common soil? 
It is not in what we preconceive 

Or in the idyllic notions 
We may believe. 

 
It is the eye and soul within us, 
That wisdom of the authenticity 

Of those we encounter 
That goes beyond mediocrity. 

 
It is in the eye of the soul, 
The openness of desires, 

The honesty of the life within us 
And the give and take it requires. 

 
It is in the broken threads 

Left to their winds 
And the life desired 

That freedom begins…. 
 

The freedom to love total and complete, 
Planting flowers in our soul, 

That we may have those days 
Of light and joy in quiet ways. 
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And, with all knowing 

That all things end 
And the mortality of our time 

is worth every moment we spend 
 

being everything we could be, 
being the most intimate friend, 

two poles of life 
giving life its’ polarity. 

 
And, in this, we have given light 
To those who follow this path. 

To this, we have been joy unto ourselves 
And the endless aftermath. 

 
And, alas, to all who can comprehend, 

What pleasure and joy there is 
In this nature of loving and what it brings, 

So we can say to eternity 
“yes, all is well in the destiny of things.” 
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Flora 

He had no idea why aunt Flora had willed her 
estate to him. Many years had passed since they 
last visited.  He recalled the many meaningful 
chats about life they had in his youth. 

So often, she had insinuated that there was 
much more to all things…much more than the 
human could imagine at the moment.  Her 
gentle and easy manner had always impressed 
him and enticed him to listen carefully to her 
words.  It was as if she was planting possibilities 
within him without imposing upon him….much 
like the gentle nature one would have when 
putting a seed in the proper soil and letting it 
come as it may. 

Now, these many years later, he walked along 
the trail to her home.  She had passed into the 
other side and left all she had to him.  As he 
reflected back into the years he recalled how 
she had come to mind, in some manner, every 
day.  And, in this, he never quite understood 
why.  Now, as these moments have come to him 
he ventured that it was her thoughts of, and to, 
him more than of his own thoughts of her. 
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Now, as he had grown older and a bit wiser 
about life and the mysteries of it, he was more 
willing to accept the nature of a world, or 
worlds, beyond the mortal and physical world he 
had so immersed himself into. 

Yes, life had been a journey….a journey taking 
many turns and courses he had not wished for 
or imagined.  Yet, it had taken him to a place he 
now knew was so extra temporary and 
unpredictable. 

There had been a few postcards and letters 
from aunt Flora over the years.  Simple things, 
like ‘wishing you well my dear friend’, ‘are you 
staying alert to the world around you?’, ‘it would 
be nice to visit with you someday and tell me all 
you have come to know’. 

He had known her all his life and always had a 
bond with her that he did not totally understand.  
She was so lovely in her own wholesome and 
gentle manner….like there was a light around 
her that some could see and others could not.  
He could see it. 

Now he was in this seventh cycle of his seventh 
year on this dear world.  At 49 he had long lost  
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his idealisms and experienced the real world and 
ciphered the differences between wants and 
needs, the divides between honorable intentions 
and the selfishness of the human mind, 

And, in this, he had long resolved to live, with all 
its challenges, a life that would never harm 
another person, defend his own worth so he 
could be of worth to others.  In this resolve he 
had faced many trials and felt, at last, a mind of 
his own, a life free to think on its own, be of a 
faith that was open to all possibilities beyond all 
the limitations that he, and all humanity, suffer. 

It was of this nature of thought that he felt at 
peace with himself and the blessings his aunt 
Flora had given him…though he knew not what 
real blessings it might be. 

The preparation 

Aunt Floras’ home was a wondrous and simple 
place. Nestled in a woodland enclave of timbers, 
a cottage of the most frugal space with gardens 
and shelters full of Ivy and flowers and 
perennials and evergreens and arbors.  It was 
as if the plants of the world needed more space 
than she.  They were those  
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forms of life that gave life, the essence of life, 
and she melted into them with her daily life. 

To this, he could well recall, as a child and 
young man visiting with her in the springtime 
and summers.  She would welcome him with the 
brightness of her smile and they would spend 
long moments in the gardens and the arbors 
and she would tell him to look glossy into the 
pestles of each bloom, how each plant made its 
way into the world, weaving and vining or 
standing straight in stalk.  And, he did look 
closely and found an intimate bond to the world 
of plants. 

It was through aunt Flora that he found his way. 
He had become a serious botanist and devoted 
himself to the world of plants on this dear earth.  
And, it had long become aware to him that the 
plants were, in fact, the manifested origin of all 
life, the provider of life as we knew it. 

The Mother Earth provided this essence.  And, 
the first and frontal assertion of Its’ purpose laid 
in the birth of plants….in its smallest measure 
and to the abundance of its possibilities.   
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So, his mind and manner was well suited and 
groomed by aunt Flora to his entry into her 
humble home.             

