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These were powerful days in his life.  The events written would be upon his heart for years to come.  They were not ordinary events.  Each one was full of such meaning.  Each event possessed such clarity in his minds eye.  The setting within the others, created a personal world that was like visiting a foreign land.  His head turned left  and right just taking it all in, it filled his  senses continually and he absorbed it.


With this he became irresponsible to his daily routine.  He had to be careful not to neglect any of them, even though he wanted to abandon them all and chase these days to their very end.  He wanted to see them all today, all these days, even though he knew how drunk that would make him.  But he was Irish and the irony is, he also wants to live them slow – savor them- handle them again and again.  Like a fine wine he wanted to swirl them in his glass of life and sip them, enjoy their aroma, their lingering flavor.


It was yet early morning and the day was shaping up almost too quickly, for he had hopes that wouldn't be realized today.  Hopes of seeing her.  Hopes of being awaken by her mind.


The hopes that woke him early and cast him out of bed, that drove him to be a better man.  The hopes that drove his writing these days.  He had abandoned everything else, except for a little editing.  He had filed his days with her and it had been a boon to his writing .  He was off in new directions now going places in his mind he had not dared to go these last few years and some places he had never dared to ever go before.  Like to dream of a partnership.  To be on an equal footing with someone who would help him be more.


The intimacy she brought to him came through intimacy like others had.  But for him there was also a deeper, more meaningful type of knowledge that they shared, that drove the intimacy.  An intimacy of their minds on a collegiate level that simply blew him away. She would start a thought and he had the complete thought in his mind in an instant.


He had points in his life in which he had felt this before, but each time it was not with anyone whom he could develop any type of bond with.  There was always a distance, a barrier to the relationship.  Now he knew with her that no barrier like that existed.  There were no 'other' but there was a fear. The greatest barrier might be what lay behind.


He wanted to talk to her about his prescription for Sunday, watching the sunrise, with someone special, in a special place and talking of new beginnings.  Then as the golden sun entered it's arena and arced along it's way he would read to her Trail and see where that took them.  Maybe it would suggest a tao for them.


Oh the fears she had arose in him.  The fear of having experienced life, a real life with her, which he had dreamed of for years, and now to think of losing it.  It would have been better to have let it continue to hibernate rather than to have it awaken and then leave it hungry searching for some source to feed it again.  The long Winter was ending now, would Spring continue?


He had to write these words for her here now because when he was with her he could hardly keep up.  For being with her was like the 'Tour'  he had to always keep up and if he fell behind today he would have to make it up tomorrow, not just keep pace in the peloton.  Therefore he wrote while he was alone trying to position himself to make ground tomorrow.  He hoped to always be in her peloton, 'the peloton of life', all the way to Paris.


An intimacy of their minds was his greatest hope, he was working hard to accomplish this.  He was taking chances he couldn't even imagine a few years ago.  For right now he was revealing himself to her, and if he never heard from her, if she was truant to his letters, it would hurt a lot but he was OK with that.


The last time he felt this way was fifteen years ago.  Now it feels so dizzying, he doesn't know what to think about his feelings.  In fifteen years a lot has happened and maybe he shouldn't think or feel the same about things like this. But he has learned to never, never, deny his feelings – that leads to disaster.


So it is well with his soul no matter what happens for he has learned much about himself and his possibilities that lie ahead of him.  He has learned more about what he wants in life and what satisfies him now, now that he is this renaissance of a man.


He wanted to thank her for helping him explore himself and all the other things that she did for him that she had no knowledge of, the hope she had given to him.  She didn't know how many roads he had to walk down before this one led to her.


Would he now be left alone to his tao.  Would he be left to walk his canyon of life talking only to the growing canyon walls and listening to the echo's of emptiness off the hard rock walls.

Echoes of Emptiness 

Deep within the canyon,

where the steep walls are rock'd. 

 Where the hurt has been done

 and the suffering is locked. 

Deep within that canyon

that once held the great love,

where the weeping has begun,

hidden from far above.

Hard rock walls of the canyon 

 protect a broken heart.

Lives that once were one,

are now torn, far apart.

The canyon rings hollow. 

Echo's of deep sadness

bellow up from down below.

Echo's ... echo's of emptiness,

pounding off the hard rock walls.

Sometimes great things are discovered, sometimes they are abandoned by everyone except those that understand them  RI  

