spiral

the ever-tightening spiral

descends

relieving one of one's balance

one's perspective

one's motivation lost

depression when mixed

with imagination

leads readily to 

escape

an escape that binds that constricts

and yet that frees

can balance be right

when balance leads to

events with significance

and without significance lies

true freedom

for one has no worries

none of the drive that

makes of humans human slaves

following that ambition

that taunts and beckons

ever receding as

the slave approaches

a promise never fulfilled

empty

madness is empty too

unguided and unbound

it is a freedom that

can perplex only

those who follow that

empty dream of ambition

madness imprisons also

for it allows but limited commerce

with the slave world

forcing one who is free

to stay that way

and preventing

when the madness is pure

even the possibility of ever being bound

again

to enter the madness

requires a rite of passage

a leap of faith

for he who has left the cliff

by committing himself to unrestricting 

yet unsupporting and unguiding air

but wait!

for gravity pulls controls

can the escape of madness be but another illusion

that once committed to it

is discovered to have restraints less

giving and forgiving

than slave-world sanity

when the choice lies between

two prisons

two evils

who can choose

and choose I must

without proper foreknowledge

toying playing

trying to uncover those secrets

lying within the madness

without taking that ever-binding leap

toying with it

testing the water as it were

trying to walk the imperceptibly thin line

of garnering the most

knowledge

so that the informed coice is again

possible

without leaning out too

far and succumbing

to the sweet restfulness

the avsince of worry

promised by the madness

all the world all existence

prejudicing clouding

the decision that is mine and yet not

mine for when they cloud the way sufficiently

they can lead me down the wrong path

it is the random gamble of

out-guessing another

ro the choice is mine but to make

the right choice I must out-guess

he who paints the road-signs

did he paint them falsely hoping

I would trust
or truly thinking I would not

back to false again with the thought

and further how can I trust

even my own

and ever-growing ever-spinning ever-unbalanced

paranoia for what if he who paints the signs

supports my interest

how can one out-guess another without

fifty-fifty risk when the nature

of the other is unknown

Do I take the plunge?

