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Introduction

by Hans Plomp

What do we have here? A kind of po etry we hardly ever en -
coun ter now a days: di dac tic, mor al is tic, re li gious - but in a nar -
row sense. The voice of a stu dent of the Mys ter ies, who
teaches as well. Is n’t ev ery stu dent a po ten tial teacher? The
fruit is in the seed.

Many ques tions are asked in these verses:

“Who am I but my friends in me?”

“How can we doubt that there is di rec tion?”

“Is there a song to sing, a heart to feel, a child to heal in us?”

And many an swers are given:

“The les son is/ what ever we do/ we can not go against the
stream.”

“The se cret of life is death.”

In the Neth er lands -Luc Sala is Dutch but also writ ing in Eng -
lish- we have to go back many cen tu ries to find state ments as
bold as those made in these po ems. God was a pop u lar topic in 
Me di eval times with mys tics like Ruusbroec and Hadewych.
In the so-called Golden Age (when the Dutch ex pressed their
newly gained in de pend ence from the then ex ist ing Eu ro pean
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Em pires by ter ror iz ing and col o niz ing other peo ples) our
coun try was teeming with didactic poets.

Emblemata Amatoria and Emblemata Moralia were rather
pop u lar in the 17th cen tury. Po ets like Roemer Visscher, Ja cob 
Cats and Jan Luycken, who are among the great est of the
Low lands, pre sented their teach ings in verse, il lus trated with
met a phor i cal en grav ings. Love and mor als were the main sub -
jects. About God these cap i tal is tic, ra tio nal is tic, cos mo pol i tan
Prot es tants spoke less and less. The witch-hunts had been
abol ished here, and the Dutch were more in ter ested in ex ploit -
ing the world than in exploring heaven.

Re li gious be came the realm of a few zeal ots and pu ri tans,
most of whom em i grated to the new col o nies, par tic u larly the
USA.

The psy che delic rev o lu tion, of which there is more than a
whiff  in these verses too, brought a new kind of spir i tu al ity.
As Aldous Huxley’s friend and guru Dr. Humphrey Os mond
phrased it:

“To fathom hell of soar an gelic, just take a pinch of psy che -
delic.”

In deed the spir its are raised again, and not only the male gods,
but also the great god desses of old.

This first part of the 21th cen tury not only marks a cha otic
new global era, but this may very well be the time of reck on -
ing, of which many proph ets spoke.

“God” has been pro claimed dead, we are wit ness ing “the end
of his tory” (fair enough, let’s hear her story now), we are liv -
ing in the post-mod ern and the end of the world by ei ther fun -
da men tal ist up heaval or global over heat ing has been
an nounced and can be felt.
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The po ems of Luc go one step be yond all this. A new spir i tu al -
ity rises from the ashes of the pre vail ing re li gions. But is it so
new? The Ori ent co mes to mind, as we read Luc Sala’s verse:

“O, God, how far do I have to go to grasp the close ness of
your heart in mine” (Sala)

or:

“O Lord, I have gone through it all

The dis tance be tween us is closed now

Deal di rectly with me.." (Tukaram, In dia 17th cen tury)

Sala’s po ems are part of a new age, a new vi sion. Or rather, an 
an cient vi sion which has been sadly ig nored for so long. It is
part of the “ar chaic re vival”, the search for truth un pol luted by 
cen tu ries of civ i li za tion. In this small book of verse Sala
grasps such a truth. He grasps it rather than feels it. The ea ger -
ness of grasp ing is pres ent in these lines. The seeker has
peeped into the in ner sanc tu ary, then quickly with drew to run
back to the world and tell everybody. 

The po ems in Far Away are what Luc Sala has to tell us about
the sa cred highs he has been vis it ing.

Ruigoord, 

Hans Plomp
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Far away

A bit is only in for ma tion if it bytes

Friends

Who am I but my friends in me

Who are they but the Friend in me.

Then what about my en emy?

Who is he, who is she?

in me?

Incantation to the moon

Come out in the light

own your dark ness

own your an ger

own your joy

own your re flec tions

Come in the light and show me your soul

Then speak and be my truth

Come live and be my love

alive, for ever young
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a life, re newed by love

(Ire land May ‘94)

Rejection

Out side

Out of love

Out of con trol

Out of self

Maybe in touch 

with the other

so deeply im printed

a chance to meet

the Dark One

who is

me

too

Wisdom is not knowing

How can it be found in the world

How can it not be found in the world

How can it be given

How can it be re ceived

as it is

Know ing wants to be free
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a con nec tion in the soul

no sep a ra tion

no knowers, no known

just still ness

not of the mind

but of the heart of hearts

the stone one, 

in scribed by the Gods we meet in oth ers

For wis dom is not know ing

not know ing is love

feel ing the truth

I am only dif fer ent

as I have not yet learnt

to be the same

Crying

I don’t need an other prison

re mind ing me of my fail ures

but if we can break down

the pris ons in side

a new day

hap pened

just now
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Love

For those who don’t know

For those that don’t feel

For those who are not

Them I can love

un con di tion ally

Chief

(for Wouter)

