THE RAINBOW MASON

Poems by Vladimir Levchev



Published by Cornerstone Book Publishers
Charlottesville, VA - New Orleans, LA
www.cornerstonepublishers.com

© Copyright 2005 by Vladimir Levchev

All rights reserved. No part of this work may be reproduced in

any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including

information storage and retrieval systems without permission
in writing from the publisher.

Cover Photo by Simon Versano

ISBN 1-887560-30-0

MADE IN THE U.S.A.



TABLE OF CONTENTS

|. DEDICATIONS
A Mason
Brotherhood

The Temple

The Word
Homesickness
JAH

. NAMES

Herring Gull

Elephant

Pigeon

Wasp

Giraffe

Two Kangaroos

Hen and Egg

Cuckoo

A Rejected Leaf

A Tree by the Road
Bluebell

Leaves of a Drying Tree
The Tree and the Grove
Devil and God

Theology of Hopelessness
The Messiah and the Sea
A Dream

lll. STRUCTURES

A Library

A Widow in Novorusiysk

Dundee Reflected in the Tay River
Blue Pond at Berkovitsa

U, WN -

12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
24
26
27
28
29

35
37
38
39



A Breakwater

Athens

Native Sea

Labyrinth

My Hometown

The Refugee

Packing

Nobody’s Song
Washington, D.C.
Flamenco

The Balkan Dance
The Patience of Stone
No Man Is an Island
The Washington Monument
The Balkan Bridge

40
41
42
43
44
46
47
48
49
52
54
55
57
59
60



A MASON

| have built my home on a strong rock.
| have built my home on the sky.

Stones thrown at me
would reach me
only if they became birds.

The trees in my backyard
are tall-stemmed rainfalls.
| harvest

July thunderbolts.

Those clouds | travel through —
those changing continents —
breathe in a world ocean.

The sun is my bright grave.
The moon is a secret face in my dream.

My tongue is my home

on a rock.

| utter names

and the names become structures.

All my Arguments are well-grounded:
| based myself on the sky.



BROTHERHOOD

The ocean is a cathedral

where service never ends.

Its changing towers, tidal buttresses
are made of spirit and sound.

We enter the ocean like rivers

to become one with the One.



THE TEMPLE

The bricks of the temple
breathe and grow.

But whatever is joined
with the mortar of Love
can never be destroyed.



THE WORD

No one can utter alone
the Word of the Architect.

He has spoken many tongues,
present and past.

He speaks with the tongues
of all times, all nations.

His Word is being uttered for millennia.
But it sounds to the world
like a great silence.



HOMESICKNESS

After the rain

a pyramid of sunlight

fell on the floor of my dark room.
| looked through the window
and saw a rainbow in the East.

This pyramid of light

is where | want to live.

This bridge in the sky

is the way to my home, abroad.



JAH

. . . Sing praises to His name. . .
Psalms, 68:4

Every audible voice

is an echo of Your Voice, my Lord.
Every earthly sound

is a resonance of your Word without words.
Nothing is remembered, nothing remains

if it is not repeated, if it does not resonate.

Nothing exists by itself.

Love is an echo and a repetition.
Every new birth

Is an echo and a repetition.
The law, based on tradition,

IS an echo and a repetition.
The mantra and the child’s song

are an echo and a repetition.
The prayer is an echo and a repetition.

We are all echoes of the Voice in the void:
the temple is a song.





