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  You were the anchor for my balloon,

  as One with Our Mother Earth,

  and Grandmother Moon,

  so genuine, so real, so true,

  there was simply no other like you.


  
    You were so irreplaceable to me

    — you were so unimaginable, Lucie.
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  Hmmm…


  Do you know what I’d like to do? I’d like to just sit with you in a room somewhere and share in a quiet moment of your time—


  Oh.


  How silly of me, no…


  


  I’D LOVE to be with you in springtime by the shore of a misty pond, sitting on a log as a choir of crickets and frogs performs our sunrise ceremony, watching a loon yonder beckoning its mate through the cottony wisps, as they all drift silently over the mirrored landscape. I’d love to just sit there with you until the first ray of dawn breaks suddenly through on the horizon, alighting upon your face only to reveal the twilight that remains forever a-twinkling in your eyes, betraying your wondrous secret so sublime.


  I think the Gods would then surely look from the Heavens upon you and confess the divinity of your Soul, declaring your Spirit more beautiful than she of Troy, for whom not a mere Agamemnon would they command to launch a thousand ships, but for you, My Friend, would they summon hither a distant star, to bequeath an eternal rainbow unto your world, to bestow joy and hope upon your dreariest day, and be a guide for me, forever returning me to you in this life, and every lifetime to come.


  I would love to just sit there with you, hold your hand in mine and listen to the world just being around us, just as we are… just sit there…


  
    
  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
  


  


  Earth


  WINTER GROUNDS
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  YOU APPEAR in my thoughts so often of late and I cannot help but think how unique you’ve become, how exceptional it has all been in getting to know you. You are simply that rare kind of person one seldom meets in a lifetime, that some never meet; the respect, the fondness and warmth that I feel seem to have become an affection of mystical proportions, with a depth that reaches to the very core and breath of my Soul. For the first time in my life I no longer need to talk of what is possible, of what could be, for with you every thought that enters my mind as I pen these words is a song of praise, a celebration and a thanksgiving for what simply is, for what we already do share so joyfully between us.


  The moments we have spoken have been moments that I’ve very easily learned to look forward to with sparkling anticipation, not only for my own self, but for the sake of both our selves and, in turn, for those around us, for those younger than us as well as those older, for all these generations we now see before us, and all those that have and shall come after. I have looked upon them as a few hours where our greatest thoughts, dreams and disappointments could be shared without fear or risk, where all that I would be welcoming in return would be nothing less than an echo of everything that I had been trying to co-respond on with another for so long. Our talks have been so full of empathy and understanding, they’ve been such thought-provoking and spirited, if not actually helpful, even healing, conversations. I’ve gotten to know you and all your deepest cares and concerns so very quickly, and it has all been so very overwhelming for me — I feel as though we have known each other since the moment we were both borne unto this world, if not, indeed, for all eternity.


  Were we lovers in a past life? I’ve wondered, for I cannot help but feel so naturally and gently at ease in your kind acquaintance. With you I would aspire to the highest ideals of Philosophical, Spiritual and Romantic Love; I feel an affinity, a bond, a compassion that I’ve never felt with anyone else before. While we may not have had the time to share so much of ourselves as we have had with others in our lives, I still feel so much more intimate with you just speaking even as we do in our offing than I ever felt naked and crying, for joy or for sorrow, with any other who could now be seen as only a mere infatuate of my past.


  I think there is such a wonderful balance between us, in how we have both been able to give to, and receive from, each other: you are my Child and my Parent, my Student and my Teacher, a wounded Soul for me to nurture and comfort, and a solemn Guide to heal me and show the way. Before any of these I surely think of you first and foremost as simply my Friend, but still I discovered so belatedly as well how beautiful a Woman you are, and, forgive me, for in this sense, for in all these senses, for simply the way we have been together through this time, of course I would be so genuinely attracted to you in what could only be such a reverently passionate way. I’m just so supremely at ease with you, completely snug in the comfort of your pillow, and it would all seem so simply natural to take our relationship to endlessly deeper, endlessly higher, levels and plateaus as I can only surmise that we have as yet merely begun to see.


  Wherever it is that this life might bring us, though, I think that I would prefer to take whatever happens between us slowly, to bathe in the delight that each and every moment is with you. With others it seemed always a struggle to maintain my affections — it was as though it were all a test to discover how forgiving my affections could be! — but with you the true difficulty has been in trying not to fall head over heels into such an extraordinary state of what could only, truly be given no other appellation than that of Divine Love. I’m so much more than just beginning to simply adore the person that you are and every blessèd moment that we share, for in this very brief eternity that we have known each other I can only say that you have become my closest and most trusted confidante, my most comforting ally in this world, truly the Dearest Friend that I might ever have dreamt I could be so gifted to have had, and still have, in this life.


  You’ve triggered so many thoughts and aspirations which now arise within me that I never really pondered upon before, and in the process I have gone through every possible scenario with you over and over in what has now become such ceaseless contemplation. I’ve wondered what it could be to live with you, to perhaps even spend a lifetime with you, and for the first time in my life I’ve wondered what it would be to not only make Love, to not only create and endlessly re-create such beautiful Love, but to procreate within this Love as well. I still cannot help but feel how easy it could have been, how natural it would have felt, to have made love in so beautiful a way with you right then and there that last time we met with one another, as comfortably as though we had been making such easy passion between us all along for all of our years. It would have been so very sweet, if not so very inspiring, and if destiny had designed it to be a moment for the conception of our own immaculate Creation, I just cannot imagine that I would have ever had any regrets.


