
Tea in the Age of Memories
Waking up to a steamy tea steeped deep in the age of memories,
circumnavigating the grateful sarcophagus in a bath of blissful mist,
imbibing the warm concoction through the esophagus lighting fires
of intelligence in veins and arteries,
touching lips to fired ceramic,
balancing the elements in a natural kiss,
wafting fumes drift as vaporous odor sneaking away from its homeward mug,
inhaling the mesmerizing melody of sensuous flavor whilst seated comfortably on an Earthly
rug,
this body feels pleasant as the soul nestles snugly in thy bosom,
being and breathing,
sipping and tasting in a ritualistic rhythm,
a fusion of fines leaves brewing under a watchful eye,
boiling water bubbles in an earthen vessel above the oxygenated fire,
refueling the tank at the tea terminal preparing to fly,
indulge in the heavenly chai ringing the ears like you’re bombarded by a delicious choir,
a raucous riot of perceptions is muffled by the sense of something beyond,
scents of this familiar foreign land,
one so far yet always close at hand,
whisper secrets of this mystical sand in which I’ll be before long,
returning after many an extended vacation,
getting washed and rinsed in the laundry of reincarnation,
cupping my tepid tea in peaceful contemplation,
warming my fingers and resting my mind in still patience,
roasting herbal water no different than the ancients,
raising an internal toast to our ancestors and all that they gave us,
indulging on a saturated substance of time-brewed tea,
allowing myself respite for a few moments so my mind may wander free.


