
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
formlessness… 
a spirit 
an essence. 
      its patience waits out form 
                                      to see it and smashes 
                                      through its distinctions 
                                                  to the opening and closing gape of chaos 
                                                                             and the quiet violence of separation 
                                                                                                                   without a voice. 
                                                                                                                   nothing left in the meditation  
                                                                                                                                      but the impurities left behind. 
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