Mythical Kings and Iguanas
by Dory Previn
I have flown to star-stained heights on bent and battered wings
in search of mythical kings, mythical kings,
sure that everything of worth is in the sky and not the earth
and I never learned to make my way
down
down
down
where the iguanas play.
I have ridden comet tails in search of magic rings
to conjure mythical kings, mythical kings,
singing scraps of angel-song, high is right and low is wrong,
and I never taught myself to give
down  
down  
down  
where the iguanas live  

Astral walks I try to take, I sit and throw I Ching.  
Aesthetic bards and tarot cards are the cords to which I cling -  
don't break my strings  
(I wish you would)  
or I will fall  
(I wish I could  
I wish I could  
I wish I could)  

Curse the mind that mounts the clouds in search of mythical kings  
and only mystical things, mystical things.
Cry for the soul that will not face the body as an equal place,   
and I never learned to touch for real  
or feel the things iguanas feel  
down  
down  
down  
where they play  

Teach me ,
teach me,
teach me,
reach me.
Twenty-Mile Zone
by Dory Previn
I was riding in my car  
screaming at the night, screaming at the dark, screaming at fright 
I wasn't doing nothing 
just driving about, screaming at the dark, letting it out 
that's all I was doing, just letting it out 

Well along comes a motorcycle very much to my surprise,
I said “officer was i speeding?” - I couldn't see his eyes,
He said “no you weren't speeding” and he felt where his gun was hung.
He said “lady you were screaming at the top of your lungs,
and you were doing it alone, you were doing it alone,
you were screaming in your car in a twenty-mile zone,
you were doing it alone, you were doing it alone, you were screaming.”

I said “I'll roll up all my windows, don't want to disturb the peace 
I'm just a creature who is looking for a little release.”
I said “and what's so wrong with screaming, don't you do it at your games 
when the quarterback breaks an elbow, when the boxer beats and maims?”
”But you were doing it alone, you were doing it alone,
you were screaming in your car in a twenty-mile zone,
you were doing it alone, you were doing it alone, you were screaming.”

I said “animals roar when they feel like, why can't we do that too,
instead of screaming ’banzai baby’ in the war in the human zoo?”

He said “I got to take you in now, follow me right behind,
and let's have no more screaming like you're out of your mind.”
So he climbed aboard his cycle and his red-eyed headlight beamed, 
and his motor started spinning, and his siren screamed.

He was doing it alone, he was doing it alone, he was screaming on his bike in a twenty-mile zone,
he was doing it alone, he was doing it alone, he was screaming. 
I was doing it alone , I was doing it alone, I was screaming in my car in a twenty-mile zone,
I was doing it alone, I was doing it alone, I was screaming.
We were doing it together, we were doing it together, we were screaming at the dark in a twenty-mile zone,
we were doing it together, we were doing it together, we were screaming.
We were doing it together, we were doing it together, we were screaming at the dark in a twenty-mile zone,
we were doing it together, we were doing it together  
alone
in a twenty-mile zone.
Assignment for Class Session #8
1. Make a list of your most outrageous moments, and identify what was seeking its “outage” during these moments.

2. Answer as completely as you can: When I keep my soul’s channel for spirit’s expression open, 

a. what shows up is . . .

b. how it shows up is . . .

c. how I feel when it shows up is . . .

d. the difference that is made in me by what shows up is . . .

e. the difference that I make in the world with what shows up is . . .

3. Continue to compile the notebook and/or scrapbook for your soul.

