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Foreword

If it is ok with you I would like to write a forward?
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Proem

O Muse. You have been called upon before

By men to inflame the mind's eye and bring

To full vision, not just the tales of lore,

Nor the simple deeds alone, but to sing

Of the surrounding Good - or e'en the sting

That painful acts inflict - to bring to light 

Deeper Truth and Beauty, not just the thing

Itself - for succored by your second sight,

With such a gift, a man can see aright.



And so we ask that you join to our pen 

Your voice and song to cease the formation

Of sterile and stale amusements that men

Quick confuse with their God-given station

As Keepers of Truths. We are a nation

Most dumb and mute, who, unable to speak,

Have lost the art of knowing. Oration,

Misplaced by men, your heart and tongue we seek.

With God-given gift, tell of the first week.

























The First Day

In the Beginning was God. Father, Son

Spirit. Speaker, Word, Song; Passion, Servant,

Wisdom; Music, Lyric, Dance. They are One.

God - indwelling majesty, in fervent 

Adoration for the Other. Vibrant,

Living love, sweet aroma, spoken Word -

Filling all with joy. With such love the scent

Took shape, though formless and void. Then the Lord

Of all creation Spoke. Love was outpoured.



"LET THERE BE LIGHT," the thunderous Voice bespoke;

The word itself was planted in the Deep;

In the stillness of the void, Light awoke.

Sown for the righteous, it began to sweep

Through fields unknown, where new waters sleep.

Light made glad the Heart of Him who saw it:

Laughing loud with joy, joy rich and long steeped 

In love and Music's Melody, where writ

In ages unrevealed, true Beauty's wit. 



Light laughed aloud along untasted roads,

Glimmering, shimmering fast it did dance,

Making holy love to the watered loads

Of the bright and high heavenly expanse.

On the light laughed, through the glist'ning romance

Of stillness and void. The bright sunless skies,

Spread out over the deep waters advance,

Took all in hand and in light did baptize.

And it was good in the Maker's bright eyes.



"I name you Day" the Maker spoke aloud.

"From Dawn till Dusk you'll dance and laugh for joy.

Bright will you shine: cheerful, warm and unbowed.

Through two of three your light will light employ

To shine on words and worlds - some proud, some coy -

The gleaming, glist'ning, gladsome grace of light.

This grace no darkness will or can destroy.

Each morning will arise and put to flight

The blackness and the myst'ry I call Night"



Each morning ray foretells of Light to come:

A Light to pierce the darkness of the grave;

To bring a fire to bodies cold and numb;

A valley light, old dusty bones to save.

Lightnings flash, footsteps thunder on the wave

Where passes Light Himself, on paths unseen.

Through waters great Light burst forth strong and brave

To taste the dark of death and swallow clean

The cup of His bride, His daughter, His Queen.



In this true light all other lights are known;

In Him alone we see the light as light.

For righteousness and joy this light is sown

Upon the hearts of all who are upright.

In light He comes to break the waters might

And ride the depths in splendrous majesty;

The Day is His, His also is the Night

In which to break Himself upon the sea

Of death - our pain, and our iniquity.

























The Second Day

A new day and a fresh scent to explore.

The light again came forth from darkness deep:

With wings of flame unwearied light did soar

Across wide waters newly waked from sleep.

Alone on silent waters bright lights leap.

Through unnamed air, through vast unnamed expanse

Came Light Himself to glory speak and reap

His words unharvested - "Let waters dance."

His voice split wake and wind both like a lance.



Waters cleaved, and leaving water behind,

Water rose in joy and searched out its end.

The Namer of all things with words refined

Spoke again and named the fresh golden wind.

In the book beyond time where names are penned, 

Deep Heaven joined the ranks of Day and Night.

That great expanse defined thus, He did send

A holy scent into the far flung light,

A scent of future glory, future sight.



The waters teemed, and crashed and clapped their hands.

From deep to deep, they through Deep Heaven called;

Round roar of breaking waves did race the winds

In Holy Spirit speed and state un-stalled.  

The wind was fresh, with Heaven's scent enthralled,

With hint of promise, hope, and grace fresh born.

Upon the surface of the deep was scrawled

The Name of Him whom angels would adorn

With glory, praise and honor - we, with scorn.



But from Deep Heaven to the depths below

Him whom the angels sing would humbly come,

His grace and mirth and yearning heart to show.

