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= FRONT PAGE OF ALL THE BOOKLETS =

A Bit More Explanation:

All the sections of this booklet are also pre-existing booklets and blog 

posts.  Furthermore (far beyond Shamanism and its magic) their subject 

matters range widely, followed by their lengths and poetic styles.

See, I was chatting with some friends about a new drum, about painting 

it shamanically.  They kindly requested more of my thoughts!!  So I first 

tried the brief Overview now on pages 2-4, but they wanted more!

Well, I have vivid memories of living magically in Ancient British Isles, 

and have lived a long life magically now, so of course have got cart loads 

of poetry from which to weave this stroll into the landscape.

Hint: You a Shakespeare fan? Me too. =>Read the last 3 pages first.<=

That final poem plus the paintings between here and there are:

My Fine Art bona fides.  -sr

Finding all this travel equipment on the web:
Download this Pdf booklet ...............www.stoneriley.com/grab30
  (It opens, then save it on your device.)

This booklet in 6 blog posts ............www.stoneriley.com/grab31blog
  (Opens blog post #1, then there's a navigation bar.)

Separate booklets of this booklet's sections:
  #1.Friendship Series Overview .....www.stoneriley.com/grab31
  #2.Describing The Fair Folk ..........www.stoneriley.com/grab32
  #3.Primordial Garden ...................www.stoneriley.com/grab33
  #4.The Lure Of Adventure ............www.stoneriley.com/grab34
  #5.Journey To The West ...............www.stoneriley.com/grab35
  #6.Passing Of Uther Pendragon ....www.stoneriley.com/grab36  

BIG MENU OF FREE BOOKLETS!! .....www.stoneriley.com/grab21

Front page of my whole dam blog . . .www.stoneriley.com/druidclassroom 
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Fyi: Part of the “Friendship Series”  on my blog: Stone Riley Druid Classroom.

Fyi: Here presented as Section #1 of the complete Friendship Series Booklet.

= Telling You about the Friendship Series =

This new “Friendship Series” is about Shamanism,
and Shamanic Magic in particular.

– – – – – –

In addition to this Overview, there are 5 other blog posts
addressing aspects of our subject. .. Each has a download
booklet, all being free and suitable to print if desired.
Near the top of each post, there’s a navigation bar
to let you get a Pdf, or jump from post to post.
And i brought all good grub to the picnic!!

– – – —

They’re all in verse. ..The first, an Intro, is new; .. the others
are older. .. Most are brief, but the last one’s quite long, a
script for an Arthurian play grown from a storytelling
performance. Most of all i hope they’re beautiful,
useful in good works, inspiring to your heart.
Shakespeare fan?:.. #6 is recommended;
& see its Paperback Precis at the end.

—-
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—-

ASTONISHING INCIDENT:

~~ !!**!! ~~

Even tho here’s my first attempt to produce a usable
introduction to the subject for you, i’ve been studying
and practicing Shamanism, making poems, and a few
paintings of it – ever since an Astonishing Incident
closely related to friendship, in 1970, when I
was soldiering in a Shooting REBELLION,
freaking dam long time ago, where
friends were precious treasure.

~~ !!**!! ~~

The Vietnam War was under way;
Like multitudes of other U.S. Army Soldiers;
We rose against the white-supremacist slaughter;
And our bunch where i was were doing some
Shamanism In Uniform;
And there was an Astonishing Incident.
(Yeah, Doctor Smoke was present.)
My first step in Shaman Land!
A sacred place to start.

~~ !!**!! ~~
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~~ !!**!! ~~

Maybe i’ll tell you that story sometime.

But as for the title of this series,

those old memories are just an echo,

telling me to value my new friends now,

whom i intend the title to warmly welcome!

-sr

(- Here is the end of this blog post poem.-)
(- It took a day's writing but it's solid hip hop.-)

^^^^^^
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= Describing The “Fairy Folk” In British Isles Lore =

Late yesterday afternoon, i checked in at
a remarkable social media group i belong to;
One member of which is quite astute
in both astrology and numerology.

The individual STRONGLY advised us all to travel,
at least a little ways, promising significant,
or possibly great, benefit to wisdom,
and/or personal growth,
and/or our creative projects.

Me, i started pulling on my shoes,
but in my mind a small light-hearted poem
bloomed full blown;
So i stopped,
and typed it into the “Reply” space,
pressed “Enter”.

Then
i grabbed my walking stick, and rushed out
into the late afternoon springtime sun.

I’ll share that bit of verse with you below:

= = = = = = = = = = =
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= = = = = = = = = = =

I’m putting on my shoes right now
for a visit to the Fairy Mound
and (if it’s not too damp)
on to the river.

I walked a lot yesterday,
so i was thinking i’d stay in today,
but there’s plenty of daylight left.
And this explains why my legs are feeling antsy.

So if i’m still among the humans when i get back,
thank you.

= = = = = = = = = = =

A little later i did get back, still human,
my shoes wet, my legs now comfortably stretched,
and my eyes now packed full of clear vision.

So i sat down again and,
in the next “Reply” space typed a little essay,
some previously-VERY-jumbled thoughts
i’ve tried to sort out for a while now
spilled out in easy rhythm.

The little essay follows:

= = = = = = = = = = =

I wrote that poem to be lighthearted,
but SERIOUSLY::

.. The energies that British Isles Tradition calls names
like “Fairies”, “The Fair Folk”, etc., are very powerful and
knowledgeable Protective Spirits Of The Land, and
should not be trifled with.

.. But last autumn i made a bargain with the Fair Folk
here to work on Climate Change together.

.. That being such a serious matter, i’d not be surprised
or disappointed if i eventually leave the human reality
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in their company, and they are very famous for their
music and feasting.

.. I do know some folk there, and MAYBE one of them
is a friend, or maybe not.

.. Always remember: We are in different realities so it is
VERY easy to honestly mis-understand what they mean,
or be honestly mis-understood by them, and they won’t
have much sense of humor about it.

.. If you’re in any doubt, keep children away from them,
as they seem to have a “hive mind”, and are VERY old,
and don’t seem to understand childhood.

.. On the other hand, they are POWERFUL
and KNOWLEDGEABLE protectors of the land,
and will often introduce you to other entities.

.. This lore is very ancient, going back to the culture that
built Stonehenge and countless other stone/earth/timber
structures large and small.

.. I have clear strong memories of living in that culture.
It is a shamanic view of Holy Nature.

.. Good luck.

= = = = = = = =

FREE BONUS: .. .. More information about Shamanism:

All this is my understanding; Your results may vary!