The entering 

The door was always unlocked.  Flora never 
locked a door.  So, he entered the small and 
lovely home of the now gone Flora.  It was tidy 
and neat and clean and simple.  Though she 
had all the money in the world she lived so 
simple and frugal and in touch with what was 
most worthwhile in our short times.  To this, she 
mentored him, in all his years, without words 
but by how she lived. 

He studied the few pictures on the fireplace 
mantel, the smiles of family and a few events 
that were special to her.  Nothing was out of 
place.  Nothing was unwashed.  Nothing seemed 
to be amiss and in such an orderly manner he 
questioned his own orderliness and had to smile 
at it all as though she was sending notes to him, 
or anyone, on how to live.  Such was the way of 
Flora.    

As he wondered about he came upon a path 
that led to an arbor of ivy and low-laid stone  
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walls, made in a circle, like a large cul-de-sac.  
In the middle was a stone bench with pots of 
flowers on both ends.  He sat there, looking into 
the maze of vines and flora and the late evening 
sky.  It was so peaceful and quiet and he 
thought how wonderful it must have been for 
her to have spent times in such a place. 

As he drifted into a calm, half-sleep, it came to 
him that he was there and yet not there.  And, a 
voice was whispering to him and he was in his 
body but not in it at the same time.  He could 
know the voice as that of aunt Flora as though 
she were there with him, as though she were 
sitting next to him; and he could look aside and 
see her bright face and smile as she spoke to 
him. 

“Hello, my dear friend.  Long, it seems, that our 
journeys have passed to this point in time.  Yet, 
they are only a moment to our Creator.  It is a 
joy that you are here; and, a joy that you are 
who you are and what you have become and 
what you aspire to be.”  She looked into him for 
a long moment, not uneasy with the silence, not 
invoking anything from him as he gazed into 
her, felt the moment of being beyond himself  
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and awaiting the things that she must, surely, 
say and encourage him with. 

It was within his honest openness and 
willingness and eagerness that she was able and 
willing to give that which he needed and 
wanted. 

“My dear nephew, it is most important, my 
friend and mutual godlett of life, that I say to 
you what you have asked upon the soul of your 
Creator.  Though it is my voice you hear, it is 
with the voice of that which has no voice, but is 
all thought, that I answer you. 

You have come far.  But it is as though you have 
taken a small step on a path that is infinite.  The 
journey will lead you into realms and realities 
you have no imaginings for.  Yet, they will 
provide all that is needed for you, all that is 
essential to you as a fragment of the infinite lord 
of life.  In this coursing of life you will be more 
with each step, each moment, in the 
progression of yourself.  And, with the ‘self’ you 
rightfully proclaim, you are a unique part of the 
contribution to the tapestry of the origin and 
destiny of this great and unimaginable lord of  
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life….the God of the origin and path and destiny 
of all things. 

The human kind has called this Origin and 
Dictator of Life,’ God ‘and by many other names.  
It has been in the limitations of the human that 
it makes this ‘God’ a thing such as its human 
‘self’; and, with all its self-righteousness, 
contradictions, exclusiveness, bloodletting, 
inhumanities, zealotry, doctrines of suppressive 
ignorance a legacy of the basest nature of life.  
Yet, it need not be so. 

To you, and to all those who aspire to be more 
than what we have been, be more than what 
are, there are the most simple truths that still 
persist and will prevail. 

They are as they have always been….love, 
gentleness, hopefulness, faith in your good 
path. 

In these four things you, and all who embrace 
it, will always be the stature of soul that will 
bring light into the world of this dear mother 
earth and into the myriad dimensions of the 
endless universe.  This is your contribution to 
the newness and continuum of all things. 
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So, it is little of you to think you do not matter 
or that what you do or be is of no significance.  
Your preciousness cannot be measured in the 
total of things; yet, the most powerful of things 
in life.’ 

The Focus 

He wondered off into a short sleep, absorbing 
the past moments, recalling every word and the 
carvings of its meanings into his mind and soul.  
As he regained himself and sat quietly on this 
enclave of stone and plants and late sunlight he 
felt so insured and at peace with himself.  He 
looked around, at the simple and abundant 
world of plants that had managed themselves 
into a most perfect expression of cooperative 
life.  For the most part, such was the way of 
Flora. 

He looked into himself, into the eye within him, 
and asked for more….more of what could be the 
definition of what life is about and what makes 
life and what guides life. 

The night sky was darkened and the stars 
shown bright and crisp and abundant through 
the arbors of vines.  So still was the air that he  



36 

had to breath more deeply to take from the 
space of air.  And, it was as if Flora was in the 
vines and flowers and the sky was her screen on 
which to lay herself for his vision. 