And to His Name from hearts once cold and numb

Would flow bright songs of joy through mouths once dumb.

In that strong hour the Deep would call to deep

And darkness unto light would swift succumb;

The stone that covers all 'neath Sheol's sleep

Would never more find hole nor home to keep.



For Living Water cannot long be kept

Beneath the mountain-weight of mankind's curse.

And though for three long days it might have slept,

The spring must breathe and once again traverse

The landscape of man's troubled and adverse

Position in the eyes of holy Light.

For us the Living Spring did take that curse

And run the downhill course of mankind's plight

In order that we might reach Heaven's height.



The waters heaved as darkness filled the sky;

Deep Heaven charged ahead into the night.

The Maker watched in pleasure from on High

The evening capture all of morning's light.

Through crest and foam the fresh scent kept its flight

As Spirit hovered long above the deep.

And though no earthly eyes have seen that sight,

The Maker loved to watch the waters leap

And plunge into the new world's second sleep.

























The Third Day

On the third morn, when passing dark to light,

The fresh cloven verse of waters below

And above seemed good in the Maker's sight.

Still, beneath the waves and water's flow

A word unlike the deep began to grow.

"Let waters 'neath the heavens find their place;

And let dry land appear" - it would be so.

The Maker laughed - a smile upon His face -

For this new word would know a coming grace.



Beneath the Heavens stretched out like a tent,

The world stood fixed on firm foundation-might,

Covered by the deep as with a garment.

Then, waters washing o'er the mountains' height

Received the thunder's word and took to flight.

Rebuked, they fled; the mountains stretched its back.

Delivered from the water's womb, delight

Coursed quickly through the ridges rising track

And fed the falling of the valleys black.



"I name you Earth" rang out the Maker's song.

"Be firm - I place you fixed against the wave.

When tempests tear, and storms surround, stand strong.

When whirlwinds rise and waste the sky, be brave.

Though pounding Seas may on your shores engrave

Their story and, in time, consume your sand -

Forget not, I am He who always saves.

'Thus far, no farther' was their first command.

And so, against proud waves I make you stand."



Mountains reached skyward to fix in embrace

The Heavens' messengers of wind and flame.

Chasms delved deeper in search of the place

Where fire and water are called by one name -

The core of this fresh world's new-founded frame.

Unsalted water carved canyons and lanes

While hills with graceful bows danced to the same

Laughter of music that, with sweet refrains,

Brings all to being in the Maker's domains.



Still more did the Maker have in His mind

To sing into life, that fertile third day.

"Let the Earth bring forth plants of varied kinds

Bearing seeds, that trees indeed might display

Their fruit while flowers share their sweet bouquet 

With the winds, and herbs grow green in the sun."

And it was so, for the pow'r of His lay -

Fecundity itself - when once begun,

Outstrips the void and cannot be undone.



The Maker's music, high in Heaven heard,

Through Earth, as well, still swells and all sustains.

Its magic moves and, metered by the Word,

Rings with the rhythmic song of sovereign reign.

All nature sings aloud their joyous strains -

While mountains praise with earthy voice and true,

The meadows clothed and valleys decked with grain

Rejoice in rolling notes of golden hue,

And rivers clap their hands of richest blue.



Another morning gone and evening come,

The first to set upon a spreading land.

As light to darkness slowly did succumb

The Maker saw the doings of His hand.

And as His kindly eyes o'er all things scanned

He judged the things He had made - as He should -

Reflecting on what came of His command;

The trees grew green and tall, the mountains stood,

The third day come and gone, and it was good.

























The Fourth Day

From outside the bright and unending light

The Word and Speaker spoke their love as One.

Words, rich with life and song, with pure delight,

Took shape in Heaven Deep as mighty sons

And daughters, too; empty space now undone.

Seven Lords and Ladies the Speaker Made

To govern times and seasons now begun.

With spoken steps they learned to walk and wade

And waltz through Deepest Heaven unafraid.



"LADY LUNA, Silver Huntress," said He,

"To you I give the long night; serve her well.

Though you wax and wane, through melancholy 

Moods show inconstancy, and some compel

To madness, you impart through dewy spell

Rhythm and maturity, granting sleep

And drench of dream to weary heads. Farewell

To day and with him, hurried thoughts that creep

Across the mind. Mother, My children keep. 