^^^^^^

ITEM A:.. Gender:
… Adults of any physical or mental gender can become
shamans, (but children cannot).
… In fact, there have been some cultures where MOST
shamans were gender non-standard.
… And for some individuals, becoming an adult is their
threshold to becoming a shaman; which gives you big
responsibilities to your community.
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^^^^^^

ITEM B:.. Some terminology:

… I distinguish between “Shamanism”, which i think
of as a religion; …

… Versus “a shaman”, whom i think of as a minister
(any gender) of that religion. …

… As in most religions, people who are not shamans
can “practice Shamanism” and/or “believe in it”, and
(unless they have a violent aggressive practice of it,)
should be LEFT ALONE TO DO SO.

… I like that terminology. ..

… By the way;
The word “shaman” is from Native cultures of
Northern Asia, where 20th Century European
Anthropologists ““discovered”” Shamanism,
and argued ALL their arguments about it.
In most of North Asia it was eradicated,
in that region now on its fringes only.
Other hand:: Genghis Khan did Shamanism,
and conquered most of Europe.

… Finally;
There’s a very interesting theoretical question;
Whether the oldest religious traditions of Africa,
called “Animist”, also should be called Shamanic.
After years of thought, i conclude they should.

Therefore:: Ancient East Asia, South Asia,
Australia, Europe, both the Americas,
Pacific Islands and the Arctic;
Their oldest humans:
all Shamanic.

^^^^^^

ITEM C:.. ?Submissive??:
The work of a shaman is extremely action-oriented.

Describing the Fair Folk - Page 8  of total 46



Describing The Fair Folk * cc Stone Riley 2022 * Page 9 of 46
Fyi: Part of the “Friendship Series”  on my blog: Stone Riley Druid Classroom.

Fyi: Here presented as Section #2 of the complete Friendship Series Booklet

(We’ll get to the subject of submissiveness in a moment.)

Look; If i say “Prayer Life”, what comes to mind for you?
Half an hour in a chair?? Got something memorized???
Brought a knee pad???? Want a scented candle?????
Cards??????? What a punk.

In a shaman’s Prayer Life:
You step out on a landscape in a different reality,
(might be the interior landscape of your body)
a landscape full of a WIDE variety of Beings,
and you go there for A Specific Purpose,
to somehow obtain A Specific Good,
for a specific person, or your entire community,
then bring it back.

About Shamanic “Medicine”:
Morality here is topsy-turvy from there,
where guilt and innocence just have
little relevance to matters at hand;
And this concept of Shamanic Medicine
is a vague but VIVID visual metaphor:..

Goodness as:: A glowing substance which
you MUST be competent to find and to handle.
(And to do that you MUST become good yourself.)
You improve morally for immediate practical purpose!
To improve your job performance!

But that’s a very vague guide to human life;
Like:
.. .. What is moral or immoral in such context?
Well, ..
.. .. Imagine a low-tech low-waste human subsistence life;
Where:
.. .. Killing to feed a family can be good;
.. .. Destroying wastefully is always evil.

And we’ve already mentioned an interesting example::
Up near the top, there was this provocative claim:
… .. .. i made a bargain with the Fair Folk here
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… .. .. to work on Climate Change together.
So what on Earth is that about?

^^^^^^

ITEM D:.. ! STRONG MEDICINE!!:

I’ve said to you:
I and the Fairies here are trying to make
a beneficial effect on the world-ending
Planetary Tragedy of Climate Catastrophe.

Question:
How ridiculous is that??

How to answer?

First let’s review the current science;
the latest STARTLING Assessment issued by::
the U.N. Inter-governmental Panel on Climate Change!
(No sht!)

Now the U.N.I.P.C.C. is telling humans everywhere
something different than they used to say about:
HOW TO SOLVE THE PROBLEM!!
(This is no surprise to anyone who’s watching.)

They now endorse: PLANETARY ENGINEERING!!
Suddenly saying Planetary Engineering’s indispensable!!
Now ENORMOUS DEVICES of some sort MUST be built,
to remove vast tonnages of carbon from the air!!
No machines like that have been invented!!

Are humans even competent to do that?
VERY OBVIOUSLY: NO!

Or really:
With our evil myth of enslaving Earth or killing it,
we will NEVER do that Planetary Good.
That is to say: Our MYTHOLOGY must change.
Or put shamanically: We must kill the evil god Money!

So what am i doing at the Fairy Mound out back?
I am seeking strong medicine for our spiritual sickness.
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Current status:
After building trust, i’ve gotten this far:
I’m requesting an introduction to their Mother Goddess.

An interesting example of Shamanism, isn’t it?
A clear explanation to finish up::

Question:
What do i plan to do,
if i am admitted to meet the ancient Mother Goddess,
of these Protective Powerful Earth Energies?

Answer:
I plan to create poetry,
vividly describing Her to humans!
Lots of it, and healing chants,
and dance enactments of the meeting.

I’ve begun to suspect i was re-born at this time to do this.

That’s Shamanism!

^^^^^

ITEM E:.. Finally we’re onto Submissiveness.
Let’s do a thought experiment about religion:

1: Suppose we somehow know the whole history of religion;
… Okay? Now write down a list of all the Major Religions;
… (Use any reasonable way to say which are major;)
… Okay? Write a list of Major Religions’ names.

2: Beside each one, summarize its Message To Humans.

3: Now add check boxes: “Non-Submissive” / “Submissive”.

4: Well, obviously for Shamanism you circle and underline
… “Non-Submissive” which you wrote in bold italics.

5: Finally i’ll estimate there’s ONE other religion on your
… list where you truly MUST check “NON-SUBMISSIVE”! ..
… And i am referring to BUDDHISM! ..

… ?Why Buddhism? you ask.
… You’d see this studying Buddhist theology, but no need.
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… Just read its Founding Story! ..
….. As you might know, there’s LOTS of Buddhas, the same
….. idea as the multitude of Christian Saints;
… But there is ONE Original Buddha, in imitation of whom
… all the others are named: ..

… GAUTAMA Buddha!! .. That’s the foundation story::
… A youth came of age, stepped out to the world.
… If you read that, i think you’ll agree: ..

… GAUTAMA BUDDHA was a SHAMAN.

… Maybe you too?

^^^^^^ 
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= Drum Chant Of A Shaman’s Life’s Work. =

I have a SACRED GARDEN,

small space by a neatly made house in a clearing,

in verge, a rich, dense, fragrant, tall-tree forest’s

brown deep shadowed verge,

.. Tall woods but no naked edge to a clearing,

woody creeper, roses, grape to top,

forming, framing, paths thru archways in.