  — And, I can hasten only to say as well, that it surely did not help in those last brief moments in which I saw you, that first real moment that I ever saw you after our having spoken so often only in such a distant — yet so very near — way, to finally have a moment in person with you that day that I went, now so forlornly, so very, very far away…


  
    
  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
  


  


  Air


  SPRING BREEZE
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  MY MEMORY shall never fail me whenever I might choose to recall that day: I remember that I had been looking down in the depths of my thought in that moment, thinking about these last years and all that you and I had begun to speak of so recently, and simply gazing about the scenery of the room as we made our simple small talk. I sat there wondering as we spoke how it was that I had never really noticed you before, that it was almost melancholy, in a way, that I had never had the opportunity to get to know you earlier in my life; but nevertheless I was still so very glad for us to have shared at least the few moments that we had.


  And then I glanced up at you while you were just sitting there, and it suddenly struck me how so very pretty you are, that you really are so much more than just simply such a very beautiful mind. All of a sudden I felt my eyes had been opened to what I had been too distracted in my life to see before, and I could easily say that in that quiet moment you became just so very, so very absolutely, enchanting. In your Beauty and in your Thought, in your Heart and in your Soul, everything about you put me into such a peaceful tranquillity, almost a euphoric and mysterious kind of Brahminic state of grace. When all is said and done, you are simply the most attractive Woman in every way that I have met in my entire life, and in that sweet moment with you, looking at you from that small distance, it would have been so easy for me to have gone and just quietly knelt before you, taken your hand softly into my own, looked into your eyes and told you how so very much I could, but that I shouldn’t, we shouldn’t, it’s just too soon for us in this place and time… and so I won’t.


  It is the Beauty which I have encountered within you which my adoration yearns to be with throughout every hour of my existence, for such was simply the only aspect of yourself which was really ever presented to me at first. I would be longing for you regardless of what I might have found to have been the outer manifestation of your being, even if I had come to realize that your divinity had been encased within the shell of a beast, too horrid for none but lepers or Saints to set eyes upon.


  Yet, I have discovered instead, so long after the confirmation of the deepest of my affections for this wonderful Spirit which resides within you, that you have been truly bestowed the Loveliness of a Goddess of Heaven, nothing less than the magnificent, graceful presence so deserving to one who has held so much intangible power over me, transforming my every error and delusion in this life into nothing but a calm, auspicious motivating influence, with the fortitude to alter the vilest of all my former inclinations through even the faintest sound of your quiet, gentle voice speaking a few simple words to me.


  While I long to spend every cherished moment with your inner being, not merely to speak of but to enter into practice the highest ideals of what it would appear we have both been in search of for so long with another, I do so find your comeliness to be such an amulet for me, casting its spell over my Soul and sending me in my reverie through the portals of a state virtually indistinguishable to a Bliss described in any poem or Sutra one might choose.


  I cannot conceal myself to you, My Friend, this is all becoming too much: I must open the gates to this Muse and allow you to bear witness to the splendour and majesty of what I hold and feel within my heart, within this poesy of my imagination…


  
    
  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
  


  


  Fire


  SUMMER HEAT
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  I LONG

  to be with you,

  to sup my sight upon yourslenderphysique,

  to fill my day’s horizon, andnotmerely mynighttidedreams,

  with the Vision thatyouare.


  I am left breathless when you utter words of such gentle wisdom and compassion, and I can think only of quieting you, quieting us both if but for a moment, to feel your moist, supple lips pressed tenderly upon my own, moistened further still by the tears of adoring joy which would well up from deep within my Heart, then slowly down the velvet of your cheek, blessing, in this way, our Angels’ Kiss.


  I am taken to a day when I might linger quietly beside you as you slept, watching over you in tranquility as I meditate upon the gentle rise and fall of your breast. I could then dare only to awaken you, to nestle down in serene observance of the warm, peaceful thrum of your heart, allowing it to return me to some long-forgotten infant state as I rediscover for myself such appeasement in your gracious clemency; only to then cradle you in your turn, as a father would his babe, to soothe away your deepest griefs and woes, and bring only cheerful reassurance in their stead.


  What’s this?


  Ah, yes…


  I am moved by another simple thought and it rolls me once more into a beautiful dream: to take you within my arms and lay you down so gently in a great cloud of pillows arrayed within a shroud of Venetian lace, in an ambience adorned and prettied with lily bouquets all a-glow by the light of a tallow flame, with the scent of exotic perfumed oils and pastilles of India wafting languorously through the air; to feel the lithe satin of your forme as it becomes so discreetly unveiled beneath my fingertips, with the touch of soft feathers and scarves of China silk, plush fur and fresh-plucked rose petals alighting so daintily and so elegantly upon your sleek, naked skin.


  The silence of our evening would be broken only by your quiet sighs as I caressed you lovingly and endlessly in the peaceful hush of calm reflection in which you lay there before me, leaving you startled with tension and apprehension as you felt suddenly so exposed, utterly defenseless as you moved beyond mere peril and into the veritable certainty of a rapturous deliria aroused by my flitting, floating kneads and pressures — a sly torture that should be hastened only further still by the taunt of designed hesitation and interruption.


  So might I only begin to extend to you this frolic of my love, seeking only in this moment for myself in recompense but to lift you up once more in an embrace, if only to feel the fluffy down of a fine tress of your hair upon my nape, wisping about from my panting breath as I gasp in the sweet pleasure of suspense and anticipation of even the slightest brush from your soft, delicate hands.