"MERCURIUS," He spoke, "with wingéd foot

You will fly. To you I give mankind's speech,

That by your art they may learn to love what

I have said. By words and sounds you will teach

Them the depth of creation's beauty. Each

Of my words, with quicksilver-like glory,

Fill the earth; your words they will use to preach

My grace, train their youth, and bless the hoary-

Haired heads; to live and to love the story.



"BRIGHTEST VENUS," said He, "Sweet Morning Star,

I give to you love and society. 

Your beauty shining copper-like on far,

Distant fertile fields, in chaste piety,

Will bring them children in variety.

Awake to love, these I will form from clay;

Teach them to care, and with propriety

To hold one another dear. I, today,

Have shown you love; love which they must obey.



"SOL," He said, "Unto you I give the day.

You are the son of light, giver of gold

And wisdom, chasing mists of doubt away.

Like a man, strong in valiant youth, take hold

The reins your chariot offers and be bold

In your conquest of the sky. Come, Bridegroom,

Leave your nuptial tent and search out the cold

Surface of earth, her power to chill consume.

Kiss the earth with warm joy; bring her to bloom. 



"MARS SYLVANUS, to you I give mankind,"

Said He, "And all his efforts to succeed. 

He will strive in life, mastery to find,

That his world may be without any need.

War will rise, for impossible, indeed,

This is apart from Me. With iron staff

You will teach him the art of planting seed;

Hands will work, discerning true wheat from chaff.

Come Harvest, hearts will cheer, red cheeks will laugh.  



"JOCUND JUPITER: Unto you I give

Life and laughter, and vernal jollity.

Winter is gone; teach your subjects to live

In light of the Great Feast. Eternity

Will be their end. With ripe hilarity

Share with them the Joke: red wine served in tin;

Mighty king, as bells sing and banners flee

Before the wind, teach my children to grin,

To laugh, and to love, for Me they will win.



"WISE SATURNUS, Old Father Time," He said,

"To you I give the leaden weight of age.

The fruit of the branch must yellow, and, dead,

Fall to the ground. But my children will wage 

War with death. This they must not do. Assuage

Their fears. Tell them of seeds and how they grow,

For thus their bodies enter the next stage.

Bearing resurrected fruit they must go

To the four winds, your full purpose to show.



THUS HE SPAKE, and thus they were: sevenfold

Deities to rule the life-filled heaven.

They govern times and seasons from of old;

They are of His Host, the captains Seven:

Lords and Ladies, formed for the sake of men.

Servants of all, they only bow the knee

To One, before Whom they have always been,

And in His presence they find they are free

To be what they were created to be.



For in Him is all Light - golden and wise;

He keeps those who sleep 'neath the silver light.

He is the true Man - with fire in His eyes,

Glistening love, and true solid delight,

He sends for His Bride, and all through the night

Feasts in the laughter and joy of His love.

For by Death He has bought her; death she might

Have tasted but for His grace. By the Dove

Death has died. Glory be to God above.

























The Fifth Day

What can the stars of morning do but sing?

Which harmonies of heaven go untried?

Their music moves with light and angel-wing,

And fills with song the whole, both deep and wide,

Till all of Heav'n and Earth with joy supplied

Sings Glory to the Maker and His mirth -

The beauty of His song they cannot hide.

Then, with bright crescendo, the sun's first birth

Came that fifth morning upon the young Earth.



The Maker in His mirth and playful grace

Again with living words began His theme:

"Let seas and all their fullness now embrace

A swarming host of life; let waters teem

With creatures great and small in depths unseen.

And let birds fly in Heaven's high expanse,

To wing from early dawn to evening's gleam,

To join their rhythmic music to the dance

And find a home midst Earth and wind's romance."



And it was so - the words in flesh were formed:

A flying host of birds explored the skies,

While creatures of the sea in glory swarmed.

Upon the winds and waves these chiefs did rise,

And shone with goodness in the Maker's eyes.

He blessed them, bade them fill the earth and sea:

"Be fruitful in your dance, and multiply."

The governors dispersed, to wave and tree,

To reef and ridge, to find fecundity. 



I, Muse, must speak - my mouth will not be still.

A creature shaped this day, unmatched in form

And power, calls upon my feeble skill

To sing this beast that battles wind and storm,

To bring before your eyes that ancient worm,

Leviathan - a wonder from His hand.