.. Behind my house, so fertile, this small clearing,

this wild meeting built, made sacred,

by my hands in seven years.

  

.. Small clearing where Humans dwell on rather

new land where,

there was a year,

.. A not-so-ancient year our broad Ice World that

was here,

one year its springtime melt flood draining off

shows

glacier is !!inland of ocean now!!,

.. And along that rocky shore abruptly,

This new world of meandering melt water roads,

All these watercourse ways, lichen-fungi scents

of naked firm dirt called new biome.

.. Just 4 springs later then:

Nearby cold water human boat people

followed red birds nesting upriver.

Primordial garden - Page 13  of total 46

“Deep Verge”

“New Land”



Primordial Garden * cc Stone Riley 2022 * Page 14 of 46
Fyi: Part of the “Friendship Series”  on my blog: Stone Riley Druid Classroom.

Fyi: Here presented as Section #3 of the complete Friendship Series Booklet

  
!! South Coastal Slope, New England !!

.. There are riverside niches here,

some times of year,

so like an Appalachian cove.

.. Small rivers twist in glacial outflow bottoms,

as if rocky East Texas bayous,

Murky full of all the scums and seeds

of a wet temperate forest’s life,

  

.. Our camp in a clearing half way up a channel’s

dawn-facing bank;

.. Old soldier at last camped in neat lumber-built

tent,

In dawns sit, dance, poetize, deep smoke healing,

these dawns.

.. And bearing witness to all this shifting

into monstrous warming now.

  

.. And my people’s empire I rebelled against

collapses in a plague,

while its royal soldiers rage with murder

in the streets.

^^^^^^
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==   A Poem Of Spiritual Dedication   ==
The meeting of a shaman and apprentice.

Based on a classic Zen Buddhist teaching story.

One time there was this bright young girl,
quite enthusiastic, who took the summer
off to hitchhike all around the country
looking for the meaning of life.

Right off she started hearing people talk
about some guy named “Cousin Howard”.

The first time was a mini-van covered 
with day-glo peace signs and flowers.  
They pulled up where she was standing 
and she looked them over and there 
was a big Egyptian hieroglyph decal on 
the window.

So she climbed in and they were all 
jabbering in their freaky stoned out 
way about Cousin Howard, apparently a
rock musician. The guy had cosmic 
vibes, they said.

They had just come from a concert or something of his in
Seattle and were going home now back to Frisco, but were
headed east and almost to Des Moines.

Hearing this, she climbed over a naked woman to a window,
opened it for air, declined the pipe when it was passed and
got out at the next motel.

But all night she couldn’t get the slowly throbbing tune out
of her head that the freaks had been trying to hum.
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Next day or so there was the pair of
Mormon missionaries, young guys in
a white convertible, top down,
screaming to the radio they turned
up blasting but white shirts buttoned
up with neckties pinned down neat;
Like they were let loose
on the world and didn’t know what
to do with it.

Stacks of Bible tracts were fluttering and flying off into the
wind. She was fascinated by their energy. She leaned up from
the back seat and asked where they were going.

Why, to see Cousin Howard in Albuquerque, they shouted;
to ask him about God.

They swerved to narrowly avoid an on-coming bus and she
parted company with them at a waffle house.

But by then her curiosity was piqued. To tell the truth, she had
begun to seriously ponder what she would ask someone who
knew about God. And that tune kept playing in her head.

Next morning she caught
her first bad ride.

She’d slept out at a campground, bed roll 
under the starry sky, and frankly looked a 
mess and therefore felt relieved to have 
this very respectable seeming man her 
father’s age, Black but her father’s age, 
and the kind of business suit he wore, in a
family type station wagon with Michigan 
plates, pick her up.

But he began to talk about his family and very soon began to
weep. His wife had recently passed on. He was inconsolable,
no matter what she said. She felt so young and ignorant.

“Don’t worry about me though,” he said through his tears, “I’m
going to talk it all out with Cousin Howard in L.A.”
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She frankly couldn’t stand it anymore, weeping with him, mile
after mile of relentless grief stabbing her heart, and kissed his
cheek goodbye at a truck stop.

But she was questioning herself: What should she have told him?
Could someone teach her that, someone who knew about God?
And the tune took on a soft mournful wail.

Then there was the rusty old chugging
school bus full of migrant Mexicanos –
men, women, children, boxes tied down
on the roof – going to a rally in Salinas
where Cousin Howard was scheduled to
explain next year’s labor union plan.

They made her share their scanty meals.

They broke down where the road rose
steep into the mountains,
and she was sitting with the skinny listless children, wondering
at the struggles of the passing generations of the human race,
and wondering at the inevitability of grief, and wondering what
she would ask someone who knew about God.

Listening as the tune took on a kind of mariachi beat, she was
looking out while the mountain shadows lengthened across the
breathtaking land, her eyes full of tears from some emotion
which did not seem to have a name.

Then a couple of brothers from the bus coaxed her to go on ahead
in a car full of Contemplative Nuns who happened by.

Now, these nuns somehow took a 
notion that she was a wandering
prostitute. Therefore they insisted – 
absolutely insisted – that she must 
spend a day or two at a lovely retreat 
their order had just up the road. 
Chance to clean up, and think a bit, 
and maybe pray, and everything was 
free.
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They’d soon be by again in case she wanted to go hear Cousin
Howard preach about divine light in Butte.

Divine light?
Was that what she needed?

She lay there in the simple room on the simple cot, moonlight and scent 
of pines on a gentle breeze through the open window, exhausted but 
unable to sleep for the empty ache of ignorance she felt.

All these miles and all she had was questions. What thing, what
kind of thing, was she seeking?

She went to gaze out, saw a tiny fire twinkling among the trees down
by the lake. She thought perhaps the sisters there would not mind 
company.  Hot dogs and marshmallows maybe.

Wrapped in the blanket, sandals on her feet, she found her way.

But it was a man, alone, sitting 
gazing in the flames.  His face was 
old and creased in the flickering 
light. His hair was caught back in 
Indian braids, and a single dark 
feather graced his dusty tattered 
hat.

As she approached he gestured 
toward a place across the fire.
She was welcome.

Was she dreaming? She took the invitation.
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But immediately when she sat, she
said “Cousin Howard?”

He smiled and shrugged. “Who else?”

“I have so much to ask!” she blurted.

“Shhhhhhh!” he whispered, a finger
pressing on his lips, and
smiled, and seemed to sort of wink.

She tried to hush herself, to hear the
breeze, to gaze into the
dancing flames, to relax into this dream which seemed so
distressingly real.