You like the in dian chief in me

his strength, wis dom, pos ture

How ever, the real task of a chief is to carry, to lead in not
lead ing

to be of ser vice

so who is it you are long ing for in side

you are the chief

I am just hold ing the mir ror

so you can see the thou sand faces

of your self

Wounded Heart

God, when I feel dif fer ent

when I feel better

when I feel wiser
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just know that then I need your grace

So re mind me, 

that the grass grows

and the sun shines

and my wounded heart fights dirty

Share

I feel so far away

So out of place

So dark

Hold your words

Hold your in vi ta tion

just share your cold hands

maybe they will warm 

my soul

Please

Don’t talk

Don’t think

Don’t move

just go your way

anew

now

Mannheim june ‘94
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The reality temple

I am told by many

My body is a tem ple

a house for the soul

that de serves to be hon oured

But then the world

is also a tem ple

to be hon oured and cared for

be cause it houses my soul

like a shell

Silken elegance

I like your ease

your silken el e gance

your soft moves

But I love

your smell of sweat

your stink of fear

your body’s an ger

as they re mind me of me

and the love I hide

by all means

but co mes out through the cracks
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Amsterdam June ‘94

Doubt

Fight ing the holy fight

lov ing the holy love

trip ping the holy trip

How can we doubt

that there is di rec tion

that our guid ance is guided

that our strug gle is worth it

even when

doubt ing the holy doubt

sin ning the holy sin

and liv ing the un holy life

Stillness

Is there a place to go, a time to be, a God to see

in us

Is there a song to sing, a heart to feel, a child to heal

in us

Be ing still to lis ten

to the world 

in us

We can hear the echos 
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of the soul, the heart, the child, the song, the God

in us

Mount Tamalpais

Be tween me and the moun tain

only God knows

how much I need him

The moun tain is but an other mir ror

of the same long ing

equally un able to ex press it self

but in the be ing, prais ing out loud, si lently.

Be tween me and the moun tain

only God to en joy

Long Trips

When the car be comes a cell

a mov ing prison or a mon as tery

we have but two choices

a trance hi ber na tion

warm and safe

feel ing at home

or be ing in the mo ment

alert and en gag ing

feel ing in the world
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both can lead to in sight

and lib er ate the soul

to do its ser vice work on the mind

and some times on the body

Icy Roads

It’s not the ice that wor ries me

it’s the un-com pla cency

the sud den dan ger

the un ex pected bends

the suprising changes

like mov ing snow, the sun in my face

a fright en ing in tru sion

into my trance

Pride

Plan ning life is like plan ning love

not a game

I am even sup posed to mas ter 

Be ing played

is all there is 

fol low ing the cues

as far as I can hear them

Grace is to see joy and pride and bliss in that.
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Missing the point

What a stu pid thing to do

To con tract a love

to find the coun ter part 

to our mind’s needs

to our ma chine’s games

to our body’s pro gram ming

not wait ing for Heaven’s cues

What a stu pid way to go

but do we have a choice

we better love the soul

look for the flame within

But then, the ma chine is all we have

most of the time.

Aim

In stat ing the goals of life

one can make end less list

about dreams of hap pi ness

and the pur suit of wis dom

In the end

one is only left with hum ble ness

and the be ing in soul

Noth ing ex ceeds liv ing in the shadow of God’s love.
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A House

Clean ing up, clear ing out, burn ing sage

For what, this messy rage

A house is not a home un til we rest our case.

Our soul is not our own un til we stop the chase

A home is a met a phor, not for the soul, but its

un cov er ing, the find ing of the self.

Change

Grow ing is more and less than change

Ac cept and see and feel the com fort of per fec tion

in the evolv ing pro cess,

tak ing away the stubling blocks

by ac cept ing what is 

match ing our real needs

mak ing the en emy in side our dear est friend

Love or live

Life is more than love,

but is then love less than life?

My an swer is that the one

can not be with out the other,

and both are part of the ce les tial unity.

What was un der the stars
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not a timebound itch of the soul

As it was, it is.

The now ex panded friend ship felt as des tiny

The “Friend in us” awak ened.

You, me, there is no good bye,

just the hap pi ness

and grate ful ness

of the now.

Finding

O, God, how far do I have to go

to grasp the close ness of your heart in mine

How deep do I have to probe and search

to feel the per fec tion of your body in mine

How hard do I have to beat the drums

be fore I hear your mu sic in my ears

Yet you are in the go ing, search ing and drum ming

so your grace is with me

Choice

To have or to be

To make or buy

To cre ate or ac cept

To in vent or open up to
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To shift or be shifted

The choice seems ours

Ma gus or mys tic

Earth or heaven

Man or an gel

Who are we to guess the face of God.

