Eisegesis

A moment in time, in media res.
Every encounter, every spark of life
A vast microcosm, as we hurdle
Through space and time toward a sunless future:
A puppet to fate.

A sudden cosmic barrage breaks the hold,
Tearing me back to gritty reality.
A noxious smog chokes me and fills my lungs,
Existential horror, piercing the armor:
A drowning ideal.

Yet for a moment, my hand is held strong.
Above the roiling chaos, my heart soars.
As life’s themes lock into place, I begin
To see a gestalt of realities:
A boundless fugue state.

The shadowed firmament, twinkling with light,
Invites my gaze to a realm beyond Neptune.
The depths of the expanse, the void stares back.
But [ marvel at the furthest we have gone:

The bold voyager.

The journey reaches a peak and I catch
A glimpse of Eden beyond transience.
The moment in time, that fleeting Gnosis:
A dream, for all journeys meet their end by
The mortal limitation.

Yet this moment in time passes quickly
And the pang of time passed is bittersweet.
Humanity conflates order with Truth,
And so, the pursuit of Gnosis will be:
Order Denying.
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