But her heart was demanding answers.

She tried to think what were the questions but nothing came.

She opened her mouth and one word “Why?” sighed into the air.

Instantly his finger pointed somewhere and he cried, “Look!”

She looked out through her veil
of wonder. There was the rippling 
moonlight and the glowing water.

There were the singing shadows
of the trees.

There was the boundless circle of 
awareness that filled her soul.
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There were no other questions.

^^^^^^
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== A poem of clear consciousness ==

A shaman's deepest healing journey.

Love is not the thing, nor hate.

Hope is not the mouse's scurrying feet

and owl's sharp beak,

no more than these are fear.

What is the purpose

of the poppy's fate then,

or the logic of my heart blood's heat,

or yet the celestial motive

of the sky's Great Bear?

How do we live?

Why has the Cosmos

brought us here?

When I was full of hope,

I thought that was the beginning 

and end of all things.

Then, full of yearning to be loved,

I dreamed love was

the wellspring of delight.

But then, immersed in deep despair,

I chose to live this life 

or purposes that were

far too obscured in smoke and flame

for me to know and name.

Why did I, in that dark hour,

choose to live this life?

Why did I not yet fly away? 
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Love is not the thing, nor hate.

Faith is not the prisoner's chain,

nor doubt the prophet's holy flame,

nor greed the mother's teat touched to

the sleeping baby's lips,

nor is blessed charity the tyrant's grip.

All this is life, but what is life?

What is the melting of all opposites?

There is a man I truly hate;

there is a woman whom I love.

That man is dead

as he once wished for me

the woman never met

although my eyes search

through the worlds

for only she.

Where is this woman who'll

return my glance?

Where is that ancient foeman

now when in my hands I hold

his broken blunted lance?

And where am I?

Where is this land wherein I stand alone?

What is this place?  Is this my home?

I simply call this place

my Skysealand.

One year when I was young

and starting out across this continent,

I strained my eyes to look ahead

to map the way.
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That year,
each Monday I would take a poem
from an ancient wisdom book
and I would fold up
the coded rhyming wisdom
neatly into my purse.

Then for seven days I'd search
the curving trunk of every tree
and every mottled turtle's shell
that I might pass beside the way
for explications written there
by unseen hands for me.

Well, the Gods were generous
and kindly gave some of their secrets up,
but the boy I was then did not know
their language well.

An eagle's mighty flight;
a turtle shell;
amid the lovely ripples of a brook,
the various colored pebbles
very artfully arranged;
I made the best of it I could.

Indeed,
several turnings of the way
and crossroads were very helpfully
pointed out to me in advance
by these magic signs.

But now I've come a good way
further on
and, even though the sunlight
and the stars and meadow flowers
and hills and snow now all
sing and whisper to me audibly;
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And even though the web of jewels

of which all things are made stands

manifest and visible and palpable

to my fingers; yet even so,

more hidden secrets still remain.

Buddha says that all is bliss.

Solomon recommends

a carefully considered trust.

Christ says you should

take his word on faith.

Ganesh and Krishna both

respectfully suggest

that you can dance your life

with happy grace.

But for me, Merlin stands

with a lantern held high in his hand,

leaning on a wooden staff up

on a windy mountain top.

That wind blows down

to gently touch my face

and it speaks to me in a woman's voice

and all she says is just: "come".

No, love is not the thing, nor hate;

not victory nor defeat.

Whatever guides my fate,

whatever it may be that lures me on,

whatever it may be,

It is not anything

that I can know so as to name.

^^^^^^
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== The Passing Of Uther Pendragon ==

A Druidic Play In Shakespeare-Style Verse,
Set In King Arthur's Time

(a stage play grown from a live storytelling performance)

Long one-act of Sovereignty flowing to Arthur from:

His FATHER UTHER, the beloved of Lady Moon,

essential ancient character ignored today.

(More theory: Read Precis at end.)

INSTRUCTIONS For INFORMAL PERFORMANCE

This version of the play is arranged for very informal

presentation by two actors with no stage setting and little

preparation.  Two actors read from scripts held in their

hands.  It would be best for them to walk about a bit,

posing and gesturing, but nothing of that sort is definitely

required.  They might just sit still on tall stools the whole

time and simply concentrate on good dramatic voice.  Thus, in a pinch, 

one single rehearsal shortly before the show might be enough.

In this script the two parts are denoted "Woman" and "Man" but 

please do not feel bound by their gender.  It would be best if the two 

performers have distinctly different voices but they needn't be female and

male.  In any case, whatever else, their voices should express their parts.

The Man's character is generally militant, willful, demanding, while the 

Woman is most often cool, contemplative and deep.

Some care should be given to your dress.  Plain black clothing 

would certainly serve, but on the other hand you might prefer a bit of 

dash.  If you have a shirt with stars and moons printed boldly on it, that 

might be ideal.  Just keep in mind that this play takes place beneath a 

midnight sky; don't let your clothing distract the audience from that. 

The passing of uther pendragon - Page 25  of total 46



The Passing Of Uther Pendragon  *  cc Stone Riley 2022 * Page 26 of 46
Fyi: Part of the “Friendship Series”  on my blog: Stone Riley Druid Classroom.

Fyi: Here presented as Section #6 of the complete Friendship Series Booklet

= THE SCRIPT =

WOMAN:
The Passing of Uther Pendragon.  A
dramatic play by Stone Riley.  The
audience all take their seats.  House lights
down.

MAN:
Curtain up.  A few plain wooden chairs at

center stage.  Stage lights up but dim; light

like guttering torches; shadowy, complex and flickering.  In fact, the stone 

walls at the backdrop of the stage show that we are in a torch-lit medieval 

castle hall.  Perhaps there are festive ornaments hung about the walls, for

we have come here to a feast.

WOMAN:
No.  No ornaments are hung about at all.  The dark high stone walls are 

bare except for one tall wide stone-built window over there, up stage left, 

that now stands shuttered tight.

MAN:
Actually, see, this great window over there is a screen on which various 
pictures will be projected as the play goes on.  It looks like great wooden 
shutters now, with a bar across, but that's just the picture projected on it 
now when the curtain goes up.

WOMAN:
Hush!
The Young Man enters at stage left.

A spotlight follows him.

This Young Man wears a jester's suit, for

he's a comic entertainer, and in his hand

he grasps the scepter of his office, a stick 

with on its end a grinning puppet's skull. 

The Young Man enters; he runs and

dances toward the further wing.
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MAN:
Hark!  My Mistress comes!  Oh, she is good!  You'll see!