  I would be overcome! I would feel compelled to kneel before you in entranced, silent worship of the resplendent radiance of your Femininity. My heart would race as I was left astonished and engulfed by this sight… I can’t… I shouldn’t… O! but I must! My passion would overtake my reason, I would reach out to venerate and fill myself of you, surrendering to the flow of this sacred, blossoming fount from which I could do naught but quench my Spirit, to endlessly slake myself from this flux and flourish of Beauty that I have been so blessed in this life to have held, and to have simply beheld in such serenity and hallowed ardour before me…


  
    
  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
  


  I cannot begin to conceive what it could be for us to delve into this sphere of our Sense and Sensation, to swim gracefully together in such an Ocean of Delight, to enter so delicately into this ancient Tantric mystery unexplored, held if only in a simple clutch of yab-yum as we surrender to rising energies spoken of for æons in hidden legend; freeing ourselves to boundless waves of wonder and surprise, upon crests of ecstasies that promise only perfect unison for us both, as we mount and surmount in the rising intensity of our open display — now quivering, then shuddering as the serpentine conflagration wells up inside, its tantalizing flames licking up within and overflowing from without as we transcend all previous limits, only to thrust beyond the pulse and rhythm of all beloved, poetic expression; convulsing and then erupting into our delicious feast of prurience that should satisfy all appetites and thirsts, yet would leave us only ever more ravenous and wanting, insatiably hungering for more and more and never-ending more, performing to exquisite perfection each new act within this, our epic play.


  It could only be a union with such mystic and spiritual correlations, a passion that would be the envy of all the Deities of Heaven and Beyond, rivalling none less than that of the mythical Cupid and Psyche, and all as should never cease our endless whispering of charmèd incantations as have been already imparted and sent forth forever between ourselves… until at last, so long, long last, the spell would thus be done! The supernatural blend of our innate potions would return as an alchemic tincture invoked betwixt and within us both, serving only to further rejuvenate and empower the Sanctity of Our Love.


  Then, and only then, could we finally collapse in our heroes’ triumph, to sink ever so slowly into the puddle of our respite and drift on to the luscious coalescence and peace of our afterglow, quietly swooning ourselves with secret murmurs and endearing hums as we languish in the subtle — yet so very sumptuous — pleasures of pompoir.


  How can I begin

  to impart the exquisiteness ofmyfancy

  of all that it would be tobecome OneWithYou?


  Where could Ifind words soworthyandprecious todescribe

  our fusion into such complete anddivineaCreation?


  TheEarthwouldtremble

  and quake with the thunderourdesires, and, likeSivaandParvati themselves,

  the briefest coupling of ourembodiedSpirits would surely seemforus

  to last a thousand glorious years, through endlesslifetimesandanon

  into a celestial Eternity, asthe copiousglisteningpearls

  aroused and effused by ourfervidheat andfurywere

  hurled out, strewn across the firmament bythe

  frenzy of this cosmic DanceofOurEros,

  our cherished OfferingandPæan toVenus,

  magically transforming into ascintillating

  sprinkling in the twilight andcreating apristine

  myriad of crystals inthesky, adazzlingmælstrom

  of endless galaxiesofstars asnomortaleyes wereever

  blessed to marvel upon afore, yetsotimely inthisbelatedlast

  for all the Universe tobehold inprofession of theStrength,

  the Power, theEverlastingBeauty ofOurLove,

  and


  
    — for all but you andI —

    solely in unattainableaspiration,

    astonished reverence,

    and awe…

  


  
    
  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
  


  


  Water


  AUTUMN MIST
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  O! WHAT I have discovered in you, My Beautiful, Beautiful Friend, extends far beyond any superficial æsthetic that lesser men have only begun to see in their blindness and ignorance, merely wishing to possess you for their own as some conquered ornament to flaunt for the envy of stranger or acquaintance, like the tamed but broken bird condemned for a lifetime in a cage, and merely for the sin of its God-given allure, the sweet charm of its cheerful song. No, I have found in you something so singular and miraculous, something that I should only want to set free, and it is only in that sense and for that purpose that I would love to climb, no, soar! to the greatest Summits of Love and Divine Experience with you in this life.


  My Dearest Friend, if circumstance would allow at this time I would say let us walk together through our existence in this world, let us build a home in the country, raise children and pets, flowers and vegetables together, let us raise ourselves, and so easily it would seem, to heights that others have rarely even dreamed of. I have learned enough in life to know that I cannot simply grant upon another such a happiness, that such is a thing we can only do for ourselves, but I think that together you and I could help each other reveal that greater happiness and peace of mind which lies within us all.


  The floodgates of my heart are strained in their desire to be opened in your direction; the dam that I have built to keep this reservoir of affection inside is bursting at its seams, and it would only take a few simple words from you to release it with all its power all your way. I think that I would do anything to have you here by my side, but if all that I can have at this time is but a dream, a rhapsodic mirage of what it could be to walk hand-in-hand together with you through life, I think that just might be what will see me through this time of struggle and adversity, and whatever it might be that Providence shall bring for us in time to come.


  A moment in your company, if only with your distant voice to share a few brief but gentle words, fills my Soul with thoughts of the essence of all existence, of Creation and all Eternity. I breathe in a sigh of relief, and as each inspiration brings renewed life to me I find my entire being completely sated with a universal kind of Love. My heart swells with a warm glow from deep within, a virtual luminescence of my Spirit, the radiance of which sustains me through this void, this cruel and empty uncertainty of all that lies before me in time, and before me in space. Your presence in my life is the candle that lights my way through this darkness, this journey through the underworld, this place where I shall be confronting demons from without and within, a trial greater than any encountered before in this life; and yet conquer those demons I must, it is a sacred purpose for which I have come this far and left so much behind, for there is a greater power which has brought me here to rediscover a Soul once thought so very lost, and another Soul grown weary ’fore its time which on its way I now must send.


