​Unity Consciousness


Yes—
Lighting candles is a beginning,
Scripture a lamp on the path.
Tefillin wraps the longing soul
in memory and vow.
Daily parashah lifts the veil of mind—
but these are only starts.
These are fingers tracing the sky.
For the 613 rise like mountains,
and one could climb forever.
But to transcend—
to pass beyond the mind’s mirror,
to let go of what appears,
to see the illusion dissolve 
that is the tending of the rose.
That is watering from​ Temple's ​source.
All else is thorn-pulling from stems
while forgetting the soil.
To say:
"I am Jewish. I am Catholic. I am Italian.
I am Black. I am White."
—these are garments of dust.
Beautiful, yes.
Woven with meaning.
But not the core.
The problem lies not in the robe,
but in the claim.
In the grasp.
In the mine.
Say rather:
I Am That I Am.
And let the robes fall silent.
Transcend—
​ also, remove the thorns.
  
When hatred stirs,
in any body—
in any soul or land,
when it begins to rise like storm-swollen rivers,
it is the sacred task
of the one who sees
to dam its flow,
to halt its growth,
to say: No. Not here. Not now.
For the seed of fire, unchecked,
will one day ask the forest why it burns.
But Love—
Ah, Love!
When a mother gazes upon her child,
and sees not only her child,
but every child,
the sacred echo of all wombs past and present—
when she knows this Love is not hers,
but Love itself,
then she awakens.
Then she rests in Unity,
where no borders of blood,
no fences of flag or name
can divide the eternal.
Then every son is her son.
And only then
will swords forget their names.
Unity dawns when a mother
sees not just her child
but the face of every son
in the gaze of her own,
Unity dawns.
Then war dissolves.
And the world, at last,
remembers how to bloom in Love and Wisdom.

