So ends the second part of the life of David Daniels

Shimmering, wind soaring, starflashing intuitive brightne s s:—
Dark dreams cannot conceive its certain lightne s s:

In the shadow in the back of your ne ¢ k:
To the secret star in the black feathe r s
Rising up your spine’s steeringcresce n t
The warm gold leaf stem from genital co r e:
Ignoring to oblivious exile that other 1i n e:
Burning iron agony pipe dream mi n d:
Right into your noise crested hea d’ s
Clanking eyeless scream drea m s

Clawing up your welded stif f nec k’ s
Scratching cracks up your sizzled che s t,

Ripping at your burningstoma ¢ h,
Delusion’s rust gnawed wired 1i n e
Your mind’s dazed talons always gra s p
Breathing the blind sensing of both 11n e s,
Believable wind up your front pullsyou do w n.

Acid wire feathers tearing up, rip at yourhear t° s
Unbelievable wind up your back pulls you u p:
The gold leaf light feathers rising up behind your spin e’ s,

You don’t always know, tongue tip forget, never knew, deny, refu s e,

Like a wind dark rolling Eagle conceiving life a vicious stor m:—

Die: Inhale:— And Live again:— Li f e:—
Be your Self: Fly: Dive: Live: Lo v e:
Find your Self: Followyour Se 1 f:
lies, depressions, terrors, stri f e:
[ am alive:— Iwishto 1i v e:— Kill Self-hatred’s cuts, pani c s,

I'had destroyed my Self-hatred forev e r;
dive into very cold depths: Isurfac e d:
Inthenextyearfromascreamin g
without feeling the stabofathorn: B u t:
Yes: Hafiz: No one ever plucked a ro s e

duck suddenlydove toeagl e.
and in between somewaythe wi 1 d
Seeking humanity inside, outsi d e

I found my Self. I was my Se | f
tothe sensation of my li f e.
wascontinuously presen t
ing. lThad my attention. I
to breathe with my entire b e
breathingout. | had learne d
learned to breathein witho u t
before were impossible. I h a d
abletodothingsthata few day s
blooming flower glory. I w a s
sing bright bright brillia n t
leapsthrough ice spring t o
my Self, as easy as acrocu s
state that I wished to do insi d e
AndIdidanywork or change o f

piled of Self-Hatred, I held my brea t h.
under granite ugly high Manhatt a n,
below mega Ibsenicecold dept h s
a wild duck diving fearlessly do w n
crowds in Herald Square and 1i k e
Army’s crashing band inthebangi n g
that week, stood before the Salvati o n
I could stop. [ wentinto New Yo r k

It did not stop. Nothingstopp e d L
like a quiet stormof loveline s s.
light dazzle poured aroun d m e
Lifeinallits glorious dynam i ¢

be that creates a sweet substa n c e.
they really are and I knew I wasto b e a
the suchness of things a s
I was my SelfandIs aw
gold toil cocoon of my workto b e.
my conditioning and thesmotherin g
the bitter sweet gold foil shit bo x o f
Itwasallover.Icame outsi d e
ItwasGood-bye to all th a t.
endless wretched misery failu r e.
diving into horrible, seeming 1 y
inside and outside my Se 1 f
hard ugly workings endless 1 y
After a few years of terrib 1 e

Youinhale li g h t
Fromthis moment o n:
entered the breath gard e n.
The ground is air. You ha v ¢
leaf wings.Your wings wa 1 k.

your arms beat tremblinggo 1 d

the marrow of yourlife. N o w
You smell taste. Thenyoutas t e
You hear color. Yousee sou n d.
is reason. The brain is blood pu m p.
Then the sun is midnight. Thehea r t
Then themoonisbroaddaylig h t.
Then nightisday and dayis nig h t.
then front to back theninside o u t.
your entire being turns upside do w n
then instant then wheninthat th e n
It is not what you think, then, th a t

else that was shit foiled on and into m e.”
to destroy my Self-hatred andeverythin g
withoutmisery,”l said.“I’'m goin g
“I’'m going to find out how tod o i t
duck. Where are you diving to, Davi d ?”
You did it all your Self. You’reawi 1 d

Tempo Perdue smiled. “You ar e.
“I’m going to be like you,” Icri e d.
“Where are you going ?”’he sa i d.

“Idon’tknow, I am.”I sa i d.

Where are yougoing, Davi d ?”
Youoweno thing tono on e.
free. You don’t believeanythi n g.
Youdid it all your Self. You ar e
outhow to do everythin g.
and not another ? “You figur e d
For why should onelear n
Hesaid loud for all to hea r
“You know every thing, Dav i d”
I'saw a quick smileon his fa c e.
Ishivered aspringchil L
Iwashigher than the mo o n.
Self carefully as I chopped wo o d.
Tempo Perdue was watchin g m y

he said, “Tdiditall my Se 1 £~
the huge cold foiled leafy swo o s h
and asthetreecracked, to fal 1
put one fingeronthe tree tru n k
Tempo Perdue steppedup tothe tr e e,

the tree down:—the tree cracke d.

as the truck pulled the chain to pu 1 1
around the treetoatruck, and jus t
a huge tree trunk, thenhook a cha i n
in order to two-man saw throu g h
Early that day 20 of us workedhou r s
so I liked to work with Tempo Perd u e.

I always liked to work for my Se 1 f

grass on a brass wind rolled mirrorof the s e a.
shimmering Kurasawalacquered gold spray e d
on Turner sail of gold toiledcrystal light o n
like jolly, cold boiled, air- fat Fall pirate s
“Don’t take in more than youcan hol 4
on how muchyoucan hold”or
sayingthin gs like “I't all depend s
on the light on the twigs on the gold leaf gra s s,
holding their breath, focusing their attenti o n
People were inhaling great huge amounts ofai r,
onmyaxblade smelled like precious jewe 1L
Things looked sosharp and bright that the ligh t
We were all drunkon youth, air, and impression s.

Selfin the thicket like an eagle soaring in high a i .
Tempo Perdue was watchingeach perso n’ s
weeds: Twigs fondly called slash intokind 1i n g.
We were attentively hacking rich-wasp la w n
The light was sharpdiamond. Clear-c u t.
Hollow Road in Mendham, New Jers e vy.
on P.D. Ouspensky’sestate on Jock e y
before the big mansion above the far m
onwhatoncehad been a grand la w n
We wereclearing brush in athicke t
eagle tinelined light refraction s.
trembling gold leafeagle win g
Wright's Falling Leaf drawin g s’
leaves was sharp as Frank Lloy d
Theairwassharp. The light onth e
Itwasabeautiful Fall dayin 19 6 1.
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