  
    But if I could, My Friend, if you would, I would come back for you in the end…

  


  
    Until I hear your angelic whisper

    so near in my dreams, once more,

    from this afar,

  


  
    I here remain

    Your Special Friend,

    forever,


    Ron

  


  
    
  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
  


  


  Epilogue
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  Hark now, Dear Readers,

  heed not of this Love,

  For o’er this Dream

  did I not Portage;


  
    The great Oasis which here

    has been Spoken of,

    Was nothing more

    than a Grand Mirage!
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  EPISTYLL ­TO ANE

  IMAGENARIE FRENDE


  A digital transcription of

  the original 1523 text as composed

  by Roanalde Kosterius


  
    
  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
  


  
    


    


    Epistyll


    to ane

    Imagenarie


    Frende


    d


    Ane Illuſiue Fantaſme of

    Frendeſheppe & Loffe


    
      A Chronnickall

      Eingliſſhyd from they Originall Coreſpondaunce

    


    
      bijRoanalde KoſteriusEſq.

    

  


  
    
  


  


  Prologus

  d


  Hwm ...


  Doyst ye kno whot I woold lykke to do? I woold lykke to iust sett whythe ye in a roome swmwher and ſhar in a qwiett moment of yowr tyme —


  
    Auhgh.


    Hauw syllie of mea, no ...

    

  


  [image: I]woold loffe to by whythe thee in spryngetyme bij they ſhoore of a mystie ponde, settynge on a logge as a qwere of crikkets and frogges perfoorms howr ſunryſſe cerimonie, wachynge a loone yownder beckonynge ytts mate throgh they cotonnie wiſſps, as the aull drifft ſilauntly ower they mirrooryd landſcaype. I woold loffe to iuſt ſett thar whythe thee vntell they forſt raye of daune breks ſodenlie throgh on they horyſſon, alytteynge vpponne thy faic oonlie to reuyle they twylytte that remaynes forewyr a-twynkellynge in thyne yees, betrayynge thy wondrouſe ſecrett ſo ſoblyme.


  ¶I thynke they Goods woold thenne ſewyrly lok from they Heuyns vpponne thee and confeſs they diuoynitie of thy Sawle, declerynge thy Spirite moare buityfoll then ſhee of Troi, for home nowth a mire Aggamemnon woold the commaund to launch a thouſant ſheppes, bwt for thee, My Frende, woold the ſummon hidder a diſtaunt ſterre, to beqwithe ane eternall raynbowe vnto thy worlld, to biſtow ioy and hoope vpponne thy dririeſt daye, and by a guyde for mea, forewyr retornynge mea to thee in thes lyfe, and euere lyfetyme to cwm.


  ¶I woold loffe to iuſt ſett thar whythe thee, houlde thyne hande in myn and lyſtyn to they worlld iuſt byin arount ws, iuſt as whe er ... iuſt ſett thar ...


  
    
  


  
    
      
    

  


  
    
  


  


  Parte Oan

  d


  [image: T]hou appereſt in my thouwts ſo offen of lait and I can nowth healpe bwt thynke hauw vniqwe thou hauef becom, hauw eccepcionall ytt haſt aull bine in gyttynge to kno thee. Thou art ſempylly that rayre kynde of parrſen oan ſild metes in a lyfetyme, that ſwmme newyr mete; they reſpeck, they fornneſs and warmthe that I feel ſeem to hauef becom ane affeccion of myſtickal proporcions, whythe a deppyt that reches to they vary coore and brethe of my Sawle. For they forſt tyme in my lyfe I no longar nide to tallk of whot hys poſcibell, of whot coold by, for whythe thee euere thouwt that entres my mynd as I penne thoſe wordes hys a ſoung of pres, a celibracion and a thannkeſgeuyn for whot ſempylly hys, for whot whe aulredy do ſhar ſo ioyefolly betwhene ws.


  ¶They moments whe hauef ſpookyn hauef bine moments that I hauef vary eyſily larnyd to lok forwert to whythe ſparkellynge antiſipacion, nowth oonlie for myn owyn ſelfe, bwt for they ſake of boyth howrſelfes and, in toorn, for thowſe arount ws, for thowſe yewnger then ws as whell as thowſe howlder, for aull thoſe geniracions whe nowe ſey befoor ws, and aull thowſe that hauef and chale cwm aftur. I hauef lokyd vpponne thim as a fewe owres wher howr grehytiſt thouwts, dreems and diſſ­apoynt­mends coold by ſharyd whythowght feer or riſk, wher aull that I woold by wyllcwmynge in retoorn woold by nowtyngg leſſe then ane eko of eueretyngg that I hayd bine troyeynge to co-reſſpond on whythe ane hoder for ſo long. Howr tallks hauef bine ſo foll of impaty and vndyrſtondynge, the hauef bine ſwche thouwt-prowokynge and ſpirityd, hefe nowth actewaully healpefoll, iuen heleynge, conuarſacions. I hauef gottyn to kno thee and aull thy deppiſt cers and conſarns ſo vary qwykely, and ytt haſt aull bine ſo vary owerwhelmynge for mea — I feel as thogth whe hauef knon eche hoder ſenc they moment whe weare boyth boorn vnto thes worlld, hefe nowth, indide, for aull eternitie.


  ¶Weare whe loffers in a paſt lyfe? I hauef wondryd, for I can nowth healpe bwt feel ſo natoorallie and geantly at eyſe in thy kynde acqwintaunce. Whythe thee I woold aſpyr to they higthiſt idiles of Phyloſophickall, Spiritewell and Romauntick Loffe; I feel ane affinitie, a bonyd, a compation that I hauef newyr felt whythe enyon elc befoor. Whilſt whe maye nowth hauef hayd they tyme to ſhar ſo meſs of howrſelfes as whe hauef hayd whythe hoders in howr leues, I ſtyll feel ſo meſs moare intimit whythe thee iuſt ſpakeynge iuen as whe do in howr offynge then I hewyr felt nakyd and creyeynge, for ioy or for ſorowe, whythe eny hoder hoe coold nowe by ſeeyne as oonlie a mire infatuayt of my paſt.