Alone above all creatures midst the swarm

The Maker gave him might none can withstand,

A dragon of the deep, of sea and land.



My tongue will not forget his goodly frame!

His limbs are strong and thick like trees full grown,

Unflinching skin no other beast can claim.

A spine of shields together tightly sewn,

From out his nostrils singeing smoke is blown;

A torch of belching flame from deep within

Ignites a spark that breaks apart the stone.

The ground beneath him shakes, earthquakes begin,

When from the seaside strides Leviathan.



In latter days, though, his ways strayed from peace -

Consumed with pride, his heart was turned to stone;

He would not kiss the Son, nor will he cease

To seek an open path to seize the throne -

To claim the Maker's scepter for his own.

The sword to no avail, will stay his heat,

No spear, no dart, no javelin well-thrown

Will match his pow'r, nor can his anger meet.

And yet, his head will crack beneath our feet.



This highest of all beasts like lightning fell.

This twisting, fleeing serpent from the sea

Has brought upon his head his own death knell.

The dragon will be slain, though strong he be,

For stronger still the Maker, on a tree,

Restores a fallen world, makes all things new.

He wades through dragon-storm, sea snake-debris,

And though His heel was pricked (the nails went through),

He keeps un-fouled the beautiful, the true.



What can the stars of morning do but sing?

Which harmonies of Heav'n have gone untried?

This melody all angels long to sing

And bring a piece of Heaven to His bride,

Though never has the Spirit left her side.

The evening of the fifth day came at last.

It lingered on the promise still implied,

But soon the stars were in their fields massed -

Another day of Maker's good had passed.

























The Sixth Day

"Arise, O Sol! And let your glory shine!

Sing light, bright sky-lord, bridegroom in the east!

Arise and leave your nuptial tent behind;

Heav'n's course awaits your joy - the sky, its priest.

Illumined by your light, night having ceased,

Creation all - swift birds of every wing,

The creatures great and small that swarm the seas -

Has gathered on your morning path to sing

Their prime of praise unto creation's King."



The Maker's mirth again, six mornings strong,

Awoke with words unheard, to fill the Earth. 

"Let from the dust," began the Maker's song,

"All kinds of living creatures find their birth:

Things creeping, crawling - let all kinds go forth

With beasts and livestock, covering the land."

And it was so. The Maker bestowed worth,

Rejoiced, declared all things that from His hand

Went forth were good. Still, greater things were planned.



"Let us make man - an image of our grace -

Our likeness fleshed in dust, with blood and bone.

And let them have dominion o'er each place -

To lordly sit upon creation's throne -

O'er every living thing that I have sown."

So in His image God created man -

And in His likeness was His image sewn,

Both male and female God created man,

And set him over sea and sky and land.



The Lord, Yahweh, formed from the dust unsown

(When mist, not rain, brought water to the land)

A man - his shape stood lifeless and alone.

But Yahweh breathed and life flowed through the man -

A living creature formed by Yahweh's hand.

Now, in the sunrise lands, upon a hill,

Four rivers were, by Eden's garden, spanned.

Within, He placed the man, to grow in skill,

To work the land, and learn the Maker's will.



Soon after this the Lord, Yahweh, decreed:

"It is not good that man should be alone -

A helper I will make to suit his need."

Then every living being the man was shown -

He gave each one a name to be its own.

For Adam though, no helper could be found - 

No other creature of his flesh and bone

To tend the garden, tilling virgin ground,

To be his helper, queen and glory-crown.



Therefore the Maker brought the man into

A death of sorts, though death was not yet known,

And from his side a single rib withdrew,

While Adam, breathing deepest sleep, lay prone

Within the garden, naked and alone.

Thus Yahweh took the rib from Adam's side,

And fashioned fresh a woman from the bone -

To stand with man, to be his faithful bride,

To call his home her own, and there abide.



When Adam woke, and saw the woman there,

He broke into a song, a poem of praise:

"At last, this bone and flesh, though far more fair,

Are like unto my own, as are her ways

Of speech, to be my joy in life's long days.

She, Woman, shall be called, being taken from

Man's frame." Thus in his house he will not stay,

But cleave unto his wife, one flesh become.

And to the other's bliss they will succumb.



