              Searchlight

Is man the product of his own seeing,

A self-caused image worshipped on his shelf?

He changes his shape, but not his being.

His thinking is the echo of himself.

Self-awareness finds its reflected edge.

Finiteness treads the surface of its bog.

Limitation begins to force a wedge

Out through starving darkness and toxic fog.

Tunnels of experience fracture meaning.

Impression samples pieces through a screen,

Grasps at filaments of understanding.

Undecoded, filtered Light remains unseen.

Identity studies its own reflection

In similarity, yet is alone.

Uncertainty cannot cause connection.

Incomplete is reflected in unknown.

The Matrix of causal purpose shining

On bent mirrors which distort Its image

Speaks through Its straight Mirror for Its finding

By the searchers who receive Its message.
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