  ¶I thynke thar hys ſwche a wondrfoll baulaunce betwhene ws, in hauw whe hauef boyth bine abel to geue to, and reſſeyue from, eche hoder: thou art my Chylde and my Parend, my Stewdaunt and my Teecher, a woundyd Sawle for mea to noorture and comfoord, and a ſolempne Guyde to hele mea and ſhewe they waye. Befoor eny of thoſe I ſewyrly thynke of thee forſt and formooſt as ſempylly my Frende, bwt ſtyll I diſcouert ſo belatydly as whell hauw buityfoll a Whoman thou art, and, forgeffe mea, for in thes ſinc, for in aull thoſe ſinces, for ſempylly they waye whe hauef bine togithyr throgh dyſtyme, of coors I woold by ſo gennwinly attractyd to thee in whot coold oonlie by ſwche a rewerently pationate waye. I am iuſt ſo ſoprymelie at eyſe whythe thee, compleetly ſnugg in they comfoord of thy pyllowe, and ytt woold aull ſeem ſo ſempylly natoorall to tak howr relacionſheppe to heyndleſſly depper, heyndleſſly higther, lewells and plattows as I can oonlie ſormyſe that whe hauef as yth mirely begoun to ſey.


  ¶Wherhewyr ytt hys that thes lyfe migth brynge ws, thogth, I thynke that I woold preferre to tak whottewyr hapens betwhene ws ſlowlie, to bayth in they delytte that eche and euere moment hys whythe thee. Whythe hoders ytt ſeemyd aulwayes a ſtruggell to mentayne my affeccions — ytt whas as thogth ytt weare aull a teſt to diſcouer hauw forgeffeynge my affeccions coold by! — bwt whythe thee they trewe difficoulty haſt bine in troyeynge nowth to faule hed ower hiles into ſwche ane extroordnarie ſtayte of whot coold oonlie, trewely by geuyn no hoder appellacion then that of Diuoyne Loffe. I am ſo meſs moare then iuſt begynnynge to ſempylly adoor they parrſen that thou art and euere bleſſyd moment that whe ſhar, for in thes vary brife eternitie that whe hauef knon eche hoder I can oonlie ſaye that thou hauef becom my clooſiſt and mooſt troyſtyd confedente, my mooſt comfoortynge aully in thes worlld, trewely they Deriſt Frende that I migth hewyr hauef dreemt I coold by ſo gyftyd to hauef hayd, and ſtyll hauef, in thes lyfe.


  ¶Thou hauef triggeryd ſo mene thouwts and aſpiracions weche nowe arryſſe whythinne mea that I newyr reallie ponderyd vpponne befoor, and in they proſeſs I hauef goone throgh euere poſcibell ſenario whythe thee ower and ower in whot haſt nowe becom ſwche ſeſyleſs contemplacion. I hauef wondryd whot ytt coold by to leue whythe thee, to parhaps iuen ſpeand a lyfetyme whythe thee, and for they forſt tyme in my lyfe I hauef wondryd whot ytt woold by to nowth oonlie mak Loffe, to nowth oonlie cryate and heyndleſſly re-cryate ſwche buityfoll Loffe, bwt to procryate whythinne thes Loffe as whell. I ſtyll can nowth healpe bwt feel hauw eyſie ytt coold hauef bine, hauw natoorall ytt woold hauef felt, to hauef maid loffe in ſo buityfoll a waye whythe thee rythe thenne and thar that laſt tyme whe met whythe oan ane hoder, as comfoortabylly as thogth whe hayd bine makynge ſwche eyſie pation betwhene ws aull alongſt for aull of howr eyres. Ytt woold hauef bine ſo vary ſwett, hefe nowth ſo vary inſpyrynge, and hefe deſtinie hayd deſygnyd ytt to by a moment for they concepcion of howr owyn imacolet Criaſcion, I iuſt can nowth imagen that I woold hauef hewyr hayd eny ryggrets.


  ¶And, I can haſtyn oonlie to ſaye as whell, that ytt ſewyrly dyd nowth healpe in thowſe laſt brife moments in weche I ſawe thee, that forſt reall moment that I hewyr ſawe thee aftur howr hauen ſpookyn ſo offen oonlie in ſwche a diſtaunt — yth ſo vary nire — waye, to finallie hauef a moment in parrſen whythe thee that daye that I wend, nowe ſo forloornly, ſo vary, vary farre auwe ...
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  [image: M]y memoory chale newyr fayle mea whennewyr I migth chooſe to recawl that daye: I remembre that I hayd bine lokynge don in they deppyts of my thouwt in that moment, thynkeynge abowtt thoſe laſt eyres and aull that thou and I hayd begoun to ſpake of ſo reſſently, and ſempylly gayſſynge abowtt they ſinery of they roome as whe maid howr ſempyll ſmaull tallk. I ſat thar wondrynge as whe ſpooke hauw ytt whas that I hayd newyr reallie notiſſyd thee befoor, that ytt whas aullmooſt melaynchoulie, in a waye, that I hayd newyr hayd they opoortunitie to gyte to kno thee yerlyr in my lyfe; bwt natheles I whas ſtyll ſo vary glayd for ws to hauef ſharyd at lyſte they fewe moments that whe hayd.


