Philosophical Exercises
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Is that how finite beings (such as you and me)

should be seen? As some kind of transcendental unity,

the mind, intangible, caught in the maze we call mortality. 

a transcendental unity you might say, conditioned by 

the painful anticipation of a final inevitability?

(to use words now grown ancient,

 borrowed from the dialect Kant forged 

in the fervour of his Copernican Revolution)

Allow that I’m a finite creature, whose mind,

prehensile, grasps the empty acres

of infinity. That same mind compels me to measure 

its brevity against the boundless sweep 

of that unfathomable cosmic sea.

Can anybody teach me to avoid the 

paradoxes locked into the syntax 

of the antique Kantian tongue?

What else can I be, but some kind of 

transcendental unity, that fleetingly glows

incandescent, against that empty night?

A unity of anguish, the tragic masterpiece

sculpted by some long departed deity, 

whose creative acts all must founder, 

entangled in the cruel bonds of necessity?
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Imagine again, how you

are compacted of the dense

intricacies of flesh. 

How this flesh writhes and burns

with a hot, unknowing desire,

fated to be consumed by each

each successive mortality.

Yet still flesh blindly strives

towards a fitful kind of clarity

From its dumb witlessness

an incoherent voice is sounded

with a passion to discover song.

Through the song it shapes

its yearning. As keening notes

modulate toward speech,

articulate towers rise up

where only silence used

to reach. Vibrating through

substance and solidity,

the word can now be spoken.

A world will coalesce 

about these syllables of power.

In the garden there is order

amid the rank blossoming.
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