Love’s Route

The steps on love’s lad der

don’t feel too smooth

there is no way of tell ing

how far I have come

It is n’t even sure

whether it goes up to heaven

or down to hell

I stum ble on

Will some one please

take me by the hand

and pre tend, even for a short while

to know the next step.

Fall

The clouds, so full with rain

play joyfull with the sun
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their game of light is not for me

but for it self

and thus for all of us

I watch and feel

the tyr anny of change

so far away, so ut terly be yond.

Those clouds

are maybe just the hands of God

his game of light

for them and thus for all of me

The blue sky is in all of us

These clouds of sep a ra tion

are they so dif fer ent?

Direction

Is there di rec tion

or do we just fol low the river of life

as it runs its course

Can we pad dle a lit tle

or can we just look back

and real ise 

the wake of our boat

was in ev i ta ble any way

It never goes against the cur rent
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The les son is,

what ever we do

we can not go against the stream

Humbleness

Peo ple, ideas, in ven tions

aren’t they like the strands of a rope

what seems new or bright or spe cial

is noth ing but an other twine sur fac ing

each in turn show ing it self

The connectedness of the rope

gives the mean ing

The spirit flows in all

no less in the ones in side

All are es sen tial.

Silence

There are in spi ra tions in the mind

fruits of the soul

waves of the heart

too light to be put in words

too heavy to es cape

but for Him to hear

to take back
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what is His.

To die for the light

The se cret of life is 

it has many names

it car ries many fears

it co mes in many forms

the sa cred one is to sur ren der

to lighten the light

in dy ing for it

for the se cret of death is life

Simple

Give me the grace of sim ple hap pi ness

where the joy of be ing

does not tran scend 

the beauty of the moun tain

the smile of the flow ers

and the gen tle breeze

where the now of love

does n’t out grow

the beat of my heart

the reach of my hands

and the sweet ness 
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of find ing You

in my com pany

See

The meet ing of minds

bears in it self 

the fruits of com pas sion

in ac cept ing the other

The meet ing of souls

is love and pas sion

I have yet to learn

the dis tinc tion.

Reality

We start out ac cept ing

then dis cover our power

are tricked into fool ing 

the world and our selves

en joy ing the feel ing

un til grace halts us.

And if we care to look back

we end in ac cept ing.
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Heaven

This plane or liv ing now is not only the base

This life should be the cul mi na tion,

When the self co mes full cir cle,

rec og nizes and greets its old friends,

the moun tain that is a moun tain again,

the man that is man,

the I am that I am,

the depths of our soul are but shad ows of this beauty

show ing it self in the mo ment, now.

Time is a mortal thing

I wan der

seek ing the truth in my soul

stag ger ing and fall ing

the mir a cle is al ways one step away

one in ner door only leads to the next one

the un fold ing direct ed ness 

be comes man i fest when look ing back,

love only ad mit ted in the rear mir ror.

Is the path re ally heaven?

I won der, maybe I live the wrong way around
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Driven

There is no con trol over what truly mat ters

re al ity seems flex i ble

the rocks of life, how ever

are hard to move.

All I can do 

is to see them as step ping stones

push ing them forth costs more en ergy 

and if they move 

how can we be sure about the mover?

Smallness

If God is in fi nite

with out and within

the alef alef and the small est phys i cal un cer tainty

who is then the fool

sep a rat ing me from Him

the wise in me 

has to learn to play that fool

if I want to be 

be yond the be com ing

the transfinite ego
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Future Lights

What holds us in its hands

Is fu ture, past and pres ent

at a mo ments no tice

our light is gone

our flame blown out

But even then there is hope

we hold it in our hearts

we can lighten the light

from within

Visualisation Stress

I am not a great vi su al izer

I try

Reach ing in for the light

scan ning the in side of the eye

the wan der ings of the mind

to no avail.

There is no great in ner thea tre

no grandioso vi sions

this seems not given to me.

I feel locked out

lim ited to eye-sight.

How ever,
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this makes the world out side my heaven.

My des tiny is shap ing it,

walk ing the straight road

no stray ing off to se cret dreams.

Re al ity is my thing

reach ing out for the light

Umpiles

Death Valley 1990, travelling with JP Barlow

Look ing down from their unmoving stands

Crea tures with long lifes and lit tle space

not or ga nized and yet struc tured

em pires in them selves, tre men dous en er gies

slow in the mov ing, sta ble in con scious ness

touch ing us in time less mo ments

Moun tains are, and plan ets, 

hu mans not, the soul maybe 

Escape

There is no way

no sun or moon lit path

no day light pass

that leads to the es cape of self

for the self trav els with me
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then why is it so hard to en joy the jour ney

as it is in such good Com pany

all the way.

Being Home

It is not the hec tic love

It is the melt ing of your eyes

The easy open ing of your soul

It’s when you share your cold hands.

And this that other kind of love

that you called God

in us

for ever

And so you honor me

with you

be ing

home

Little Light

When you have the gift

to ac cept the en ergy of oth ers

your path will al ways be lighted
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Life

The art of liv ing grace fully

is not in be ing at the right time and the right place

be cause we are.