  ¶And thenne I glauncyd vpp at thee whilſt thou weare iuſt ſettynge thar, and ytt ſodenlie ſtrock mea hauw ſo vary prity thou art, that thou reallie art ſo meſs moare then iuſt ſempylly ſwche a vary buityfoll mynd. Aull of a ſoden I felt mine yees hayd bine oppenyd to whot I hayd bine too diſtractyd in my lyfe to ſey befoor, and I coold eyſily ſaye that in that qwiett moment thou becamſt iuſt ſo vary, ſo vary abſolewtlie, inchauntynge. In thy Buity and in thy Thouwt, in thyne Hart and in thy Sawle, eueretyngg abowtt thee puet mea into ſwche a peſſefoll tranqwillitie, aullmooſt ane euphorick and myſtiryous kynde of Bramminick ſtayte of grace. Whan aull hys ſade and doone, thou art ſempylly they mooſt attractyffe Whoman in euere waye that I hauef met in my inter lyfe, and in that ſwett moment whythe thee, lokynge at thee from that small diſtaunce, ytt woold hauef bine ſo eyſie for mea to hauef goone and iuſt qwiettly kneelt befoor thee, takyn thyne hande ſoftlie into myn owyn, lokyd into thyne yees and towlde thee hauw ſo vary meſs I coold, bwt that I ſchwld nowth, whe ſchwld nowth, ytt hys iuſt too ſoone for ws in thes plaſſe and tyme ... and ſo I ſhant. Ytt hys they Buity weche I hauef inconteryd whythinne thee weche my adooracion yarns to by whythe throghowght euere owre of my exiſtaunce, for ſwche whas ſempylly they oonlie aſpeck of thyſelfe weche whas reallie hewyr preſſentyd to mea at forſt. I woold by longynge for thee regartleſs of whot I migth hauef fownde to hauef bine they howghter manyfeſtacion of thy byin, iuen hefe I hayd cwm to reallyſs that thy diuoynitie hayd bine encaſte whythinne they ſhelle of a beſte, too horryd for non bwt lepours or Syns to ſett yees vpponne.


  ¶Yth, I hauef diſcouert inſted, ſo long aftur they confirmacion of they deppiſt of my affeccions for thes wondrfoll Spirite weche reſydes whythinne thee, that thou hauef bine trewely biſtowyd they Loffelyneſs of a Gooddys of Heuyn, nowtyngg leſſe then they magniffiſſent, gracefoll preſaunce ſo deſarueynge to oan who haſt helt ſo meſs intangibell powr ower mea, tranſfourmynge my euere eroor and delouſſhoun in thes lyfe into nowtyngg bwt a caulm, auſpitious motiuatynge influaunce, whythe they foortitewd to aulter they vyleſt of aull my fourmer inclynacions throgh iuen they fentiſt ſownd of thy qwiett, geantle voyce ſpakeynge a fewe ſempyll wordes to mea.


  ¶Whilſt I long to ſpeand euere chereſſhyd moment whythe thyne iner byin, nowth mirely to ſpake of bwt to entre into praktice they higthiſt idiles of whot ytt woold appere whe hauef boyth bine in ſarch of for ſo long whythe ane hoder, I do ſo fynde thy cwmlineſs to by ſwche ane amolet for mea, caſtynge ytts ſpeel ower my Sawle and ſentynge mea in my rewerie throgh they portalls of a ſtayte vyrtuallie indiſtynguiſſhybell to a Blyſs deſcroybt in eny poeme or Sootra oan migth chooſe.


  ¶I can nowth concile myſelfe to thee, My Frende, thes hys aull becoming too meſs: I mwſte oppen they gaytes to thes Muſe and alow thee to beare witneſſe to they ſplayndoor and maieſtie of whot I houlde and feel whythinne my hart, whythinne thes poeſie of my imagenacion ...
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  [image: I]

  long to by whythe thee,

  to ſuppe my ſytte vpponne thy ſlendoor fiſike,

  to fyll my daye’s horyſſon, and nowth mirely my nyghtyde dreems,

  whythe they Vyſſyon that thou art.

  


  ¶I am lyft brethleſs whan thou vttr wordes of ſwche geantle wayſedomb and compation, and I can thynke oonlie of qwiettynge thee, qwiettynge ws boyth hefe bwt for a moment, to feel thy moweſte, ſopple lippes preſſyd tendarlie vpponne myn owyn, moweſtenyd forder ſtyll bij they tires of adoorynge ioy weche woold whelle vpp from deppe whythinne my Hart, thenne ſlowlie don they wellffete of thy chike, bleſſynge, in thes waye, howr Aungels Kyſs.


  ¶I am takyn to a daye whan I migth lingar qwiettly beſyde thee as thou ſleept, wachynge ower thee in tranqwillitie as I medditayt vpponne they geantle ryſe and faule of thy breſt ... I coold thenne dayre oonlie to awakin thee, to neſſle don in ſerene obſeruaunce of they warme, peſſefoll thrumme of thyne hart, alowynge ytt to retoorn mea to ſwmme long-forgottyng infaunt ſtayte as I rediſcower for myſelfe ſwche appiſemend in thy gratious clemauncy; oonlie to thenne cradell thee in thy toorn, as a fadyr woold hys beybe, to ſothe auwe thy deppiſt grifes and wos, and brynge oonlie chirefoll reaſſhureanc in there ſted.


  ¶Whot hys thes? Auhgh, yeſſe ... I am mouyd bij ane hoder ſempyll thouwt and ytt rolles mea onc moare into a buityfoll dreem: to tak thee whythinne my harmes and lay thee don ſo geantly in a grehyt cloude of pyllowes arayyd whythinne a ſhrowde of Venecian laice, in ane ambienſe adoornyd and prityyd whythe lilie boqwets aull a-glowe bij they lytte of a tallowe flayme, whythe they ſcent of exotick parfumyd owylles and paſtylls of Indya waftynge langwrooſſly throgh they ayer; to feel they lythe ſatyn of thy fourme as ytt becoms ſo diſcritely vnueylyd benithe my fynghartyppes, whythe they twch of ſoft fedders and ſcarfes of Chynna ſylke, pluſſh ferr and freſſh-pluckt roſe petalls alytteynge ſo dentilly and ſo elegauntly vpponne thy ſleeke, nakyd ſkinne.