Lady!  Please!  Thy noble audience awaits!

Oh no!  She tarries.  Oh, I know that cook.  That sweaty cook!  He drips 
into his awful pastries.  He wants her in his bed.  Oh!  He touches her!  
She touches him!  Oh!  But who am I to say her nay?  Such comfort I 
would gladly give myself, but she'll have none of that from me.

That cook!  That cook!  That is the man I know!  He is a thief.  Last 
Sabbath afternoon, I beat him good at bowls and he would not pay!  I 
pulled his nose.  Now, what is that?  That is a pasty from the Duke's own 
table!  I saw them there myself!  And look, my Lady gives a kiss for it!  
Oh!  Oh!

Oh, she is good.  See how she kisses.  See that hand?  Each move is 
grace.  Oh, comforts I would gladly give indeed.  Yet, she is old.  She is 
old.  That silver hair!  Those knowing eyes!  That magic giving touch.  She
tells me, find a girl.  A girl!  There's what she says to me.  Once the 
covers are tucked up beneath her chin, I am sent scuttling away.

She tarries.

Behold!  My Mistress comes!

So, enter now the Muse, old and

hobbling on a cane, stage right.  The

Young Man tries to help her to a chair,

but no: she stands.

She speaks.

WOMAN:
A long long time ago – but not so long ago as you might think – the 
people of Britain trembled in fear of coming civil war, for Great King Uther
lay dying with no heir.

Yes, good Uther The Dragon who had held the British folk steady through 

the long and bitter Saxon Wars, held them steady in his gentle hand; yes, 

strong Uther of the Dragon's Head who had held the British army steady 
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in his mighty hand all through those bloody Saxon Wars;

He had come down to his end without a

child;

And the soldiers who had fought those wars

were already brawling now every day in

violent contentions in the streets of several

towns, for championship, vying which of

their captains now should take the crown.

Yes, even with Good Uther gone sick-a-bed

this week ago, dying of an ancient flake of

poisoned spear point that had lodged inside a scar inside his ribs, many 

years ago, on a day of battle, and dying of his weary heart.

MAN:
A childless king, aye, so thought the
world and so thought he as well, for he
had loved one woman in this world; and
the woman whom he truly loved and who
loved him in truth; they had shared one
single night of carefree bliss.

They had shared one single night
together thigh to thigh in naked trust in all their lives – one night – 
because she was the good wife of another man.

WOMAN:
So now this man lain down in a shadowed lamp-lit chamber all hung with 
painted canvasses, done by masters, but built of stone, this loving man; 
the heartbeat slow, the brow grown cold;
up he strained from fitful dream and
heaved a mighty sigh:

"Aah!"

So that the captains and the servants
gathered there all drew close.  He raised
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a trembling hand toward the shuttered window and commanded: "Show 
me the stars."

Two elder servants hurried to push tall rattling shutters back, the old 
nurse who, as a little girl, had helped to wash him at his birth, and the 
hobbling hooded master brewer who was the nurse's bedmate now.

And there the great window stood open; open to the glories of a midnight 
sky all pricked through up and down by needle points from the dense 
atmosphere of brilliant suns that blaze away far out there, far out there 
beyond the heavy thick veil of watery dark that cloaks our realm; and yet 
a very fluid Earthy sky this was, whose scented substance softly glowed 
blue-green with cool moonlight.

MAN:
Now the window breeze, the easy breath of a rare calm autumn night 
beside the cold and stormy Narrow Sea – this wind which now these 
people surely must feel as if it were the breath of stars – this entering 
breeze brushed gently by the small bouquets of green silk Chinese ribbon 
twined into a garland that was hung high from the rough tall posts of the 
royal bed,

And it touched Uther's face and naked breast, as cold as he but pressing 
hard, so that the wounded man was suddenly pressed down hard by an 
amazing weight and he fell heavily into the pillow and, almost uttering a 
silent cry, surrendered all the meager power that he found still within his 
grasp, surrendered any hope of further struggle;

And all of this while his dim eyes stared
unblinking outward from that seaside
tower toward the midnight sky.

But then a great annoyance suddenly
came to life within the sick man's mind, a
great annoyance at himself for having not
yet thrown away the line and made a sail
to seek some passage toward the further
stars.
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MAN Continues:
He twisted then about in his frustration,
wrestling blindly with the swan's down
coverlet until, except one leg and foot,
except the big thick ever-seeping
bandage on his lower left side, now torn
aside to let the bleeding show, and the
glistening cup-shaped wound, Uther lay
completely naked.

WOMAN:
He felt as if some landsman's type of little carrack shell – the kind of tiny 
boat that any good farmer's boy and girl might build in half an afternoon 
from naught but hairy hide and sticks and grassy twine and wax – with 
naught but small things in their hands for tools and stumps and rocks for 
cobbler's anvil – that just that sort of landsman's boat was being held 
ready for him now.

MAN:
He felt as if he only need look over his shoulder in some new direction, 
and there would be his first loyal boyhood pal, fine in manhood now, 
standing waiting, smiling, with the tiny leather boat pulled out beside a 
tree.

The time had come now when they could

let it down there into the broad estuary by

the castle's lower gate, with the ebb tide

tugging firm and impatient on the ropes,

and Uther would just hop down like a

young man would into the fragile shell.

He would take to the oars at first, he
decided now, because he had to test himself; he needed, first of all, to 
see how soon that fabled ethereal tide would force him to rig the linen 
gull's-wing sail that would stand head-high, and let himself lie back for a 
rest.

He even heard that good fellow standing by the tree call out and laugh 
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gaily and saw the beckoning arm gesturing among the trees.

WOMAN:
But even now this dying king spared a glance about the place where his 
body lay.  He twitched his head to cast the glance.  He wished to spy the 
reason for his bitterness.  He wished to know what should be done before 
he turned away.

And with surrender come and gone, and with this new intention known, 
Uther felt himself overtaken suddenly by another dream.

He felt the sky wind lift him up and set him
down too soon with feet upon that bridge of
nearer stars that spans our sky – set him
down with feet on the first climbing steps
of that glorious shining bridge of the Milky
Way that you and I now know as the span
of our own galaxy –

– So that the wind pushed at his back and
he must walk with feet stirring up the
glowing dust, he must walk the bridge most spirits walk away, but living 
still, in wondrous dream.

And soon came he to ground amid a little camp of sleeping cattle guards.  
Twas in some snow-specked frosty valley pasture way far north of there, 
he thought, and some good man with his sons come out to mind a herd, 
and all the hearty fellows wrapped in blankets by the low fire with 
weapons close to hand and wrapped in slumber.

