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I turned and saw Peter Simmons eying me with a
worried expression on his face.
"Didn't you see it?"
"See what?" he asked.
I looked around the backyard. Everyone had remained

oblivious to the near divine intruding on their mundane
existence.
"Nothing," I said. "There was nothing here to see."
"Would you like another drink?" Peter asked. I spoke
and conviction filled my words for the first time in a long
time.
"NO, NO. I will not drink again. Goodnight, Peter.
Thanks for the invitation."
And I turned from him and drove home.
And that is the story of the source of my partial
regeneration. I have not smoked or drunk since then, and
other habits of mine have become less compulsively selfdestructive. I have not found religion {at least in the traditional sense}, as you suggestedin your letter, and I am not

a member of any twelve-step group.
Not yet. Those two words and her breath on my ear as
she spoke to me, are the only moments of coherency I've
needed to continue in this random, blood-drenched world.
I do not know if they will return for me on this side of
the grave, and in this respect it does not matter; I will never
lose the small bit of True Country that dwells in my chest.
The interior alchemy is slow, and I'm still capable of
grossly selfish motivations. But I have been touched and I
will always allow that touch to influence any decision I
make or action I undertake from this point onwards.
It's strange. When I interact with another human being
and I allow what little I've seen of the True Country to
enter my conscious mind, it seems for a moment as if their
eyes take on the cast of the Lady's, or they move with the
dignity of Alex Winston or the leonine grace of the ElfLord, and for a moment we bask in what is untainted, and
walk through the flowered meadows and hear the strange
beautiful bird choruses of Ephel Douin, the True Country.

GYPSY MELODY AND SOME UNES FROM siua:
by David Sparenberg
green music
like green gypsies
like angels'
budding touches
sweet violins
swirl around me
high pitched
circling laughter
warm
like my woman's brown eyes
the brown earth
of a bountiful, nurturing smile
come sunlight, daylight,
make me happy
let art
be a bell of freedom
let passionate kisses
defeat
my unanswered questions
with smiling flesh
or ripe desires
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cast off
old shadows, sorrow
violins, violins
do not labor

ah, music, cascade-moments
eyelids
of inviting glances
like green... Nur

lih me rather
onto the strings of joy
into the wet spring
the moondance summer
pied
flowerbeds of life

im Raum der Ruhmung darf die
Klagt
gthn, die Nympht dts gtwtintm
Q~lls

let poetry be a bell
let us celebrate
before we fade
into the blue moods
of autumn
and the gray
nuances of twilight

Only
in the Realm of Praising
does Lament
venture
... niche trubt.:
untroubled