  ¶They ſilaunce of howr yeuen woold by brokin oonlie bij thy qwiett ſyghs as I carreſſyd thee loffeyngely and heyndleſſly in they peſſefoll hwſh of caulm refleccion in weche thou lay thar befoor mea, leuynge thee ſtartelt whythe tention and aprihencion as thou felt ſodenlie ſo expoſyd, vttrly deffenſleſs as thou mouyd beyound mire perill and into they veritabell certantie of a raptooros deleria arowſyd bij my flittynge, flowtynge knides and preſſowres — a ſly torter that ſchwld by haſtynyd oonlie forder ſtyll bij they tawnt of deſygnyd heſitacion and intrupcion.


  ¶So migth I oonlie begynn to extent to thee thes frolick of my loffe, ſekeynge oonlie in thes moment for myſelfe in recompenc bwt to lyft thee vpp onc moare in ane imbrace, hefe oonlie to feel they floffy don of a fyne treſſe of thyne heer vpponne my nape, wiſſpynge abowtt from my panttynge brethe as I gaſpe in they ſwett playſowr of ſuſpenc and antiſipacion of iuen they ſlytteſt bruſſh from thy ſoft, delicet handes.


  ¶I woold by owercwm! I woold feel compelt to kneel befoor thee in entraunſſyd, ſilaunt wirſheppe of they reſplendaunt radiaunce of thy Femininitie. My hart woold race as I whas lyft aſtoniſſhyd and engullffyd bij thes ſytte ... I can nowth ... I ſchwld nowth ... O! bwt I mwſte! My pation woold owertak my riſon, I woold reche howght to venirayte and fyll myſelfe of thee, ſurrendrynge to they flow of thes ſacryd, bloſſomynge fownt from weche I coold do nowghth bwt qwench my Spirite, to heyndleſſly ſlayke myſelfe from thes flokkes and flooriſſh of Buity that I hauef bine ſo bleſſyd in thes lyfe to hauef helt, and to hauef ſempylly behelt in ſwche ſerenitie and holowyd ardoor befoor mea.


  ¶I can nowth begynn to conciue whot ytt coold by for ws to delue into thes ſfere of howr Sinc and Sincacion, to ſwimme gracefolly togithyr in ſwche ane Oſſean of Delytte, to entre ſo delicetly into thes antient Tantrick myſtiry vnexplooryd, helt hefe oonlie in a ſempyll clotch of yabbe-ywmme as whe ſurrendre to ryſynge enyrgies ſpookyn of for æons in hidde legaund; fryeynge howrſelfes to bountleſs waiues of wondr and ſurpryſſe, vpponne creſſts of ecſtaſſies that promys oonlie perfit vniſon for ws boyth, as whe mownt and ſormownt in they ryſynge intenſitie of howr oppen diſplay — nowe qwiuuerynge, thenne ſchordereynge as they ſerpintoyne conflagracion whelles vpp inſyde, ytts tantylliſſynge flaymes likkeynge vpp whythinne and owerflowynge from whythowght as whe tranſſend aull preuyous limitts, oonlie to fruſt beyound they pullſe and rythim of aull belowyde, poetick expretion; conuoulſynge and thenne eruptynge into howr delliſſhoos feeſt of proriaunce that ſchwld ſatteſfy aull apetytes and thorſts, yth woold leaufe ws oonlie hewyr moare rawenous and wantynge, inſaciable houngrynge for moare and moare and newyr-heyndynge moare, perfoormynge to exqwſit perficcion eche nuw acte whythinne thes, howr epick playe.


  ¶Ytt coold oonlie by a vnyon whythe ſwche myſtick and ſpiritewell corelacions, a pation that woold by they enuye of aull they Doytties of Heuyn and Beyound, riuallynge non leſſe then that of they mythickal Cuppid and Pſyke, and aull as ſchwld newyr ſeſyn howr heyndleſs wiſſperynge of charemyd incauntacions as hauef bine aulredy impartyd and ſend foorth forewyr betwhene howrſelfes ... vntell at laſt, ſo long, long laſt, they ſpeel woold thos by doone! They ſopernatoorall blent of howr inaytte pocions woold retoorn as ane aulchymick tinctoor inuokyd betwyxte and whythinne ws boyth, ſarueynge oonlie to forder reiuwenate and impowr they ſantity of Howr Loffe.


  ¶Thenne, and oonlie thenne, coold whe finallie collapſe in howr hiroos triomff, to ſynke hewyr ſo ſlowlie into they puddell of howr reſpyt and drifft on to they luſſhous coaulleſaunce and peſſe of howr afturglowe, qwiettly ſwoonynge howrſelfes whythe ſecrett mormurs and endirynge hwms as whe langwſſh in they ſobtle — yth ſo vary ſumptewos — playſowrs of pommpwar.