The art of liv ing graceously

is not in the try ing 

be cause it is granted.

Beijing

A city 

too young to live

or feel the heat of hell

in clean li ness and rigid or der

di vided up by empty spaces and streams of bikes

A city

too old to die

or lose the love of heaven

Lhasa

Ho li ness be yond words or mat ter

The ones high up and those far down

share the one path

and em brace the sym bol

All against re pres sion
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and in the name of free dom.

My ques tion re mains:

What free dom at what price?

Hap pi ness be yond ide ol ogy or arms

has no need for di rec tion.

Katmandu

Com ing down to the blue light

from the sa cred highs

the town is em brac ing 

full of gen er ous warmth

Emerged from the wa ters

of un con scious know ing, 

there is no or der, just friendly ac cep tance

Here the head and the belly meet

in peacefull chaos of the heart

This is liv ing the God within

in the Golden light

of the One

who sees

Kosmos

When tears of hap pi ness

are fight ing the smile within
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the moon of my body 

pushes the sun around me

and the Friend speaks.

But then, loosing that touch,

there is the dry sob bing of my soul, •

alone in an ocean of sep a ra tion.

re mem ber ing to be 

like the wa ter in the wa ter

like the oc to pus 

in fluid friend ship to my world

Sex and love

There is no sep a ra tion 

be tween the two,

if one em braces the de fenses

so close to us

so dear to us

and yet

keep ing us away from our selves.

Some time I can laugh at the dif fer ence

some times I am obssessed by it.

I be come my self 

when I can feel it as the eter nal breath ing 

of the uni verse in me.

29



Zen

The sound of the uni verse

is like the clap ping of one hand

you only have to lis ten

and if you can’t hear it, 

think about what the other hand is do ing

and try to dis cern 

what is not the uni verse.

The par a dox dis solves in unity.

Traffic

On the high way of life

some are with you for only a short time, 

maybe till the next exit

oth ers are with you for a long stretch.

We all move,

in the same di rec tion

and we all ar rive.

Sad Eyes

Is there an ocean

deeper than your eyes

are there shores

more beautifull
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even when the tides of time

have left their traces,

hon or ing you

for what you have seen

License to Love

Do you need rec om men da tions

a list of ce leb rity ap prais als

signed en dorse ments

and my mea sure ments

or can you just take the risk

and ac cept. 

There is no cer tain out come

but if you never play

you al ways loose.

Final

Death is when we re mem ber that we’re not alone

And so is life

And love

Stealth

Take my love

when I am not look ing
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as giv ing it

is too painfull

Garden

Poeple, friends, en e mies

Flow ers in the gar den

Show ing their col ors

Not the same

Not all the time

Not all so bright

But to gether a full bou quet

Do I care about their roots

Do I care where they came from

or where they are go ing

Little moments

A hand, a lit tle mu sic

a pause in our see ing

a pause in our be ing

only re mem bered

when it is too late

to for get about time.
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Heaven and Hell

in honor of the Cathar faith

We are blind to God’s love

so curse thou Devil

for giv ing us eyes.

We are deaf to God’s breath

so Evil One why give us ears.

May the sac ra ment of un ion

the force in our hand

bridge the gap

and con sole and heal us

Enemies

We are all Gods

We are all Life

but some of us

have the hon our of hid ing it

as we need Dev ils

as we need death

to see the One

Sword

Love is the fire

Love is the sword
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Ironhard and bittersharp

Who ever gave the sword needs a clean cut

Love is not what ever we want it to be

It is be yond the name

and with out the edge

The game of no games

I hate you and I want you.

No easy mel low ing

a con stant strug gle

your im age against my words

my lies and your ex cuses.

The game of no games

just a lie to play

one level deeper.

The end less stair case made vis i ble

deep pat terns emerg ing.

It fright ens me, I want to run

I can’t stand the bed rock break ing

trust ing to mine the deep.

We are in such a need to love our selves

but will ing to com pro mise in lov ing you

I hate you and I want me
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Digital Devil

That damned com puter

I want to shoot her

Hold ing my data

She took my heart

But I can’t erase her

Sam’s koan

Who let the sun in

Algosaibi

The Arabic poet Chazi A. Algosaibi wrote beautiful poems, he
inspired me to:

Journey

I trav eled

Is there a place more rest ful

than your heart 

A des ti na tion fur ther 

than the far stars in your eyes

greet ing the weary trav el ler

re jected by all har bours

seek ing a trust ing ref uge

I trav eled

Fol lowed beauty — faces
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en hanced by art, and al ways

smil ing smiles that never

did snare hap pi ness.

Your face — no lon ger in no cent

re flects my sadnes, hun ger, fear

Is there a place more lovely

than the end less mind-sky

I trav eled

Met philosphers;

spent nights dis sect ing life

re view ing mys ter ies

Yet, for what rea son

As your mind has tack led

the un known rid dles, claimed old wis dom

it knows good and evil

with out the point ing words

Another poem, inspired by Algosaibi:

One and two

When I am with you

We be come what we both know

and face the sun, the moon, the light
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ac cept and be ac cepted

by glo ri ous grace

A mir a cle of nowness

we feel, we live our place

to hon our God in ei ther form.