The Maker blessed them, giving them this word:

"Be fruitful, multiply and fill the earth -

Subdue it, have dominion, be its lord -

But govern wisely - know of each their worth;

Creation comes to be kept by your mirth,

To share your joy - to follow your command.

Though from the dust and bone you have your birth,

My image rests on you and makes you stand

As priest and king, to serve and rule this land."



The morning and the evening: the sixth day.

The Maker's eyes rejoiced o'er what was made,

The mighty works He wrought, Creation's lay:

Strong light from darkness born, the waters splayed,

Dry land from depths had formed, the mountains stayed,

Full gardens, fields of green, and fruitful woods.

Both fish and birds the Maker's voice obeyed,

As did the beasts of land - and then man stood.

Thus God saw all, and it was very good.

























The Seventh Day

In pale blue song a seventh morning etched

Upon the sky the Maker's full delight.

Creation now complete, the Spirit stretched

Across unpeopled lands the blessing bright

Of Sol, in conquest of the western night.

This third announcement bid creation stand

In Sabbath rest, to feast on joy and light,

To sing the Maker's praise with open hand

Held high, receiving grace to bless the land.



The Maker rested on the seventh day,

Declared it holy, set apart, and blessed -

A final gift to guard man and convey

Him safely through his fruitful work to rest.

Six days of labor, one day to digest

The festive grace of fellowship with God.

A day to sit beside the Maker, dressed

In robes of righteousness and peace, to laud

And magnify this love both deep and broad.



Creation's spheres danced to the tune of joy -

They swirled and breathed an ancient harmony,

Enwreathed in restful grace, with peace employed

To make the music of Deep Heav'n agree

With Earthly instruments and melody.

The center on which all revolved was this:

His Beauty, Goodness, Truth - the Trinity.

Abundance flowed forth from His hand for bliss,

For blessing, rest, contented happiness.



A Sabbath wholeness thus is found when we

Partake in Him - with thought of self ignored -

In tune with Heaven's spheres and artistry,

In praise of our God's grace most freely poured

Upon a people who have been restored.

To lay down arms, to raise our hands in praise -

To worship then, is what this world is for.

To offer every action, every thought and gaze,

In thankful sacrifice, for all our days.



For worship takes creation as it is

And builds a city full of living stones.

A culture rises from the clay and says:

"For glory was I made, but not my own.

To sing, to work, to play before the throne -

In this is fullness, and my freedom, found.

For this my skin and ev'ry sinew sewn;

For this my heart keeps beat with Heaven's round,

For this my soul is stirred to see Him crowned."



Now praise the Maker! All Creation praise!

Sing joyful exultations to His name!

Work hard and hardy play through all your days -

Bring mind and heart with all your given frame

Before His Majesty with great acclaim!

With this deed culture plows and seeds your soul -

To lay aside your pride, and swallow shame,

To stand before the One who makes you whole,

Who purifies your praise with burning coal.



And with your worship, rest and leisure find -

For in this act the Maker meets your need.

He knows your frame, the weakness of your mind

The frailty of your limbs, the lust, the greed -

But from this fallen frame you have been freed.

Redemption raises you on eagles wings

To soar above the heights, and there to feed

Upon the ancient heritage of kings,

To wash away your tears in Heaven's springs.



Epilogue



Perhaps you wonder why within this lay

Amidst descriptions of the Maker's mirth,

I, Muse, do mix a picture of sin's sway.

Tis true - the Goodness of the Heav'ns and Earth

As first were seen by man's unfallen birth

Could never be too highly praised in song.

Exceeding all we know to be of worth

The Beauty of those seven days was strong,

Their Truth so fair, no ugliness belonged.



But even in the framework of this world

A lamb was slain, redemption songs were penned.

The Maker knew - afore all things unfurled -

His mind, the costly blood He wished to spend,

The harms and broken hearts He yearned to mend.

And so, though Goodness reigned those seven days -

To Truth and Beauty both there seemed no end -

The Maker built a platform for His grace:

A tree, on which His own Son He would place.



And so we see our history unfold;

The Maker's plans within Creation laid.

From formlessness, the story here is told;

A people born - a fall - a promise made

To one day come again with brightest blade

Forged for the slaying of that ancient worm;

A Captain brave who will death's lands invade;

A Spirit given cold hearts to transform;

A Whirlwind off'ring shelter from the storm.
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