
ONE WHO SINGS SONGS OF 
KNOWELDGE



WHEN I READ too many books or stay too long with people who question, I 
can feel my mind solidifying into a form that cannot travel into subtlety. 
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As alchemist, I call you in the quiet of the morning to shift my mind and 
make it into a fluid shine. But now I'd like to feel you not just in the 
morning but between the pages of the books I read, the words of the 
adults I mix with so that I stay golden all the time. 
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At the moment when the shine is dulling, I shall turn to you and briefly 
absent myself from my surroundings to catch your eye and see the 
truth, because truth is what makes me gold. Stone is so unhopeful. And 
being golden all the time, will you turn me too into an alchemist, a 
person who polishes the minds of other people? I should like to be 
your apprentice in this.
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