The herding dogs perked up to see him pass but their old bitch judged 
best to keep the moonlight's peace and this old lady of the pack hushed 
them all again with a long whisper of a growl, and then stern looks, and 
then raised her white brows and winked at him and cast a look down 
toward his feet.

And so he found there then beside that dwindling fire a certain boy.  
Beside that boy he felt compelled to kneel and gaze upon a pensive face.
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MAN:
So stirred the boy and glanced up in his eyes, almost awake.

WOMAN:
So spoke the man, seeing there these eyes
which he had seen in many yearning
dreams before; so spoke the man:
"This is my child."

MAN:
So awoke the man.  So awoke the dreaming
man when the fading campfire rose up in
shooting embers that shot now in a
fountain from his opened eyes for all to
see.

And though he could not rise, a fair great
bellow rolled up from Uther's rasping chest,

And with fingers bending back around the
bedboard, he gasped out loud the name
"Igraine".  So was named the absent
mistress of his heart.

WOMAN:
The air was still for a minute then, and then extended whispering, and 
some rude discourteous shoves, and then a bearded captain of the royal 
guard was shoved up forward to stand by his pillow.
The fellow bent down close.

Though Uther saw naught else, for all else
was a haze of broken memories, and
darkness that seemed reflected in the
countless glittering bits, yet Uther watched
this fellow through an oval tinted pane that
seemed clear enough, that seemed to shade
in green the only window that seemed open
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to that world where he had walked in light so well.

Those who stood back further were urging the fellow to speak.

MAN:
"Sir King!" the fellow shouted.

WOMAN:
Uther answered with a faintly waving hand.

MAN:
"Do you know me?"  The fellow shouted loud.  Then, seeing that the 
glowing eyes flicked in seeming proof of conscious thinking cognition, the 
captain hurried quick and loud into the duty of his report, in quite the 
very way as if he'd come upon his dying king atop some quaking wall amid
whistling cannon shell.

"Do you know me?"  The fellow bent again closer to the eyes and turned 
his face side and side one time to help them see.  Peering closer still, he 
judged it was no use to call a lamp, for the eyes themselves seemed 
definitely to shine, now seeming quite like Baltic amber.

"I am your Lady's paramour!"

No further flicker came and so the fellow

hurried on:

"The Dukes and Council all as one sent me
pelting forth, before last dawn, with horses
ready at the stations from the trumpet
call, to beg the Lady's presence, and I
have just returned, still in my muddy gear
and spittle beard, as all may see, but she will not come.

“I hurried up the stairs and then I heard the shout.  I begged with every 
trick a paramour can know – for all those tricks I know from easy practice,
as many good wives will testify if asked at law – and I have conjured them
on her very earnestly and earned fine smiles, but she will not come.

“I finally asked if she would come to your command, Sir King, and she 
answered this: 'That is men's work.' There's what she said.
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She has already sent from her retinue just some old nurse who, she 
claims, was present at your birth and has the power of benediction.  But 
now she refuses to send more, nor better medicines to boot.  Men's work, 
she says.

She will not come."

WOMAN:
All the gist of that long report flowed through Uther's ears in twisted 
sound, and yet a point stuck in his consciousness that Igraine could not be
found, not even here now at the end.  So he gathered up two rasping 
breaths and turned his head to whisper to the crowd;

"Merlin Emrhys."  He vigorously blinked his eyes to gather up a hold on 
vision, and there then Merlin stood.  The king's fingers reached and 
twined into the old magician's woolen hood.

MAN:
Hovering in the oval lighted space of
Uther's vision, the Great Druid spoke: "I am
here, old friend."

WOMAN:
The muttering breath then was quite
inaudible to other ears, but came to the
great philosopher perfectly plain.  Now they
stood in some other place.  Standing, hands holding each other's arms, 
Uther spoke to Merlin thus:

"Merlin!  You prophesied a boy!  You
spoke it twice I heard myself, and all of it
seemed perfectly plain."

Smiling warily, hands on each other's
arms, they began to circle one another
very carefully step by careful step, and
the king went on: "So.  What then?  Did I
fail you in some contract in some way
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since then?  Or was it just that little hop and skip in my dancing-bear 
routine, that I never did learn to your satisfaction?

“Or were some gods displeased somewhere, with my hopes of 
advancement?  No, I would have seen that much if that were true, seen it 
with just that silver looking glass you gave me.  No; so then, wherein lies 
the failure?"

MAN:
Uther got a momentary grip on Merlin's shoulder, lost it, got his thumb 
into the arm pit which was left unguarded for an instant.  Thus restrained,
Merlin let himself grow bull-like, with horns and ears and snout and 
hooves, so that he was a great-humped minotaur.  Seeking then a real 
true grip into the arm pit's flesh, the king said:

WOMAN:
"A-hah old chum, perhaps then this riddle can be taken by the bones; yea 
e'en by the bull's own bones.  Perhaps I have it right here, eh?

MAN:
Oof!

WOMAN:

It that right yet?  No?  How's this: My nonexistent son was never truly 
prophesied at all; was he, friend?  Truly?  It was my very dream to have a
boy, and yet you lied."

MAN:
And Merlin answered, loud for all to hear
in every realm a human voice might
reach; "Yea, Friend Uther!  Your child was
truly prophesied by me!  A child to be the
finest king to ever stand between these
shores!"

WOMAN:
So Uther gathered up three rasping
breaths, and shouted toward the world which he had known, with all of his
own strength and more.  He shouted thus: "Where is my son?"
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MAN:
"Peace, old friend;" the prophet spoke;
"he is hid safe in love's embrace till now
and all will be fulfilled in time."

WOMAN:
"Can it be?" spoke Uther in that other
place.  "I should have known."

MAN:
"Peace, old friend," the prophet said, "and easy loose your lines.  Voyage 
forth in peace, old friend, and steady breeze.  Mind the current drift round
Virgo's Shoals and the Whirlpool of the
Mighty Forge.

Steady steer for the one light at the dark
edge of the Moon, then find a coastward
wind along that shore to fetch you home.
And run to port in rising dawn.  Fly from
this battlefield in peace, honored friend,
for when you go, the new man comes."

WOMAN:
So then, standing in that other place, the aged priest spat into his own 
left hand and reached, with thumb and fingers spanning toward the ears, 
to press a few dry drops of spittle into the royal brow, while the king let 
his head bow down as one must do to undergo that bit of Druid ritual.

