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For Gangaji, the lineage of Ramana Maharshi, and the ever-present silence that calls us home.










Preface


A single moment—


a breath, a pause, a stillness—


and something within us stirs.


Perhaps it is recognition. Perhaps remembering.


There is a joy not bound by circumstance, a stillness that does not waver, a presence that has never left. It moves like ripples across water, like the wake of a boat long gone, yet still shaping the surface.


This collection is an invitation—an unfolding into that wake of joy, into the waves of awakening. It does not ask you to search, but rather to rest, to listen, to remember.


As you read these poems, may you find moments of stillness in their movement, and glimpses of the boundless in their brevity. May they be a mirror, reflecting something that was never lost.


Welcome to Wakes of Joy.









The First Ripples



Gangaji, Your Existence


Gangaji, your existence


is a compass in my palm—


always at hand, pointing true north.


I listen, and the way ahead


lights up, right here,


where I stand.


You take my hand,


I feel your pulse. Our hearts join.


In that moment, I know:


I’ve always known.


Welcome home—


to the holy company of Self.



Who Am I Really?


I lie down on the lawn,


allow this body to rest,


allow this mind to just be.


Thoughts continue, but nothing is new—


just the same old not-so-golden oldies,


stories and rote:


The Mistaken Zygote


The Ugly Duckling


The Lost Child


She Who Will Never Belong


The Shameful One.


Verbs, nouns, and pronouns swirl,


twisting, unwinding, tumbling down—


back to where they began,


back into the dance with grass shoots and roots,


with worm and soil—


feeding billions of micro-beings


who, all the while, have been keeping


Everything alive.


Where do I begin? Where do I end?


What in me is not also in you,


in the earth, in the universe?


What in the universe, in the earth, in you,


is not also in me?


Air streams into lungs,


blood fills the bellies of thirty-seven trillion cells.


Mind is lost for words at last—


There is just this tremendous


REVERENCE



Revelation No-Thing


No-thing stands apart


from this vastness,


from the boundless One


we have never left.


Confusion rises.


Fear stirs—


yet nothing is lost.


Even the idea of no-thing


fades,


dissolving


back into the eternal


wholeness


we are.



Noise and Other Sound


Sacredness is always here, but I look away,


distracted by the mind’s endless chatter—


preoccupations, worry, fretting,


concerned with comfort, image, need,


the rituals of falling short
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