In the Land of Octopus Kisses

Keith Nelson


On this special day for you,
Your un-birthday, thus almost any day you choose,
You have been invited for something exceptional, a
Private and personal session of Octopus kisses.

I know this is a surprise--a shock even !
But please take time to calmly consider the possibilities.
Even though you rarely cross species with your kisses
A Giant Pacific Octopus has eight arms and so much more to offer. 

Consider this--
Each arm, for both boys and girls, has about 250 sensuous mouths 
Precision controlled by an unusual brain
With more than half the neurons lurking all along the arms,
Each mouth with eager lips and hypersensitive senses
Of smell and touch.

So, best to just give in.
Do not think at all about sex, instead think about total spiritual openness. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Anoint your bed with lotus leaves, and cardamom scents.
Lie back, breathe easy, let yourself feel,
Approach all this as a delicious, open-ended excursion.

Perhaps start in a small, simple way
A kind of "handshake" with "O".
Offer one of your hands and request just 20
Soft Octopus kisses on that hand.

How was that ?  
Shake your other hand to say "thank you"
If this was a satisfactory sort of appetizer.
To request just a bit more pressure, lift an index finger,
Or, point it down for even fewer or even softer kisses.

There now, in the Land of Octopus Kisses,
You are always in charge.
Patience is in order, most of us would not know how to deal with
Two thousand kisses at once.
So best to resist that temptation, at least for a while.

Turn the next corner, open the next chapter,
Offer O some modest stretch of your territory
You find in high kissable mood,
Always opting for those simple hand/finger movements
So transparent to the Octopus mind.
Variations of rhythm, multiple bits of harmony
Could easily be arranged.
Imagine a pianist with four hands and forty fingers,
Oh the complexities that would emerge !
Well touch any four of the arms of O
Begin to hum a beloved tune,
Or tap it on the head of O, ever so slightly,
And as O patterns movements in those four arms and countless mouths,
You become a perfectly tuned church organ played by a quartet with a single,
Salty, incredible, synthesizing brain.

Where do your own fingers begin and end ?  
Or your ears, your lips, your toes ?
This may seem too obvious, too familiar to even contemplate.
But wait.   Your brain senses and guides fingers with a theory, a model, 
An open and dynamic flowing script for action.
As you vibrate to the remarkable movements of O,
Your own sense of possible movements, emergent harmonies,
Will be updated and transformed.

Thus you will become a new instrument,
One with expanded musical and sensual ranges,
A new sense of grounded-ness and at the same time
A readiness for a wild ride through rapid crisscrossing pattern changes,
Harmonies beyond harmonies.

O will then ask for your trust, your cooperation,
But always with keen sensitivity to your feedback signals,
To travel further in the Land of Octopus Kisses,
To the shores of Octo-Arms and endless oncoming Waves,
Kisses by the thousand, stormy showerings of kisses,
Rippling, pulsing, emerging, cascading harmonies,
Sweet immersion in the spirit and delight and full presence of O.

In return the Octopus won't ask for much, 
And you should not ask why.  No, No
Just gaze deeply into those two caressing eyes of O
Built to like design by the same architect who built your own.
Please graze that attentive brow with one sweet, salty, heartfelt kiss.
O, O.  O to the power of two. Oh me.  Oh my.
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