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HYMN TO MAITREYA IN AMERICA

3000 miles across the continent, ocean to ocean
crossing the paths of cities like

barnacles across the fat back of the land

grass lands, wheat lands, sage deserts

where gold bones lie buried beneath hallucinatory cacti

Maitreya who is tne only buddha who sits in Western posture
Maitreya the buddna of love who is the fifth and final buddha
of our cycle

Maitreya who is growing from the ground of America ia
polymorphous immediacy

the necessity of survival demanding his presence

five hundred years before his time

obeisance to all gurus
obeisance to all gurus
obeisance to all gurus
obeisance to all gurus
I see Maitreya in the miracle of leaf and bud, in the flower

that ignites from the plant
a rooted butterfly
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I see Maitreya in the rock of the bones of the mountain
in the speaking-silence of its sempiternal wisdom ashana

I see Maitreya in the unchanging-change of the motion body of the river

man-child I see Maitreya in the fact of your existence and in the
existence of that which is beneath your feet and that which is on
the other side of your eye

I see Maitreya in the vision of the existence of Maitreya and in
the vision of the existence of myself and in the vision of existence
and in the vision of beyond existence

obeisance to all gurus

consider that within the center of the wind there sits a dakini-angel
her robes are the blue of newborn eyes and she wears a necklace of
raindrops

she is never silent but her voice is as soft as a selfless tear

for a thousand times a thousand years she has sung the song of

The Gem Cloud of Arising Consciousness

she will never be silent until the wind is still

consider that within the center of the earth there sits a dakini-angel
her robes are the red of a man's blood and she wears a necklace of
human finger bones

she is never silent but her voice is the echo of silence

for a thousand times a thousand years she has sung the song of

The Heart Knowledge of Undivided Awareness

she will never be silent until the earth is still

consider that within the center of the oceans there sits a dakinieangel
her robes are the green of winter moss and she wears a necklace of
pearl shells

she is never silent but her voice is as quiet as snow that falls on water
for a thousand times a thousand years she has sung the song of

The Self Mirror of Perfect Light

she will never be silent until the sea is still

consider that within the center of the sunbeam there sits a dakini-angel
her robes are the orange-yellow of pollen and she wears a necklace of
burning flowers

she is never silent but her voice is as soft as the dust of dust

for a thousand times a thousand years she has sung the song of

The Rainbow of the Wakening Dream

she will never be silent until the sun is still




1 see Maitreya in America

the smoke of machinery rises to his left hand

and the smoke of incense rises to his right hand

he joins his hands and the bird of existence

flies from between his fingers

flashing its seven-colored wings across the continent
and circling back to whisper at his feet

he stands within the center of reality

and his left hand and his right hand weave a net
of the perimeters of the mind

and the net is infinite

and the infinite net is cast into itself

and I see Maitreya in America

he stands within the center of reality

and his left hand and his right hand are raised
his left. hand is in the gesture of compassion
and his right hand is in the gesture of awakening

and I see Maitreya in America

Maitreya the fifth and final buddha of our cycle
Maitreya, the buddha of love

and he stands within the center of 1nf1mty

and between his left hand and his right hapd

he holds the clear light mirror

and the mirror reflects

— Lenore Kande]
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WHAT THE ARTS NEEL NOW

What's needed now, for ''the arts,'' is to get them away from
white people, as example of their '"culture' (of their life, finally,
and all its uses, e.g., art) and back where such strivings belong, as
strong thrusts of a healthy pecple.

What we want now is plays of all instance. Filling in and
extending so-called "reality." ‘Commenting, altering, rebutting it.
But the same cause. Life,.

Plays of specific finding. Plays of human occasion., That is,
where is the confrontation {between life and ''death'), the wrench of
soul and white crap, ugliest. Bring in the image of man, and
evolution triumphant again., Animals need humanism. The humans
we will show embracing spiritism.

We will have plays for city hall. At the time of city hall. So
black humanity will know how we lived. How we triumphed. Plays
enabling Black People to stop bogus so-called urban renewal, which
be nigger removal, and the repeated disarming of Carthage. But at
the time of, and at the place of. In the street, at the spot where
such disarming is taking place. Have your actors shoot mayors if
necessary, right in the actual mayor's chambers, Let him feel the
malice of the just. Let the people see justice work out repeatedly.
Examples. Explain evolution.

Plays for the police department. Jew plays, whether con
rolling big ass communications or laying in southorangeavenue
always dough producing swamps. Lightin every element, Show
the chains. Let them see the chains 2s object and subject, and let
them see the chains fall away.

We will place and strike’ according to the stone, or "reality,"
and project our truth, cur findings, as an action, as a projection,
into place, feeling, invisibility, of the actual, This is to say that we
are ghosts, too. But everything is a ghost.

Whore plays, black politician plays, plays of the instant of
silence in the shoeshine parlor. A whole, looking for a whole. An
ascendancy, An appearance. To break heads, and tear down buildings.

We want a post-American form, An afterwhiteness color to live
and re-erect the strength of the primitive, (Plays where history is
absolutely meaningful and conteraporary.) The first learnings of man.
While we fly into the next epoch.

— LeRoi Jones

(reprinted from Negro Digest,
April 1967)



An unfinished Letter Amir id - Emaid
Beloved Sister,

Baby, I'm trying to get home,

I am trying to swing the vessel

toward the center of the Universe,

All my ancestors are in me,

I have carried the left eye of Ra

to keep the night awake.

I have seen I to L.

I have chanted tne 9 billion names of God

and fingered the signs and glyphs of stones
forever locking mysteries,

masters, chanted, cnanted —

O Mute Matrix between whose paws and breast [ exhaystv—
Thy boat, thy Boat is green and IQis headed ‘
thy Pisk my Solar Tongue! . . .
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The belly of the moon
shines westward -----
a butterfly moves

upon the branch of this
old oak ----

my son

moves gently into sleep.

August 21, 1966

Again the butterfly v151ts me,
and tne flys -

I prayed for a cooling breeze
to blow the flys away -

but what of the butterfly?

August 22, 1966

I gamgq to the top of this
mountam witn only an ax,
some rice, and my son --- .
at last no books have followed
me --

If these flys were poems

I could die now

a happy man ------

August 22, 1966
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