Pebble 

Inspired by  RD&M’s hottub

And a star from heaven

In the shadow of Mount TAM,

The temple of the sleeping goddess

Where pebbles are slowly born

From the fire into the light

Long life, lit tle karma

A small piece of cre ation

Just a form less stone

No ob struc tion to the ways of the world

A name less trail through time and this space

Only known to the One

I travel

Loose and light

Mostly

Un seen
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Throw me in the ocean

Of your dark est mind

And I will wash ashore

In a new shade

My des tiny and my long ing is

To trip you in aware ness

But you can also stum ble on

To serve some more

You are wel come

Ei ther way

Maha Kumb Sangam

Alahabad Kumb Mela India jan 29, 2001

The bat tle field of be long ing

We walked
to wash our souls, to shed our sins, to sense our kin ship
We came
to where the rivers join
in sangam,
in sim ple unity
rivers of holy wa ter
rivers of eter nal souls
10 mil lion of us, maybe more
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in sim ple de vo tion
the holy dip
Do ing samgam, be ing sangam
the Gan ges as a sur pris ingly cold door
to be ing at one
a sim ple sac ra ment
flesh and wa ter
the crowd feels like one
the black naga tongue of the ser pent
freed by the po lice polo-game
reach ing out, at the aus pi cious mo ment
shiv er ing cold in na ked ho li ness
chaos out side, love touched, or der in side
the Lord’s im ma nence
in the col oured crowd
the misty red ris ing sun
in the eye of the beg gar
so sim ple
It touched me
like an in es cap able truth
just cre ation man i fest
Brahma’s grace
and Krishna as my simple charioteer
Honda driven

September 11th

Back to feodality!

Shiny fly ers in a clear sky
Our proud birds of righ teous ness
Saintly driven onto the pil lars of power

39



At the heart of the bull mar ket
Where money bred money

Holy smoke, no vir tual movie in ferno
But real peo ple, real di sas ter
It lurks in the cor ners of our mind
Haunts our dreams
Twin tow ers
Por tals to hell
Gates to heaven
The sym bol of death
And of re newal
Of war and peace
And of a faint new hope

How ever
The feu dal Lords dance
Around the ta ble of peace
With al Jazeera
As their mouth piece
Rat tling their gear
Throw ing their spells
Show ing their deaths
An eye for an eye
Pro por tional kill ing
Bin for Bin too?

The new War lords preach
And whis per and lie
Hyp notic pro ce dures
Con trolled pen e tra tion
Of our minds
Do you need proof or
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Are we be liev ers?

We live the new sym bol ism
Tarot tow ers
Atomic sign posts
The green al tar of Mam mon
Birds of doom
The white an thrax coke
Big brother Goliath
And bin David on the run

Not We

The Hindu wis dom says
Find out what is not self
To un cover the self
Sac ri fice and fire is their way
Of talk ing to the gods
Agni is their gate to heaven

So this ques tion haunts me
Who prayed so loud
Through the twin tower in ferno
And to what god

Or was it done
For us?

Who staged this great ap peal
This Grandioso bloody rit ual
A holy sac ri fice
Of hu man flesh
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For us or for God
A call to bat tle

Awak ened when it rained peo ple
Twin tow ers top pled
Hor ror and dis be lief
The mov ies in real time

Be yond an ger, be yond adren a lin
there grew won der
Zoom ing out to the wider pic ture
I feel called upon

A re minder to see
That good and evil
Are in all

Who thinks we
Do you?
And to what NOT we
You see?

Magic re turns, the cer e mony has only just started!

(and many ritual attacks have followed since!)

The new heroes:

Who thinks we?
Does Bin?
Does Bush?
Do you

Who thinks we?
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And how about the NOT WE
Us and them
US and them
The faith ful and the in fi dels

Who thinks we?
We, the world, the wider we
The to tal we
Who sings that we
Who walks that we

Do you

Do we?

On the Bus

Jan. 4, 2003 Paradiso Ken Kesey memorial

Kesey, Kerouac, Leary, Ginsberg, Grootveld
We made them gi ants of free dom
Heroes of the new love, sym bols of lost par a dise
Be here now was Ram’s bat tle cry
Which brings up the Haight, the Park, the six ties,
het Lieverdje and the Bus

Ken ruled, on the bus, off the bus
You were in or out
To day, be ing on the bus is not about acid, 
It’s about the road to Kabul, the road to Bagh dad
It’s about stand ing up against the Bushfire of fear, 
Against the pho ney war on ter ror, the new im pe ri al ism, the
global righ teous ness 
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To day, be ing on the bus means be ing there
(And I tes tify to Ram’s change of hearth)
not only in Se at tle, Am ster dam, Genoa
but be ing there for you
No hat, no rain bow colours, no slo gans, just a smile will do for 
fare

