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AS IT IS. No 1.

As it is, all who confront the passageway of life's journey, because the air is too oppressive discover the nature of being in the world, once the breaking out of the confines has been achieved; the wonderment of it all is that it comes from within - a response to being there, there in the world, in the mirror of life's happenings, here, some walk through the thicket of thorns, aided by the scratches that draw blood momentarily; others turn their backs on the world only to blush again and again through life regretting, once in a while, on reflection the succumbing to the pressure for the rewards of the moment with all the promises of parenthood, of being daughters and sons expecting the inevitable on a plate while the scales in the hand have only a mythical presence, that is, when they are level, and when the image is seductive, and it is better that way with all the caveats, of being mistaken for another, whilst going about doing this and that in the world; it is then, that all the stories told by those trusted folk, those stories - which portray the villains and sinful folk that have sentences that never seem to end; it is at this time when one is most troubled and the need is there to be elsewhere - after the time spent reading the manuals and scriptures of life's standards, and after all debts have been paid it is the time of real pressure, a dangerous time when to sell all the expectations that life can offer, because to do otherwise  is momentarily less comfortable, just because there is still a view of the horizon beyond the garden gate, and while it is all too much for some it is detrimental  to the desired outcome to delay the outgoing journey, the purpose of which is to stand independently, to wonder at the world and to attain some kind of knowledge in relativism, of how other people think, just in case there is too much certainty in belief, in how things are, or how they should be, that is, at a time when things may seem to be as they are, and it is said that anyone with any common sense would come to the same conclusion, all things being equal, that is what they say as if it could be so, all things being equal and everything would deteriorate slowly, come to an end and decompose, but life in all its variable objectifications isn't like that, the will is still there, there are of course relatively empty spaces and the numbers are increasing and decreasing all the while - still there is the counting of days and celebrations and anniversaries whilst others mourn their losses; we are like all things, we go on only as long as we can, in this respect there are only greater and lesser forces – thus, when the two meet,  one has to give way or suffer the consequences, as with the juggernaut on the motorway it is better not to get in the way of its progress, it is this lesson, that for the will to sustain is insufficient in itself, it had to be and has to be at all costs, to succeed, for the most part the costs were, and still are, borne by others, yet while all this is carrying on as before the slaughter on a grand scale carries on, trapped underfoot the minute unseen things are trampled with each step, be they taken with hesitant or purposeful stride; cries of 'here I am', pass into oblivion and there are alternative steps to take, other territorial claims to make, to test - where almost immediately the familiar paths, uncharted, unrecognised are erased - no longer does the certainty exist as it did before, but there is something there, something passing through, the countless numbers of neutrinos, so many to the second, we don't notice them, the universe is like that, so many things come and go without being noticed - just as the fishermen’s nets catch only the fish too large to pass through the mesh - here it is that a different course of action should have been taken, but how could the fishes know, or anyone know that, when the power of hindsight isn't a reality, but only  an imaginary power given to imagined characters in books of fiction, but, where a different course wasn't taken and in the darkest of nights the dreamer heard, the nailing to the cross, or caught a glimpse of the spiders web - here there is certainty, though sanity and hope may be clung on to - for these are the signs of inevitability, they are signs too late to heed, like the past, a vision through a moving train window it passes quickly as a reminder that the journey will soon, come to an end.
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