
Ah, m
y friends from

 the prison, they ask unto m
e

“How
 good, how

 good does it feel to be free”?
And I answ

er them
 m

ost m
ysteriously

“Are birds free from
 the chains of the skyw

ay”?
    –Bob Dylan, Ballad In Plain D
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A
s I go into her, she pierces m

y heart. A
s I penetrate further,

she unveils m
e. W

hen I have reached her center, I am
 w

eeping
openly. I have know

n her all m
y life, yet she reveals stories to

m
e, and these stories are revelations and I am

 transform
ed.

Each tim
e I go to her I am

 born like this. H
er renew

al w
ashes

over m
e endlessly, her w

ounds caress m
e; I becom

e aw
are of

all that has com
e betw

een us. N
ow

 m
y body reaches out to her.

T
hey speak effortlessly, and I learn at no instant does she fail

m
e in her presence.

–
S
usan G

riffin, W
om

an and N
ature
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irt in

 the
 g

ro
un

d

W
e all got holes to fill

T
hem

 holes are all that’s real.

S
om

e fall on y
ou like a storm

,

S
om

etim
es y

ou dig y
our ow

n.

T
he choice is y

ours to m
ake,

T
im

e is y
ours to take;

S
om

e sail upon/
div

e into the sea,

S
om

e toil upon the stone.

To liv
e is to fly

Low
 and high,

S
o shake the dust off of y

our w
ings

A
nd the sleep out of y

our ey
es.

–Tow
nes V

an Z
andt, T

o Live Is T
o Fly

(country
-folk singer and street philosopher)
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Liv
ing’s m

ostly
 w

asting tim
e

A
nd I’ll w

aste m
y
 share of m

ine

B
ut it nev

er feels too good,

S
o let’s don’t take too long . . .

D
ay

s, up and dow
n they

 com
e

Like rain on a congadrum

F
orget m

ost, rem
em

ber som
e

B
ut don’t turn none aw

ay
.

Ev
ery

thing is not enough

A
nd nothin’ is too m

uch to bear.

W
here y

ou been is good and gone

A
ll y

ou keep is the getting there.

To liv
e is to fly

Low
 and high,

S
o shake the dust off of y

our w
ings

A
nd the sleep out of y

our ey
es.

–To
m

 W
a

its
,

D
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