To day, you, you rule about be ing on the bus
The bus of hu man ity, the bus of greater re al ity, the bus of in -
ner glory
As we are love
And the faces of truth
Just as Ken and Tim, and Allen were,
We, we are on!
Now

Firedance

summer 2003

Who got the fire in  

who let the dance be gin  

a dance of trans for ma tion  

a cir cle of in spi ra tion  

when I came they were peo ple  

but as we danced  

they be came gi ants  

gi ants of love  

car ry ing me  

liv ing the in ner truth  
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man i fest ing the grace from above  

I got the fire in  

it made my dance be gin  

anew, anew, anew  

The Firedance event in 2003 in spired me to the only song I
ever wrote:

My FireDance song 

Who got the fire in 

Who made the dance be gin 

Who was that liar 

Who stole the fire 

It was Pro me theus 

And he’s in all of us 

Who dared the mighty Zeus 

And gave us fire to use 

Who was that Ti tan 

Who be trayed Gods for Man 

It was Pro me theus 

And he’s in all of us 

Dancing around the Fire

Firedance, Boulder Creek 

I side with the small peo ple, be cause that’s all I can
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I side with the small peo ple, be cause that’s what I am

I side with them, as they make the gi ant steps

that help me move an inch

I side with the small peo ple, as they help me see

that we are but the shad ows of our own light

I side with the small peo ple, as they are my fam ily

no ser vice, no con de scend ing help

Just cir cling and cir cling

pay ing our dues

to the fire, to life

in love

The temple of my inner fire

April 2005

O lord, do I need your grace!

At the en trance of the holy place

I see the al tar, feel the sa cred

but sense the bar ri ers, right in here

where ar mour, ego, doubt and ha tred

pre vent me from a lusty stride

to race to wards the holy grail

I stand, only my eyes travel

my body frozen, my soul chained

O lord, help me move one feet
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to start a jour ney of a thou sand more

You got me here, I made it to the door

and even if you make me trip over this thresh old

then at least I will move for ward

Thou art my true love

help ing to hold you in my heart

to in clude the world and all above

even me, the hard est one to love

so, help me kneel, 

as be ing closer to the earth

will help me move to wards to the fire

the in ner joy and ut ter rap ture

that I see be fore me

but can not em brace, yet

Garden

2010

Morn ing, break ing the nightly fast

The flow ers awaken

Dew for them, cof fee for the rest of us

We share the light, the ris ing sun

The green, re jected by the trees and plants

Nur tures us, gives us what we miss in the sun’s spec trum

The great game of na ture un folds
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Do I care to un der stand

Or is un der stand ing just an other way of es cap ing

The joy of morn ing, in the gar den

Groups 

(2010)

I hate groups

The in vi ta tion to gauge, the in nate urge to judge

I know, it’s just de fense, un ease, fear, hid den an ger

but hey, it’s a chal lenge too

not to judge

not to look for short com ings

and en joy

god’s bou quet and the prom ise that

we is more than me

And start to be long

Smarter

May 2012

Fear has led to an ger

But as an ger was n’t ac cepted ei ther

I be came smart, smarter, sens ing the faults and short com ings
of all

A false se cu rity, that seemed to help me through life

Gave me power, wealth, in sights, but cost me a lot.
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Envy, hate, not be long ing, be ing out side and fi nally the body
kicked in

Try ing to tell me, what I hid un der the smart ness

In not a nice way, im mo bi lis ing me with pain at times

The deep mes sage, that feel ing and har mony is what my in ner
child wants

I have yet to em brace fully
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DICHTE GEDACHTEN

Als God me geen drie waakhonden had gegeven,

had ik hem niet horen kloppen.

Je kinderen zijn minder een band met de toekomst, 

als wel een herinnering aan je verleden.

Voor mijn kinderen

Het won der in ons leven

is niet dat jullie van ons leren,

maar dat we in jullie tocht

de leidraad voor de onze vinden

niet dat jullie groeien,

maar dat wij met jullie groot worden

en blijheid kennen.

Dichtbij

God is niet minder dan ongrijpbaar,

maar in jullie lachen, vechten, groeien

is zijn licht 

soms zichtbaar
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en zijn kracht

tastbaar.

Keuze

Kinderen hebben we gekregen

en wat maken we er van

Gelukkig wisten we ook niet beter

en deden we gewoon ons best

Vanonder het gevoel van schuld

kruipt de notie vandaan,

dat jullie tenslotte ons kozen

en we daar best vertrouwen in mogen hebben.

Zwakte

Schitterende, etterige, krengige

prachtige, vervelende wonderen 

Wat kan ik jullie geven

aan mijn eerlijkste gedachten

mijn liefde, kwaadheid, zachtheid

mij zelve, in mijn broze zwakheid

zoekend naar s’levens krachten

zodat jullie voluit zullen leven

mijn zwakte is een broze wegwijzer

die jullie zelf omhoog moeten houden.
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Wanhoop 

Als een kluwen vechtend, 

gillend, ver van mijn ziel

sta ik daar vaak machteloos 

toeziend,

hoe jullie leren omgaan met je rechten

in dat spel

zie ik de wereld

maar nog meer mijzelve.