“You ask and I will answer. And, as it is a 
law of life that only when you are ready to 
sincerely ask that there will be an answer.  
However, only sincere asking can have a 
sincere answer.  Those who wish to have 
what they already assume to be the truth 
of life will only have their own illusions 
thrown back at them.  In this,  is the 
continuance of frivolity into the irrelevant, 
conjurences of detail and complexities 
when life is of its most simplicity.  

But. for you, the sincerity of your questioning is 
most relevant.  I can only answer within the 
context of my life and how it relates to yours. 
Perhaps it will mean something to others as it is 
passed on.”   

Floras’ Metaphor 

“My dear nephew, my friend, my fellow soul in 
life, I can only give you what is within me to 
give. I will do so with all my love and regard for  
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you.  To this, there is no need for gain on my 
part….only what may be of gain for you and 
what you pass on to others, in your own 
manner. 

For me, life begins, on this dear earth and 
countless places in infinity, with the plants.  Yes, 
they begin most meagerly, as a single cell, as 
compound cells, as things stranded and eager 
for light.  In time, they become many things in 
many varieties, live hardy in some parts of the 
mother earth and struggle and live sparse  in 
other parts of the earth.   

Yet, there is the ‘lifespark’ that comes to play.  A 
sperm, a spore, and root, a seed…in many ways 
it finds ways to fulfill its life and propagate itself 
into other lives.  And, in so doing, it provides the 
nectar, the loam, the fertility, the elements of a 
greater world to breathe and abound. 

Yes, it is from this most meager beginning that 
life has been furnished with its abundance on 
this dear earth and countless more.  Without it, 
there would never have been life, as we know it.  
Without it, life will perish as we know it.  So, it is 
the simplest blade of grass, the most simple and  
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ornate bloom of the world of plants that you and 
all that lives are gifted with your existence.  

And, the world of plants lives in a very different 
world of time and consciousness.  It is alive and 
vibrant and resilient.  It will replace where 
humans have been idle with its determination.  
It will cover the marks of human kind, most 
gently but without thought of you. 

What is a day to you may be many to a single 
budding for a single plant.  Time, as you know 
it, is nothing to this realm of life.  Plants live by 
another clock.  They live by the movement of 
the Mother Earth, the ways that the Mother 
provides in its seasons, the forces of the moons 
and solar system and galaxies.  They are not 
limited to the minutes and hours of the human 
mind. 

Yet, they speak to us, if we choose to listen.  
They are the cure for all that ails the world of 
mobile life.  The Mother Earth provides all that 
will make for balance between the seen and 
unseen.  It will also provide for those things that 
will correct the unbalances of life.  Too much or 
too many of one thing will be corrected by the  
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cures of Mother Earth.  It will be done by the 
seen and unseen through the kingdom of plants.  
Whether on the oceans, the seas or on the soils 
of Earths’ body, the cure and solution will be 
provided. 

As precious as you and all living things are, the 
course of the laws of life will prevail.  And, in 
this prevailing will be a future for all things.  
Nothing is lost or wasted. 

I ask you, in what soils do plants most thrive?  
The answer is in the soils that are of the death 
and loam of the past.  Even in the flames and 
ashes of the human body are the substance and 
nutrients that feeds ‘tomorrow’. 

There is nothing about you…not a single 
thought, a single moment, and single act that is 
wasted in one form or another.  Your mind, ‘the 
soul-essence’ that manages your mind, the 
consciousness beyond it, are all timeless and a 
part of the progression of life.  But, as a mortal 
being, the world of the plants is your roots of 
substance and salvation….the essence of the 
Dear Mother Earths’ giving to you….that you  
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may live and think and feel and be what you 
are. 

And, all this is done through the most simple 
and complex world of plants….the skin, the 
nectar, the oceans foliage, the beauty,  the 
manna of life. 

I say this to you because it is true, beyond all 
conjecture …whether it is one of religions or 
science or the orthodoxy of intellectuals or 
politics.  These things will pass in time and be 
seen as an age of darkness.  It is for you to look 
outward and inward and be free to embrace the 
realities far beyond the little self you now know 
and see.  You are only momentary in what you 
now are, after-all. 

And, I say these things to you as they were 
revealed to me long ago under an old Sycamore 
tree, along a small spring running through the 
narrow valley, on a sunny day, as I sat within its 
gnarly roots and the Deva of that wonderful 
Sycamore took me to the worlds outside of the 
world we know.  And, I then sat quietly and 
looked around with a fresh calm and said to 
myself  “yes, all is well in the destiny of things.” 
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