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NAKED AND WET 

 

 





 

him of a childish unborn simplicity.  He put his hand over her eyes, shielding them from the 

 

 

                                            *             *                *          *              



 



 



 





 

 



   circles of the smoke as the arched upward into the limbo of the sky’s white    

  clouds  which now   hid the sun    

 



CHANGE 

               It was two years since he had left the melodiless ways of  

         the city. Although time had long ceased to have meaning for 

         him, he knew that many days had passed since he had eaten. He  

         liked the pain  of hunger; it was all part of the ascetic life to  

         which  he had committed   himself.  He stood by the bank of the     

         river and watched the two women approach.  By the  
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EXIT 

 

 



 

                 A latticework of light illumated the fragments of a dirt 

        path which hadn’t  been buried beneath leaves’ shadows  

        and fallen forms. In a hive attached to an overhanging  

        branch, bees weer veing nourished by the honey which they 

        had produced. 

 

 

 



 
     leaves which hadn’ yet been buried by the shadows of the leaves  

        remaining on the tree.  A beautiful song and an echo once again     

        filled the air. 

 

       *                       *                      * 

 

     
  joy like a small child. The story was so simple; only the complex   

  involultions of this mind had made him seek for deeper and deeper  

  meanings.  





    
    perplexed. What had once seemed clear drifted in to a hazy mist.   

          After several weeks, a haggard Naciketas again sought the 

    Master’s cave. The light from the candle was very dim and seemed   

    nearly ready to go out.     
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