Generaties

Waarom is het toch zo moeilijk,

wijsheid te stellen tegenover re gel

liefde tegen wet en orde

ons gevoel te leven en de verstikkende realiteit 

weer in te slikken.

We kennen de eeuwenoude fouten, maar we durven niet aan

de achterhaalde werkelijkheid onderuit te halen.

Dus leven niet alleen wij, maar ook onze kinderen

in de schaduw van het onwijze.

Onze zonde is onze vrede

Mijn zonde is dus mijn vrede

Laat ieder zijn manier om dat te leren.

53



Hemel

Het koninkrijk der hemelen is dichtbij

in tijd en ruimte is het nu

de perfectie van onze schepping

maar hoe goed is dat verborgen

hoe diep weggestoken in onze onsterfelijke ziel

waar alleen genade het ons doet vermoeden

en de zoeker slechts vindt,

indien hij gevonden wordt.

Dat tijdloze mo ment

is genade.

Gevecht

Wanneer het schuimt in mijn ziel

de maalstroom zich een weg naar buiten vecht

en ik ronddraai in mijn zielekooi

dan voel ik dat de rivier van het mijne 

zich meet met de oceaan van het goddelijke

en het ik niet meer is dan een toeschouwer 

van de eeuwige dans tussen mij en mijn al

zoekend en draaiend, een wervelende bede

om doel en richting.
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Ego-beeld

De kern van mijn wezen is onbereikbaar ver

gevangen in het web van mijn dromen

achter de wolken van mijn geloof

waar ik slechts die Ene kan vermoeden

maar ik nooit kan ervaren

dan in mijn vorm en mijn taal

Tussen dat en de wereld een ma chine

vol met programma’s en reflexen

vol met schuld, boete en kortstondige beloning

vol met angst en vrees en woede

goeddeels automatisch.

Computer

Het is niet voldoende

De programmering te herkennen

aan de out put

Het gaat om de in put

en die te omarmen 

als de ware leermeester

De ma chine doet zijn werk,

het gaat niet aan

het resultaat te veroordelen

zonder het programma te willen kennen.
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Data

Een bit is pas informatie als het byte

Eigendunk

Mijn ego is een tweesnijdend zwaard

zonder die baas doe ik niet veel

met die ballon doe ik de verkeerde dingen

waarom heeft God 

geen speld meegeleverd

en een autoexec file.

Wezen

Slechts in de stilte van mijzelf

en in de liefde van de ander

vermoed ik 

dat de triomf van het leven ligt

in het herkennen van de Ene

in het geheel van mijn schepping.

Protest

(verscheen als advertentie in de kranten na invoeren
identificatieplicht

Ik wil geen nummer zijn

geen bur ger zonder ziel of rechten

geen byte in andermans com puter
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maar strijden voor het licht

in jou

in mij

in allen.

Liefde

Voor wie niet weten

Voor wie niet voelen

Voor wie niet zijn

is mijn geheime liefde

van hen mag ik houden

van hen kan ik houden

onvoorwaardelijk

zonder rekening

Zomer 2000: tolerantie met ‘n hekje

Am ster dam, amsterdom, masterdam, masterdom

brood en spelen wat kan het schelen

In Am ster dam kan iedereen toch stelen

Bazen, knechten, petten, hoeden

Zakkenvullen, mag God de AEX behoeden

Koop een kaartje voor de show

witte show, mooie show, oranje show

maar geen zwarte kaartjes
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zelfs de randjes moeten wit

witte rafelranden staan toch stoer

echte kleuren hou je binnen

Am ster dam, amsterdom

Oranje is de kleur van de massa

Wiet is de geur van de meute

Blauw is de kleur van de orde

Am ster dam, Amsterdom

geen chaos maar orde

nieuwe orde, rijke orde, eco-orde, cyber-orde

koppelingswet-orde, bratra-orde

met de knuppel en de chop per

Pijn, Patijn, pijn, 

al die schone schijn van vader Patijn

die toch zo graag geliefd wil zijn

witte Patijn, ophoud-patijn

altijd een verhaal Patijn

regentenmacht Patijn

die toch zo graag de baas wil zijn

Am ster dam, masterdom, 
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zonder vrijheid, met mu seum

loze woorden, dom gezag

Ruigoord is de moddervlag

Ruigoord aan het wa ter

Stadsmuseum voor tolerantie

Mon u ment der arrogantie

Sterredam, sterredom, sterregone

Kantelpunt (Corona 2021)