And with that bit of ritual, Uther felt as if a new eye opened, an eye that 

seemed to gaze perpetually into the stars both up and down.  For a 

moment to him too, it seemed as if the glittering shapes that had been 

jostling round him for these hours, now had surprisingly formed into a 

shadow of an all-encompassing shape of every color, many colors that 

were far too dim or brilliant for an eye to see.
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WOMAN Continues:
And yet somehow he felt as if he caught
the outline of its shape.  It seemed to be a
picture of some harbor town spread out
upon a pretty spit of land that curved
around to make the harbor mouth from
either side.  He thought a tide must be
pouring in to fill the tiny anchorage just
now, so looked the action of the ripples far
and wide.

Now to minister to the king in proper legal order, the mourners found and 
carried and stood the aged midwife there.  The midwife's palsied hand 
produced and then held forth a tiny vial of fluid, a green glass vial with 
gold cap dangling from a cunning hinge wrought at some Fairy hearth with
tiny pliers and hammer; fluid to be dripped upon the head.

MAN:
At once, several willing hands of magistrates and dukes, horny hands far 
more accustomed to the grip of war, all reached out at once in hopes to 
catch the jewel-like trembling vial in case it fell.

WOMAN:
But in Uther's staring eyes she was all women.

MAN:
The curving cheek was like all other
cheeks, the eyes and chin and brow all
like the female countenance itself, and of
these countless forms it took inside his
eyes, the form which shaped itself most
certainly for him was this: Igraine.

Here was Igraine.  Here was Igraine on
that warm summer's day of flowers
bending to the breeze, when they had kissed their fill and promised more.
Here was Igraine.  Here was Igraine reclined, with eyes startled wide in 
wonder and then languid in release when he had proved his cunning skill.
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Here was Igraine.  Here was Igraine rose up beside to stand upon their 
sheltered mossy bed, against the brilliant light; and she, holding open her
linen robe like lifted wings fluttering wide above them both, and standing 
as a bird must stand in air to soar, and laughing bright, she'd bathed her 
bones and spirit in the wind.

WOMAN:
But now the face of all women spoke.  And she said this:
 "Do ye know me, Child?"

MAN:
"I know you, Mother."

WOMAN:
So then ye hearken to me, Son.  Ye hark?"

MAN:
"I hearken, Mother."

WOMAN:
"That crescent land where thou art bound to dwell a space; ye've seen the
chart?"

MAN:
"I've seen the place meself, in dream I
think it was; and too, I have been told
the way by a friendly well-tried mariner
who even gave me guided study of his
charts one night, with lens and candles.
And he said that I understood them well!

“Mind the drift at Virgo's Shoals, he said
deliberately for me to hear not more than
half an hour ago, and also mind the Whirlpool of the Mighty Forge, if such 
a spectacle with such a name as that should chance to heave in view.  
Make for the one light at the dark edge of the Moon.  There catch a 
coasterly for home."

WOMAN:
"Ye'll run to port in rising dawn?  It would not suit to fail the inward tide, 
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hearken ye, for others long before yer time have missed it, and the tale 
was told and retold since then about their homeless wanderings.  Fail not 
yer first in-going tide at Troytown Spit!"

MAN:
"I'll run to port in rising dawn indeed."

WOMAN:
"Ye'll be a shining prince in that fair land."

MAN:
"Mother!  Shall I?"

WOMAN:
"Ye'll bend the harp and sing the melodies
right from the birdies' throats, me well-
beloved, and father many men."

MAN:
"Mother!  Shall I?"

WOMAN:
"Ye be me truest well-beloved, me one, and all that shall be done is done, 
and all that shall be done is done by thee."

MAN:
"Mother!  Shall I go?  Now?"

WOMAN:
"And blessed; go."

And so, in the death bed chamber, the

falling droplets from a sacred well came

down, cascading billowing scent of white

and scarlet rose among the wettened

stones.

MAN:
And so the bended fingers on the bedboard quite fell slack, the glowing 
eyes reduced to shiny coal.  A final tremble, and the thighs came up as if 
set fit to dance a piper's tune, and one final bloody gout from the wound 
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to soak the mattress through, to drip into the soil and rocks below to 
mark the place as sacred altar where this man passed.

WOMAN:
And so the sacred waterfall washed down.

At last his vision cleared.  Wipe clean the windows of perception, and 

throw wide the windowed doors.  The countless glittering crystal bits of 

every hue, each with its sound and taste and calendar and isolated 

meaning, came all translucent to him now like glistening glass; they 

smoothed like sun-warmed ice to form the moonlight's colored warp and 

weft.

And then the moonlight was the ever-intertangling sap-filled vine of leaf 
and stem and bud that makes our realm, and out through the castle's 
postern gate, there among the leafy shrubs, his old chum grinned and 
waved most energetically.

MAN:
"Come on!  Uther now, come on!  The
tide's still good!"

WOMAN:
They could not help but kiss like girls,
then, muscled arm round muscled back
and thigh to thigh, to jig the opening
steps of Dance For Joy, for which the
guardian spirits of that wooded shore produced a lively breezy tune.

But then when the new boy hopped down to the fragile shell, then the 
mortal blood dripped down through rock to water veins, so that the people
gathered about the death bed, one and all alike, could feel the fluid 
virtues of the air drain down out of that place,

leaving the chamber's air most strangely warm and thin and still.  The 

scents of various meats and herbs then were plain.
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MAN:
A seagull then was seen!

A young cadet who had snuck in the door
in simple hope of seeing miracles, his
simple plan to pose there as a messenger
till senior rank might send him packing;
this young cadet shouting while he ran to
point out of the window at the sight: 

WOMAN:
The white bird painted by the dappled moonlight gleaming from the waves
below, its wings held wide and turning far out of view across the sinking 
water, just the way a single one of them will often do to track the smallest
kind of fishing craft.

MAN:
And then a slapping wind came up to knock the shutters from their hooks.
Just as neatly as an oaken gate that turns on iron pins, the rattling 
shutters closed and latched themselves at once, and then the mighty 
crossbar fell, and so the window stood there well and truly shut.

WOMAN:
King Arthur started, dreaming of the distant noise.  No king in that realm 
then, he was a boy of twelve.

The sharp pebble that had teased his scalp all night, there beside the 
dwindling fire where this secret king lay in a woolen wrap among his 
fellow cattle guards, this sharp pebble may have pricked a nerve just 
then, or else the distant sound itself was loud enough to wake him with a 
jerk.