  ¶

  Hauw can I begynn to impart they exqwſitneſs of my fancie of aull that ytt woold by

  to becom Oan Whythe Thee? Wher coold I fynde wordes ſo woorthy and pretious to deſcroybe

  howr fuſſhon into ſwche compleet and diuoyne a Criaſcion? They Earthe woold trembell and

  qwak whythe they thondre of howr deſyrs, and, lykke Seua and Paruatie thimſelffes,

  they brifiſt cuppellynge of howr imbodyyd Spirites woold ſewyrly ſeem for ws to

  laſt a thouſant glorrys eyres, throgh heyndleſs lyfetymes and anon

  into a celeſtyall Eternitie, as they copios gliſſenynge perls

  arowſyd and effuſyd bij howr feruid heet and furie weare

  hurlyd howght, ſtrewen accroſs they firmimend bij they

  frenzie of thes coſmick Daunc of Howr Eros,

  howr chereſſhyd Offrynge and Pæan to Venus,

  magickally tranſfourmynge into a ſcyntillatynge

  ſprynklynge in they twylytte and cryattynge a priſteen

  myriæd of cryſtalls in they ſkye, a dazellynge mælſtromb

  of heyndleſs galyxies of ſterres as no mortall yees weare hewyr

  bleſſyd to merwel vpponne befoor, yth ſo tymely in thes belatyd laſt

  for aull they Vnyuerſe to behould in prefeſſon of they Strenghthe,

  they Powr, they Hewyrlaſtynge Buity of Howr Loffe,


  
    and

    — for aull bwt thou and I —

    ſolely in vnattaynabyll aſpyracion,

    aſtoniſſhyd rewerenc,

    and aw ...
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  [image: O]! whot I hauef diſcouert in thee, My Buityfoll, Buityfoll Frende, extents farre beyound eny ſoperfitial æſthetick that leſſr men hauef oonlie begoun to ſey in there blyndnes and ignoraunce, mirely wiſſyynge to poſſes thee for there owyn as ſwmme conqwrryd orniment to flawnt for they enuye of ſtroynger or acqwintaunce, lykke they tamyd bwt brokin byrd condemt for a lyfetyme in a cayge, and mirely for they ſin of ytts Good-geuyn aloor, they ſwett charem of ytts chirefoll ſoung. No, I hauef fownde in thee ſwmtyngg ſo ſyngilar and myracoulous, ſwmtyngg that I ſchwld oonlie want to ſett fry, and ytt hys oonlie in that ſinc and for that purpooſs that I woold loffe to climbe, no, ſoarr! to they grehytiſt ſoummits of Loffe and Diuoyne Experiaunce whythe thee in thes lyfe.


  ¶My Deriſt Frende, hefe circomſtaunce woold alow at dyſtyme I woold ſaye let ws walk togithyr throgh howr exiſtaunce in thes worlld, let ws byld ane homb in they countrie, reſe chelderne and petts, flowrs and vegytabylls togithyr, let ws reſe howrſelfes, and ſo eyſily ytt woold ſeem, to hyttes that hoders hauef rayrely iuen dreemt of. I hauef larnyd enow in lyfe to kno that I can nowth ſempylly grawnth vpponne ane hoder ſwche ane hapines, that ſwche hys a tyngg whe can oonlie do for howrſelfes, bwt I thynke that togithyr thou and I coold healpe eche hoder reuyle that grehyter hapines and peſſe of mynd weche lyes whythinne ws aull.


  ¶They fludde gaytes of my hart art ſtraynyd in there deſyr to by oppenyd in thy direccion; they damm that I hauef bwilt to kipe thes reſirwor of affeccion inſyde hys borſtynge at ytts ſimes, and ytt woold oonlie tak a fewe ſempyll wordes from thee to reliſe ytt whythe aull ytts powr aull thy waye. I thynke that I woold do enytyngg to hauef thee heyr bij my ſyde, bwt hefe aull that I can hauef at dyſtyme hys bwt a dreem, a rapſodick mirayge of whot ytt coold by to walk hande-in-hande togithyr whythe thee throgh lyfe, I thynke that iuſt migth by whot wyl ſey mea throgh dyſtyme of ſtruggell and aduarſitie, and whottewyr ytt migth by that Prowidence chale brynge for ws in tyme to cwm.


  ¶A moment in thy compenie, hefe oonlie whythe thy diſtaunt voyce to ſhar a fewe brife bwt geantle wordes, fylls my Sawle whythe thouwts of they eſſenſe of aull exiſtaunce, of Criaſcion and aull Eternitie. I brithe in a ſygh of relife, and as eche inſpyracion brynges renuwyd lyfe to mea I fynde my inter byin compleetly ſetyd whythe a vnyuerſalle kynde of Loffe. My hart ſwelles whythe a warme glowe from deppe whythinne, a vyrtuall lewmineſſaunce of my Spirite, they radiaunce of weche ſuſtayns mea throgh thes voyde, thes crewl and emptie vncertantie of aull that lyes befoor mea in tyme, and befoor mea in ſpeſſe. Thy preſaunce in my lyfe hys they candell that lyttes my waye throgh thes darkneſſe, thes yowrnay throgh they vndrworlld, thes plaſſe wher I chale by confrountynge dimons from whythowght and whythinne, a triall grehyter then eny inconteryd befoor in thes lyfe; and yth conqwrr thowſe dimons I mwſte, ytt hys a ſacryd purpooſs for weche I hauef cwm thes farre and lyft ſo meſs behynde, for thar hys a grehyter powr weche haſt browth mea heyr to rediſcower a Sawle onc thouwt ſo vary loſſyd, and ane hoder Sawle growen wery befoor ytts tyme weche on ytts waye I nowe mwſte ſent.


  
    ¶Bwt hefe I coold, My Frende, hefe thou woold, I woold cwm bak for thee in they heynd ...

  


  
    ¶

    Vntell I har thyne aungelick wiſſper

    ſo nire in my dreems, onc moare,

    from thes afarre,

  


  
    I heyr remayne

    Thy Specyalle Frende,

    forewyr,


    Roanalde
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    Herk nowe, Dere Reders,

    hyde nowth of thes Loffe,

    For ower thes Dreem

    dyd I nowth Portayge;


    
      They grehyt Oaſſis weche heyr

      haſt bine ſpookyn of,

      Whas nowtyngg moare

      then a Graund Mirayge!

    


    
      F i n i s

      d
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