Schizotypal Poseidon sounds the roar
Of temple waves on Hindu shore

In golden dreams to cross the waves

With boats full of Brahma’s slaves





Of distant Hindu temple rites
And yoga through the blissful night
Shiva’s trident, Poseidon’s sea

Roll across the Brahmic knee

Bent in meditative sight

Of endless limitless delight

Visions, voices, cries that pierce

Fabulous and foul and fierce

Contend for honor with the fool

Lost in some meditative jewel

That dwells deep in the temporal brain

Uttering chants again again

Thine and untruth will be sublime

The deep and mysterious tread of time

Winds from out the endless sea

That twist and turn in mystery