MAN:
He knew it was a dream again at once, not thinking that the trouble was a
crafty band of wolves or thieves.  He plainly felt, clinging to his mind, the 
plastic flesh of someplace he had been, or
such as that, or else he heard the faces
pulled out of shape speaking to him from
behind.
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WOMAN:
The thing which he'd done with these weirding dreams so far was to lean 
back on his elbows and gaze half way up beyond the horizon at the 
countless sharp points that are often brightest there.

At home he'd moved his bed, to the foot of his foster father's bed to find 
this kind of view, that gentle good old knight, and had been blessed with a
transit of Venus.  Sometimes the clarity of the stars would lift the dreamy 
cobwebs and all would disappear like foot-sore dust into the holy dew.

MAN:
His elder brothers, all of them elder by
numerous years, clumped in drunk one
night, protesting to their Knight as a
legalized committee, having dragged in a
magistrate's most disgruntled clerk from
the town with his bowl and scroll to witness
any deal, that the family's foundling foster
brother should not take the liberty to move
his bed, even with no spoken leave from anyone, even usurping that so-
far unalloted space where he was at that moment somehow loath to rest 
his little butt.

The good knight smiled but shut his lips, pressed them with his fingertips.

The band of brothers stepped back to a corner, taking time to plan 
another speech.  But then Arthur had calmed them all by standing tall on 

his bed and giving a very formal wave of his hand; three waves, in fact.  
He had laughed then, and claimed a championship that he had won from 

them at draughts.

And there, tonight, he spied the lower cloud of stars which in that latitude
must look to any human eye just like a flight of hillside stairs, seen in 
profile on the hill, just beyond some near-by valley, up to the Milky Way.  
To win such spectacles as that at droughts is quite a play.

WOMAN:
But now he found a different thing.  He realized tonight this view would 
let the weird dream's full memory take shape before his eyes instead of 
only in his brain.
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He held his thumb and fingers up as if to make a peephole in a screen.  
He beheld now in memory what he had seen before in dream, awake now 
to judge the sights and sounds of it against his little hoarded self-learned 
store of wisdom.

Our brave boy beheld this: a man-like
being robed in glittering light, his brow
encircled by a wreath of green silk Chinese
bows.  This peculiar spirit descends down
those hillside stairs and, taking royal shape
and face, strides here across the
intervening valley.

A goddess green willow tree, beneath
whose canopy he finds himself – whose
ancient roots run through this ground – she smiles down.

The Great King kneels therefore within the canopy, and looks to Arthur's 
face.  The royal eyes drip tears to see his face, and droop their lids in 
pity, so that a bleeding wound opens somewhere in the sky to sprinkle on 
his head like rain.

MAN:
And then the Great King spoke those words which
he, the boy, had found no wit nor dare to even
hearken in a dream:

WOMAN:
Here is my child.

ACTION:

(They embrace.)

MAN:
Curtain down.

WOMAN:
Applause.

(Finis)                             ^^^^^^
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^^^^^^
Guess What !?!?:
The PRECIS from:
The Seldom-Seen 2012 FINE ART GRAPHIC NOVEL:

"The Passing Of Uther Pendragon"

 began on a windy cold New England 

autumn night in 1998, before a paying 

audience, as an extemporaneous 20 minute 

storytelling performance.

It was unwritten and less than half 

rehearsed.  In fact, the opening lines had 

lurked outside of conscious mind till I was sitting waiting for my cue 

there in the wing.  The pictures must be magicked up with voice and 

gesture.

And then it blew the roof off of the little hall.  They loved it.  The death

of King Arthur's father.  There had not been a current version of that 

tale in several hundred years and apparently this was the time for it.

In our culture King Arthur is a common item signifying brilliant hope, or

such as that.  So a person waiting in that audience, seeing in the 

program that there is a tale about his father’s death, and never having 

heard of it, might well hope to hear an interesting piece of art.  They 

might well hope to hear about despair or grief or fear from which 

emerges brilliant hope, or such as that, assuming that the artist makes 

the work piece true and strong.  The theme might be "life goes on" or 

maybe "Life conquers Death" or else . . .

There is an old old Plains Indian story about the early early days, one 

where the story says that one time Creator goes to see First Woman 

asking for advice.  Creator goes to ask First Woman if it ought to be 

that humans have to die, or not.  And First Woman answers Yes, it 

ought to be that humans have to die.  So they will feel sorry for each 
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other.

King Arthur's father?  King Arthur's father dies?  That Plains Indian 

story (assuming that you've mainly heard our culture's standard "Adam

& Eve") has a surprising configuration of story parts.  So too this Arthur

thing.  And so it's curious.  And so you might well feel some hope that 

some surprising idea might emerge from it, some theme you haven't 

heard before or not heard well expounded, some thought that would be

useful in your own vital effort to understand life (the grief and hope 

and all of that) if the artist comes close to the truth somehow and 

speaks up strongly, and if you listen carefully and ponder it.

King Arthur's father dies.  We are so familiar with such intimate pain.  

So is this why we pity each other?  The fear and grief we know so well?

Aristotle, in his famous essay on theater, makes a different point but 

does seem to agree with that.  And certainly this keen ability to pity is 

the thing the Buddha said should give us hope.  And certainly it is the 

point of many beautiful stories.  And is this pity then the truest 

strongest reason we make stories, and any other true strong works of 

art?  Perhaps we make these things to comfort one another.  Perhaps 

this is the poet's craft above all else.  For surely this is what we see as 

beautiful.

And yet, when Walt Whitman had a photo made to print inside his first 

self-published book - he who later nursed so many dying men so 

tenderly - Whitman posed for that famous photo in that famous book in

the costume of a New York City dockyard tough.  (They who later 

lynched and burned the innocents.)  And through those self-printed 

pages he shouted a "Song of Myself".  Indeed, Whitman roared his 

"Body Electric" the same way Jimi Hendrix later did.  He bellowed that 

the poet is the whole world.

Just so, three thousand years before, the poet Amergin stepped from a 

boat down into surf upon the shore of Ireland, to wade up into war, and
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cried out that he was himself entirely that land his wandering people 

chose to spend their blood upon.  As Amergin proclaimed himself to be 

the stones and sun and hawk and roaring spear and all, so too, in 

magical imagination, I must stride out to the apron of the stage that 

night and summon Life to sing through Me.

To tell the truth about these strangers' lives (they who ponder poets' 

words) and tell it true and strong, it is not I but Life who must be 

heard.  Me, I shall be a posing gesturing character in the tale of how 

the tale was told.

And so, it comes as no surprise that in this kind of work the major 

theme may well be seen as this: "Male surrendering to Female".

^^^^^^^
HERE IS THE END

OF THE FRIENDSHIP SERIES

Thank you for your interest. 
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