Co rona is het kantelpunt 

Dat toont wat je nog samen kunt

Want nu is vrijheid weer een punt

Dit is de tijd die je bevrijdt

Van digitale eenzaamheid

Co rona is dat kantelpunt 

Dat ons nu wordt gegund

Zwaai alle vlaggen die je hebt

Roep alle leuzen die je kent

Deel alles wat je hart je zegt

Dans samen voor je recht

Dit is de tijd die je bevrijdt
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Van digitale eenzaamheid

Samen, samen, samen zijn we sterk

Het universum dat greep in

Het geeft je leven ook weer zin

Ook al zit je zonder werk

En mag je nergens in

Zonder test of naald er in

Dit is de tijd die je bevrijdt

Van digitale eenzaamheid

Binnenhof  (Corona 2021)

(wijze:  Als op het Leidseplein)

Als op het Binnenhof de vrijheid weer een kans krijgt

En ‘t is gezellig op terrassen in de stad

En bij de kroeg geen Boa’s bij de deur meer staan

Dan gaan we kijken naar het won der, lieve schat

Zo arm in arm, jij en ik, lachende naar alle kant

Geen afstand, gewoon weer vrijheid in het land 

Als kinderen zo blij omdat de stad weer leeft 

En prikken, testpas en de staatsterreur heeft overleefd

Dan gaan wij kijken naar dat won der, lieve schat

Blije mensen voor de ruiten van elk cafe

60



Zien ons samen gaan daar buiten en lachen mee

En we dansen weer we mogen weer

Weer samen zijn zonder zo’n nare sfeer

Weer met vakantie gaan

En dansen in de maan

Source:

https://muzikum.eu/en/willy-walden/als-op-het-leidscheplein-de-lich

tjes-weer-eens-branden-gaan-lyr ics

Hugo ga naar huis (Corona 2021 Hugo de Jonge WVS minister)

Hugo, Hugo, ga nou eens naar huis

Blijf weg van die buis

Hou je domme mond 

Dat maakte ons ongezond

Je maakte het te bont

Met cjjfers en grafieken

Met  angst en statistieken

Met leugens en met doem

Voor je eigen roem

Po ets je mooie schoenen

En hou al die miljoenen

Zaai niet zoveel angst

Eerlijk duurt  het langst

Hugo, Hugo, hou je nou eens koest
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Doe niet of het moest

En of  het allemaal klopt

En je ons niet fopt

Je hebt ons land verstopt

En iedereen die tobt

Stop nou met je act

Die de elite spekt

Heb eens wat re spect

Voor wie je onzin checkt

Gideon van Meijeren (FVD Corona 2021)

Mijn nieuwe held is Gid eon 

Die begreep hoe het ooit begon, 

Die stond voor wat hij voelde

En zei wat hij bedoelde

Hij stond daar in z’n eentje

Ze lichtten hem z’n beentje

Gid eon, Gid eon, ik hoor bij je bende

We zijn tegen de ellende

Tegen de macht

Zetten we onze kracht

Geen prikken, geen test

Immuun gaat het best
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Als je ergens voor vecht

Als je ergens voor staat

En niet opzij gaat

Ik speel op mijn accordeon

Het lied van dappere Gid eon

Pijn 2023

Ik ben een man maar zonder manzijn

Dat is verdriet, gemis en maakt me klein

Sex ligt dicht bij pijn en zoeken naar het echte

Naar de woede omdat ik het niet kan tonen

Naar de lusten die diep in me wonen

Het is een schreeuw om niet te hoeven vechten

Niet net doen of ik gillend geil ben

En mezelf dan helemaal beken

De makkelijke nep signeren

En blaten over liefde genereren
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Recent books by Luc Sala

Eng lish:

Rit ual, the mag i cal per spec tive   

An ex ten sive study (830 pages) about the evo lu tion ary and
cul tural im por tance of rit ual, hon or ing the mag i cal ef fi cacy
and ef fects on psy che and society. 

Festivalization, plat form for change

with Aja Waalwijk

The boom in events; par tic i pa tion, iden ti fi ca tion, re al iza tion
and trans for ma tion as the core pa ram e ters of per ma nent or
tem po rary au ton o mous zones. updated 2022

Sa cred Jour neys, tripguide for psychonauts

An in tro duc tion in responsable use of psy che del ics, the po ten -
tial and the dan gers for a gen eral au di ence. up dated 2022

Iden tity 2.0

Multipersonality and sub sti tute iden tity the ory  2018-up date
2022

PTSD, the new pan demic 

Trauma and treat ment 2022

Typology, why enneagram, MBTI and Big Five don’t 
hit the mark 

Typology and pro fil ing 2022 up date

Dutch/Nederlandse titels

De verbonden stad

met Luud Schimmelpennink, Jaap van Till, Kyra Kuitert en
Lu cia Lindner.



Inzichten in de functie van de stad voorbij het technologie-
 denken en de smart city, met de nadruk op het fysieke
menselijk con tact en mobiliteit .

Cyberspace:het virtuele con ti nent

Internet en de implicaties van de gedeelde datawereld en de
globale economie

There are these and many more, less re cent books and many
ar ti cles for free down load on the website www.lucsala.nl
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