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Consciousness expresses itself through creation. This world we live in is the dance of the
creator. Dancers come and go in the twinkling of an eye but the dance lives on. On many
an occasion when I'm dancing, I've felt touched by something sacred. In those moments,
I've felt my spirit soar and become one with everything that exists. I become the stars and
the moon. I become the lover and the beloved. I become the victor and the vanquished. I
become the master and the slaye. I become the singer and the song. I become the knower
and the known. I keep on dancing and then, it is the eternal dance of creation. The creator

and creation merge into one wholeness of joy.

I keep on‘dancing and dancing . . .. . .. and dancing, until there isonly . . . . .. the dance.

- MICHAEL JACKSON









PLANET 'east/.

Planet Earth, my home, my place

A capricious anomaly in the sea of space
Planet Earth, are you just

Floating by, a cloud of dust

A minor globe about to bust

A piece of metal bound to rust

A speck of matter in a mindless void

A lonely spaceship, a large asteroid

Cold as a rock without a hue

Held together with a bit of glue
Something tells me this isn’t true

You are my sweetheart, soft and blue

Do you care, have you a part

In the deepest emotions of my own heart
Tender with breezes, caressing and whole

Alive with music, haunting my soul.

In my veins I've felt the mystery

Of corridors of time, books of history

Life songs of ages throbbing in my blood
Have danced the rhythm of the tide and flood

Your misty clouds, your electric storm




Were turbulent tempests in my own form
I've licked the salt, the bitter, the sweet

Of every encounter, of passion, of heat

Your riotous color, your fragrance, your taste
Have thrilled my senses beyond all haste

In your beauty I've known the how

Of timeless bliss, this moment of now.

Planet Earth, are you just

Floating by, a cloud of dust

A minor globe about to bust

A piece of metal bound to rust

A speck of matter in a mindless void

A lonely spaceship, a large asteroid

Cold as a rock without a hue

Held together with a bit of glue
Something tells me this isn’t true

You are my sweetheart, gentle and blue
Do you care, have you a part

In the deepest emotions of my own heart
Tender with breezes, caressing and whole

Alive with music, haunting my soul.

Planet Earth, gentle and blue
With all my heart, I love you.
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MAGICAL

Once there was a child and he was free
Deep inside, he felt the laughter

The mirth and play of nature’s glee

He was not troubled by thoughts of hereafter

Beauty, love was all he'd see

He knew his power was the power of God
He was so sure, they considered him odd
This power of innocence, of compassion, of light

Threatened the priests and created a fright

In endless ways they sought to dismantle

o This mysterious force which they could not handle

In endless ways they tried to destroy
His simple trust, his boundless joy
His invincible armor was a shield of bliss

Nothing could touch it, no venom, no hiss




The child remained in a state of grace
He wasn’t confined in time or place
In Technicolor dreams, he frolicked and played

While acting his part, in Eternity he stayed

Soothsayers came and fortunes were told

Some were vehement, others were bold

In denouncing this child, this perplexing creature
With the rest of the world he shared no feature

Is he real? He is so strange

His unpredictable nature knows no range

He puzzles us so, is he straight?

What’s his destiny? What’s his fate?

And while they whispered and conspired
Through endless rumors to get him tired
To kill his wonder, trample him near
Burn his courage, fuel his fear

The child remained just simple, sincere

All he wanted was the mountain high
Color the clouds, paint the sky
Beyond these boundaries, he wanted to fly

In nature’s scheme, never to die

Don’t stop this child, he’s the father of man
Don’t cross his way, he’s part of the plan
I am that Child, but so are you

You've just forgotten, just lost the clue



“e vour-heart sits a Seer
wween his thoughts, he can hear
nzlody simple but wondrously clear

music of life, so precious, so dear

»u could for one moment know
s spark of creation, this exquisite glow
1 would come and dance with me
niile this fire so we could see
“! the children of the Earth
=zve their magic and give new birth
= world of freedom with no pain

world of joy, much more sane

==p inside, you know it’s true

¢ find that child, it’s hiding in you.
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